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 Chapter 1 
 
    The metallic trace of blood mixed with the scent of floral and spiced perfume gripped the deepest gorges of my mind as I tried to pry myself awake. My dreams had been long and dark, and in my mind, all I could see were witches burning at the stakes while the elder gods cheered and laughed. Their hauntingly beautiful faces penetrated my mind, even as I was trapped in a state of both sleep and awareness, and I desperately wanted to wake up, but my eyes felt heavy as lead. I tried to tell myself to wake up, and my body ached with both pleasure and pain as I struggled to move and open my eyes.  
 
    Finally, I peeled my eyes open, and I smiled as an instant wave of relief and gratification washed over me. I could feel hot breath tickling my neck and warm arms draped over my chest as I gently craned my neck to stare at the beautiful, naked women surrounding me. As I silently stared at their perfectly sculpted bodies, recollections of last night replayed in my mind as I remembered how we brought a new witch into our coven.  
 
    “Fuckkk,” I chuckled to myself as I glanced at the strong-willed Penelope. 
 
    Our new addition slept like a cat on the foot of the bed, and her bright, tangerine-colored hair was splayed over her porcelain, doll-like face. Her ebony eyelashes were like long, dark satin feathers I wanted to brush with the tip of my finger, and her rosy lips were parted slightly as she took in slow, deep breaths. Her perfect breasts moved in a rhythmic motion as she continued to sleep deeply and peacefully, and despite the serene look on her beautiful face, I briefly wondered if she’d suffered from any nightmares last night.  
 
    I doubted it, though, because all I could sense from her was total calm and serenity. If the bright-haired witch was worried or frightened about the future, she kept it hidden well, deep within her subconscious. As I continued to study her sleeping form, the early pale sunlight began streaming in through the stained-glass window, and the golden beams highlighted her every feature.  
 
    I appreciated her slender, curled up body for a moment more, and then a satisfied smile came to my face.  
 
    “Mmmm, Cole,” she murmured in her sleep. “Yes… just like that.” 
 
    I repressed a chuckle as she shifted in her sleep, and my grin widened as I remembered how hard-headed she behaved before she yielded to her desires. During the games, I knew she would eventually be mine, and last night, all my patience had finally paid off. I knew the resilient witch had relished in every single touch, stroke, and kiss I was able to give her, and blood rushed to my cock as I remembered how she moaned for my dick and then cried out my name as she came over and over again while I impaled her with my cock. She’d been so warm and eager, and fucking her for the first time had been an unforgettable experience. Then, once I’d pumped her womb full of my cum, I’d ordered her to lick my cream out of my other women’s filled pussies. 
 
    What an amazing night.  
 
    The sweetest fruit truly did taste the finest when given the right amount of time to ripen.  
 
    I averted my attention away from the bright-haired witch and then looked to my right side, and I marveled at Faye and Morgana as their contrasting locks spilled over the satin, scarlet pillow. Faye’s blood red hair was entangled with Morgana’s chocolate-colored locks like crimson rivers running through the deepest, darkest soil, and the redhead had one freckled arm draped over my chest, with half her face pressed into my skin as she slept. I could feel her taut nipples protruding into my ribs as she kept her arm tightly wrapped around me as if she were holding onto my body for dear life, and a rush of desire coursed through my veins.  
 
    Then I craned my neck to stare at the luscious Morgana, and the sexy bookworm had one exposed leg wrapped over the redhead’s lower half, while the other was hiding beneath the sheets. The bookish brunette’s full, red lips curled up into a small smile as she slept, and her pale, voluptuous breasts were pressed against the redhead’s back. She occasionally grunted or laughed in her sleep, and I knew she was on the verge of waking up. 
 
    When I turned my head to look at the other side, I stared at the luminous, lavender-skinned Vesta and smiled to myself because Akira also had her arm wrapped around the elvish witch’s slender, hourglass waist. They were both so beautifully different, and I couldn’t help but stare at the duo as they slept soundlessly and deeply. I marveled at Vesta’s glowing lilac skin and her cascading, sage-green hair, which fell into loose waves over her flawless goddess-like face. My eyes lingered on her long, slender legs, and then up to her plum-colored buds. Her features were a sharp contrast to Akira’s short, dark hair and athletic, sexy build. The black-eyed witch barely moved as she slept, and she kept her small, heart-shaped face tucked into Vesta’s silky green locks as she softly breathed in and out.  
 
    I took another look around the room and then smiled to myself, because these were my women, and they loved belonging to me. I heard one of them moan softly, and when I turned to locate the source, I spotted Morgana’s baby-blue eyes fluttering open. Then her eyes flickered over to meet mine, and a small, shy smile spread across her beautiful face.  
 
    “Good morning,” she croaked, and her voice was still heavy with sleep.  
 
    “Good morning,” I chuckled. “Did you sleep well?” 
 
    “Like a lamb,” the brunette replied as she began to furiously rub away the sleep from her eyes. “What time is it?” 
 
    “Just a little after sunrise,” I answered.  
 
    “Satan,” I heard Akira muffle into her pillow as she began to wake up. “Can we just sleep or fuck all day?” 
 
    “That sounds positively lovely,” Vesta sighed with her eyes still closed.  
 
    “It does.” I nodded. “But something tells me we have a long day ahead of us.”  
 
    “Per usual,” Penelope grunted as she slowly opened her mahogany brown eyes.  
 
    “I wonder if we’ll be going back to class today,” Faye pondered aloud as she stretched out like a cat. “Since you’ve been asleep, Cole, we’ve been restoring the academy and cleaning up the dead… there hasn’t been any mention of the curriculum.”  
 
    “Well, I’m sure Theodora--” I started to say until there was a hard, abrupt knock on the door.  
 
    Each witch shot up from their position like a warrior prepared for battle, and they wildly looked around with wide, alert eyes. Then they all scrambled to snatch a corner of the satin sheets to cover themselves up with, at least as best as possible.  
 
    “Easy,” I said in a soft tone. “I’m sure it’s just Vanessa.”  
 
    “But why so early, if she sees me naked, I don’t know what I’ll do--” Morgana started to ramble until there was another impatient knock.  
 
    Before I could utter another word, the door shot wide open, and to my surprise, it wasn’t Professor Vanessa, but instead her mother, Headmistress Theodora.  
 
    The elegant headmistress was wearing a long, black velvet gown with a high lace-trimmed collar and black leather gloves, and her dark hair was pinned into a mass of thick curls and decorated with an elaborate raven-skull bone pin. Her lips and cheeks were painted a dark rouge, almost as if she’d smeared her enemies’ blood on her flawless, ivory face.  
 
    Her pale blue eyes darted back and forth as she approached us, and as she did so, she indiscreetly studied each witch in my bed. Although the women had scrambled to cover themselves up as best they could, I could feel the humiliation and awkwardness radiating off their bodies like a strongly scented perfume. Not even the bold Akira had a word to say as the headmistress of Scholomance Academy stood poised and erect at the foot of my bed.  
 
    “Err,” I chuckled awkwardly. “Good morning, Headmistress. What brings you to my bedroom?”  
 
    “Good morning, Cole… and ladies,” she purred, and she was seemingly unbothered by the clearly uncomfortable situation. “I see you all had a lovely night… which was well deserved.”  
 
    When I glanced at my coven, all their faces turned beet red, and they were having trouble making eye contact with the headmistress. Several of them even bowed their heads low and just murmured incoherently in response.  
 
    Theodora’s face remained impartial to the awkward circumstances, and when the air grew too thick with tension, I knew I had to say something.  
 
    “With all due respect, Headmistress,” I said as I rubbed the back of my head, “is there a reason you so urgently decided to barge into my room?”  
 
    “Of course,” she replied with a twinkle in her sky-blue eyes. “We’re going on a little trip, and you need to get up, get dressed, and come down to my office as quickly as a newborn newt. I’ve had Cordelia pack you a bag with a fresh set of cloaks and other necessities as well, so don’t worry about that.”  
 
    For a moment, I was at a loss for words. I would follow Theodora into battle without a second thought, but still, this request seemed to emerge from out of the blue, and I wondered if something was deeply amiss. We’d just won a battle against the Mors Academy, and we were still in the process of recovering and rebuilding, so why would Theodora want to leave her beloved school when there could be other threats waiting in the shadows? 
 
    “Wait, a trip and a packed bag?” I asked with a raised eyebrow. “What--?”  
 
     “We’ll be traveling to the High Wicca Court,” the headmistress interjected with her hands folded neatly in front of her. “You’ve killed a headmaster, and now, they will want to see your face and hear your side of the story--”  
 
    “But it was in self-defense!” Akira suddenly screeched, as if all semblance of humiliation had evaporated and was replaced with terror. “He cannot be put on trial! They’ll want to skin him alive--”  
 
    “Easy, there, Miss Akira,” Theodora replied with a raised hand. “They do not want to put him on trial… they simply want to meet the man who saved Scholomance and defeated an elder goddess.”  
 
    All fear and concern among the women seemed to vanish instantaneously. Then they began to feverishly whisper amongst each other in excited voices, but I had no idea what the High Wicca Court even was, or why it seemed to spark so much exhilaration.  
 
    “Why does this… Court want to meet me in person?” I asked after a moment. “Surely, they would take your word for it?”  
 
    “Cole,” Vesta purred before Theodora could respond. “This is one of the highest honors imaginable. Very few witches are ever brought to the High Court for a respectable reason.”  
 
    “Miss Vesta speaks the truth,” Theodora said with her chin raised. “This is a once in a lifetime opportunity which you cannot miss… even if you wanted to.” 
 
    “So, in other words,” I responded with an arched eyebrow, “it’s not optional.” 
 
    “No.” The beautiful headmistress smiled. “So, let’s get a move on… Tempus is not an easy journey to make, even by shadow-porting.” 
 
    “I’m not leaving without my coven,” I said as she turned on her heels and then theatrically spun her skirts. The sound of my voice stopped her dead in her tracks, and I could see her shoulders slightly shaking as if she were quietly chuckling to herself. “Where I go, they go… and wherever this Tempus is, they’re coming, too.”  
 
    Without turning around, Theodora sighed and then lingered for a moment by the doorway.  
 
    “I had no doubt you’d want to bring them along,” she responded in a soft tone. “Ladies, please prepare whatever you might need for a couple of nights and be quick about it.”  
 
    “Yes, Headmistress,” they all responded in unison, and I could still hear the excitement in their voices, despite their apparent efforts to contain their true feelings.  
 
    “Very good,” Theodora answered before she strolled out the door.  
 
    As soon as the headmistress left the room, the women giggled and then proceeded to jump up and down, naked on the bed.  
 
    “We’re going to the High Court!” Morgana giggled as her full breasts bounced up and down with each jump. “Can you believe it? I wonder if we’ll see Elena Sharpe while we’re there… I’ve read countless books on her.”  
 
    “Of course, we will,” Penelope added as she enthusiastically jumped alongside the brunette. “Her and Anne Willmore!” 
 
    “Elena and Anne, who?” I asked with a repressed laugh.  
 
    Their eagerness and excitement brought a smile to my face, even though I barely knew what I was about to get myself into, but my women had been through so much, and it was refreshing to see them so genuinely excited. 
 
    “Oh, Cole,” Penelope sighed in a dream-like voice. “You don’t understand… the High Wicca Court, which is located in the great realm of Tempus, is composed of legendary law creators and the most brilliant witches of this century.”  
 
    “Yes, each century they select nine members to maintain law and order throughout the Wicca realms and academies,” Morgana explained, “and most witches go through a lifetime without ever visiting the academic and historical realm of Tempus… to be invited into their domain for a meeting is considered an absolute privilege.”  
 
    “And Tempus is apparently one of the most astonishing realms in all the worlds,” Akira added with a broad smile. “Filled with ancient history and weaponry… you’re going to fucking love it.”  
 
    “Well.” I grinned. “Don’t you think we should be getting ready to go, then?”  
 
    “Shit, he’s right!” Penelope gasped as she jumped from the edge of the bed and landed gracefully on the floor. Then she quickly picked up her scattered clothing and scrambled to put it back on.  
 
    As she frantically got dressed, the orange-haired witch missed a couple of buttons on her blouse, and I couldn’t help but stare at the dry blood above her collar bone as she quickly donned her skirt, socks, and shoes. I knew the mark we gave her would leave a scar, but still, it would be a permanent reminder that she belonged to me, and the thought sent a small shiver of pleasure coursing through my body. As I continued to discreetly study her, I found myself wanting to trace her cut with the lightest touch of my finger. I longed to feel her quiver under my touch and beg for me to fuck her again, and I swore to myself I would have her naked and spasming underneath me as soon as the moment arose.  
 
    “Don’t take too long, Penelope,” Vesta suggested in her soothing voice as soon as the orange-haired witch was dressed. “We shouldn’t keep Theodora waiting.” 
 
    “I’ll be there shortly,” Penelope replied as she rushed to the door, “and don’t wait for me in the common room! I’ll meet you down in the office!”  
 
    “I don’t think I’ve ever seen anyone get dressed so quickly,” Akira giggled as soon as Penelope was gone. “Did you see she had her skirt on backward, and her buttons were all uneven?”  
 
    “Well, can you blame her?” Morgana chuckled as she jumped from the bed and stood there stark naked in the pale sunlight. “There’s still a part of me that almost can’t believe it… and it’s all thanks to you, Cole.”  
 
    “Yes, thank you, master, for this opportunity,” Faye said as she batted her elongated eyelashes. “If it weren’t for you, we’d be stuck here cleaning up the school for another couple of days.”  
 
    “You know I always have your best interests at heart.” I winked as I planted my feet on the cold, wooden floor. “Now, you’d better go and pack your things. I’ll meet you in the common room in five minutes… oh, and don’t bother putting your clothes back on. I’d rather see you walk out of here naked.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” they all replied with coy smiles and light blushes.  
 
    After watching my women prance out of the room naked as a herd of deer, I strode over to the sea glass mirror by the bathroom and gazed at my reflection. My black hair was plastered over my forehead, and my light-blue eyes looked slightly red-rimmed and swollen. I also had a small cut above my upper lip and a dark purple shadow across my left eye. I’d looked better, but at least I was still in one piece.  
 
    Which was more than I could say for Ravana.  
 
    “Would you care for a quick bath, sir?” Cordelia’s shrill voice suddenly rang through the air. “It will do wonders for your body after being in bed for so long.”  
 
    “Alright,” I said after a long moment, “so long as it’s quick.” 
 
    “But of course,” the obedient ghost-maid replied without hesitation.  
 
    Soon, I could hear the bath filling up, and when I peeked into the bathroom, golden-hued water was nearly filled to the brim. Then, as I neared the tub, I realized the steam smelled of lavender and some other kind of spice I didn’t recognize.  
 
    “What is that intoxicating scent, Cordelia?” I asked out of curiosity.  
 
    “Why, it’s a foreign spice known as aenean,” she answered, and I could hear the pride in her voice. “I’ve been saving it for a time like this… you’re going to need your strength fully returned if you’re going to be traveling to Tempus.”  
 
    “Well, thank you,” I said before I stepped into the water.  
 
    My body instantly relaxed, and I could feel my face strangely twitching as the steam seeped into my pores. I didn’t spend too long in the tub, and when I stepped out of the water, I quickly wrapped a towel around my waist and then headed back into my bedroom. I found a black, silk shirt and a pair of dark gray wool trousers resting on the bed with a pair of leather boots and a long black cloak with the Scholomance crest sewn into the breast pocket. I dried myself off and then dressed as quickly as possible, and when I looked into the sea glass mirror, I was astonished to see my cut and bruise had healed, and color had returned to my face.  
 
    “Wow,” I breathed in amazement. “Thank you, Cordelia.” 
 
    “Do not mention it, sir,” she responded. “Now, if you don’t mind me saying, your bag is down in the common room. Your coven is also waiting for you, so you’d better get a move on before Theodora comes to drag you to her office.” 
 
    “Alright, then,” I said before I took in a deep, steady breath and then headed to the bedroom door. 
 
    When I reached the common room, the witches and their familiars were gathered by the fireplace, and as soon as Alexander saw me, he flapped his large, leathery wings and then flew closer.  
 
    You’re looking sharp, Cole, he said. In fact, you look brand fucking new. Every witch you meet is gonna wanna spread her legs for you.  
 
    “Thanks,” I chuckled as I fiddled with my collar. “Are you familiars permitted to come along?” 
 
    “I doubt that’s possible,” Morgana answered. “We’re already taking a risk by joining you.” 
 
    “How so?” I asked with a raised eyebrow.  
 
    “Usually, when an invitation is extended, it is solely for that individual,” the brunette explained. “We are really testing the court’s patience and virtue by joining you.”  
 
    “I see,” I replied slowly. “So, shall we go?” 
 
    They eagerly nodded, and we bade our familiars goodbye before we grabbed our bags and then headed down to Theodora’s office. As we marched through the school’s corridors, it was difficult not to stare at the burned stone walls, the smashed, stained-glass windows, the broken chandeliers, and the chaotic, open-doored classrooms. I hoped by the time we returned, things would be somewhat back to normal.  
 
    As we made our way to the headmistress’ office, several witches who were busy cleaning up cast curious glances our way, and to my surprise, some of them even bowed or clapped as we passed them by.  
 
    “Finally, some fucking respect.” Akira smirked. “I could get used to this.”  
 
    “Of course, you could,” Morgana playfully added. 
 
    “I think we should maintain an air of modesty,” Vesta purred as she seemed to float down the hall. “It’s far more sophisticated and elegant than gloating about our glory.”  
 
    “Whatever,” Akira snickered. “If they want to kiss the ground I walk on, I’m all for it. We deserve it.”  
 
    I chuckled and shook my head as we continued to walk down the broken hallways. When we reached Theodora’s office, the door was already open, and when I peered inside, Theodora was at her desk, and I could also see Penelope and another woman with dark hair standing in front of the headmistress. They were both holding onto small, black leather suitcases, and even though the other woman had her back turned to me, I already knew who it was.  
 
    “Professor Vanessa?” I playfully smirked as she turned around. “Will you be joining us?”  
 
    The beautiful professor was wearing a deep, sapphire-blue gown with a plunging neckline and a black pearl choker around her elegant, elongated neck. As soon as she saw me, her full, red lips tightened into a firm line, and then she looked down at her boots.  
 
    “It would seem so,” she replied as she cleared her throat. “Listen, Cole… I know I haven’t been up to visit you while you were recovering, but I would just like to thank you on behalf of Scholomance… Satan knows where we’d be if you hadn’t stopped Ravana when you did.”  
 
    My coven and the headmistress remained silent as the hard-headed professor struggled to express her gratitude toward me, and I couldn’t help but feel a twinge of affection for the stone-cold witch.  
 
    “You’re welcome,” I answered with a grave nod. “I just did what I had to.”  
 
    “Of course,” she muttered without meeting my eyes. 
 
    “Well, now that that’s out of the way,” Theodora said as she clapped her hands, “shall we go?”  
 
    “Yes, headmistress,” we politely answered collectively.  
 
    “Excellent, now hold on tightly to your bags!” The headmistress grinned before she flicked her wrist.  
 
    In the next moment, we were engulfed in a massive cloud of purple smoke, and despite my reservations, questions, and fears, I was ready for the next adventure to begin.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
    As with any form of shadow-porting, the world spun, twisted, and violently somersaulted before we all landed with a painful crash on what felt like cold, wet cobblestones. My coven and I moaned and grunted with pain as we slowly stood up on trembling legs, but Vanessa and Theodora remained poised and as graceful as ever. The mother-daughter duo stood tall and proud before us, and they gazed into our eyes with placid smiles and hands neatly folded in front of them as we quickly struggled to compose ourselves.  
 
    I took a quick glance around and was surprised to see we were in the middle of a vast, emerald green forest with a cobblestone pathway leading somewhere up north. The pale sun seeped through the mass of trees, and the white-wine colored beams of light cast a warm glow on my skin as I squinted my eyes to see what laid ahead. All I could make out were towering, lazy willow trees, vast green groves, jade-colored leaves, and exotic looking birds with three eyes and black and white feathers. As we stood to our feet and collected our scattered belongings, the ill-disposed birds cawed furiously in our direction, as if to tell us to back the hell off.  
 
    “Those are tresoculos,” Faye whispered into my ear as the birds flew in circles above the trees. “They are perfectly harmless… unless, of course, you happen to be a juicy wart-worm.”  
 
    “Interesting,” I muttered as I clutched my leather bag.  
 
    As we stood in the middle of this cryptic, but beautiful, forest, I glanced at my women and tried to read them. I knew deep down they were over the moon about this impromptu adventure, but still, they remained expressionless. Vanessa loathed any displays of exhilaration, which was why my witches were doing their best not to expose their feelings. Even so, deep down, I knew they were beyond thrilled, and that sent a course of pleasure running through my body like an electric current.  
 
    “Well, we can’t afford to dawdle,” Theodora chimed in a sing-song voice. “Let’s get a move on, shall we?”  
 
    No one said a word, and only a few witches nodded in response, so Vanessa’s beautiful face scrunched up into an expression of distaste and annoyance.  
 
    “Now you’re all suddenly mute as a mule… move onward, and be quick about it for once in your lives,” the beautiful professor grumbled. “We have no time to waste. Sunset is just around the corner, and I do not fancy walking around aimlessly through the dark.”  
 
    “Err, Professor,” I said as I took a small step forward. “When we left the academy, it was still morning.” 
 
    Vanessa rolled her pale blue eyes and looked like she was about to tear me a new asshole before Theodora gently stepped forward and placed a hand on her exasperated daughter’s shoulder. Immediately, Vanessa clamped her red mouth shut and cast her eyes downward, like she was suddenly ashamed. 
 
    “Like with many other realms in our worlds,” Theodora began as her eyes found mine, “time moves differently here. There is no morning or afternoon in Tempus… only evening and nightfall.” 
 
    “Interesting,” I replied after a moment.  
 
    “It truly is.” The headmistress nodded. “Now, let’s get going, shall we?”  
 
    Theodora and her daughter both spun on their heels and then followed the cobblestone pathway through the emerald grove, and we treaded through the lush thicket and past ancient towering trees. The air smelled like jasmine and pinewood, and I was beginning to see why the others had deemed this realm as one of the most stunning in all the worlds. We hadn’t even reached the court, and already, I was amazed by the tranquility and dark, sensual energy of this woodland. It felt like I was pulled into a trance or an addicting fever dream I didn’t want to wake up from. The air even seemed lighter here, as if the clouds had descended from above and were floating alongside us as we ventured deeper into the enchanting, evergreen forest. 
 
    “What a gorgeous woodland,” Vesta sighed in a dream-like voice. “I could just build a small cottage and create my own brews and potions until I grow old and gray… that wouldn’t be such a terrible way to live, now would it?” 
 
    “No, but it would be boring as hell,” Akira chuckled under her breath. 
 
    “Say what you will,” Vesta pouted with her purple chin raised, “but I think it would be a dream come true… so long as you were all there with me, of course.”  
 
    “Well, well, well,” Penelope said as she clucked her tongue, “I never realized how sentimental you were, Vesta.” 
 
    “I’m many things,” Vesta remarked with a proud glint in her silver eyes. “You’ll get used to it.”  
 
    “Oh, we know you’re many things, Vesta.” Morgana smirked playfully. “You’re a goddess, a great elvish beauty, a mesmerizing enchantress…” 
 
    “Ha, ha.” The lavender-skinned witch smiled. “You may be attempting to mock me, but you know deep down you speak the truth.” 
 
    “Of course, we know that, Your Majesty,” Akira snickered and curtsied.  
 
    “Do you think we’ll run into any mulier venatione cervorum?” Faye questioned out of the blue, and the rest of my coven and I stared at her for the impromptu segue. 
 
    “Mulier… venatione…what?” I asked as we walked carefully behind Vanessa and Theodora.  
 
    “Mulier venatione cervorum,” the redhead said as if repeating the name would somehow make me understand. “Deer women?”  
 
    As usual, the redhead only pictured the possible creatures that could be dwelling within the secret hideaways of the woods.  
 
    “Deer women,” I repeated with a slow nod. “Sounds… hot.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” Akira quipped, “sounds like the best of both worlds--”  
 
    “Oh, for hell’s sake,” Vanessa’s shrill voice echoed through the air, but she didn’t even bother to turn around, and neither did the headmistress. “Could you refrain from the trivial discussion and keep up silently? We’re nearly there, and I want you to be prepared to greet the ladies of the High Court… which means, no jokes, no senseless questions, no gawking… just please, do your best to represent Scholomance to the best of your abilities, understood?”  
 
    “Yes, Professor,” we obediently answered.  
 
    We took the hint to remain silent for the rest of our journey, and by the time we reached the edge of the enchanting forest, the air had grown thicker with fog, and the sun had turned a deep, blood orange color.  
 
    Then Theodora pushed the last branches out of the way, and my breath caught in my throat at the magnificent view in front of me. 
 
    Just a few miles ahead laid the grandest castle I’d ever seen in all my adventures. The palace was so tall, its gothic arched towers were looming high into the thick, crimson evening clouds above us. Each ebony black stone was perfectly even and rectangular, and massive, stained-glass windows with various Wicca depictions could be seen clearly, even from afar. Many of them included powerful witches casting spells on villages or entering battle with the elder gods.  
 
    From the edge of the woodland, I could sense the ancient power that consumed the castle, and I was immediately drawn into its carnal magic and morbid mystery. Then, as we drew closer and closer, I spotted large, black crows with red eyes, perched among the gloomy gargoyles and stoic statues that surrounded the shadowy palace.  
 
    “Unholy shit,” I whispered. “Now, I understand.”  
 
    “We told you,” Morgana whispered by my side. “It’s darkly captivating, is it not?”  
 
    “Truly and devastatingly beautiful,” Vesta purred. “Its unholy grace is evident in every curve of the spires and ramparts. Ahhh, I cannot wait to get closer so I can study its graceful architecture up close.” 
 
    “We’ll be there soon,” I said.  
 
    We were only a few miles away from the castle, and no drawbridge or gate was surrounding the fortress, which I thought was a little strange. Why would one of the most renowned realms in the Wicca world be left seemingly unguarded?  
 
    Then, as if some other force had gained insight into my thoughts, a screeching wind swept across us and nearly sent me flying backward, but as quickly as it had appeared, it vanished within the blink of an eye.  
 
    “Shit!” Akira cried out as she wrestled the hem of her skirt back down. “What was that?” 
 
    “They know we’re here,” Theodora replied in a calm, unmoved voice. “Do not worry… just follow my lead.”  
 
    We all nodded gravely before Theodora and Vanessa took heavy steps forward, and we followed their lead. As we ventured closer toward the grand, iron arched doorway, the blood-red sky suddenly turned pitch black, and a painful, agonizing scream filled the air. The screech clearly did not belong to any Wicca, but to an enormous, bloodthirsty beast, and as a full, golden-yellow moon slowly rose into the murky, black sky, I saw two impressive shadows fly across the palace and then land on opposite sides of the castle. When I adjusted my eyes and focused on the mysterious, grandiose silhouettes, I realized they were a pair of dark, scarlet-black dragons with glittering scales on their exposed bellies, and their grand wings were tucked neatly behind their backs as their shimmering, slit-shaped eyes focused on us. They were so still, they almost seemed like they were a part of the castle, and it was both breathtaking and unnerving.  
 
    “Unholy Satan,” Vesta breathed, “they’re magnificent.”  
 
    “I’ve never seen such a stunning creature,” Faye added with wide, golden-green eyes. “Iron-blooded dragons are the rarest animals in all the realms--”  
 
    “And the most lethal,” Theodora reminded us. “So, stay close.”  
 
    “Of course, Headmistress,” I answered when no one else said a word. 
 
    My heart beat faster as we followed the two superior witches down toward the iron doors, and I could feel hot blood coursing through my entire body as we edged closer and closer. Each step was more cumbersome than the last as I kept my eyes focused on the two beasts we moved toward, but I refused to break eye contact with them in case they took it as a sign of weakness.  
 
    Finally, when we reached the doors, Theodora glanced up at the castle, raised her hand to grasp the golden knocker, and struck the door, three solid times. Then she took a small step back, and for a moment, nothing happened.  
 
    No one dared to move, speak, or even breathe. I could feel my heartbeat pulsating in my eardrums, and then the ground abruptly began to tremble. My coven nearly fell back from the sudden jolt, and in the next moment, two clouds of deep, gray smoke appeared in front of us.  
 
    Once the mist cleared, we were staring at two gorgeous women with enormous, feathered black wings and glowing blue eyes. They had ebony, pin-straight hair that reached their bare toes, and they were as pale as snow. They both donned long, velvet black robes, and their full lips were as dark as black blood. Their eyes were expressionless, and there was something incredibly unsettling about how their faces were set in stone.  
 
    “Greetings,” Theodora said in a sing-song voice. “How are you faring on this dark, Satan laden night?”  
 
    “We are bathed in His unholy glow,” they answered simultaneously. “As is His wish.”  
 
    Their voices were like deep, dark echoes, and the duo reminded me of a pair of hellish angels stuck in the belly of a deep, dank cave. Their glowing blue eyes slowly shifted from Vanessa and Theodora to my coven, and when they focused on me, it felt as if they were peering into my mind’s eye and the deepest chasms of my black soul.  
 
    “You’ve brought a slightly larger audience than we anticipated, Theodora,” the dark pair echoed. “We asked you for the mortal man, and no one else.” 
 
    “Where he goes, his coven follows,” Theodora calmly answered. “You’re free to examine them if you wish.”  
 
    “We will test all of them.” The twins nodded gravely. “Including the man.” 
 
    “Very well,” Theodora replied before she slowly turned around to face us. “Would you all kindly take a step closer to the Angeli Mortis?”  
 
    I could hear each of my witches gulp before they slowly nodded and then stepped closer toward the two beautiful, but terrifying creatures. Meanwhile, I stood in the middle of my coven with my chin raised, and I tried to prepare myself for whatever was about to happen.  
 
    The bewitching beings peered deeply into our eyes, and then they began to chant in a language I’d never heard before. A piercingly icy wind picked up and then swirled around our feet as the women leaned in closer. They opened their red lips wider, and as a chanting melody escaped from their mouths, I felt like my soul was somehow being pulled out of my body. It was as if a million different entities were invading me all at once and trying to pick apart my brain. I nearly opened my mouth to protest, but I stopped myself because whatever they were doing, this was clearly the only admission to get inside the castle.  
 
    This was their gate and source of protection, and it was more powerful than any type of physical forcefield.  
 
    Once the invasive feeling subsided, and I could feel myself returning to normal, the two creatures closed their mouths and slowly nodded in Theodora’s direction.  
 
    “They passed,” their voices resonated. “They may enter now.”  
 
    “Thank you.” Theodora nodded in gratitude.  
 
    The headmistress and her daughter then turned around and smiled passively at us.  
 
    “Are you ready?” Theodora asked. 
 
    When no one answered, I took a small step closer toward her, and with my chin raised, I flashed her my most confident grin. 
 
    “Hell, yeah, we are,” I said.  
 
    “Excellent,” she answered with a proud smile.  
 
    As soon as the headmistress turned around to face the two women, they disappeared from view as wisps of smoke. Clearly, their work here was done, and the moment they vanished, the grand iron doors slowly parted open, and it felt as if we’re about to enter a magnificent cave. I couldn’t sense anything or anyone within the black void, but I obediently followed Vanessa and Theodora as we stepped inside the castle. 
 
    Once everyone was inside, the doors slammed shut behind us, and though I couldn’t see them, I could feel my women jolt with fear and apprehension.  
 
    “Do not show weakness,” Vanessa snapped quietly.  
 
    “Apologies, Professor,” I heard Morgana’s whisper echo throughout the room.  
 
    It was still pitch-black inside, but I could sense other manifestations here with us. I swallowed hard and then glanced up as if by some miracle, there would be an ember of light to shine down on us. 
 
    “Whatever is the matter?” a deep, feminine voice asked from within the black void. “Do you fear the dark… or is it the unknown which unnerves you?”  
 
    No one said a word, not even Vanessa or Theodora, and as the silence grew heavier with each passing second, I was becoming increasingly uncomfortable.  
 
    I asked you if you were afraid of the dark, the same voice suddenly intoned inside my head.  
 
    I sucked in a sharp breath of air and then relaxed my shoulders. I wasn’t about to let her question go unanswered, but I wasn’t going to let my voice quiver, either. 
 
    “No,” I said in a firm, clear voice. “I do, however, prefer to see whomever it is I choose to converse with.”  
 
    For a moment, I thought Vanessa or Theodora was going to reprimand me for my somewhat snippy response, but instead, the room filled with soft laughter. 
 
    “Very well, then,” the same voice answered. “Illuminana.”  
 
    At once, the entire room filled with firelight, and it took me a long moment to adjust to the view before me. Then I had to stop myself from letting my jaw fall to the marble floor, but I’d never seen such a room before. 
 
    The chamber was even larger than the banquet hall and three or four classrooms put together. The stone walls were painted in various shades, mostly black, amber, scarlet, and gold, and each stone was molded and carved into a different shape. The floors were made of silver and black marble, and there was a red pentagram painted right in the middle of the room. Grand, black stone archways covered the ground floor, and hundreds of oil paintings hung on the multi-colored walls.  
 
    When I glanced upward, I couldn’t even see the ceiling. There were just hundreds, if not thousands of red candles hovering above us like a fiery cloud. The air was scented with roses and spices, and there was one massive stained-glass window plastered at the very end of the room. Dark silk curtains covered most of the window, though, and marble statues were situated at each corner of the room.  
 
    But despite the grandiosity, luxury, and dark beauty of the magnificent room, what truly caught my attention were the nine witches standing behind black, towering marble podiums.  
 
    Each witch looked to be no older than Theodora and no younger than Vanessa, and they glared down at me with suspicious eyes and firmly set mouths. They were beautiful women, but they were also intimidating, and I could feel their resentment, skepticism, and doubt radiating off their bodies like the smell of freshly blooming flowers.  
 
    There was one woman, though, who differed from the others. She stood in the middle of the room behind the tallest podium, and as I stared into her eyes, I couldn’t get a read on her. Her hair was a pale blonde, and her eyes were as bright as the emerald green forest we’d just marched through. Then she smiled down at me with a perfect set of gleaming, white teeth 
 
    “So,” she said as her vibrant, snake-green eyes bored into mine. “This is the man who supposedly saved Scholomance… How do you do, Cole? Please, come closer.” 
 
    “I’m well, thank you,” I said as I cleared my throat and took a step toward her. “I truly appreciate you taking the time to see me and for allowing my coven to come along with me.” 
 
    “Wait,” a woman with long, deep red hair spoke up, and she narrowed her eyes at me intently. “Is it safe to allow him to approach? Doesn’t he look like--”  
 
    “Quiet, Anne,” the blonde woman snapped, and then she turned to me and forced herself to smile. “I am the head of the court, Madame Mara Soulton… I’m sure your coven knows this, but I am familiar with your circumstances, and I know your knowledge of our world is still in some ways… limited.”  
 
    “Yes, I’m afraid I’m still learning about your world,” I admitted, “but may I say that each day is an unholy blessing.” 
 
    “How so?” Madame Soulton asked with a pale arched eyebrow.  
 
    “You have all welcomed me into your world, and each day, I have learned something new and remarkable,” I explained. “I wouldn’t trade it for anything else in all the worlds.” 
 
    The court all cast a variety of different expressions toward one another. Some of the witches looked pleased by my response, while others remained skeptical or even disgusted by the mere sight of me.  
 
    “From your silver tongue drips honey,” Mara replied after a long minute, “but even the sweetest savor can be laced with venom… I’m afraid that while we are grateful to you for defeating a corrupt headmaster, saving Scholomance, and slaying an elder goddess, you must still prove your worth for the war to come.”  
 
    It took all my willpower not to laugh in their terrifyingly beautiful faces, but instead of demonstrating any sign of irritation or resentment, I simply forced myself to smile and then gently bowed my head. 
 
    “What would you have me do?” I asked. 
 
    “Tomorrow at first light,” Mara began, “you will face Amon… one of our fiercest creatures from the deepest bowels of hell. If you can defeat the beast, we will accept sister Theodora’s words that you may be of worth to us. Then we shall discuss what can be done to prepare Scholomance for the elder gods.”  
 
    My coven began to gasp and mutter amongst themselves until Vanessa furiously quieted them down.  
 
    “May I ask why?” I said once heavy silence filled the room once more. 
 
    “You may ask,” Mara said with a faux-sweet smile, “but I am under no obligation to answer you.” 
 
    “With all due respect, Mara,” Theodora interjected as she brushed past me. “Why would you summon him all the way here if you didn’t believe in his worth or my claim?”  
 
    “Satan,” the pale-haired woman chuckled. “I am surprised at you, Theodora. You never questioned the ways of the court before. Why start now… and why is it on behalf of this… man?”  
 
    “Because Cole has gone far above and beyond to protect the witches of Scholomance,” the headmistress proclaimed in a slightly raised voice. “He has proved his worth on more than one occasion, yet you want him to face an unbeatable creature. It seems as if you are, in fact, not respecting my words and claim.”  
 
    The women of the court all gasped in unison, except for the high and mighty Madame Mara. She simply stared at Theodora with no expression on her beautiful face, and then her lips curled up into a small, mysterious smile.  
 
    “It has already been decided, Theodora,” she said before she raised a small, wooden mallet and then hit her podium with a light tap. “This has little to do with you, and everything to do with a male who seems to have worked his way into your academy. Of course, if what you say about Cole is true, he won’t have a problem proving his power to us. We shall reconvene here tomorrow at first light. Now, the maids will all show you to your separate rooms.”  
 
    With those words, the women of the court all floated down from their podiums and left in different directions.  
 
    At first, I felt like the wind had been knocked out of me, and I wasn’t sure how to react or what to say. Even Theodora seemed to be at a loss for words, which was very unusual for her.  
 
    “Well,” Theodora said after a long moment, “you heard Madame Mara.”  
 
    “But, Headmistress,” Morgana breathed, and her blue eyes were dark with despair, “how can you allow Cole to fight Amon?”  
 
    “I do not have a choice in the matter, Miss Morgana,” Theodora sighed with her eyes downcast. “And neither do you… So, I suggest we all do as instructed and retire for the night. I know you’re not tired, but Cole will need his rest and strength, considering he has just recently recovered.” 
 
    My coven all nodded slowly in response, and even Vanessa looked slightly taken aback and concerned.  
 
    I took a deep, slow breath and then forced myself to meet Theodora’s pale blue eyes.  
 
    “Do not worry, Headmistress,” I answered with my chin raised. “Whatever this Amon is, I’ll kill the motherfucker twice over.”  
 
    To my surprise, Theodora tossed her head back and laughed as if she might bust a gut.  
 
    “Oh, Cole,” she said once she caught her breath. “I do admire you for your confidence… and by Satan… you will defeat the beast. I am sure of this as well.”  
 
    “Yeah,” Akira added in a small voice. “You’ll kick its ass.”  
 
    “We believe in you, Cole.” Morgana smiled with sparkling, blue eyes. “You’ve never let us down before.” 
 
    “And you won’t start now,” Penelope remarked.  
 
    “Amon may be one of the deadliest creatures known to the Wicca world,” Faye said with a slight tremor in her voice, “but I’m sure you will kill it with no problem.”  
 
    “What even is A--?” I started to ask, but then the sound of someone clearing their throat made me stop cold.  
 
    When I turned around, I saw a row of identical-looking women with pale skin and short dark hair standing in a line, like a row of pallid ducks, and they were all wearing matching white and red uniforms with small black aprons tied around their tiny waists.  
 
    “If you would follow the servants to your quarters, please, and quickly now,” one of the women said, “that would be most appreciated. The man will follow me.” 
 
    “Why can’t the women stay with me?” I asked with an arched eyebrow. “We’re a coven after all.”  
 
    “It is not customary,” one of the maids answered in a tight tone. “We don’t allow men and women to share quarters.”  
 
    I didn’t want to start an argument with the women of the High Court, so I simply nodded in agreement and bade everyone a good night. Once everyone left, I followed the pale and dangerously thin maid down a series of curved corridors, and finally, we reached a tall, wooden door with a silver, crystal knob.  
 
    “This is you,” she said in a stoic voice. “Good night.”  
 
    For some reason, she refused to meet my eyes, even as I nodded in gratitude, and as soon as I pushed the door open, she swept up her skirts and practically flew down the corridor.  
 
    I shook my head and then stepped into my chambers. The room was modest for such a lavish castle, and I had no doubt this space once belonged to a maid or servant of some kind. The small, narrow bed was placed against the stone wall, and there was a small bowl and a pitcher of water for me to clean myself up with set on a small, wooden vanity table. There were no carpets on the floor, or curtains hanging from the small, arched window. The room was bare, cold, and mean, but I didn’t care.  
 
    I sighed and then undressed before I slipped under the rough, dusty quilt of my cot-sized bed. Then I closed my eyes and tossed and turned before I fell into a deep sleep. I didn’t think I’d be able to catch a wink, but perhaps Theodora was right. My body was still recovering, and I relished in each hour of sleep I was able to gain. I didn’t want to picture what exactly I would be fighting at first light, but images of mysterious beasts managed to penetrate my mind’s eye as I slumbered.  
 
    Finally, there was a harsh knock on the door, and it quickly roused me from my sleep. 
 
    “It is nearly light,” the maid’s voice from last night said. “You need to return to the courtroom in ten minutes. No more, no less.” 
 
    “Understood,” I mumbled loud enough for her to hear. 
 
    As soon as the sound of her footsteps disappeared down the corridor, I flipped the covers off me and splashed my face with the tepid water from the pitcher. I rubbed the sleep from my eyes, ran my fingers through my hair, put on a fresh shirt, and wriggled into a pair of wool trousers from my bag. Then I slipped on my boots and tucked my wand into my waistband before I pulled the door open and took a deep, steady breath. 
 
    Satan only knew what fresh hell these women had planned for me, and I had a feeling they were eager to see me fail, but I would show them. I would prove my worth, just as I’d done countless times before, and it would take a lot more to bring me down. 
 
    I was not ready to die, and I vowed to Satan today would not be that day. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
    When I returned to the courtroom, vivid auburn sunlight seeped in through the stained-glass window, and it cast a blazing glow on everything in sight. The women of the High Court were standing behind their podiums, and they were all dressed in long, bright red gowns with golden crowns on top of their heads. Like last night, each beautiful woman stared down at me with scowls on their faces, as if I were nothing more than an ant crawling across their pristine marble floor.  
 
    The scowls etched on their flawless faces and the loathing in their eyes told me they were ready to see me fail, but I silently vowed to prove them otherwise. 
 
    Fuck these bitches.  
 
    My coven was silently standing in a straight line, just behind Theodora and Vanessa, and as I swept past them, each of my women cast me a concerned look. Some of them were better at hiding their distress than others, but I knew deep down, all of them were worried about my fate.  
 
    So, I met their eyes, and I forced myself to smile in their direction and to keep my chin and shoulders raised to reassure them in any small way. Then I turned my attention to the High Court and smirked confidently at them.  
 
    “Good morning… or should I say evening?” I said with a raised eyebrow.  
 
    The women’s scowls deepened, and they remained silently seated for a long moment, but then Madame Mara abruptly stood up and waved her small, dainty hand in my direction. She seemed pleased with herself, too, as if she’d already seen my bloody defeat in her sleep.  
 
    I kept steady eye contact with her and refused to look away, even when her gaze hardened, and I could feel sweat prickling at my forehead. Part of me slightly feared her, but at the same time, I was also drawn to her fearlessness and indescribable beauty.  
 
    “Well, well, well,” she clucked, “I must say… a part of me expected you to try and flee sometime in the night.”  
 
    “Me?” I chuckled. “I would never flee from the sight of a beautiful woman… or should I say, women.”  
 
    The women of the court gasped and then turned to look at each other as if they’d misheard me. Mara, however, tossed back her pale, blonde hair, and then she laughed gently. The sound of her giggling filled the room like a soothing melody, and it lasted perhaps longer than seemed appropriate to the other members, but she didn't seem to care.  
 
    “You are bold,” the court leader breathed, “but I’m afraid flattery will not save you from confronting Amon.” 
 
    “Ah, but of course not.” I smirked. “I was simply stating the truth.” 
 
    “Be that as it may,” she continued, “I’m afraid we are wasting time… the sun will not be up for long, and I want to make this as fair a competition as possible.”  
 
    It took all my willpower not to scoff or laugh at her because deep down, I knew she didn’t give two shits about my wellbeing, but I still played along.  
 
    “How considerate of you, Madame,” I answered with a deep bow. “I’m ready for whatever you have planned for me.” 
 
    Mara bowed her own head and then forced herself to smile graciously at me before she drifted down from her podium and glided in my direction. As she did so, her red dress floated behind her like a red river before she looked deeply into my eyes and then leaned in closer to whisper into my ear. Her hot breath tickled my skin and sent a stimulating shiver down my spine, but I pretended like it didn’t faze me.  
 
    “Let us begin, then,” she muttered, and her soft lips brushed against my ear as she slowly drew away. 
 
    Madame Soulton stared again into my eyes before she snapped her fingers, and then the entire room filled up with familiar, purple smoke.  
 
    I knew we were all shadow porting to somewhere, but this time, there was no violently tossing or turning, and when the smoke evaporated, I was standing in the middle of a dirt-covered pit. Above me, I could see the women of the court sitting comfortably in a stone stadium, and it was evident I was in some kind of arena. My coven was all seated on the opposite side of the pit, and Vanessa and Theodora were among them. It was challenging to read their expressions from here, but I could undoubtedly sense their fear and apprehension, even from afar.  
 
    The sand beneath me was stained with dark brown blood, and broken bones littered the pit like jewels in a throne room. The air around me was dangerously steady and calm, and as I paced around the pit, my leather boots kicked up massive clouds of bronzed dust.  
 
    Finally, Mara stood up and raised her pale hands into the air, and from here, she looked like a hellish angel with her blood-red gown and glittering crown. The gentle wind blew her white-blonde hair back from her heart-shaped face before she opened her full, rosy red lips to shout.  
 
    “The rules of combat are simple,” her gentle voice echoed, “fight till the death.” 
 
    In the next moment, I could hear something rumbling beneath me, and I took a giant step back when I realized the ground was opening. Puffs of stale smelling smoke emerged from below, and as the ground of the pit continued to split open, I could hear something snarling deeply from within.  
 
    I pulled out my wand and aimed it at the earth, and thick, black smoke swirled at my ankles as the floor parted open even wider. Soon, a large, mannish hand planted itself on the ground from the mysterious depths below, and then another one appeared. From the ashes and smoke rose an enormous, man-like creature with a falcon’s head and a muscled, pale torso marred by countless scars and marks. When the beast opened his wide jaw, I caught multiple rows of yellow, canine shaped teeth, and thick, mucus-colored drool seeped from the corners of his lips. As soon as his sickly, yellow eyes met mine, the creature raised a heavy hand into the air and prepared to claw at me with its long, sharp black nails.  
 
    “Secare!” I cried out as I took a quick step back. 
 
    A blast of light hit his wrist, and then a precise incision cut neatly across his skin before the hand completely fell away from his arm. Deep, almost black blood spurted out from the open wound, and the creature took a clumsy step back before he roared furiously in my direction. Then, as quick as a bolt of lightning, he took a large step forward and used his other muscular arm to swat at me. It was a quick blow, and I didn’t have time to react, so I was sent flying backward into the air and then landed with a painful thud onto the hard earth.  
 
    “Cole!” I heard my coven scream.  
 
    I shook my head from the sudden crash, and the wind had been completely knocked out of me, but I still held tightly onto my wand. In fact, my fingers were so tightly woven around the wooden rod, I was sure the splinters would cause my skin to open and bleed.  
 
    As I struggled to sit up, the beast charged right at me on its hands and feet like a wolf, and I quickly rolled over to my side to avoid its trajectory. The monster missed me by just an inch, and when I pushed myself upwards and off the ground, my mouth fell open as I stared at Amon’s gaping stump wound. 
 
    From the exposed wrist bone, another fleshy hand began to grow in its place and then sprouted outward like a plant growing from the earth.  
 
    Whatever this creature was, it was able to heal itself upon command.  
 
    “Shit,” I muttered to myself, but then Amon lunged at me again, and there was no time to falter.  
 
    As I dodged another swing, my body swayed back, and I had to catch myself before I fell onto my ass. This creature was not only massive, but he was as quick as a whip, too. His devilish eyes bored into mine as he took another giant step toward me, but now I had my wand extended and aimed at his chest, and when he was only a couple of feet away from me, I made my move. 
 
    “Glacio!” I cried out. 
 
    A blast of light hit the beast right in the chest, and for a moment, he stopped in his tracks and took a lumbering step back. Ice formed on his torso, but instead of freezing him into an ice sculpture, the frost simply shattered and exploded. Icy shards flew everywhere, and then Amon lowered himself into a running position before he deeply growled in my direction. This creature was toying with me, and I could see the satisfaction in his vivid, callous eyes as his hands balled into fists against the earth.  
 
    “Fuck,” I hissed.  
 
    I quickly glanced around the stadium and tried to produce a plan. There was no way I could use the killing curse, not while my body was still recovering, and it seemed like this beast deflected any common spell I used against him.  
 
    So, as Amon stared into my eyes and kicked back clouds of dark dirt, I knew I would have to use my soulless, but obedient, scarlet shadow double. It would take plenty of energy to summon him, but it wouldn't kill me. 
 
    At least, I hoped not.  
 
    “Qui vocat umbra mea!” I shouted.  
 
    Amon was still crouched down into the dirt and preparing to charge at me, but then his yellow orbs widened with disdain and shock as red smoke emerged from the tip of my wand. His eyes darted away from me and then focused on my crimson twin, who was now taking full form.  
 
    As soon as the shadow was complete, it turned to look at me with its toothy grin and glowing eyes. I knew it was hungry for blood, and I could sense its savagery and taste for flesh radiating off it like a sour stench.  
 
    “Fight by my side,” I ordered. “Just as you did once before.” 
 
    My red reflection nodded gravely before turning its attention back on the beast.  
 
    Amon’s massive head turned between the two of us as if it was unsure who to attack first. Then he growled deeply before he decided to charge at me, but as he did so, my double whirled through the air and clawed at Amon’s muscular torso. My shadow managed to pierce the monster’s skin with thick red nails, and Amon furiously tossed back his head in agony. Long, red gashes, at least several inches deep, were spread across his chest, and as soon as he was distracted by the sudden assault, I raised my wand even higher into the air and then narrowed my eyes at his bird-like head.  
 
    My opponent met my gaze and then bared his yellow teeth before he charged, but I didn’t move my feet as I waited for the last possible second to cast my spell. I knew there was a chance the spell might not work, but I still had to give it a shot.  
 
    Five… four… three… two…  
 
    “Volant!” I cried out with all my strength, and a bolt of light exploded out of my wand and slammed into the beast.  
 
    To my instant relief, Amon screeched, went flying backward, and then slammed down into the hard earth with a loud crash. He struggled to get back onto his feet, but I could already feel my energy draining as my double swirled into the air and awaited my next command.  
 
    “Kill him,” I ordered through gritted teeth. “Now.”  
 
    My shadow nodded deeply and flashed me a satisfied, callous smile before it charged at the beast and wrung its shadowy hands around Amon’s thick neck. My other half squeezed the creature until its yellow eyes were bulging out of its ugly falcon-like head, and suddenly, the sky darkened, and a cruel, sharp wind picked up. Then my hands began to tremble as if I were the one physically choking the life out of this demon from hell.  
 
    In a way, I almost was. After all, my double was a reflection of myself, and I could feel his satisfaction growing as the bones in Amon’s neck began to break. Finally, the bird-headed man stopped struggling, and his large body went utterly still. Its tremendous form slammed down into the sand, face first, and stained the ground with its ebony tainted blood. My shadow then hovered away from the dead creature and floated toward me with a look of pure satisfaction on his shadowy face.  
 
    “Thanks,” I breathed. “Forma reditus.” 
 
    The air fell silent as my shadow slowly seeped back into my wand, and once it returned to its domain, the sky faded back to normal, and the air grew calm and steady.  
 
    I stared at Amon’s limp body a few feet away from me and took in a long, deep breath of relief. My legs were weak like pudding, but I fought to remain steady and firmly planted on my feet. Then I looked up at my coven, and each witch had a small smile plastered on their faces. Theodora and Vanessa looked pleased as well, but they were doing a better job of not appearing smug or overly proud.  
 
    When I turned to look at the High Court women, each witch was staring at the blonde-haired Mara, as if waiting for her approval, and after what felt like an eternity, she finally stood up and slowly clapped.  
 
    “Wellllll doneee,” Mara drawled as her small claps echoed throughout the arena.  
 
    From afar, it was difficult to tell if she was genuinely content with this outcome or not, but then again, it didn’t really matter. I’d won, and now the bitch had to keep her word.  
 
    As I stared at her, she slowly grinned a mysterious and placid smile, and there was also a hint of coldness behind her vibrant green eyes.  
 
    “Now tell me,” I panted, “have I passed? May we talk about the future of Scholomance? Or do you want me to defeat one of your fucking dragons, next?”  
 
    The women of the court exchanged muddled looks with one another before Mara gently laughed. I could see the resentment behind her giddy facade, but she was still trying her best to appear unbothered. I had a feeling she’d been sure I would die against Amon, and a part of her probably felt embarrassed that things didn’t turn out how she’d expected.  
 
    “Yes, of course,” she said behind a tight smile.  
 
    The graceful head of the court then clapped her hands together, and purple smoke surrounded me once more. I could feel myself lightly moving through the air, and when the mist evaporated, we were all back inside the castle, but not within the courtroom. Instead, we were all seated at a grand table laden with a number of vast, exotic dishes, and vases of dark wine. The room smelled of herbs and spices mixed with juicy meats and tangy fruits, and it was a sharp contrast to the dirt and blood of the pits, so it took me a long moment to settle into this new but welcoming environment.  
 
    “Is this to your liking?” Mara asked me with a small smile.  
 
    “It’s certainly a hospitable change of scenery,” I replied as lightly as I could. “Thank you.” 
 
    “Well,” the pale-haired witch sighed as if she’d just been finishing a tedious errand instead of watching me fight to my death. “I must say… I’ve never seen such a shadow double before. He was incredibly powerful, which clearly is a reflection of your own abilities.”  
 
    “I told you,” Theodora answered before I could say anything. “I wouldn't have brought him to you if I didn’t think his powers were extraordinary.”  
 
    “Indeed,” Mara responded, and her full lips formed a tight line. “Well, then, what do you propose we do, Cole? How can we prepare Scholomance against the elder gods? You must already have a plan.”  
 
    “Well, I--” I started until she impatiently shook her head.  
 
    “Come on, now,” she hissed impatiently. “What do you think should be done to prepare the academy from future attacks from elder gods or their followers? Do you have any suggestions? If so, I’d love to hear them.”  
 
    I knew she was trying to intimidate me, even after I defeated one of the most dangerous creatures known to the Wicca world, but I refused to give her the satisfaction.  
 
    I had to think fast.  
 
    “Well,” I said again as I glanced at Theodora for some kind of sign, but she gave none. Her eyes were steady and stern and completely fixated on me, and even my coven seemed to be holding their breaths as they waited for my answer. Before responding, though, I took in a deep breath and calmly looked into Mara's vivid eyes. “As you said, we need to find a way to prepare for further attacks… the Mors Academy cannot be the only school that turned to the elder gods. Imagine what kind of spells and lessons these traitorous schools must be practicing? They’re probably preparing for war as we speak. We need to be more rigorous with our lessons, and we can’t just go through this semester learning common spells that won’t protect us from an elder army.” 
 
    “True,” Mara conceded, and she gestured for me to continue. “Go on.” 
 
    All eyes were on me as I cleared my throat and then focused on every observant woman in the room.  
 
    “So, why not turn our classes into military-style lessons instead?” I suggested. “We need to prepare for an even greater attack… and it’s time to break out the highest levels of spells. I was able to defeat one elder goddess, but I couldn’t imagine trying to defeat more than one at a time. Whatever spells we need to defeat these sons-of-bitches, now is the time to use them.”  
 
    “I see,” the blonde witch replied, and her green eyes studied me intently. “Very well… Theodora, do you agree with Cole? Should we be teaching students more advanced spells?” 
 
    “I do.” Theodora nodded. “I think we should be teaching each student more combat spells and train them with more of a focus on a violent future.” 
 
    Mara pursed her lips in thought and then leaned back into her chair before she continued in a firm voice. “Well, then it’s settled. Theodora, you will begin a new lesson plan as soon as you return to Scholomance, as will the other academies under our purview… but before you head back, please enjoy the feast.”  
 
    Everyone at the table bowed their heads and then began to dig into their food, and for the rest of the dinner, we ate silently, but I didn’t mind. The food was absolutely divine, and each bite melted into my mouth. There were massive silver platters of roasted swans, large golden plates of various spiced meats, including newt and veal, dozens of pitchers of multi-colored wines, vivid greens, exotic fruits and vegetables, and rows of towering cakes and other desserts.  
 
    As my stomach grew fuller, I wondered how the rest of the school was going to react to this new and intense change to the curriculum. Some witches were more gifted than others, and I knew it would take a long time before we were truly organized and ready to prepare for war. 
 
    As I thoughtfully ate the last bite of my marvelous meal, the plates suddenly vanished, and then Mara stood up from her chair and looked at each of us.  
 
    “Now, I would just like to say a few more words before we send you back to the academy,” Mara began, and her emerald gaze locked onto me. “As you might have imagined… this was a highly unusual situation. I’ve never discussed the matters of war with a student before, much less a man. However, Cole has proven his worth and determination to protect Scholomance, and I swear I’ll do whatever is in our power to seek out other traitors and eliminate them.” 
 
    “Thank you, Madame Mara.” I nodded. “We won’t let you down.” 
 
    “Let’s hope not,” she sighed before she turned to look at Theodora. “Please be sure to send me a letter every week. I want to be kept in the loop.” 
 
    “Of course.” Theodora smiled. “Well, we should probably be off, then… we have a burning ceremony to attend to.” 
 
    “How exciting.” Mara grinned before she looked at each of us one more time. “Have a safe journey back… oh, and despite the morbid circumstances, it was… interesting meeting you all.” 
 
    Before anyone could utter a thank you or goodbye, purple smoke encased us all, and we were whisked away once more.  
 
    As my body twisted and turned, I knew this next semester was going to be our most difficult one yet, and I silently prayed to Satan we would be ready.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
    When we returned to the academy, we found ourselves in the banquet hall. The room was empty until the door swung open, and then a sea of students started to pour inside. 
 
    “Ah,” Theodora purred behind me, “perfect timing.”  
 
    As witches began to swarm the banquet hall and take their seats, Vanessa gently pushed past us and took her place at her usual table. Then I spotted Professors Crimson, Luna, and Evanora, and their eyes focused on me as Vanessa quietly spoke to them. No doubt, she was filling them in on our little trip to Tempus.  
 
    I glanced away from their prying, curious looks, and as other students began to take seats at their table, many eyes were curiously fixated on us. We were standing at the front of the room, and I was sure it seemed like a confusing scene for everyone who’d just walked in.  
 
    “I’ve never witnessed an Ardenti Corde before,” Morgana breathed at my side, and she was clearly unbothered by thousands of eyes on us. “This should be interesting.”  
 
    “A what?” I repeated. “Is that the official name for the burning ceremony Theodora mentioned?”  
 
    “Correct.” Penelope nodded. “My mother witnessed one during her younger years… but she never really spoke about it.”  
 
    “Well, what is it?” I asked with a raised eyebrow.  
 
    “Oh, you’ll see.” Faye grinned slowly. “I think you’ll thoroughly enjoy it.” 
 
    “He certainly will,” Akira said with a mischievous twinkle in her dark eyes. “I’m fucking stoked.”  
 
    “Stoked or not,” Theodora whispered as she placed a hand on my shoulder, “you’d all better take a seat. We’ll be commencing shortly.”  
 
    “Yes, Headmistress,” we answered. 
 
    So, I looked around the expansive, crowded room, and then I spotted an empty table near the back.  
 
    “Follow me,” I ordered as I made my way forward.  
 
    My coven trailed obediently behind me as I neared the long, empty wooden table, and as we took our seats, I could still feel everyone’s eyes intently focused on us. I ignored them though, and when we were comfortably situated, I looked toward Theodora, who remained precisely where we’d left her at the front of the room. She stood tall and proud with her chin raised, and once the entire room quietened down, she slowly lifted her hands into the air.  
 
    “Welcome,” she began, “to the Ardenti Corde. It has been a couple of decades since we’ve had an official ceremony… and as much as I wished it was under better circumstances, there is only so much I can control.”  
 
    The room grew thick with anticipation as we waited for the poised headmistress to continue, and her pale blue eyes wandered around the room before they landed on me. Then her lips curled up into a small smile.  
 
    “Now,” she continued, “as written in the ancient texts, we shall watch our enemies burn at the stake and then consume their bodies and souls for all eternity.”  
 
    Theodora smiled and stared at the sea of students before she snapped her fingers. The room echoed with the sharp sound before clouds of smoke emerged behind her, and when the mist cleared, my mouth parted slightly open at the image in front of me.  
 
    There was a row of ten wooden stakes situated behind Theodora, and a warlock was tied to each post. They were all wearing their white suits, but most were stained with blood and other bodily fluids. This was clearly an execution, and excitement began to bubble within me as I stared at their pitiful faces. I studied each one carefully, and their eyes were filled with terror, while their mouths were sewn shut to prevent them from screaming. My heart hardened to stone at the sight of them, and a small, satisfied smile spread across my face as they struggled against their restraints.  
 
    I couldn’t wait to watch them burn to a fucking crisp.  
 
    “These traitors have refused to give us even the smallest bit of information,” Theodora’s powerful voice echoed throughout the room. “While some of us might consider this to be a sign of strength, I consider it a form of stupidity.” 
 
    She briefly turned around to face the struggling warlocks and then turned her attention back to her students.  
 
    “No one is coming to save them… they believed in their elder gods, but I ask you… where are they now? They’re certainly not here to save you. And do you know why? Because they only care about themselves and their so-called pure blood.”  
 
    The room filled with applause and whistles, and some witches began to chant as well, but then Theodora raised her hand to silence the rowdy room. Everyone’s lips clamped shut, and I balled my hands into tight fists by my side as I remembered how these warlock bastards tried to bring Scholomance down. I was clenching so tightly my fingernails were digging into the soft flesh of my palms, and the hot blood trickled down my wrists as the warlocks continued to struggle uselessly against their restraints. I relished in the tears that spilled from their eyes, and I felt no ounce of pity for them.  
 
    They chose their fate, and now they must suffer the consequences.  
 
    Theodora continued to stand before us with her hands raised high into the air, and I could see her brow furrowed in concentration as Vanessa quietly lit her own wand and then marched up toward her mother.  
 
    “Motus,” Theodora’s smooth voice resonated as she stared at the small flame.  
 
    In the next moment, giant balls of fire flew from Vanessa’s wand toward each stake, and then small blazes began to simmer at the warlocks’ feet. Their eyes widened with primal fear as their muffled screams echoed throughout the room, but the crackling of the fire quickly grew louder and hungrier as it slowly began to devour the warlocks.  
 
    I watched in bloodthirsty fascination as the starving flames ascended past feet and knees, and soon, fire engulfed every single warlock tied to the stake. The smell of charred flesh filled the room as skin bubbled and popped, but some warlocks died quicker than others. Still, my eyes widened with enthrallment as their skin turned coal-black, and within moments, their eyes melted out from their hollow sockets like snow before the spring sun.  
 
    When each warlock died, Theodora raised her hands into the air once more, and one by one, the scorched corpses began to vanish from the posts.  
 
    “What is she doing?” I whispered to my coven. 
 
    “You’ll see,” Akira muttered back without looking at me.  
 
    Soon, large plates of dark, heavily cooked meat began to appear at each table, and once every warlock had disappeared from the stakes, the room filled with thunderous applause and cheers.  
 
    For a moment, I was confused because the smell of raw, burned flesh had suddenly turned into an aroma of spiced, tender meat, and it turned my stomach to study the meal before me.  
 
    “Is this…?” I asked slowly, and my entire coven nodded. 
 
    “You have to eat it,” Morgana instructed. “It’s a part of the ceremony.”  
 
    I gawked at my plate and then looked closely at the charred meat. It didn’t smell of flesh, but still, it took me a long moment before I stuck my fork into one of the thinner pieces. Then I shoved the piece into my mouth before I could change my mind and slowly chewed. It was almost rubbery in texture, but it didn’t taste awful. In fact, it was unusually satisfying, and one bite didn’t feel like quite enough. For some reason, I found myself craving the entire plate, and I began to eat faster as if my life depended on finishing within a limited amount of time. 
 
    “It’s strangely addicting,” I grunted before I took another large bite.  
 
    “That’s because you’re not only eating their flesh,” Morgana explained as she chewed on a small chunk. “You’re also consuming their life forces.”  
 
    “Well, I feel fucking invincible,” I groaned before I took another bite, and then another, but as I glanced around the expansive banquet hall, and at the hundreds of full plates, a question popped into mind. “How is there enough meat for every student?”  
 
    “Headmistress Theodora expands it,” Morgana explained. “Just like she does with rooms and anything else she so desires.”  
 
    “Ah,” I said before I took another mouthwatering bite.  
 
    Before I knew it, I’d eaten the entire plate, but I didn’t feel full. I craved more, like a wild animal that had its first taste of raw and bloody meat.  
 
    I sat back in my chair and then turned to look at the headmistress. She wasn’t eating, and instead, she remained in front of the room. When her eyes met mine, she discreetly nodded and then cleared her throat.  
 
    The entire room went quiet, and once again, all eyes were on Theodora. 
 
    “Once you have finished your meal,” the headmistress’ voice echoed, “you may return to your rooms… but first, I’d like to make one quick announcement. Starting immediately, the professors will be teaching higher level spells, curses, potions, and lessons. We narrowly escaped our last attack, and only Satan knows when the next one will be. I want you all to realize your lessons are no longer about good grades, but about survival. Please, do not be alarmed by this decision. Instead, seek out your inner strength and bring all your energy to the table. This will not be an easy semester, but that’s just the way it is. I expect everyone to do their parts, and I’ll be keeping a close eye on each and every one of you. Understood?” 
 
    “Yes, Headmistress Theodora,” the entire banquet hall echoed in response.  
 
    Theodora seemed pleased by this response, and she flashed me a small wink before she headed out the door.  
 
    Everyone immediately began to furiously whisper amongst each other, and some students appeared to be more excited than others.  
 
    I took a deep breath and then looked back at my coven. My women still hadn’t cleaned up their plates yet, and at first, I thought I wanted to wait for them to finish, but instead, I found myself desperately wanting to lay down. My body felt heavy, but my mind seemed as light as a feather. It was a strange sensation, one I’d never experienced before. It was almost as if I were drunk with the power of the warlocks’ lifeforces, and my body was still adjusting to this new energy.  
 
    “I-I think I’m going to lay down for a while,” I said to the others. 
 
    “Are you alright, Cole?” Vesta asked in a demure and soft-spoken voice. “Do you need a cup of elvish tea?”  
 
    “No, thank you.” I shook my head. “I think I just need some rest.”  
 
    They all stared long and hard at me as if they weren’t sure if leaving me alone was the best option, so I forced myself to stand tall and smile. 
 
    “Cole, are you sure you’re--” Morgana started, but I raised a hand to cut her short.  
 
    “Really,” I said, “I’m fine. I’ll see you all later.” 
 
    My coven nodded in agreement, but as I sauntered away from their table and toward the doors, I could feel a pair of eyes burning a hole into the back of my head. When I discreetly turned around to see who was staring at me, I met Penelope’s chocolate brown eyes from across the room. There was something in the way she looked at me that made my blood course with electricity and passion, and it was as if all my weakness had suddenly subsided and was replaced with wild desire.  
 
    As the orange-haired witch continued to stare, she chewed on her lower lip and then discreetly spread her legs under the table so I could make out the small strip of underwear that covered the lips of her pussy. For a moment, I thought she was going to move her hand downward and in between her thighs, but instead, she remained in that position and then flashed me a small, sexy smile.  
 
    I wanted to turn back and command her to come into my room, but another wave of exhaustion hit me like a spell, and I cursed under my breath. If it weren’t for the sudden urge to lie down and compose myself, I would have snatched up the orange-haired vixen, dragged her by the hand, and then ordered her to suck my cock right outside in the hallway.  
 
    I wouldn’t even give a shit if anyone caught us.  
 
    I quickly shook the thought out of my head, and then I wiped the sweat from my brow before forcing myself to turn around and push the heavy banquet hall doors open. As I made my way back to the common room, my vision began to blur before it turned as sharp as a falcon’s. Then, one moment I felt as weak as a newborn fawn, and the next, I was as powerful as a lion.  
 
    Whatever weirdness was going through my body, I both welcomed and abhorred it.  
 
    After stumbling through the corridors, I finally reached the common room, and all the familiars were sound asleep in the corner of the room by the fireplace. Alexander and Silvia were cuddled up next to each other, while Damien, Lily, and Ursula were nestled into their own little love pile. Clearly, Alexander’s dreams about wooing Silvia were slowly becoming a reality, and I couldn’t help but smile to myself as he snuggled up even closer to her.  
 
    I chuckled under my breath and quietly made my way back up to my room, and as soon as I shut the door behind me, I stripped myself naked and crashed onto my bed.  
 
    “Sir?” Cordelia’s voice echoed throughout the room. “Are you feeling alright? Do you need me to get you something?”  
 
    “No,” I muttered as I rubbed at my temples. “I think I just need to rest for a while.” 
 
    “Very well, sir,” the obedient maid answered. “I’ll leave you to it, then. Please do not hesitate to call for me, should the moment arise.”  
 
    “Will do,” I sighed before I began to toss and turn in my bed. 
 
    Soon, I fell into a light sleep, and images of fire seeped into my mind’s deepest depths. I couldn’t push them away, but a part of me didn’t even want to. I wanted to replay the images of the warlocks burning to a fiery crisp, and I longed to see the desperation, fear, and hopelessness in their melting eyes as they silently begged for mercy. Even as I slept, I could feel their wrath, sorrow, and agony, and it brought me a great deal of pleasure. 
 
    The images continued to replay in my mind until there was a light knock on my door, and I quickly sat up and realized I was naked under the sheets and covered in a light film of sweat.  
 
    “Who is it?” I asked as I rubbed my forehead and lightly slapped my cheeks to fully wake up.  
 
    “Penelope,” the bright-haired witch’s voice echoed from behind the door. 
 
    A small smile crept across my face as I remembered how she looked at me after the ceremony, and my cock was already pulsating before I uttered a command.  
 
    “Come in,” I ordered. “Right now.”  
 
    The tangerine-haired witch slowly pushed the door open, and when she sheepishly looked into my eyes, a deep crimson blush crept across her already rosy cheeks. 
 
    “Oh,” she breathed before she looked down at her shoes. “I’m sorry… I forgot you were resting… should I come back later?”  
 
    “No, no, no,” I insisted with a small grin. “In fact, come closer.”  
 
    Penelope lightly laughed under her breath before she edged toward the foot of my bed. Then her eyes fluttered upward to meet mine, and her blush only deepened. 
 
    “Do you normally sleep naked?” she asked in a coy tone. 
 
    “The less I have to wear, the better,” I chuckled, “but I don’t think that’s what you came here to ask me.” 
 
    “No,” she admitted with the same scarlet blush across her cheeks and neck. “I actually came here to ask you for a favor.” 
 
    “Oh?” I said with a raised eyebrow. “What would that be?”  
 
    “I-I--” she stuttered, and for some reason, she couldn’t seem to get the words out of her rosy pink lips as she shifted from foot to foot. “I wanted to ask you if… I could also have my own room?”  
 
    My lips curled into a small smile before I burst into laughter. 
 
    “That was your question?” I snickered once I caught my breath. “You came in here like you were about to ask me for my liver.”  
 
    “I know,” she sighed before she looked down at her hands and then began to fumble clumsily with her slender fingers. “I thought it might have been a silly request--”  
 
    “Not at all,” I reassured her. “In fact, I will ask Theodora about it as soon as possible. You are a part of my coven now, and you’re entitled to the perks that come with your new position. ”  
 
    “Really?” she asked with a sparkle in her mahogany brown eyes. 
 
    “Yes,” I drawled before my eyes landed on the open door. “Motus.” 
 
    The door slammed shut, and the sound made Penelope jump with surprise.  
 
    “What is it?” I asked with a half-smile. “Are you nervous?”  
 
    “No, master,” she answered as her eyes darted around the room. “It’s just that… well, sometimes I’m not sure how to behave in front of you.” 
 
    “And why is that?” I asked with a raised eyebrow.  
 
    “Well…” she began as she wrung her hands together. “You exhilarate me, but you also intimidate me at times.” 
 
    “And does it turn you on?” I asked as I gently pulled off the bed sheets.  
 
    Her eyes slowly trailed from my face and down to my exposed dick, and her chocolate-colored eyes glittered with longing and desire before she slowly licked her raspberry pink lips. I could feel feral energy coursing through my veins as she began to bite down on her bottom lip, and for a moment, I thought she was going to draw blood.  
 
    “Well?” I pushed. “Does it?”  
 
    “Yes, master,” she breathed. “All I can think about is your body… and your touch. I’ve been longing to feel your cock inside me once more… and honestly, it’s been driving me crazy. Especially after the way you fought Amon in the arena… I was wet as soon as you stood there as the champion and showed all those stuck-up women just how powerful and strong you are. I need you so bad, Cole. You have no idea.”  
 
    “Ahh, well, I’m sure we can remedy that.” I grinned. “Undress for me, and I’ll see what I can do… I am still a little sore, you know.”  
 
    The bright-haired witch quickly began to undo her buttons until I raised my hand into the air and smiled. 
 
    “Slowly,” I said, “we’re in no rush.”  
 
    Penelope panted heavily as she began to undo one button at a time, and her fingers were shaking as she reached the last one. Then she slowly took off her white shirt and let it fall to the floor with a gentle swoosh. She was wearing a simple, black bra, and all I wanted to do was trace the curve of her breasts with my fingertip.  
 
    “Now… take off your skirt,” I ordered.  
 
    “Yes, master,” she said without breaking eye contact. 
 
    The ginger-haired witch began to shimmy out of her black mini-skirt, and it brought a contented smile to my face as I watched her skirt fall to the floor and at her ankles. She kicked it away with her heel, took off her boots, and then made a move to crawl onto the bed until I raised a hand to stop her. 
 
    “No. First… take off your bra and panties.” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” she said before she chewed on her lower lip. “I am yours to command, body and soul.”  
 
    “I know.” I smirked.  
 
    The orange-haired witch never broke eye contact with me as she slowly began to unclasp the hooks of her bra. Her full, perky breasts spilled out from the garment as soon as she was free from its confinements, and then she carelessly tossed it aside. I spotted a long, dangling pentagram necklace between her breasts, and I couldn’t wait to see her wearing that, and only that. Her eyes never left mine as she slowly began to hook her fingers along the edges of her black thong underwear and then gently pulled them down. My cock hardened at the sight of her wet pink pussy, and I could see her thighs trembling as she took a small step closer.  
 
    “Sir… may I join you in bed?” she asked as she twirled a lock of her tangerine-colored hair around her finger and licked her lips. “I’ve been craving to feel you inside me again since the night you made me yours.” 
 
    “Of course,” I drawled as her grin grew wider. “Get over here. Right fucking now.”  
 
    Penelope quickly slid onto the bed, and I remained on my back with my head resting on the pillow. Her chestnut brown eyes lifted to meet mine before she reached over to touch my erect cock, and her gaze glittered with desire and satisfaction.  
 
    “Oh, master,” she moaned. “You’re soooooo hard. May I touch you?”  
 
    “Mmmm.” I nodded. “But I want you to take me inside your mouth. Do not stop sucking my cock until I tell you to. You can use your hands at the same time. I want you to be a busy girl.”  
 
    “With pleasure, master.” Penelope grinned as she licked her bright pink lips, slowly crawled closer to me on all fours, and then leaned down to grasp my member with her soft, delicate hands. Her eyes bored into mine as she slowly brought her lips down and then licked the tip of my cock with her hot, wet tongue.  
 
    My entire body shuddered from the sudden sensation, and the bright-haired witch ran her tongue along the underside of my length while she gently stroked the rest of my member with her hands. Her full mouth continued to tease and kiss my cock before she opened her mouth wide and then took me all in. She bobbed her head back and forth in slow motions at first, and she slurped and hummed as she sped up her movements. 
 
    “That’s it,” I grunted as I grabbed a handful of her hair and then arched my hips upward so I went deeper into her mouth. “Keep going.”  
 
    I roughly guided her along my cock, and she gagged as soon as my tip hit the back of her throat, but she didn’t dare slow down. Instead, she vigorously ran her hot tongue along every inch of my pulsating cock, and each time she reached the head, she lightly sucked and kissed the flared tip and sent electric currents coursing through my entire body. I squeezed my eyes shut for a moment and tossed my head back into the pillow as she swallowed my whole member, all the way down to my balls, and when I opened my eyes, she stared longingly at me as she continued to bob her head back and forth.  
 
    “Mmmmm,” she moaned and slurped. 
 
    “Do you like that?” I growled.  
 
    As a response, she took me in deeper until I fucked the back of her throat again, and then she gagged on my long, thick cock. Fresh tears spilled out from the corner of her eyes as she continued to choke and slurp on my dick, and her face was as red as Faye’s hair as she continued to please me.  
 
    “Mmmmmmmmmm,” Penelope whimpered as she bobbed her head even faster along my length.  
 
    Her chocolate-colored eyes were shimmering with tears, but I knew she was relishing in the taste of my dick, so I lifted my hips even higher and thrust deeper into her mouth. Then I laced my fingers into her orange-hued hair and guided her along my member as I thrust deeper and faster into her full, wet mouth.  
 
    “Fuck,” I panted. “Good girl… just like that… fuck, fuck, fuuuuuuck…”  
 
    My breathing was growing labored, and I could feel an orgasm bubbling to the surface. I didn’t want to cum just yet, though, so I gently pulled on her hair, slowly lifted her orange head away from my erect, pulsating cock, and then stared into her downcast eyes. 
 
    “But master,” Penelope whined as she licked her moist lips. “I wanted more. I wanted to taste your cum in my mouth.” 
 
    “Too fucking bad,” I growled. “Because I want something else.” 
 
    “What do you want, master?” she pouted. “I’ll do anything. Just command me. I’m yours.”  
 
    “Since I’m still rather tired, I think I’ll continue to lie down on my back while you ride the fuck out of me.” I grinned. “Do you think you can handle it?”  
 
    “Oh, yes, master.” She nodded eagerly.  
 
    “Hover over me first,” I ordered. “I want to feel how wet you are.”  
 
    I remained on my back as Penelope slowly climbed on top of me and placed one leg on each side of my hips. Her bright pussy lingered above my erect cock and waited to slide down, but before I allowed her to lower herself, I reached in between her legs and stuck two fingers inside her warm, wet tunnel. Her sopping pussy was already quivering, and her walls clenched around my digits as I slowly prodded in and out of her.  
 
    “Oooooh, master,” she purred, and she tossed back her mane of tangerine-colored locks. “Your fingers feel sooooo goooood… but I can’t wait to feel your full cock spread me wiiiiide open.”  
 
    “Be patient,” I growled. “Satan… you’re already soaking wet.” 
 
    “Just looking at you makes me wet, master,” she moaned. “Ooooooh, that feels so goooood.”  
 
    I gently pulled myself out of her drenched pussy, and her eyes widened with desire and eagerness as I licked my lips and stared into her desperate and beautiful face.  
 
    “Do you want my cock inside of you?” I murmured.  
 
    “Oh, yes, pleeeeeeease, master,” Penelope panted. “May I pleeeeease fuck you now? I want the entire school to hear me screaming out your name.”  
 
    “Hmm,” I teased with a raised eyebrow. “You may… but only because you’ve been such a good girl.” 
 
    “Thank you, master,” she whined before she closed her eyes and then bit down on her lip. 
 
    The bright-haired witch deliciously cooed as soon as her pussy slid onto my wet dick, and we both grunted in satisfaction as she took my entire length in.  
 
    “You are so deep inside of me… you are spreading me open. Ohhh… Master… yesssss…” Her palms were pressed down on my chest, and she dug her nails into my skin as she began to move her hips more fervently. Her shimmering eyes widened with pleasure, and her full mouth was parted open as she softly whimpered and moaned. 
 
    “Fuuuuuck,” I grunted. “Satan, your pussy is still so fucking tight.”  
 
    “D-Does it please you, master?” she breathed.  
 
    “Yes,” I groaned. “Keep moving those fucking hips, I want you to ride the hell out of me. Do you understand?”  
 
    “Oh, yes, master,” Penelope sighed. “I-I-I’ve been dreaming about this every night… and it’s all I can ever think about. You’re driving me crazy… you consume m-m-my every thought and desire.” 
 
    It was difficult for her to form full sentences, and her moaning was growing louder with each second.  
 
    “Oh, yeah?” I growled before I grabbed onto the soft flesh of her thighs. “I drive you crazy. Just how much? I want you to show me.” 
 
    “Y-Yes, master,” she panted. “I’ll do whatever you command of me.”  
 
    “Then I want you to bounce.” I grinned. “I want to see those magnificent tits of yours move up and down as you cum all over my cock.” 
 
    “Oooooh, yes, master,” she groaned with a pleased smile.  
 
    The tangerine-haired witch then started to bounce up and down on my dick, and her cries of ecstasy grew louder as she began to speed up her desperate movements. I bucked my hips upward, and she screamed out in pleasure as I prodded deeper into her hungry hole.  
 
    “Fuck,” I groaned as I thrust deeper. “I’m soooo deep.” 
 
    “D-D-Does it, please you, master?” she panted.  
 
    “It does,” I grunted as I pushed as far as possible into her wet womb. “But now I want you to rock back and forth.”  
 
    “Y-Yes, sir,” she breathed before she squeezed her brown eyes shut and did as I ordered. 
 
    “No,” I demanded. “I want you to look into my eyes while you fuck me.” 
 
    “Whatever you desire, master,” she groaned before her chocolate-brown eyes fluttered open. “I-I just can’t seem to hold back--”  
 
    “Oh, you’re not cumming,” I ordered. “Not until I tell you to.”  
 
    “But--” she started. 
 
    “No,” I warned her as I dug my nails deeper into her silky skin. “Don’t you dare.” 
 
    “Y-Y-Yes, master,” Penelope moaned. “Oh, Satan, you f-f-feel so damn gooooood inside me. I want all your cream to fill up my womb. Please… please… give me all your cum… I want every single drop filling up my womb.” 
 
    In response, I lifted my hips even higher and grabbed one of her bouncing breasts. She gasped as I cupped her tit and began to rub her dusty pink nipple in circular motions. Then I grabbed the other breast and plucked and pinched her until she squealed in pain and pleasure.  
 
    “Do you want more?” I teased. “If so, you’d better not try to give me any commands. I’m still the one in fucking control. Understood?”  
 
    “O-Oh, fuuuuuuck, yes,” she howled toward the ceiling as her back arched. “Pleeeeease, master. I need moooore… I’m begging you.”  
 
    “Then I want you to start bouncing again,” I grunted, “and I want you to go as fast as you can.”  
 
    “Yessss…” she whined as she bit down on her lower lip.  
 
    I chuckled before I slowly sat up, and while keeping her steady and bouncing on my cock, I took one of her swollen nipples into my mouth and then began to use my tongue to swirl around her bud. She moaned as I began to gently use my teeth to bite on her perky tit, and she tasted so damn salty and sweet that I just wanted to devour her.  
 
    “M-M-Master,” she struggled to breathe and bounce, “I’m not sure how much longer I can hold back.”  
 
    “You will wait,” I ordered as soon as I parted from her nipple, and a wet popping sound echoed in the room. “Now, bounce faster.” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” Penelope moaned as she sped up. “Whatever you want… I-I’m yours, body, mind, and soul.”  
 
    Her movements quickly grew more erratic, and her walls were furiously clenching around my cock. So, I grabbed onto her hips and began to guide her along my length, and as I impaled her with my pulsating member, she panted and then leaned down to kiss me.  
 
    “Hmmmm,” Penelope whimpered into my mouth as she continued to passionately move her body up and down as our hot tongues snaked together, and her kiss grew more demanding and fervent as I thrust into the deepest parts of her accepting body.  
 
    “You are doing a great job,” I growled.  
 
    I moved her up and down and quickly guided her warm, quivering slit along my cock as her walls clenched and unclenched with each bounce.  
 
    When she pulled away to catch her breath, I licked the trail of sweat that trickled down in between her full breasts.  
 
    “Coooole,” she cried out in long, drawn-out breaths. “I-I-I--” 
 
    “You what?” I asked as I slowly laid back down on the pillow and then sharply thrust my hips upward, deep into her hot, wet pussy. 
 
    “I-I-I,” she stuttered, and she was unable to utter one more coherent word as her chocolate eyes rolled back into her head.  
 
    I smiled and then dug my nails deeper into her full hips. I could feel myself nearing my threshold, and I knew it was time.  
 
    “You can cum now,” I ordered, “and I want you to scream out my name. As you take all of my sperm” 
 
    “Ahh,” she screamed as her entire body convulsed with pleasure, “Cooooooole! Fuuuuuuck!” 
 
    As her juices spurted all over my dick, I released my load inside her, and then my entire body jolted with pleasure.  
 
    “Yessssss!” I was light-headed as I sprayed every single last drop of cum inside her spasming tunnel, and we both struggled to catch our breaths as the seconds turned into a climax that lasted each of us for a full minute.  
 
    Then we slowly began to descend, and she collapsed against my chest as her body let out its last few trembles of pleasure.  
 
    “Hmmmm… you did very well, Penelope.” My entire body was shaking, and the world was still spinning as the bright-haired witch slowly slid off my cum-drenched cock and then nestled into the crook of my arm.  
 
    “Thank you, Cole,” she moaned into my ear. “That was fucking amazing. I’m filled to the brim with your warm seed.”  
 
    “I’m glad you enjoyed yourself.” I smirked. “Sleep here with me tonight.” 
 
    “Yes, Master.” Penelope stared deeply into my eyes before she placed her head on my chest and then quickly fell asleep. I knew she was worn out, and so was I. So, I slowly closed my eyes, and the last thing I heard before I drifted into a deep slumber was Penelope’s soft breathing in my ear. 
 
    The next morning, I could feel the orange-haired witch stirring in her sleep, and the sound of her moving away from the bed made my eyes flutter open.  
 
    “Good morning.” I grinned. “Trying to sneak off?” 
 
    “From you?” she asked with a coy smile. “Never… I just have to get a fresh change of clothing from my room. I’ll see you in a bit… and Cole… all I could dream about was your cock.”  
 
    “Well, you’re going to have to be patient,” I teased. “We have a long day ahead of us today.”  
 
    “I know,” she sighed.  
 
    She quickly dressed, but she turned around and blew me a small kiss before she sprinted out of the door. 
 
    I smiled as she left my bedroom, and then I stared thoughtfully up at the ceiling. Today was our first day of intense lessons, and I wondered what exactly was in store for us.  
 
    This was my plan, after all, and if it didn’t work out in the end, I wouldn’t know what to do.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
    After Penelope left, I took a quick bath, dressed in my uniform, and then headed downstairs into the common room, where all the familiars and witches were waiting. Cordelia had laid out a large breakfast for us, and my stomach growled and rumbled at the intoxicating sight and smell. I spotted large, exquisite plates of tropical exotic fruits, fairy plum cakes, orange meringue treats, and pitchers of fresh pumpkin juice.  
 
    “Good morning, everyone,” I said as I jumped from the last step and landed on the wooden floor.  
 
    Penelope quickly shot me a flirtatious smile, and I discreetly winked in her direction before I settled down on the sofa, picked out a wild-berry muffin, and then took a small bite.  
 
    “So,” Morgana drawled when no one said another word. “Is anyone else wondering how strange today’s lesson is going to be? Vanessa is already a strict and bitter professor… I wonder how she’s going to handle teaching advanced and superior lessons to students who are way below the required level.”  
 
    “It’s only going to be weird if you keep overthinking it,” Akira snorted.  
 
    “That’s your opinion,” the bookish brunette huffed. “Your solution to everything is to just go along with it.” 
 
    “And?” The dark-eyed witch cocked her head. “Do you have a better suggestion?” 
 
    “No,” Morgana replied after a long moment.  
 
    I knew they were concerned about how our classes were going to be far more intense and advanced, but we really didn’t have any other choice. We were in the middle of a war, and the students of Scholomance needed to realize this.  
 
    The sooner we prepared, the better. 
 
    “Look,” I sighed, “I know things seem hectic right now, and I don’t blame you for being worried, but there is really no room for doubt. I need you all to be on the top of your game and focused as hell… can you manage that for me?” 
 
    “Yes, master,” they answered in unison, and the whole coven sat a little straighter in their seats. 
 
    “Good.” I grinned. “Well, we’d better get going.” 
 
    So, we bade our familiars a quick goodbye before we left the common room and then headed down the corridors. The other witches of Scholomance looked down at their feet as they walked through the hallways, but occasionally, whenever they made eye contact with us, they either smiled or quickly looked away, as if they weren’t worthy of looking in our direction.  
 
    It was such a drastic change from when I first arrived, and I sincerely welcomed it. At that time, most witches either spat in my direction or sneered as I passed them by. Now, I almost felt like royalty among them, and it was terrific to be worshiped and respected by an entire academy of beautiful women.  
 
    Still, a part of me also felt an immense pressure to lead everyone. Students and professors were partly counting on me to help prepare them for any attacks coming from the elder gods, and that was a lot of weight to put on one person, especially one who was still relatively new to this world. But, either way, I was ready to give my life for this school, and I refused to dwell any longer on the notion that I might fail. So, I silently vowed I would do my best to help the professors and my own coven in any way I could.  
 
    Finally, we reached Professor Vanessa’s classroom door, and the moment we stepped inside I realized the air already seemed thick with tension. This particular room, which was never used before, was plain and bare except for the multiple rows of elongated desks and sets of armoires placed along the walls, and when we ventured deeper inside the classroom, several students turned to look at us with small, nervous smiles or blank stares.  
 
    “This doesn’t feel weird at all,” Akira muttered under her breath. “Where should we even sit?” 
 
    There was one long table near Vanessa’s simple, cherry wood desk, and for a moment, I thought I was seeing things. A familiar witch with sapphire blue skin and small, red horns protruding from her forehead was quietly sitting down with a book in her hands, and she seemed to be completely enthralled and trapped in her own little world.  
 
    “Come on,” I said to my coven, and then I strode toward the blue-skinned witch. 
 
    As soon as we were all standing around her desk, she looked up at us with her deep, purple eyes, and then her lips curled up into a small, lazy smile. 
 
    “Hello, again, Cole,” she purred. 
 
    “Nyx?” I asked with a raised eyebrow. “No offense, but what the hell are you doing here?” 
 
    After the attack on Scholomance, I assumed all the witches of the Vipera Academy had returned to their own school. Or so I thought. 
 
    “I transferred here,” she replied before she slowly closed her book, and I couldn’t help but notice the title, Dragon’s Breath and Other Herbs to Calm the Mind and Soothe the Dark Soul. “It was not a conventional choice… most witches in my family attended the Vipera Academy, but after what happened during the tournament, I decided I basically owed my life to you. So, I thought: fuck it! You all seem pretty chill… considering the shitstorm we’ve currently found ourselves in. I dig the vibe.”  
 
    “Damn straight, you owe your lives to us, blueberry,” Akira mumbled under her breath, but then Vesta lightly nudged her in the ribs.  
 
    “Well,” I said after a moment, “that was a very noble decision… you do realize we’re going to be learning about far more advanced spells, curses, and potions, though, right?”  
 
    “Yes.” Nyx smiled slowly. “And I’ve always been up for a challenge.” 
 
    “We’d like to join you, then,” I said in a confident tone. “Would that be alright?” 
 
    “By all means,” she replied as she listlessly gestured to the empty seats. “Go right ahead.”  
 
    So, we all took seats around Nyx, but she continued to read her book as if nothing had changed. I settled into my seat, and as I unpacked my bag, I spotted Beatrix and the twins by the doorway. Beatrix’s long, golden-brown hair cascaded over her shoulders in perfect curls, and as she strutted aimlessly around the room, she furiously pushed her long fringe out of her large, brown eyes. The twins, with their short dark hair and pink and blue streaks looked bored as they all looked around the classroom. Finally, their eyes landed on our table, and we still had a few empty chairs to offer, so I gestured for them to come over.  
 
    The three witches all smiled with relief before they slowly approached us.  
 
    “Hi,” Beatrix said as soon as she reached us, “how’s it going?” 
 
    “I’m a little nervous,” Morgana confessed, and she began to wring her hands together.  
 
    “Me, too,” Iris replied as she sat down and then twirled her pink strand of hair between her fingers. “Part of me has no idea what to expect.” 
 
    “I don’t think any of us do,” I answered with a light shrug, “but I suppose that adds a little flavor of excitement, don’t you think?”  
 
    “That’s one way to look at it,” Ivy answered before looking at her twin for reassurance.  
 
    “I’m sure with enough dedication and practice, we can accomplish anything,” Vesta purred in her soft, musical voice. 
 
    “Yeah.” Faye slowly nodded. “It takes baby dragons at least seven years to learn how to fly and breathe a spark of fire, and they’re the most powerful creatures in all the worlds.”  
 
    “Good point,” Akira added and grinned. “C’mon, you guys, we’re going to kick ass.”  
 
    “Good morning, class,” Vanessa’s cold voice suddenly rang through the air. “I’d ask how you are all faring on this morning, but I don’t care, and we also don’t have time for useless pleasantries.”  
 
    “Someone is in a worse mood than usual,” Akira discreetly whispered into my ear.  
 
    “Yeah, no shit,” I mumbled back. 
 
    Vanessa practically bolted to the front of her desk, and today, she was wearing a simple, dark plum-colored gown with a low bustline and a gold chain around her long neck. Her dark, straight hair was pulled back into a bun, and her cheeks were smeared with rouge.  
 
    “Turn to page nine-hundred-and-forty-three,” the impatient professor barked.  
 
    Before anyone had a chance to point out that we didn’t have any textbooks, small clouds of smoke appeared before each student, and when they vanished, we were looking down at heavy, sapphire blue books with golden pages.  
 
    I stared down at my own textbook and willed it to turn to the correct page.  
 
    Motus. 
 
    The golden pages flickered under the dim candlelight of the classroom, and when it landed on the right page, there was a small red illustration of a witch hovering over a winged man. She was gouging out his eyes, and the writing on the page indicated she was torturing him after initiating some kind of paralyzing spell.  
 
    “So,” Vanessa continued. “Today, we will be attempting a highly advanced paralyzing spell, as you can see from the textbook.”  
 
    Everyone began to whisper amongst each other until the short-tempered professor clapped her hands together, and the class went deadly silent at once. 
 
    “As I was saying,” Vanessa intoned in a dangerously low voice, “we will try to master this spell. Although it is highly advanced and usually intended for extremely lethal enemies, it is not normally taught to students of your limited knowledge and range… in other words, do not be upset if you cannot master it on the first try.” 
 
    I could hear Morgana gulp as Vanessa stared across the classroom with her hands folded neatly before her, and it seemed like the ever-demanding professor was trying to assess whether or not we were even worthy of being in her classroom.  
 
    Finally, after a long, heavy silence, Vanessa raised her chin up in the air and sighed impatiently.  
 
    “This lesson will not work if you’re nervous as a herd of baby lambs,” she snapped. “I need you to gather your confidence and courage… otherwise, you’re simply wasting my time. Is that understood?” 
 
    “Yes, Professor,” the class answered in unison. 
 
    “Very good,” she said as she took in a sharp breath of air. “Now, we will begin the lesson with an unwilling host… there is no way in hell I’m allowing you to practice on each other. One simple mistake, and you could be obliterated into bits.”  
 
    “How comforting,” Akira muttered under her breath. 
 
    Vanessa looked at the students with a cold expression on her flawless and beautiful face before she snapped her fingers, and then a cloud of smoke erupted by the other side of her desk. As soon as the mist cleared, there was a warlock tied to a chair, and his lips were sewn shut. He had pale, purple hair and bright, fearful blue eyes that darted back and forth like a trapped bee.  
 
    “We decided to keep a handful of Mors warlocks for educational purposes,” Vanessa purred as the class stared at the squirming man.  
 
    He looked genuinely pathetic as his eyes wandered over to Vanessa, and his stifled cries grew louder when she turned her head to meet his wretched gaze. Then she tossed back her head and began to softly laugh. 
 
    “Why on hell’s red soil are you looking at me like that, hmm?” she taunted. “Do you think your pitiful stares will inspire mercy? By Satan, you are truly mistaken.”  
 
    The warlock squeezed his eyes shut and then rocked back and forth in the chair as if by some miracle, he could undo his bonds, run off into the hallway, and escape. 
 
    What an idiot. His fate was clearly sealed.  
 
    “Now,” Vanessa purred as she began to circle the helpless warlock with her wand in her hand, “you must all pay very close attention to what I’m about to do… as I said before, one simple mistake and poof, you end up with a mess.”  
 
    “Yes, Professor Vanessa,” the class obediently replied in unison. 
 
    “Excellent,” she sighed.  
 
    The dark-haired professor stopped dead in front of the warlock, and then she rolled back her sleeves and raised her wand. She aimed it right between his eyes, and even from my table, I could see the sweat dripping from his forehead and down into his fear-laden eyes.  
 
    “Obstupefacio!” Vanessa shouted in a firm, loud voice.  
 
    A blast of lime green light hit the warlock in the center of his forehead, and once the light traveled through his body like a current of electricity, he immediately stopped squirming, and his eyes rolled into the back of his head.  
 
    Then he went completely limp, and if it weren’t for the small movements of his chest, I would have assumed he was dead.  
 
    “See?” Vanessa asked before she spun around to face the class. “There’s nothing to it… just be sure to concentrate.”  
 
    Before anyone could respond, Vanessa snapped her fingers, and more clouds of smoke puffed around the room. A giant purple cloud appeared at the right side of our desk, and when the mist cleared, there was a skinny warlock with dark brown hair and pale green eyes tied to a seat. He had the same look of panic across his face, his mouth was also sewn shut, and fat tears were rolling down his freckled, ashen face. 
 
    “Only one warlock per table?” I wondered aloud. “How will we all practice?”  
 
    “It’s not as if I have an endless supply of warlocks at my disposal, Cole,” Vanessa’s stern voice echoed from the front of the room, and she turned her head to glare at everyone before she continued. “You will all do well to try and take turns… Oh, and in order to reverse the spell, simply utter, ‘laxo,’ and they should return to their previous state of consciousness.”  
 
    I nodded in response and then turned to look at each witch at my table. “Who wants to go first?”  
 
    As soon as the question left my lips, each witch looked down at the table, and even the ever-ambitious Morgana refused to meet my gaze or utter a response.  
 
    “Really?” I asked with a forced chuckle. “Not one of you wants to give it a shot?”  
 
    “Hey, if it’s cool, I think you should go first,” Nyx suggested, and she raised a blue eyebrow.  
 
    “I think that’s an excellent idea,” Penelope added as she flicked back her tangerine-colored hair.  
 
    “Alright.” I shrugged. “I’ll give it a go.”  
 
    So, I pulled out my wand from the back of my waistband and then slowly aimed it at the struggling warlock. His eyes widened and focused on the tip of my wand, and I took in a long deep breath. Then I pictured his body going as limp as a dead fish, and after I steadied my aim, I recited the incantation. 
 
    “Obstupefacio!” I cried out.  
 
    The same green light hit the warlock right between his eyes, and his entire body convulsed just before his eyes rolled into the back of his head, which lolled to the side.  
 
    I grinned in satisfaction as the rest of my table lightly clapped. 
 
    “What the hell are you clapping for?” Vanessa snapped as she neared our table. “So, Cole managed to successfully paralyze him… what about the rest of you?”  
 
    “We were just about to give it a shot, Professor--” Morgana started, but then Vanessa raised a hand to stop her mid-sentence.  
 
    “You cannot constantly rely on Cole to defend and protect you,” she snarled. “Of anything, that’s a poor use of the immortal power you’ve gained by giving him your souls. Cole, please reverse the spell and then let the others have a go.” 
 
    “Yes, Professor,” I answered with a repressed sigh. Then I took aim at the wilted warlock and focused on his state of mind before I uttered the next spell. “Laxo.”  
 
    This time, a pale pink light hit the warlock in the chest, and suddenly, his head flung forward, and his entire body jolted as if I’d electrocuted him back into consciousness.  
 
    “Now,” Vanessa said as other students practiced behind her, “I’d like for Miss Faye to give it a go.” 
 
    “Right,” Faye gulped. “I mean… of course, Professor.” 
 
    The redhead took her time to roll up her sleeves before she inhaled sharply and focused on the warlock. Then she lifted her wand into the air and waited a moment for her hand to stop trembling, and as soon as she was ready, she uttered the spell. 
 
    “Obstupefacio!”  
 
    Again, the warlock went deadly limp as soon as the blast of green light hit him in the face, and the redhead sighed with relief when Vanessa nodded approvingly.  
 
    “Great, now… how about Iris?” Vanessa suggested.  
 
    Faye performed the laxo spell on the warlock without being told, so the pink-streaked twin could have a shot. As soon as the warlock returned to painful reality, his eyes pleaded for the twin to stop, but of course, it didn’t faze her. Instead, she aimed her wand right between his eyes and then quickly recited the spell. 
 
    “Obstupefacioooo,” she chanted, and we all cringed at once. 
 
    She’d mispronounced the spell, and as a result, the warlock’s head began to violently vibrate.  
 
    Vanessa quickly took a step back, and then the warlock’s eyes popped out of his sockets and exploded everywhere. The witches all groaned in disgust as bits and pieces flew on the desk, but that wasn’t even the end of it.  
 
    Soon, the warlock’s entire body began to bubble with boils and pus-filled sores, and it was as if he were being boiled alive. He then exploded into pieces, and we all raised our hands to defend ourselves against the gory splatter. An ear landed right in front of me, and I quickly brushed it off the table as the others all looked down in disgust at their stained uniforms and then turned to glare at Iris. 
 
    “Sorry,” the twin muttered as she sheepishly dropped her eyes.  
 
    “Nice going,” Ivy groaned.  
 
    “Like you could have done any better,” Iris barked back at her sister. 
 
    “Enough,” Vanessa commanded before she snapped her fingers, and then the bloody chair disappeared. “You can try again tomorrow… today was more of an introductory lesson anyway.” 
 
    “But Professor,” Morgana protested, “not all of us had a chance to practice.”  
 
    “Yes, I’m well aware of that, Miss Morgana.” Vanessa scowled. “If circumstances were different, then perhaps you would have all had an opportunity.” 
 
    “But--” the bookworm insisted until Vanessa turned on her heels and returned to the front of the room. 
 
    “Class,” she snapped as she furiously raised her hands high into the air. “That’s enough for today… you’re all dismissed.”  
 
    Even though no one dared to utter a word of protest, I could feel the disappointment hanging in the air like a weighted blanket hovering over us. It was clear we could have had a longer lesson, but for some reason, Vanessa was just not in the mood to even try. 
 
    I turned my head to look at my table, and while Beatrix, Nyx, and the twins were already packed and heading toward the door, my coven lingered behind, as if they were waiting for my next order. 
 
    “You look like you’re considering something, Cole,” Vesta whispered in a sensual tone as she tossed back her long, sage green hair. “Care to share it with the rest of us?”  
 
    “Not just yet,” I said as I stared at the professor. She was busy cleaning up her desk and sending the warlocks back to Satan knows where, so she didn’t even seem to notice my eyes on her. “I think I need to speak to Vanessa alone… I’ll meet you all upstairs in a bit.”  
 
    “Alright,” Morgana replied with a frown. “Come back to us alive.” 
 
    “I will,” I chuckled. 
 
    My coven gathered their belongings before leaving the classroom, and when Vanessa realized it was just the two of us in her room, she shot daggers in my direction and placed her hands on her hips. 
 
    “Are you deaf?” she asked. “Why are you still here?” 
 
    “You said if circumstances were different, we’d all get a chance to practice,” I repeated slowly. “What did you mean by that?” 
 
    Vanessa’s eyes softened, and she thoughtfully chewed on her rosy bottom lip.  
 
    I didn’t think she would actually answer me, but apparently the surly professor was full of surprises today.  
 
    “Well,” she began after a long moment, “there are a series of books in the forbidden library…books that hold some of the most powerful spells against elder gods. They even have an entire volume on how to recreate an elder god entity and elder creatures called replicas. They are essentially like test dummies. They mimic the powers of the elder gods and their creations.” 
 
    “Cool,” I breathed, but then I furrowed my eyebrows in confusion. “So, why not use them?” 
 
    “I don’t think Theodora could be persuaded,” she answered after a long moment. “She thinks these advanced spells will be enough, but I disagree, and I’ve tried to tell her, but she thinks it’s too dangerous to use the forbidden books. Those spells haven’t been used in centuries… and she doesn’t believe the professors are equipped to teach them since none of us have ever used them ourselves. We’ve only studied their history and power… but never have we actually recited or learned them.”  
 
    “So, it would be a substantial risk,” I said, “but in my opinion… one worth taking. We can’t pull any punches with these elder god assholes.” 
 
    To my surprise, Vanessa smiled and then looked down at the floor. 
 
    “It seems we are in agreement,” she murmured without meeting my eyes.  
 
    I grinned and then quickly stood up from my seat. The sound of my chair scraping across the marble floor startled Vanessa, and she furrowed her dark eyebrows at me. 
 
    “Where are you going with that look of determination on your face?” she questioned. 
 
    “To ask Theodora for permission to use the forbidden texts,” I said as I spun toward the door. 
 
    Then I rushed out of the classroom before she could stop me and found myself heading down to Theodora’s office. I had no idea how I was going to persuade her, but I knew I needed to try something.  
 
    Our lives were depending on it.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
    After my brief discussion with Vanessa, I soon found myself in front of Headmistress Theodora’s office, and once I took a deep, bracing breath, I knocked three hard times.  
 
    “Come in!” her resilient voice echoed from within.  
 
    I slowly opened the door, and Theodora was busy furiously scribbling away on a long piece of golden parchment at her desk. She had a pitcher of dark wine by her right side and a tall silver goblet on the other, and a small violin hung in the corner of the room and played a hauntingly beautiful tune on its own. The fireplace was lit, and it cast a warm and welcoming glow across the room.  
 
    If the warlocks had invaded this room during the attack, no one would have been able to tell. Everything appeared to be in pristine condition, and nothing seemed out of place. Theodora herself looked just as perfect as the room around her. Her dark hair was pulled up into a towering updo and decorated with bone pins and red jewels. She was wearing a deep burgundy gown, made of luminous velvet and black lace, and her porcelain, doll-like face was adorned with a touch of rouge while her lips were painted red. 
 
    “Ah, Cole,” the headmistress purred without looking up. “What can I do for you?” 
 
    “I just came back from hexes and curses with professor Vanessa,” I explained. 
 
    I paused and let my sentence hang in the air, but Theodora didn’t seem fazed by my stillness. In fact, she continued to keep writing as if I wasn’t even here.  
 
    “Oh?” she finally replied in a surprised tone. “What about it? Was it a successful lesson?” 
 
    “No,” I said bluntly, “in fact, it was a mess. There was nothing truly intense about it. It felt like any other lesson to be perfectly honest with you.”  
 
    The always poised headmistress slowly stopped writing and then lifted her head to look at me. Her face scrunched up in confusion, and her mouth was slightly parted open as if she were at a loss for words. Then she stared long and hard at me with her piercing blue eyes before leaning back in her chair and folding her hands on the desk. Her eyes continued to peer into mine, and it was impossible to sense what she was thinking. Finally, her mouth curled up into an unusual smile, and she shook her head.  
 
    “Well,” she tutted, “I’m sorry to hear about that… perhaps Vanessa is still getting used to teaching more advanced lessons. I’ll be sure to have a private word with my daughter as soon as possible, and thank you for bringing this to my attention. Now, if you don’t mind, Cole, I have plenty of work that needs to be done.” 
 
    “Well, no Vanessa’s not the problem--” I started, but then she cut in. 
 
    “Oh, before I forget to ask, tell me, does Miss Penelope need a bedroom in the suite?” the headmistress asked out of nowhere. “I can only imagine she would want her own room as well… now that she appears to be another member of your coven. She’s a bright witch, and I think you made a wise choice to include her.” 
 
    It took me a moment to collect my thoughts. Why was the headmistress suddenly deflecting from the conversation? Did she already know what I was about to ask her?  
 
    “Yes, another room would be most appreciated,” I cleared my throat, “but that’s not what I came down here to ask, and I think you know that. We need more advanced books… and you know which ones I’m referring to.”  
 
    “Yes,” she sighed after a long moment of heavy silence. “I know.”  
 
    Before I could say another word, Theodora pushed herself out of her seat and began to slowly strut around the room with her hands behind her back. Her face was set into a firm, stony expression, and her red lips were pursed tightly. She was a loud thinker, and I could sense her apprehension, fear, and confusion radiating off her body every time she neared me.  
 
    “Headmistress?” I finally asked in a hesitant voice. “Are you going to say it, or should I?”  
 
    “It doesn’t matter who says it,” she answered with a solemn nod, “because I’m afraid I’m going to have to refuse your request.”  
 
    “But Headmistress,” I argued, “we need the forbidden books! Today’s class was just a pathetic excuse for a lesson--”  
 
    “Cole,” she huffed before she slowly crossed her arms, “do you even know what kind of spells are in those books? All it could take is one careless student to bring the entire castle down into bits. No, it’s too dangerous. There’s a reason they’ve been forbidden for ages.”  
 
    “I understand the spells are powerful,” I answered, “but that’s why we desperately need them. Slightly advanced spells aren’t going to defeat the elder gods… we need the most powerful magic possible, and we need to be able to create elder god replicants to practice on--” 
 
    “Who told you about that?” she interjected until the realization quickly hit her. “Ah, of course… Vanessa. I’m surprised at her… she’s normally good at keeping things to herself.” 
 
    “Don’t blame her,” I said in a firm tone, which seemed to surprise the headmistress.  
 
    “I don’t blame her, Cole,” Theodora answered with a soft laugh. “I’m just shocked she would share this information with you. In case you haven’t picked up on it, she’s never been your biggest fan.” 
 
    “Well, it surprised me, too, but she did.” I shrugged. “And I think we need those books now more than ever.”  
 
    Theodora glanced down at the floor and then began to slowly shake her head. The woman was one of the most respectable witches I’d ever come across, but Satan, she could be as stubborn as a bull.  
 
    “Some students are more advanced than others,” she explained as if I hadn’t understood her before. “What if the less advanced pupils die because they can’t even master a highly lethal defense spell?” 
 
    “Why don’t we just split the students into groups, then?” I suggested. “Students with greater grades can be placed in one domain, while the less advanced are placed in others. Like ranks in the military, we can organize ourselves into various categories.” 
 
    Theodora stopped pacing, and then she turned to look at me with a placid smile on her face. For a moment, I was hopeful because I could see a twinkle of interest in her pale blue eyes.  
 
    “That’s actually not a terrible idea,” she conceded after a long moment. “I like the way you think, Cole… I always have.”  
 
    “So, let’s do it,” I said, and I was unable to hide the eagerness in my voice. “Advanced spells aren’t going to cut it… we need to use magic specifically designed to destroy the elder gods… even if it is dangerous and forbidden.”  
 
    The headmistress sighed and rubbed her forehead like she was trying to massage away the problem, and then she took a seat by her fireplace and looked in the flames as if the answer laid there.  
 
    “I don’t know, Cole,” she murmured after a minute. “The risks are too great.”  
 
    “Please, Headmistress,” I implored. “This is our only choice… you have to have faith in your students. We can do this, and I’ll help in any way I can.” 
 
    Theodora’s eyes gazed into mine, and she slowly shook her head. At first, I thought she was going to reject me once again, but then she coyly smiled, and relief flooded through my body.  
 
    “Only you could make me even consider such an option,” she chuckled under her breath. “Alright… we can try it your way.”  
 
    I tried to contain my smile, but it was useless. I could feel myself grinning from ear to ear, and Theodora waved at me as if I were some kind of irritating fly.  
 
    “Stop being so smug,” she huffed, and she smiled as she turned away and focused on the flames again. “We have no idea what we’re really getting ourselves into.”  
 
    “No, but we’re about to find out,” I chuckled.  
 
    Theodora abruptly stood up from her chair, smoothed out her skirts, and then cleared her throat.  
 
    “Well, let’s get down to the library before I change my mind,” she said with a determined nod. “Come along.”  
 
    I grinned, nodded, and then followed her as she headed out the door and down into the hallway. As we made our way through the empty corridors, though, something started to gnaw at me, and I couldn’t shake the feeling off. It took me a moment to realize I was worried about the High Court. They’d granted Theodora permission to practice advanced, professor-level spells, but I never recalled them granting her permission to teach from the forbidden texts.  
 
    Was I about to get her into severe trouble?  
 
    “Headmistress?” I asked as we passed by the glaring portraits of former Scholomance witches. “I probably should have asked you this next question before…”  
 
    “Hmm?” she hummed without turning to look at me. “What is it?”  
 
    “Will you be punished for this?” I questioned. “I mean, will Mara or any of the women from the High Court reprimand you for my decision?”  
 
    “No,” Theodora answered after a long moment. “They were overly impressed by you during our visit, so I highly doubt it. Should they find out we’ve been using forbidden, ancient magic, I doubt they would blink an eye. Not when they have bigger things to worry about.” 
 
    “Alright.” I nodded.  
 
    If she was sure, which sounded like the case, then I would let it go.  
 
    We continued to walk down the corridors in comfortable silence, but by the time we reached the library doors with the gold chain, I could feel that something was wrong. It was a deep, sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach, which I couldn’t push away, and the longer I stared at the door, the more my head began to ache and pound. It felt like tiny needles were pricking my entire scalp as I winced and took a small step back, and Theodora immediately noticed.  
 
    “You feel it, too?” she asked in a soft voice.  
 
    “What is it?” I groaned as my head continued to throb. “Satan, my head feels like it's going to burst.” 
 
    “Someone was in here,” she whispered and placed a hand on the door. “Someone with ill-intent.”  
 
    “Fuck,” I hissed before I pulled out my wand. “Do you think they’re still inside?”  
 
    “No,” she answered after a long moment. “They’re gone… but something still feels wrong. Come on, we’d better find out what. Wands up and eyes peeled.”  
 
    I nodded in agreement as Theodora muttered an incantation under her breath and then took aim at the door chain. As soon as the golden clasp fell apart, she gently pushed the door open, and a cold breeze hit us both in the face.  
 
    “Keep an eye open,” she muttered. 
 
    “I’ve got two,” I whispered. 
 
    The headmistress chuckled softly as we took a step deeper inside the pitch-black library. Clouds of dust and mothballs hung in the air like flecks of slow as we ventured deeper, and it was nearly impossible to see.  
 
    “Illuminana,” Theodora hissed.  
 
    The tip of her wand immediately glowed, and it cast a small ray of light along the book spines that towered all around us. Together, we slowly gazed around the library, and I tried to sense where the forewarning was coming from. It was apparent someone had been in here, and they’d been looking for something because countless books were cluttering the floor, but why did it feel as if an invisible threat was still dangling in the air? Yes, the library was in a state of chaos, but it didn’t seem like any of the books were seriously damaged.  
 
    “Shit,” I murmured, “seems like someone was looking for something.” 
 
    “Indeed,” Theodora sighed as we stared at the scattered books. “Satan, the warlocks must have found a way to break through the barrier… bastards.”  
 
    Suddenly, my heart began to violently hammer in my chest, and the world started to slightly spin. I knew where the foreboding feeling was stemming from, and it took me a moment to find my voice again. 
 
    “Headmistress,” I said slowly, and it was like my tongue was made out of sandpaper. “Where exactly do you keep the books on elder magic?” 
 
    She stopped moving, and when I aimed my light at her, all color had drained from her beautiful face.  
 
    “Oh, unholy Satan,” she gasped as her pale blue eyes widened with terrible realization. “No, no, no!” 
 
    I’d never seen the headmistress appear so agitated before in my life, and it made my stomach do flips and turns as she whirled and sprinted through the dark, cluttered library. She frantically mumbled to herself as she twisted and turned through the shelves, and finally, when she reached a large empty bookcase, she cursed and banged her fist against the shelf.  
 
    “They’re gone!” she shouted. “I can’t believe it! How did I not think to even check before?”  
 
    “Fuck,” I hissed under my breath. I was at a loss for words because I had never seen her so distressed before. I knew I had to choose my next words carefully, so I took in a deep breath before I said what was on my mind. “Well… we don’t have another choice, do we? We have to get them back.”  
 
    Theodora whipped around to look into my eyes and then slowly began to shake her head. 
 
    “Cole, just how do you intend to do that?” she whispered in an unsteady voice.  
 
    “Shadow port me and my coven to Mors Academy,” I said with as much confidence as I could muster. “We’ll find the stolen books and return them.”  
 
    “You wouldn’t even know where to begin looking,” she argued. “The Mors Academy is just as expansive as Scholomance.” 
 
    “I’ll use my premonition skills to locate them,” I insisted. “You know my skills of foresight and intuition exceed any other student’s here. I know I can do this.”  
 
    “Cole,” she breathed and pursed her lips, “I just don’t know about this… I know I’ve sent you on countless missions before, some more dangerous than others, but I just have a terrible feeling about this.” 
 
    “Look, Headmistress… the warlocks must be weak right now,” I pushed. “They don’t even have a headmaster, and we have countless hostages. How much of a threat can they be? They won’t be expecting us to hit them back this quickly.”  
 
    “We have no idea what’s going on behind their walls,” Theodora sighed. “They could have elder gods roaming the halls for all we know.”  
 
    “Have you tried to peer into their school since this all happened?” I asked with a raised eyebrow. “Through premonition?”  
 
    “Yes,” she acknowledged, “but I haven’t been able to see a damn thing… which is a strange notion on its own. I’d rather be able to see the potential danger lurking within their domain than nothing at all. Silence can be deadlier than anything else.” 
 
    I sighed and then looked back at the empty shelf. I knew our only course of action was to steal back the books, whether Theodora agreed or not.  
 
    “You know what needs to be done,” I said after a moment.  
 
    “Yes,” she sighed, “I’m afraid so.”  
 
    “We should inform the others,” I replied quickly. “The sooner we leave, the quicker we can begin advanced classes and preparation.” 
 
    “Indeed.” She nodded. “Alright, let’s head back to your common room.” 
 
    I followed the concerned headmistress out the door and into the hallway, and as we passed through the corridors, my mind raced with concern. Theodora was right, we had no idea what the hell we could be facing, but we had to get those fucking books back, no matter what. 
 
    When we reached the common room door and stepped inside, all eyes turned to us. Morgana was reading by the fireplace, and Penelope and Akira seemed to be in a deep discussion while Faye played with the familiars and Vesta brushed her long, green hair.  
 
    “Good evening, ladies,” Theodora greeted as she strolled inside. 
 
    “Headmistress!” Morgana gasped as she slammed her book shut and then stood up.  
 
    The rest of my coven also stopped what they were doing and immediately gave Theodora their full attention.  
 
    “How are you all doing?” Theodora flashed the women a small, wan smile. “Faring well, I hope.” 
 
    “It’s been a rather peaceful evening--” Vesta began until the headmistress interrupted her.  
 
    “Well, that’s all about to change, I’m afraid.”  
 
    “Err, with all due respect, Headmistress,” Akira responded after a moment, “why is that?”  
 
    “It would seem our most valuable books have been stolen from the forbidden library,” Theodora explained in a calm and steady voice.  
 
    Morgana gasped the loudest and then covered her mouth with her hand. 
 
    “Oh, Satan,” the brunette said in a shaky voice. “How did the Mors students break into the library? I mean… I’m assuming it was them, correct?” 
 
    “Per usual, you are correct, Miss Morgana.” Theodora nodded. “I do not know how they broke through the barrier, but that’s not my primary concern at the moment. Retrieving the books is.” 
 
    “And you want us to do it?” Penelope questioned in a faint voice.  
 
    “Yes,” Theodora confirmed. “It was Cole’s idea to use the books for practice, and now that they’ve gone, we’ll need our finest students to retrieve them. Are you up to the task?” 
 
    “We’d do whatever our master commands of us,” Faye said as she stepped away from the familiars.  
 
    “Well, then,” Theodora replied with a small smile, and she was clearly pleased by the redhead’s response. “You’d better prepare yourselves. I know you’ve been through countless adventures before, and I’ve pushed you to the limit, but we have no idea what is going on behind Mors’ walls. There could be elder gods roaming their hallways for all we know. So, I want you all to work closely together and watch out for each other.” 
 
    “Of course, we will, Headmistress,” I said before any of the others could respond. “We’re always looking out for each other, aren’t we?”  
 
    “Always,” my coven answered in unison.  
 
    I stared at the five remarkable women and then thought about the Mors Academy. Theodora was correct, we had no idea what we would be facing, and I realized we could use reinforcements, so I slowly turned to look at the headmistress and met her pale blue eyes.  
 
    “Whatever it is you want to ask me, Cole,” she began with a small smile, “just ask.”  
 
    “May we bring others with us?” I asked. “I think it would be wiser to take a larger party.”  
 
    “I agree,” Theodora answered after a long moment. “Who did you have in mind?”  
 
    I thought of Beatrix and the twins, and for some reason, the blue-skinned Nyx also popped into mind. From what I could tell, the former Vipera witch was calm, cool, and collected, and she would be the perfect addition to our mission.  
 
    “Nyx, Ivy, Iris, and Beatrix,” I said after a long moment.  
 
    “I’ll summon them right away.” Theodora nodded. “Once I do, I’m going to shadow port you into the Mors dungeons. It’s the only place I can think of that will be secluded, especially since nightfall is nearing.”  
 
    “Right,” I answered with a tiny nod.  
 
    “Now, just a moment.” The headmistress smirked before she snapped her fingers, and a cloud of smoke erupted in the middle of the room.  
 
    In the next moment, Nyx, Beatrix, and the twins were standing in the room, and each one turned to look at each other in pure confusion. 
 
    “Whoa… am I hallucinating?” Nyx was the first to ask. “One minute I was in my room chilling, and the next…? What are we doing here?”  
 
    “Cole has asked you to join him on a very important mission,” Theodora calmly responded. “You will need to venture within the walls of the Mors academy and retrieve a collection of highly important books which were stolen from us.”  
 
    “Excuse me, Headmistress?” Beatrix asked with eyes as wide as dinner plates. “I’m not sure--?” 
 
    “It’s a direct command from yours truly,” Theodora cut in sharply. “No questions or arguments, please, it will only waste time. Understood?”  
 
    “Yes, Headmistress,” the women responded in an obedient, but slightly embarrassed, tone.  
 
    “Excellent,” Theodora answered with her chin raised. “Now, you must all be quick and be careful. I expect to see you back here soon.”  
 
    I nodded in agreement before Theodora took a small step back and then looked at each of us before she snapped her fingers again. A deep purple cloud swarmed around the room, and then we found ourselves tumbling and turning through the air. My stomach was doing summersaults, but the feeling didn’t stem from the shadow porting. There were knots in my stomach because I was nervous and hesitant, but still, I vowed I’d do whatever I needed to in order to find those books and return safely to Scholomance. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7 
 
    By the time the world stopped spinning, we crashed on a cold stone floor, and when the purple mist cleared, I glanced around the small, pitiful dungeon we found ourselves in. There were only a few cells plastered against the right side of the room, and thankfully, each one was empty. There were no windows along the gray, granite walls, and water dripped from the cement ceiling and caused a small, irritating echo to vibrate through the pathetic prison. It was basically empty, and the only thing to indicate someone was once in here were the stains of dark blood along the walls and a rotting pile of bones in the corner.  
 
    “Fuck,” Akira grunted as she stood up. “Will shadow porting ever get easier?”  
 
    “Does it matter?” Penelope sighed. “I think we’ve got bigger problems to worry about.”  
 
    “What’s that foul smell?” Vesta questioned as she scrunched up her face in disgust. 
 
    “Again, I think we have more crucial concerns.” Penelope rolled her brown eyes.  
 
    “Yeah, like why the hell did you drag us here?” Beatrix demanded as we all slowly stood up and then dusted ourselves off. “I was having a perfectly pleasant evening until Theodora randomly summoned us to you.” 
 
    “Oh, shut the hell up,” Akira grunted as she shot the honey-brown haired witch with a spiteful glare. “You heard the Headmistress, we need to collect the stolen books. Sorry if that ruined your quaint little evening, princess.”  
 
    “What books?” Ivy asked as she furiously brushed a blue strand out of her face.  
 
    “Ancient, forbidden books that include magic against the elder gods and their creations,” I explained. “Look, we really don’t have time to give you the full story. I just need you all to be quiet and follow my lead.”  
 
    “I can’t believe I agreed to this,” Nyx groaned as she looked around with dismay and disbelief. “This sucks pixie ass… I could be smoking in my room right now instead of dealing with more drama. What a draaaaag.”  
 
    “It’s not as if you had much of a choice,” Beatrix sighed dramatically. “When the headmistress asks you for something, you know deep down it’s not an actual choice. Especially when her precious Cole and his obedient coven are involved.”  
 
    “True,” Iris agreed before she swept a pink streak of hair out of her face. “If Cole and the coven are involved, then we must all drop whatever it is we’re doing and obey their every whim and command.”  
 
    “Good point.” Ivy nodded. “I’m honestly a little sick of it--”  
 
    “Hey, here’s an idea, how about you all stop bitching and get your shit together?” Akira suddenly snarled, and each witch shot her an appalled look. The black-haired witch then tossed her hands up into the air and sighed. “What? There’s no point in complaining… it’s just a fucking waste of time and energy, and your voices are seriously grating on my nerves, so can you shut up unless you have something important to say?”  
 
    “Uhhh, excuse me?” Nyx frowned. “Like, who the hell do you think you are--?” 
 
    “Stop,” I said in a firm voice. “Everyone be quiet… the last thing we should be doing is arguing in the dungeon of the fucking Mors Academy. We need to work together and focus, for fuck’s sake.” 
 
    My coven turned to look at me with obedient eyes and tightly pressed lips, and even the women who weren’t a part of my coven looked at me and meekly bowed their heads. 
 
    “Apologies, master,” Akira mumbled before she stared down at her feet.  
 
    “Yeah,” Penelope sighed. “I’m sorry, too, master.”  
 
    “It’s fine,” I answered after a moment, “but like I said, we just need to keep our heads together if we’re going to get out of here alive and with those books.”  
 
    “And the first thing we should do is get out of this dungeon and begin searching,” Nyx sighed as she lazily pushed back her long, deep sapphire blue hair. “Right?”  
 
    “Yeah.” I nodded. “I need a minute to gather my bearings… everyone be quiet. Not one peep.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” my coven answered while the others mumbled their mutual agreements.  
 
    “Okay,” I said before I closed my eyes. “Thank you.”  
 
    Then I took in a deep breath and tried to gather my thoughts. I knew I’d have to use my sense of premonition to figure out exactly where the books were located, but Theodora was right, this place was massive. I could feel it as I tried to focus on my surroundings. In my mind’s eye, I could sense countless corridors and possible pathways, and not one of them was showing me a clear path to the books. The more I concentrated, the cloudier everything became.  
 
    Fuck.  
 
    “I’m not sensing a damn thing,” I grumbled after a long moment. “We’re going to need a different strategy.”  
 
    “Well… do you think they’d be stupid enough to hide them in their own library?” Penelope asked after a minute of heavy silence. “It’s not completely out of the realm of possibilities.”  
 
    “That’s actually not a bad idea,” Nyx said with a lethargic shrug. “I say it’s worth a shot.”  
 
    “Me, too,” Beatrix added as she brushed back her honey-brown hair. “It's better than just standing here, waiting for the sun to come up.”  
 
    I chewed thoughtfully on my bottom lip before I slowly nodded and then turned to the only wooden door in the dungeon.  
 
    “Well, what are we waiting for, then?” I asked as I flashed everyone my most confident smile. “Let’s find the library… now remember, the halls might be empty since its past dark, but still, keep your eyes open and stay alert and quiet at all times. Follow my lead, don’t question my decisions, and no arguing.”  
 
    “No problemo,” the blue-skinned Nyx answered.  
 
    “Of course, master,” Vesta purred.  
 
    “Alright.” I nodded once. “Let’s fucking do this… everyone keep your wands extended and aimed at the ready.” 
 
    Each witch did as she was told, and as soon as I pulled back the wooden door, a long, creaking sound followed, and it sent a nervous shiver up my spine. I paused for a moment, and when I felt it was safe to continue onward, we swept down the narrow, dimly lit hallway. It eventually led to a stairwell, and we hiked up that as quietly as possible, too. The stairs were made out of wood, and occasionally, they would creak when we took a step. Eventually, I pushed past another door, and when we stepped into the next set of hallways, these were all dark and cold. I could barely see where we were going now, so I extended my wand a little further in front of me. 
 
    “Illuminana,” I whispered. 
 
    The halls faintly lit up, and I immediately noticed the walls were completely bare. All their paintings were empty, and I assumed they hung live portraits, just as we had in Scholomance, but for some reason, they were all gone. All that remained down these corridors were wooden frames. Did they vanish once they realized they no longer had a headmaster? The memory of killing that smarmy son of a bitch brought a small, satisfied smile to my face, but then I shook my head and tried to focus on finding the library instead.  
 
    As we quietly walked down the halls, I couldn’t sense a library anywhere nearby, but I did, however, feel the presence of the books lingering somewhere. I couldn’t tell how close they were, but I knew they were definitely somewhere in this castle.  
 
    “Cole?” Nyx whispered. “Are we close to the library?” 
 
    “I’m not sure,” I responded truthfully. “I’m not sensing it.” 
 
    “Do you think the books are even in the castle?” Beatrix asked as she strolled by my side. “Theodora didn’t tell us if they were here… she just knew the Mors students stole them.”  
 
    “I know,” I answered, “but trust me, I can feel the presence of the books… we must be close.”  
 
    “How so?” the blue-skinned witch asked with a raised eyebrow.  
 
    “I can sense their despair and vengeance,” I explained. “These books harbor special energy, and it hangs in the air like candles in the classroom.”  
 
    “But are you super sure?” Nyx pressed. “I can’t sense anything at all.”  
 
    “That’s because you’re probably as high as a fucking unicorn,” Akira hissed. “If Cole says he can sense them, he can sense them. What did he say about questioning him?” 
 
    “Look, I’m not a part of your precious little coven,” the deep-blue skinned witch drawled, “so I don’t have to take orders from him. Also. I’m not high. I smoke clove, herb, and fruit tobacco most of the time.” 
 
    “I don’t really care what you smoke,” Faye said in a faint voice. “But you should just listen to Cole. He’s the reason all of us are still alive.” 
 
    “That’s a fair point,” Nyx said with a casual shrug. “Alright, Boss, what’s the plan?” 
 
    Before I could answer, a sudden noise from behind us made each witch gasp and then jump around with their wands aimed in that direction, but I chuckled to myself when I realized it was only a small, plump rat scurrying across the stone floor.  
 
    “Shit,” Penelope panted and clutched at her chest. “I think I just lost ten years of my life… you know, if I wasn’t immortal, of course.”  
 
    “Satan,” Nyx said as she rolled her purple-hued eyes. “What the hell are we going to do if we’re caught?” 
 
    “If we’re caught, we fight, duh.” Akira shrugged. “Right, master?”  
 
    “Right.” I nodded. “Let’s keep going. If we find a warlock, try to get them alive so we can interrogate them.” 
 
    So, we silently continued to move onward, but as we turned down another pale corridor, something sent a sudden shiver down my spine. I stared at a wooden door directly in front of us, immediately stopped in my tracks, and then raised a steady hand in the air as a gesture for everyone to stop.  
 
    “What is it?” Beatrix asked in a panic laced voice.  
 
    “Someone is behind that door,” I answered slowly. “Everyone, remain as still and as quiet as possible… I’m going to try and see who or what is behind it.”  
 
    Every witch obeyed my command as I took in a deep, steady breath and stared long and hard at the door, and then I permitted my mind to become as open as an archway as I pried into the doorway’s secrets.  
 
    Periculum. 
 
    In the next moment, I could see a tall, thin warlock in my mind, and he was pacing back and forth with his wand behind his back as if he was debating something highly crucial in his head. He seemed to be at odds with himself, and I studied the deep, concentrated frown on his pale and freckled face. He was mumbling under his breath, and then he ran a hand through his bright, blue hair as his dark, pitch-black eyes focused on the floor below him. He was in some kind of storage room for potions, pitchers, brews, and cauldrons, and Satan only knew what he was doing there so late at night, but I didn’t really give a shit.  
 
    He was our best chance to locate the books. All we needed to do was capture him and then demand to know where the books were.  
 
    When I finally pulled myself out of the trance, I inhaled sharply and then coolly regarded the others.  
 
    “It’s fine,” I said, “there’s only one warlock behind the door, and he seems to be distracted… not to mention, he seems to be in some nervous little fit.” 
 
    “Great, so, what’s our exact plan, then?” Morgana asked as she studied my face. “Burst in and take him by surprise?”  
 
    “Essentially,” I replied, “but two of you should stand out here and keep watch. Faye and Vesta, you two stay out here. The rest of you, follow me. We’re going to get him to tell us where the books are using secretum mentis. I’ll need you all to restrain him while I get the information. Got it?”  
 
    “Good plan, Cole,” Vesta purred as she tossed back her sage-green hair. “As always.” 
 
    I flashed her a discreet wink before I turned to look at every single witch around me. They all stared at me with wide eyes and parted lips, and I slowly nodded in their direction before I spoke.  
 
    “Stay close,” I commanded, “and remember, we don’t want to make too much noise.” 
 
    They all nodded in agreement before I turned around, faced the door again, and quickly pushed it open. Faye and Vesta remained on either side of the door, and I stepped inside the dark, dank storage room and edged closer to the oblivious warlock, but his back was still turned to me as he continued to mumble incoherently to himself.  
 
    I didn’t want to make any noise, so instead of aiming my wand and casting a spell on him, I grabbed the heaviest thing in plain sight. It was some kind of metal goblet, and as I tiptoed closer toward him, I raised it high in the air and then brought it down as hard as I could over his head. 
 
    He softly grunted as the metal goblet came into contact with his skull, and then he collapsed to the ground.  
 
    “Good job, Cole,” Akira whispered. “You clobbered that bitch.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I muttered, “now help me find something to tie him up with.”  
 
    As the witches looked around the cluttered room, I grabbed the unconscious warlock, heaved him up, and sat him roughly down onto a nearby chair. He slumped forward, and I shoved him back so he wouldn’t fall off. 
 
    “Hey, I found something!” Penelope gasped as she handed me two large pieces of coiled twine.  
 
    “Well done,” I said and snatched the twine from her grasp.  
 
    I tightly wrapped the twine around the unconscious warlock and then, when I was sure it was secure, I looked at the others and sighed. 
 
    “Morgana, do you know any revival spells?” I asked.  
 
    “I think I might know one, but I’m not sure if--” the bookworm began, but before she could finish, Akira took a step past everyone and slapped the warlock hard across the face. 
 
    “Wake up, you piece of shit!” she hissed. 
 
    “I suppose that is one way to do it,” Penelope snickered as the pale young man jolted awake and then stared at us with wide, black eyes. A red handprint was plastered across his cheeks, and he looked as if he were on the verge of terrified tears.  
 
    “That works, too,” I chuckled. 
 
    “I-It’s you,” the skinny warlock stuttered. “Y-You’re the o-one who killed Headmaster R-Ravana.” 
 
    “And I’ll kill you too if you try to scream,” I hissed and bared my teeth. “Now, we know you fuckers stole some books from our forbidden library. Tell me where they are now, and perhaps I can spare you some pain.” 
 
    The warlock licked his pale lips and stared at each one of us. Sweat dripped from his brow, and he was visibly shaking in his restraints, but then he slowly started to shake his head.  
 
    “N-No, I’m not saying anything,” he answered before he looked down at his shoes. “If I say anything, they’ll kill me. They’ll tear me into a thousand bloody ribbons.”  
 
    “Fine by me.” I shrugged. “I’m going to get the answer from you one way or another… I just thought maybe you’d spare yourself the pain and trouble. In case you haven’t picked up on it, I could do far worse to you, but it seems you’re too idiotic to understand that. No surprise there.”  
 
    I took a step closer toward him, and I could smell the pungent sweat radiating off his body and see the growing terror in his eyes.  
 
    “Wait, wait,” he pleaded, “I’ve changed my mind. I’ll tell you--”  
 
    “Too late,” I growled as I placed my hand on his slick, shiny forehead and closed my eyes. “Secretum mentis.”  
 
    The warlock began to violently tremble under my touch, and then his black eyes rolled into the back of his head. He was clearly trying to fight against me, but it was absolutely useless. Sweat continued to trickle down his forehead as his body convulsed, and tears spilled from the corners of his eyes. His face turned from ashen white to blood red, and he was whining like a tortured pup. Finally, his glassy black eyes met mine, and then he began to gently sob.  
 
    “Tell me where the damn books are,” I growled.  
 
    “They’re in our study hall,” he wailed, “the professors decided we should keep them, just for educational purposes.” 
 
    As my hand remained on his forehead, I knew this was the perfect opportunity to press him for more information.  
 
    “Your professors… are they running everything smoothly?” I asked. “Are they rebuilding with the help of the elder gods?”  
 
    “T-They’re planning to nominate a new headmaster…” he panted as if he’d just run a maze marathon. “The elder g-gods haven’t been within our broken walls… I think they are waiting for us to rebuild our student body… you ended up taking so many of us as hostages.” 
 
    His shoulders slumped, and then he began to sob like an old woman.  
 
    I rolled my eyes and pressed my hand more forcefully against his greasy forehead.  
 
    “Who do they have in mind for the new headmaster?” I demanded. 
 
    “O-One of the professors,” he stuttered. “H-He’s our Premonition professor.”  
 
    “What’s his name?” I pushed.  
 
    “Professor Nicholas,” he wailed. “Please let me go… I think my head is going to explode… I can’t take it anymore.”  
 
    “You’ll keep answering my questions,” I snarled. “I’ll interrogate you for as long as I see fit… and I can tell there’s something else you’re not telling me. Something highly important.”  
 
    “B-But,” he stammered. “It’s killing me.” 
 
    “Tell me,” I urged. “Right fucking now… what else are you keeping from me?” 
 
    “W-We’ve heard rumors of an elder king, by the name of Donovan… we intend to build an army to serve him.”  
 
    Fuck.  
 
    I wanted to ask him more about this king, but I could see the spell was literally killing him, so I had to be quick with my next question.  
 
    “Now, tell me where the study hall is,” I commanded.  
 
    “It’s on the upper floor,” he answered quickly, but blood was already dribbling out of his nostrils, “it’s down the hall and behind the very last door… it’s a grand archway, and you c-can’t miss it. Now please, I’m begging you, st--!”  
 
    Before I could utter another word, the warlock’s head began to violently tremble and then exploded into bits of bone, brain, and gore.  
 
    I flinched back as the others quietly gasped and covered their mouths in surprise. I groaned in irritation as I flicked away a piece of brain that landed right above my upper lip and then took a step back to look at the mess in front of me. The warlock’s headless body was slumped forward as thick, dark blood and viscous gore dripped from his open neck.  
 
    “What a fucking mess,” I grunted. 
 
    “I guess Headmistress Theodora failed to mention what would happen if we used the secretum mentis for too long,” Morgana mumbled with a shrug as she stepped away from the growing puddle of blood.  
 
    “No shit,” I grunted. “Come on, let’s get the hell out of here and find those books.”  
 
    “Agreed,” Nyx said as she raised her blue chin up into the air.  
 
    We abruptly left the room, and Faye and Vesta immediately shot us a pair of curious looks.  
 
    “Did it work?” the redhead asked as she raised a thin eyebrow.  
 
    “Yes,” I said, “we need to find the stairwell… and quickly.”  
 
    “Well done,” Vesta purred as she flicked back her long, gleaming green hair.  
 
    The others all nodded in agreement as we raced down the corridor, and as we ran, I tried to sense where the doorway to the stairwell was located. I sensed a strong pull leading me toward a right turn, just down the hall we were in, and as soon as I bolted through the corridor and came to a narrow white door, I knew the stairwell was right behind it. When I pulled it open, there was a long, narrow staircase leading upward, but before I stepped inside, I turned to look at the others and then smiled broadly at each beautiful and brave witch.  
 
    “We’re getting closer,” I breathed. “Come on.” 
 
    As we were about to step inside, there was an echo of voices coming from the corridor we were just in. Their tone sounded panicked and furious, and I had a feeling the body of the blue-haired warlock had been discovered.  
 
    “Fuck!” I heard a deep voice roar. “There are intruders in the castle… fucking find them before they kill any more of us!”  
 
    “Shit,” I muttered as the voices grew louder. Then I looked at the witches, and each one’s face had turned pale with fear. “Come on, we have to hurry the hell up.” 
 
    We all raced inside the stairwell, and as we sprinted upward, my heart pounded like a war drum in my ears.  
 
    The warlocks knew we were here, and now, we had only a short amount of time to retrieve the books and get back to Scholomance alive.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8 
 
    “Satan,” Beatrix breathed as we raced up the stairwell. “Do you think they’re going to catch us?” 
 
    “Let’s not wait around to find out,” I said as I led the women up the stairs. “Come on, we’re almost there.”  
 
    We panted and struggled to breathe as we sprinted up the towering staircase, and as soon as we reached another door, I pushed it open as quietly as possible. Before I stepped out, I glanced around, but when I realized the coast was clear, I gestured for the others to follow me.  
 
    “Hurry,” I urged everyone. “We need to move as quickly as possible.”  
 
    “Where did he say the books were?” Vesta asked in a soft voice. 
 
    “In their study hall,” I answered. “Just down the hallway.”  
 
    “Well, how the hell will we know which books are the stolen ones?” Nyx huffed. “It could take us ages to find them.” 
 
    “Haven’t you been paying attention?” Akira snapped as we ran down another bare hallway and toward the open archway. “Cole can sense the books… so we’ll find them. Just keep your eyes peeled.”  
 
    “Fine.” The blue-skinned witch rolled her eyes. “I was just asking.”  
 
    As soon as we reached the archway and then stepped inside the study hall, we glanced around the expansive room, and I tried to pinpoint exactly where the books were. Their study hall was quite roomy, and it seemed as if it was well organized and in pristine condition. My eyes quickly scanned each spine and shelf, and with my glowing wand, I skimmed every corner of the room until I finally felt something pulling me toward the back of the study hall. So, I followed the feeling until I was standing in front of a massive bookcase with thousands of books.  
 
    The others were all standing behind me, and for the longest moment, no one said a word.  
 
    “Cole?” Morgana finally whispered. “Are they in this bookcase?” 
 
    “Yes.” I nodded slowly.  
 
    “Well, which ones are they?” Nyx drawled. “Not to be downer, but there are at least a hundred books in this bookcase… not to mention there are warlocks on the lookout for us.” 
 
    “Could you please just be quiet?” Penelope snapped. “Let Cole focus.” 
 
    “But--” the blue-skinned witch started to say until I raised a hand to cut her short. 
 
    “She’s right,” I said. “Please be quiet… I’m trying to think.”  
 
    “Fine,” she answered with a long, drawn-out sigh. “I’m sorry. I’ll be chill. I’m just nervous.”  
 
    “It’s fine,” I muttered as I tried to study each book in view.  
 
    After quickly glancing at row after row of books, it felt as if they were collectively mocking me. There were countless amounts of them, and Theodora didn’t even mention what they looked like or how many there were in total. 
 
    Thirteen, a familiar woman’s voice echoed in my mind. Thirteen red books.  
 
    I chuckled and then shook my head at myself. The woman from the painting was still a mystery to me, but she was willing to help me whenever I desperately needed it, so I couldn’t complain too much.  
 
    Thank you, I said.  
 
    Of course, she responded, but you must hurry… they are looking for you, and they’re getting closer. 
 
    I nodded to myself and then searched the bookshelf for each red spine I could spot. Then I pulled all the red books I could see, and even though I grabbed more than thirteen, I began to hand them out to my coven.  
 
    “Everyone, grab a couple of books,” I ordered as I tucked two underneath my arm.  
 
    The others followed my lead, but as we were collecting the books, there was a loud crash by the archway, and when we looked up, a group of warlocks was headed right toward us. There were about five of them, and they were all wearing their hideous white suits and had their hair slicked back.  
 
    As soon as they saw us, their eyes darkened, their frowns deepened, and I could feel their hatred and contempt for us radiating off their bodies like a noxious odor.  
 
    “It’s him!” a dark-haired warlock snarled as he glared at me with nothing but pure disgust. “Kill him and his bitches!”  
 
    As soon as the command left his lips, another warlock with ginger-blond hair raised his wand in my direction, but before he could open his mouth to utter a spell, I lifted my own wand even higher into the air and pointed it right at him.  
 
    “Stupefaciunt!” I cried out. 
 
    A red blast of light hit the ginger-haired warlock straight in the chest, and he went flying backward and crashed into a bookcase. Then the entire thing came colliding down on him and crushed his bones. His bloody hand peeked out from underneath the clutter, and it slowly twitched before it went completely still.  
 
    I didn’t even have to tell the others to attack and protect the books. Each witch began to blast spells in the warlocks’ direction, and we dodged their attacks as best we could. 
 
    “Conligo!” I snarled.  
 
    My light hit the dark-haired warlock, and he froze in place before he stared at me with wide, vacant eyes.  
 
    “You bastard!” One of his counterparts attempted to take a step forward and aim his wand at me.  
 
    “Volant!” Morgana cried out before he could utter another word.  
 
    The warlock was not prepared for the brunette’s swift and sudden attack, and he was sent flying through a stained-glass window. His cry echoed through the air until his body hit the ground, and then his fellow classmates turned to us in horror and fury. 
 
    “Kill every single one of those fucking bitches,” another warlock with deep green hair commanded. “Now!” 
 
    Without hesitation, we shot countless spells at the warlocks, and the room was filled with an array of violent bursts of color as we blasted through the damn study hall. We were picking the warlocks off one by one, but surely, more would arrive. The noise would have alerted the castle, and we were running out of time.  
 
    “Why the hell haven’t we shadow ported out of here yet?” Nyx screamed over the commotion. “This shit is not cool!”  
 
    “Good question!” Morgana shouted back.  
 
    Then, as if Theodora had heard her, a great cloud of smoke surrounded us, and we soon found ourselves spinning through the air once more. I kept the textbooks clutched tightly against my chest as we traveled back to Scholomance, and soon, we all came crashing down into Theodora’s office. The room was warm and inviting, and there was a small fire crackling in her fireplace, so it took me a moment to steady my breathing and accept we were no longer in danger.  
 
    “Ah,” Theodora purred as we slowly stood up. “You made it back in one piece. Well done.” 
 
    The headmistress was seated at her desk, but she was wearing a different gown from the last time we saw her. It was a long flowing dress and made entirely out of red velvet. Her hair was also loose, which was unusual for her, and her face was a little pale. I knew she’d been worried about us, and it must have kept her up nearly all night. When I glanced at the stained-glass window, it was still dark, but who knew what time it was? We’d been gone for at least several hours.  
 
    “You can let the books go now,” Theodora said with a small smile on her face. 
 
    I looked down, and I didn’t even realize I’d been clutching onto the books for dear life. Each witch had been doing the same damn thing, and we all chuckled nervously at each other as we slowly loosened our grip on them.  
 
    Theodora glanced at each one of us, and her eyes twinkled with pride and joy. 
 
    “Motus,” she uttered.  
 
    Then the red books hovered from our grip and began to float over toward the headmistress, and she smiled in satisfaction as each book drifted over to her desk.  
 
    “Well,” she said as she glanced at each one of us, “I’d say you’ve all had quite a trying night. You should catch a few hours of sleep since your next class will commence in just a few hours.”  
 
    “Sounds good.” I nodded before I turned to the others.  
 
    “Oh,” Theodora purred as we turned to leave, “Penelope, I think you’ll be relieved to see your new quarters have been moved up into the suite. You’ll find all your belongings in there as well.” 
 
    “Oh!” she gasped as she brushed back a strand of orange hair. “Thank you, Headmistress.”  
 
    “Yes, of course,” she answered as she dismissively waved her hand. “Honestly, it was nothing. What you all did for the school was remarkable, and I wouldn’t even know how to begin to thank you for your bravery and comradery. Now that we have the books, I think it’s safe to say our new lessons can officially begin.”  
 
    “That means a lot, Headmistress.” I nodded in gratitude. “We’d do it all over again if we had to.”  
 
    “Oh, I know,” the dark-haired headmistress replied with her chin raised, and her pale eyes wavered around the room until they landed on me. “Cole, would you mind staying behind for a moment? There’s something I’d like to discuss with you before you head off.”  
 
    “Of course,” I agreed.  
 
    The others all flashed me a small smile before they quietly left Theodora’s office, and as soon as they closed the door behind them, the headmistress turned to look at me with a pair of glittering, curious eyes and a small, unreadable smile on her face.  
 
    “So, tell me,” she began. “What else did you obtain other than the books?” 
 
     I smirked and looked into her sky-blue eyes before I answered. 
 
    “Well,” I answered slowly, “it wasn’t good news.” 
 
    “That much was to be expected,” she responded in a tentative tone. “What did you find out?”  
 
    “Apparently, Mors Academy is trying to rebuild,” I started. “They are in the process of selecting a new headmaster, and… apparently, they are preparing to build an army to serve an elder king.” 
 
    “Was his name Donovan?” she asked in a faint voice. “Or as they so beseechingly refer to him as ‘Donovan the Great?’”  
 
    “Yes,” I confirmed. “We took a warlock as a hostage and interrogated him, and he spoke briefly about the king.” 
 
    “Satan,” Theodora sighed as she rubbed furiously at her temples. “Alright… thank you, Cole.” 
 
    “But, Headmistress,” I implored. “Who is he?” 
 
    “He was once a great warlock, but then he turned to the elder gods,” she explained in a tired voice. “That was a very long time ago… he has been dormant for years, but now, he’s apparently finally decided to emerge from the shadows.”  
 
    “Well,” I said before I took in a deep, slow breath, “I suppose all we can do for now is prepare for him.” 
 
    “Exactly,” she agreed with a serene smile. “Now, off to bed, you’ve only got a few hours to sleep before the real lessons begin.” 
 
    “Of course,” I replied before I gently bowed. “Goodnight, Headmistress.”  
 
    “Sleep well, Cole,” she said before I turned around and headed straight out the door.  
 
    As I walked down the empty corridors of our academy, I couldn’t help but think back to the Mors school. They seemed to be disorganized and in the process of rebuilding, but still, how long would it be before they began training with elder magic? Once their new headmaster took over, then what? 
 
    I tried not to dwell on the possibilities that I could not control and instead focused on what could be done to train the Scholomance witches against elder magic. We finally had the books we needed, and now, I just had to rely on the professors and Theodora’s capability to teach the students to the best of their ability.  
 
    When I stepped inside the common room a few minutes later, my entire coven turned to face me with broad and proud smiles. 
 
    “Cole!” Penelope was the first to exclaim. “Come and see my quarters… it’s magnificent.”  
 
    I chuckled under my breath and then nodded at the eager orange-haired witch.  
 
    “Sure,” I agreed. “Let’s have a look.”  
 
    “It’s a… pretty room.” Akira grinned mischievously. “You know, it kind of looks like a fairy threw up in there.”  
 
    “I feel inclined to disagree, Akira,” Vesta purred. “It’s rather feminine and elegant. Of course, it’s not as sophisticated as mine, but still, it harbors a certain charm.” 
 
    “It could also use more books,” Morgana added, “but still… it’s quite a nice abode.” 
 
    I laughed as Penelope rolled her mahogany brown eyes and then gestured for me to follow her up the stairs.  
 
    “It’s amazing, Cole,” she breathed as she hopped up each step like an eager bunny. “Just wait until you see it for yourself.”  
 
    “I can’t wait,” I answered with a smile.  
 
    Finally, we reached a wooden door with orange carvings engraved along the golden doorknob, and when the bright-haired witch pushed it open, I was amazed to see a beautifully decorated, blush pink bedroom. There was a grand bed situated in the middle of the room, and the silk sheets were rose-pink, while the pillows were a mauve purple. The carpet was gold and pink, and it had intricate patterns flowing across the fabric that stretched across the entire cherry wood floorboards. There was a tiny desk by a small, arched stained-glass window, and on top of it were stacks of small vials, potion bottles, and rolled-up scrolls. A forest of herbs hung from the ceiling along with chains of necromancy bones and dried up twigs. 
 
    It looked like part bedroom, part potion lab, and part greenhouse. 
 
    “I’d like to be able to create my own spells, someday,” Penelope whispered as she followed my eyes to the desk. “Sometimes, when I have a spare moment, I like to write down lists of ingredients and then brew them to create something special.” 
 
    “That’s fantastic,” I said as I turned to her. “How come you never told us before?”  
 
    “Oh, I don’t know.” She shrugged. “I just never thought it was a big deal… it’s a silly hobby.” 
 
    “If you end up creating a new spell or potion, then it sure will be a big deal,” Morgana said as she and the rest of the coven stood in the doorway and marveled at the rosy pink room.  
 
    “I doubt it.” The bright-haired witch blushed modestly. “As I said, it’s just a hobby.”  
 
    “Don’t say that,” I said as I playfully nudged her. “You may be on to something, and the rest of us wouldn’t even know it.” 
 
    “Thanks, Cole.” Penelope smiled. “Not only for saying that, but for this room as well. I’m glad you like it.” 
 
    “It’s yours, so I like it.” I smiled at the orange-haired beauty, and she grinned back as her cheeks turned red. 
 
    “What are the plans for the rest of the night?” Morgana asked. “I’d like to get some study time in.” 
 
    “Of course, you would,” Akira snickered.  
 
    “Well…” I yawned as I made my way back into the hall. “Now, I don’t know about the rest of you, but I’m pretty fucking tired.”  
 
    “Same here,” Faye added before she rubbed at her eyes. “I’m going to call it a night.” 
 
    “I guess I should rest also,” Morgana sighed. “Good night.” 
 
    “Good night,” I said as the brunette and redhead headed into their own rooms.  
 
    “Night.” Penelope smiled before she closed the door on us.  
 
    As soon as she shut the door, Vesta and Akira exchanged coquettish grins with one another before they eyed me up and down. 
 
    “Master?” Vesta purred. “May we join you in bed?” 
 
    “We’d love to keep you company until sunrise.” Akira smirked. “Who needs rest, anyway?”  
 
    As I stared at the two carnal witches, I could feel the duo’s arousal radiating off their bodies like a heatwave. I didn’t even have to reach between their legs to know they were wet with desire and aching to have me inside them.  
 
    Any exhaustion I’d experienced a moment ago vanished within the blink of an eye.  
 
    “Of course.” I grinned. “Let’s go.”  
 
    I followed the two witches down the stairs, and I could already feel myself growing hard as my eyes traced every curve of their perfect bodies. As soon as we reached my bedroom, the two witches closed the door behind them and waited patiently for me while I sat down on the edge of my bed and studied them.  
 
    Vesta’s silver eyes were filled with longing and desire, while Akira’s black orbs emitted feral passion and impatience, and I chuckled as I slowly began to unbutton my shirt and then kick off my shoes. 
 
    “Were we feeling lonely tonight?” I teased as I tossed my shirt on the floor.  
 
    “Master,” Vesta purred before Akira could even part her purple lips. “After the way you took control back there in the Mors Academy… all I could think about was returning to Scholomance and climbing onto your cock. My body aches and yearns for your touch… please do not deprive me any longer.”  
 
    “I see,” I growled, and then my eyes landed on Akira. “And you?”  
 
    “I just want you to fuck my brains out until I can’t feel my pussy anymore.” The dark-eyed witch grinned. “Then I want your precious, unholy seed to fill up my empty womb, master.”  
 
    “Is that so?” I chuckled. “If that’s the case, then I’ll give in to your wishes… but first, I want you to undress each other… and slowly… I’ll even allow you to tease each other a little before we begin.”  
 
    “Yes, sir,” they both purred before they turned to look at each other. 
 
    Vesta was the first one to reach over and then slowly unbutton Akira’s white blouse. She took her time with each button, and occasionally, she would flash me a small smile. When she finally reached the last button, she carefully pulled back Akira’s shirt and let it fall to the floor.  
 
    Akira chuckled as she stood there half-naked with her perky breasts exposed and illuminated under the dim candlelight, and as Vesta began to kneel before Akira, the black-eyed witch’s breathing grew more rapid with excitement.  
 
    The lavender witch softly giggled as she hooked her purple thumbs along the edges of Akira’s black plaid miniskirt and then gently began to pull them down while she kissed the other woman’s pale thighs.  
 
    “Hmmmm… That’s nice…”Akira smirked as Vesta planted small, butterfly kisses along her long, pale legs, and when her skirt was all the way down, Vesta began to slowly reach up toward the black-eyed witch’s dark, lace underwear. Before she gently began to pull down Akira’s panties, though, the elvish witch shot me a small, sexy smile.  
 
    “Does this please you, master?” she purred.  
 
    “It does,” I breathed, and I could feel the blood rushing to my cock. “Pull them off… and then taste her.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” the purple witch murmured as she slowly pulled down Akira’s underwear. 
 
    “Fuckkkk…” The black-eyed witch shuddered with pleasure as soon as she was naked, and my cock throbbed as I stared at her slim, athletic build and the small strip of black hair in between her legs. Akira looked down at the purple witch and then smiled before Vesta gently grasped her by the thighs and edged closer to her pussy. Akira moaned as soon as the purple witch stuck her tongue in between her legs, and my cock twitched with anger as I watched the dark-haired witch shudder with feral pleasure.  
 
    “Ooooh,” Akira groaned. “Fuuuuuckkk. Soooo goooooddd.” 
 
    “You get so wet,” Vesta purred between licks. “It’s already running down your thighs.” 
 
    “Yeahhhh…” Akira wove her slender pale fingers through Vesta’s light green hair and gently tried to force her to go in deeper, but I held a hand up in the air. 
 
    “Enough,” I growled. “I said she could taste you… nothing more. Don’t be too hasty, Akira, or you won’t get what you came here for.”  
 
    “Noooo, master,” the black-eyed witch pouted with her plump purple lips. “I’m sorry… I got carried away thinking about your cock inside me while she licked me.” 
 
    “Well, I know how you can make it up to me.” I smirked. “I want you to undress Vesta and… I’ll tell you what to do once she’s naked.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” Akira replied in a soft voice. “I’ll do whatever you wish of me.”  
 
    “Good girl,” I said as I watched the two witches from my bed.  
 
    A naked Akira inched closer to the elvish witch and then slowly began to unbutton her blouse. She was a little rougher with the buttons, and as soon as she reached the last one, she practically tore the shirt off Vesta.  
 
    I allowed it, though, not only because it was a turn on, but because I knew Akira was incapable of hiding her impatience and eagerness for my cock.  
 
    “Now, both of you get down on your knees, and then I want you to suck on Vesta’s nipples, Akira,” I ordered. “Gently nibble and bite until she moans for more.”  
 
    “Yes, sir.” The dark-eyed witch nodded before they both got down on their knees.  
 
    Akira slowly crawled closer toward Vesta with her full mouth, and then she smiled coquettishly at the elvish witch before she wrapped her dark lips around a plum-colored nipple. Vesta immediately gasped and then tossed back her long green hair while Akira gently licked and teased her with a bright pink tongue.  
 
    “That’s it,” I grunted as I watched them. “Keep going.” 
 
    Akira began to move her head in circular motions as she slurped and sucked on Vesta’s bud, but when the elvish witch squealed in delight, I held up a firm hand. 
 
    “Stop,” I commanded. “Now… Vesta… I want you to crawl over here and help me with my pants.” 
 
    “What about me, master?” Akira pouted.  
 
    “Since you’re already naked and soaking wet.” I smirked. “I want you to spread those legs nice and wide for me and gently tease yourself while Vesta does what she’s told. If I like what I see, then I will give you a reward.”  
 
    “Yes, sir,” Akira panted as she sat down and then spread her legs wide open. “I’ll do whatever you want.”  
 
    I smiled as I stared at Akira’s glistening pink pussy, and she slowly began to rub her clit with her fingers. She then smiled at me before she slowly slid her pointer finger inside her sopping wet opening.  
 
    “Should I begin, master?” Vesta purred as soon as she was kneeling in front of me. 
 
    I stared into her molten silver eyes, smiled, and nodded.  
 
    She then slowly began to unclasp my pants’ button, and as soon as she gently pulled down my trousers and briefs, my fully erect cock sprung into view, and her eyes widened in pleasure.  
 
    “Master,” she cooed. “You’re already soooooo hard…. may I taste you?”  
 
    “You may,” I growled. “Go slow… lick my entire shaft to get it all wet before you then take me all in.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” the purple witch obediently responded without breaking eye-contact.  
 
    I groaned as soon as she began to swirl her hot pink tongue around my tip, and I shuddered with pleasure as she slowly started to move along the underside. The corners of her mouth pulled up into a smile as she wrapped her delicate hands around my shaft, and she gently stroked me while kissing and sucking lightly on my flared tip.  
 
    “Fuuuuuck,” I grunted. “Just like that.”  
 
    “Mmmmm,” she moaned before she pulled away and then looked into my eyes. “You taste soooooo goooood, master.”  
 
    “You didn’t follow orders,” I growled.  
 
    “Sorry!” Vesta gasped as she bent back down so she could eagerly run her warm wet tongue over every part of my cock. 
 
    I turned my attention back over to Akira and saw her dark eyes were half closed while her mouth hung open. Her fingers were now playing with her proud little nub, and a slow steam of her juices trickled out of her clenching tunnel. 
 
    “Do you like watching me play with myself, Master?” Akira whined.  
 
    “Fuck, yeah,” I growled, “but you better not come until I tell you to.” 
 
    “Oh… Kay…” she panted as she slowed down the rate at which she rubbed her clit.  
 
    “And now you can take me all the way in, Vesta,” I ordered the other woman after she’d licked my cock until it was drenched.  
 
    “Yes, sir,” she mewled before she wrapped her full lips around my tip and then took the rest of my length inside her warm, wet mouth.  
 
    “Good girl,” I groaned as my tip grazed the back of her throat, and her tongue coiled around my shaft. 
 
    “Mmmmmmmmmmmm,” she moaned as she began to bob her head up and down.  
 
    “That’s it,” I grunted before I grabbed her sage-green hair and guided her along my throbbing dick.  
 
    My eyes flicked from Vesta’s bobbing head and toward Akira, who was still gently fucking herself in front of me. She bit down on her lip when our eyes met, and she slowly ground her hips in seductive movements as she thrust her pointer finger deeper inside her hungry hole. Then she took a deep breath and closed her dark eyes before she prodded even deeper and slipped in another finger. 
 
    “Fuuuuck,” I growled. “Don’t you dare cum, Akira.” 
 
    “I won’t, master,” she breathed. “It’s just that the sight of Vesta taking in your huge cock turns me on… but I promise I won’t cum, not until I have your dick inside me. I’ll do what you want.”  
 
    “That’s right.” I nodded before I looked down at the hard-working Vesta. “Keep going… I want to feel the back of your throat.”  
 
    “Hmmmmmm,” the elvish witch slurped as she forced herself to take me all the way in.  
 
    “Yesssss,” I panted as my tip fucked the back of her throat.  
 
    The elvish witch gently gagged, and tears welled in the corners of her silver eyes as she continued to wriggle her head along my shaft. She was determined to swallow every millimeter of me, though, and I grinned as she began to move her head in faster and more fervent motions. Her tongue was working its way all around my shaft, and when I arched myself upward to fuck her throat again, she gagged but then forced her head all the way down to my balls.  
 
    Satan, the woman had an incredible mouth.  
 
    “Just like that,” I ordered. “If you keep this up, I’ll let you drink my sperm.” 
 
    “Hmmmm…” Vesta hummed and slurped as she began to move faster and faster along my length. I tossed my head back, and my cock twitched inside her mouth as she began to use her hands to stroke my throbbing member at the same time.  
 
    “Ooooh,” Akira groaned from across the room. “She looks so good taking your cock, master.” 
 
    “She does, doesn’t she?” I grunted as my tip prodded the back of Vesta’s throat again.  
 
    I could feel myself reaching my threshold as the lavender-skinned beauty moved her tongue entirely along my shaft, and she slurped and sucked with quick and determined motions. Then her silver eyes met mine as she slid her head all the way down and took me entirely inside her.  
 
    “Yesss… I’m going to cum…” My entire body convulsed as I exploded my load inside her warm mouth, and I gasped quickly for air as if I had been submerged underwater for several minutes.  
 
    Vesta moaned as she eagerly sucked down my load, and I saw her throat move as she gulped down a few mouthfuls of my cream. Then she gently pulled away when I’d finished pouring down her throat, and she licked drops of my semen off her plum-colored lips before she sighed. 
 
    “You taste so wonderful, master,” she purred as she licked a few drops off my tip.  
 
    “Yeah?” I breathed. “Akira… come over here and have a taste from Vesta’s mouth.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” the black-haired witch compliantly responded. 
 
    She slowly retracted her fingers from deep inside her wet pussy and then seductively licked her fingertips before she slowly began to get on her feet. 
 
    “No,” I ordered. “I want you to crawl over here.”  
 
    “Yes, sir,” she replied with a small smile as she began to crawl toward us. 
 
    As soon as I had her where I wanted her, I motioned for her to embrace Vesta. 
 
    “Go on, Akira,” I ordered. “Explore every inch of her mouth with your tongue so you can taste my seed.” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” they answered before they slowly turned to face each other. 
 
    They leaned in closer, and then I watched as Akira slipped her tongue inside Vesta’s mouth. The witches both moaned as their kiss grew more passionate, and when they pulled apart, I smiled at each one. 
 
    “Good girls… now, Akira,” I growled. “Get on the bed on all fours. I want to take you from behind.”  
 
    “Yesssss,” she gasped eagerly before she jumped onto the bed. “Please… hurry…” 
 
    Vesta looked up at me with compliant, silver eyes before she licked her pink lips and tossed back her long hair. “And what would you have me do, master?”  
 
    “I want you to watch me fuck Akira,” I said. “Go and sit by the pillows and watch me fill her up with my seed… then, you will have your turn… but first, take off your skirt and underwear. I want you fully naked when you’re in my bed.”  
 
    “Yes, of course, master,” she sighed dreamily before she began to gracefully shimmy out of her miniskirt and white lace panties.  
 
    Before I turned my attention to the patient Akira, I stared at Vesta’s fully naked form, and my cock was already beginning to grow hard again at the sight of her full, voluptuous breasts and bare lilac pussy. The light from the fireplace highlighted her every enchanting feature and made her silver eyes glitter like stars, and I couldn’t wait to fuck her, too.  
 
    “Now,” I said as I bit down on my lip, “get on the bed and sit on the pillows.”  
 
    “Yes, sir,” she answered with a slight nod.  
 
    When both women were in my bed, I slowly crawled onto the sheets and then situated myself behind Akira. She was on all fours and waiting for me to slide inside her like an animal in heat, and my cock throbbed at the sight of her drenched pussy and her tight, athletic body.  
 
    “By Satan,” I growled. “You always get so wet for me. Do you both remember the first time the three of us fucked at the casino?” 
 
    “Yes, Cole…” The black-eyed witch shuddered as soon as I grabbed her toned ass and then slid my thumb gently around her sopping folds and throbbing nub.  
 
    “You were soaked for me, then, too.” I purred. “You talked a bitchy game, but your body never lied. You’ve always wanted me.” 
 
    “Yessssss,” she moaned as she arched her back and gently rocked her hips. 
 
    “Do you like that?” I teased. “Satan, you’re just gushing.” 
 
    “She’s so beautiful,” Vesta moaned from her place on my bed. “We all love how wet Akira gets for you. Her pussy and legs are so gorgeous. Her muscles are so lean and elegant on her back, arms, and stomach while she kneels like that and presents her pussy to you.” 
 
    “Yesss…” I muttered as I traced my fingers across the smooth muscles on Akira’s back. “Her body does please me. As do all of my coven’s forms. Do you like it when touch you like this, Akira? You are trembling under my fingers.” 
 
    “I love your every touch, master,” she mewled. “Pleeeeeease, put your big cock inside me. I want you to spread me wide open and fuck me until I scream. I’ll wake up the entire castle with my cries.” 
 
    “Is that so?” I chuckled as I continued to rub Akira’s wet pussy with one hand while my fingers traced the lean muscles of her back. 
 
    Vesta stared at the two of us and bit down on her lip as I began to slip my fingers inside Akira. The dark-haired witch purred with pleasure as I went deeper, and then Vesta’s smile widened as Akira’s moans grew louder and more demanding. 
 
    “You both look so beautiful,” the elvish with purred. “I want to keep this image in my mind forever.” 
 
    “You’ll have plenty to remember once I’m finished with the both of you.” I smirked.  
 
    Akira moaned and then began to rock her hips as I pushed my fingers deeper inside her tight wet tunnel. She gasped as I ventured further, and then she arched her back and lifted her ass even higher up into the air.  
 
    “More, master,” she pleaded. “Deeper. Please.” 
 
    Instead of giving in to her wishes, I slapped her firm ass, and she jerked her body forward as a little gasp escaped from her lips.  
 
    “I’m the only one in control,” I reminded her, “and I can stop anytime I want to.”  
 
    “Oh, please, don’t, master,” she begged. “I’ll be a good girl.”  
 
    “Yeah?” I chuckled. “Why? You never are. I always have to remind you I’m your master.” 
 
    “Because if I’m good,” she whimpered, “then you’ll slip your cock inside me and fill me with your cum. I want your cream deep inside my womb. I want it all inside of me. I’ll do anything, Cole. Just please fuck me and pour your sperm into my pussy.”  
 
    “Hmmm,” I teased before I began to rub my cock along her dark, wet folds. “You want my sperm in your womb, huh?” 
 
    “Yesss…” she whined. “I’ll be good.” 
 
    “Do you want my baby, Akira?” I asked. 
 
    “Ohhhhh…” she moaned, and Vesta moaned along with her. 
 
    “Hmmmmm,” I chuckled. “Both of you want my babies, don’t you? It’s a need deep in your souls. You want to bear me children.” 
 
    “Beautiful children…” Vesta breathed, and I looked over to see her silver eyes rolled back in her head as she played with her pussy. 
 
    “Just tell us…” Akira panted as she pushed her pussy back against my cock. “Just say the word, Master, and we’ll stop performing our morning rites. We all want it so bad.” 
 
    “I’m still considering,” I whispered. 
 
    “Please?” Akira begged again as she pushed her hips back so my shaft rubbed up and down her entrance. Her slit was soaking wet, and she moaned in protest each time I batted my pulsating tip along her dripping pussy lips. Each time I mischievously withdrew from her eager opening, delicious little moans and pleas escaped from her mouth, and it quickly turned me on and made my cock throb uncontrollably.  
 
    Akira arched her back even lower and then swirled her hips in a seductive motion, and as I rubbed my pounding cock along the slit of her entrance, I knew I couldn’t take it anymore.  
 
    It was time.  
 
    “Master,” she panted. “Pleeeeeeeease. We don’t have to get pregnant now, but at least fuck me.”  
 
    In response, I slipped inside her and jerked my hips forward with one hard, forceful thrust, and she gasped in both pleasure and surprise. Her walls immediately clenched around my cock, and as I began to rock my hips with feral determination, her cries of ecstasy grew louder, and her breathing was faster and more demanding.  
 
    “Yes, yes, yes!” she cried out as my balls banged against her ass and clit. “Fuck me as hard as you can, Cole. Yeeeeeees, just like that.”  
 
    “Fuck,” I grunted. “You’re so tight, Akira.” 
 
    “Does it please you, m-master?” she panted.  
 
    “You have no idea,” I growled as I ventured deeper inside her warm, wet tunnel. “You feel amazing. I love fucking you.” 
 
    “Ahhhhh,” she gasped as she rocked her hips in a faster motion. “Fuck!”  
 
    She began to clench the sheets beneath her, and as Vesta watched us with eager, lust-filled eyes, I smirked at her. 
 
    “You can continue playing with yourself, Vesta,” I said, “just be sure I can see every inch of you.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” the elvish witch purred before she began to run her hands along her full, purple breasts.  
 
    The green-haired witch then spread her long, lilac legs apart, and I caught a full view of her glistening, plum-colored pussy before she began to rub at her clit in small, but fast, circular motions. She gently moaned and closed her eyes until I slapped Akira’s ass again, and the sound made the elvish witch’s eyes quickly flutter open.  
 
    “Don’t you dare close your eyes,” I ordered.  
 
    “I won’t, master,” the elf princess pouted.  
 
    “M-Master,” Akira grunted as I moved my hips even faster. “I-I think I’m going to… ohhhh…”  
 
    “Not yet,” I commanded. “You’ll cum when I fucking say so.” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” she panted. “Oooooh, fuuuuuuuuck! Yes, yes, yes, right there!”  
 
    I beat my hips against her skin and thrust faster and deeper inside her hungry tunnel. Low, satisfied groans resonated in her chest as we rocked our bodies in a rhythmic motion, and her walls were furiously clenching around my throbbing cock with each thrust. I could feel myself about to explode inside her thirsty womb, and I grunted as I grabbed a fistful of her black hair and pulled her back.  
 
    “Ooooh,” Akira whimpered, and the sound of her sopping pussy echoed in the room as I plowed deeper inside her. “Yes, Coooooole, fuck me rough… like an animal… just like that. I’m yours.”  
 
    When I glanced up at Vesta, she played with her swollen, violet nipples and her purple pussy, and her eyes were deeply locked onto mine as I thrust faster and deeper inside Akira. I tried to catch my breath as I sped up my motions, but when Akira began to scream and breathe uncontrollably, I knew it was time.  
 
    “Cum with me,” I ordered. “Like a good girl.” 
 
    “Ooooooh, Sataaaaaaaaaaan!” Akira cried out in a high-pitched voice. “Coooooooole!”  
 
    “Take my cum,” I growled as I pulled her hips back into me so my cock was as deep inside of her as possible.  
 
    “Yessss! Fill me upppp!” Her walls violently clenched and unclenched as I released myself inside her warm, wet tunnel, and my entire body shook as I poured every last drop of cum inside the animalistic Akira. She gasped desperately for air as I rode her, and then we both sighed when her pussy gave me a few final squeezes to milk out the last drops of my seed.  
 
    “Fuckkk… that was great.” My whole body felt like jelly, and I ran my fingers down the smooth skin of her spine while she recovered.  
 
    “It was amazing— ohhh!” Akira gasped when I pulled my still-hard cock out of her pussy, and my cum spurted out of her tunnel like a stream.  
 
    “Keep all my sperm inside of you, my beautiful pet,” I chuckled as I bent down to scoop up my seed with my fingers and push it back into her sopping wet pussy.  
 
    “I want to watch Vesta ride you, master,” Akira murmured in a sleepy voice as she collapsed onto the bed and rolled over to the other side. 
 
    “Is that what you want?” I teased with an arched eyebrow. “Mmmm, well, since you were such a good girl, I’ll allow it.”  
 
    “Thank you, master,” the dark-eyed witch breathed with a sleepy, satisfied smile.  
 
    I grinned as Vesta and I exchanged positions on the bed, and when I laid my head down on the pillow beside Akira, the purple witch immediately hovered over my dick with her wet, eager pussy.  
 
    “I’ve waited for this, Cole.” She began to take the initiative and stroked my member with her warm hands.  
 
    “You have such a nice touch,” I groaned as she moved her hands up and down my shaft in faster motions, and then she reached down and placed my cock in between her full breasts. 
 
    “How does this feel, master?” she purred as she began to move my cock up and down in between her voluptuous tits. “Your cock is still slick from Akira’s pussy.” 
 
    “That’s so hot,” Akira purred. “Vesta is so beautiful. Her body is fucking perfect.” 
 
    “Fuuuuck,” I grunted. “Keep going.”  
 
    Vesta smiled coyly at me as she continued to guide my dick in between her breasts and move them up and down in quicker motions. Her eyes were focused on mine as she bit down on her moist, pink lips, and then she purred with pleasure as I grew even harder. 
 
    “Master,” she moaned. “Can I feel you inside me, now? I want you to spread the petals of my flower open.”  
 
    “Yes,” I grunted. “Now.”  
 
    She smiled before she pulled away and positioned herself over my erect, pulsating cock. She then stared into my eyes before she lowered herself to whisper into my ear. 
 
    “I’m going to ride you until your seed fills up my entire womb,” she purred, and then she gently nibbled on my earlobe. The sensation sent a pleasurable shiver down my spine, and she giggled as she pulled away to whisper again. “I can’t live without your cock, and I’ll show you just how much I crave and need it.”  
 
    “So, do it,” I whispered. “Fuck me as if your life depended on it.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” she answered as her eyes sparkled like diamonds.  
 
    As Vesta adjusted herself on top of me, she slowly slid down on my shaft, and the instant I was in her to the hilt, she gasped in pleasure and then began to rock her body in slow motions. Her tight pussy clenched as I bucked my hips upward, and soft, satisfied moans escaped from her lips as I bottomed out in her hot, quivering pussy.  
 
    “Just like that, master,” she moaned and squealed. “Ahhhhhh, fuuuuuuck… your dick is sooooo delicious.”  
 
    “You want more?” I asked with an arched eyebrow.  
 
    “Yes, pleeeeeeeease,” she begged.  
 
    I grinned before I grabbed onto her wide, purple hips and dug my nails into her soft skin. Then I guided her slowly along my cock, and she was rocking back and forth in a steady motion until I started to move her along my dick in faster motions. 
 
    “Coooooole!” Vesta gasped. “Oh, Satan… that feels amazing.” 
 
    “Fuck her brains out, Cole,” Akira urged. “Look at how her hungry little pussy swallows your dick.” 
 
    I grunted and then bucked my hips upward and plunged deeper into Vesta’s tight, wet hole. Her breathing grew more labored, and her quivering cunt began to clench even tighter around my girth as she sped up. As she rocked her body in erratic movements, she gasped greedily for air before she planted her hands on my chest and then tossed back her long, green locks. Her full, purple breasts bounced and swayed as she moved her perfect body along my cock, and her cheeks were turning a deep shade of plum as she struggled to breathe.  
 
    “Satan, Vesta, you are gorgeous,” I grunted before I reached up and pinched one of her swollen nipples, and she gasped in pleasure as I teased her buds with my thumb and then grabbed onto her entire breast.  
 
    “Yes, yes, yes,” she squealed. “Cooooole.”  
 
    “She’s close,” Akira whispered into my ear before she bit down on it. “Bless her womb with your seed master. Fill her to the brim like you just did with me.” 
 
    Between the two of them, I could feel another orgasm bubbling to the surface, and it was becoming nearly impossible to hold back.  
 
    Vesta quickly began to bounce up and down, and a light trail of sweat dripped in between her breasts as she squeezed her eyes shut and parted her pink lips. She then opened her eyes again, mewled, and begged for more as she rocked her wide hips along my length.  
 
    I bucked my hips upward, and as I prodded deeper into her scorching, soaking, tunnel, her mouth parted open even wider, and her eyes rolled into the back of her head. 
 
    “I-I’m going to cum!” she cried out. 
 
    “Then cum,” I ordered. 
 
    “Cooooooooole!” she screamed as she swayed on my cock and then tried to gasp for air.  
 
    As she came, I let my own body release, and the three of us gasped as my hips quivered violently underneath her.  
 
    “Yessss…” I growled as my hot semen gushed up her tunnel and into her womb, and Vesta eagerly rolled her hips so I’d paint every surface inside of her hungry pussy with my cream. We both stayed locked together while we took pleasure in me filling up her beautiful body, but then our climaxes slowly relaxed.  
 
    “Ohhh… Cole… I am filled with your essence. It feels wonderful.” Vesta slowly slid up off my cock. I spotted thick, white fluid dripping in between her lavender legs, and she swiped every drop of it with her finger before licking it clean.  
 
    “Thank you, master,” the purple witch purred before she nestled next to me.  
 
    “That was amazing,” Akira sighed into my ear as she wrapped her arm around my bare chest. “You’re such a fucking stud. You came three times inside of us, and look, your cock is still as hard as a sword.” 
 
    “Our master is so good to us,” Vesta sighed. “He could make love to us all night, and fill our wombs with his warm sperm over and over.” 
 
    “Then how about we fuck until we pass out?” I suggested. 
 
    The two beautiful women exchanged excited smiles with one another before they giggled and proceeded to play with my cock. We wouldn’t get too much sleep, but I didn’t give a fuck. 
 
    Who needed rest when you had two gorgeous women in your bed?  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
    The next morning, I could feel hot breath on both sides of my neck, and two different arms were draped over my naked chest. Vesta and Akira were still deep asleep on each side of me, and as I slowly peeled my eyes open, I stared for a moment at the pale sunlight streaming in through the stained-glass window. Rays of pale colors were splattered along the wooden floorboards, and the only sound in the room was the soft breathing of the two beautiful witches. I didn’t want to have to wake them up, but since we retrieved the books, today was going to be our first official military-style lesson, and I didn’t want us to be late.  
 
    “Hey… it’s time to wake up,” I whispered loud enough for them to gently stir awake, and Vesta was the first one to open her silver eyes and glance around the room.  
 
    “Oh,” she moaned. “I had the most wonderful dream.” 
 
    “What was it?” I chuckled as she began to rub the sleep from her eyes.  
 
    “I dreamed you fucked us over and over again,” she answered with a small, satisfied smile on her pink lips. “And then, we only slept for an hour or so.” 
 
    “That wasn’t a dream, Vesta,” Akira’s sleepy voice carried across the room. “That really happened.” 
 
    “Can it happen again and again?” the elvish witch purred, and she reached up and ran a dainty finger down my cheek. “I want to feel you inside me, Cole. I simply can’t get enough of you.” 
 
    “As much as I’d love that,” I whispered, “we need to be getting up.”  
 
    “Shit,” Akira gasped as she shot up, and her short black hair was a messy halo around her pale, petite face. “Today is our first intensive lesson!”  
 
    “Oh, dear,” Vesta said in a calmer voice. “So it is. We’d better run and get into fresh uniforms, then.” 
 
    “No shit,” Akira muttered before she furiously flipped off the satin sheets.  
 
    The naked women raced out of bed and then scampered to retrieve their clothes, and they didn’t even bother to get dressed before they rushed toward the door.  
 
    “See you in the common room!” Akira shouted before she yanked open the door.  
 
    “Don’t take too long!” Vesta added before they both slipped out, naked and giggling.  
 
    I shook my head at myself and grinned before I also flipped off the covers and planted my feet on the floor. Then I stretched and rolled back my shoulders before I took a look around the room and yawned. 
 
    “Do you want me to draw you a bath, sir?” Cordelia’s familiar voice rang through the air. 
 
    “That would be great,” I answered.  
 
    The sound of splashing water echoed from the bathroom, and as I waited for the tub to fill up, I wondered what the hell today would bring. Today, we had Evanora teaching us, and I pondered how defenses against elder magic would come into play while we practiced soul magic. How would the pink-haired professor take control of this new situation? 
 
    Was she ready? Were we ready? 
 
    “Sir?” Cordelia’s voice echoed. “Are you alright? You seem to be in another world, so to speak.”  
 
    I was so lost in thought I didn’t even realize the bath was full. I shook my head and then looked up at the ceiling as if I’d see her floating there above me. 
 
    “Err, yeah,” I mumbled. “Thanks, Cordelia… I’m fine.”  
 
    I quickly stepped into the bathroom, and as soon as I settled into the bathwater, my entire body seemed to relax and melt into a peaceful state of mind. All my worries seemed to vanish for a while as I simmered in the water, and it was such a blissful feeling, I didn’t dare close my eyes. If I did, I’d probably fall deep asleep and sink into the water, so instead, I shook my head, stood up, and stepped out of the tub.  
 
    I wrapped a towel around myself and found a fresh set of clothing waiting for me in the blue velvet chair. So, I quickly got dressed and then ran my fingers through my wet hair before I caught a small glimpse of my reflection in the sea-glass mirror.  
 
    My eyes were wide and alert, and my cheeks were flushed with color. My lips were reddish, and my blue eyes were narrowed and focused. I was ready to kick today’s ass and look good while doing it, so I took in a deep breath and then turned away from the mirror and headed out the door.  
 
    To my surprise, none of the women were downstairs, but the familiars were scattered around the common room. Alexander was hovering over Silvia, who was crouched by the fireplace, and Damien was curled up on the sofa while Penelope’s red panda, Lily, and Ursula seemed to be playing tag.  
 
    Hey, Cole, Alexander said as he floated over toward me on his bladed wings. How’s it going? You look well-rested.  
 
    “I am,” I confirmed with a small nod. “How’s it going with you and Silvia?”  
 
    Slow, but still. He blinked. Progress is being made.  
 
    “Good to know,” I chuckled. 
 
    Then I heard doors slamming open, and when I glanced at the stairs, all the women were running down into the common room, and each one broke into a small smile when they saw me. 
 
    “Good morning, Cole,” Morgana said in an upbeat voice. “Did you sleep well?” 
 
    Vesta and Akira exchanged sly looks with one another before my face broke into a small grin.  
 
    “I did.” I nodded. “You?”  
 
    “Somewhat,” the brunette answered in a small voice, “but I’m starving.” 
 
    “No problem.” I shrugged before I looked around the common room. “Cordelia, could you please serve us breakfast?” 
 
    “Of course, sir,” the obedient ghost-maid responded.  
 
    The next moment, the entire table was laden with breakfast dishes and pitchers of juices and spiced coffee. The witches all smiled in gratitude, and we headed over to the table to quickly eat up our delicious meals. No one really spoke as we ate, and by the time we finished, we were all looking at each other with hesitant expressions on our faces.  
 
    “Look,” I breathed, “I know you’re all concerned about today’s lesson. Believe me, so am I… but the only way we’re going to get through these lessons is by keeping a clear head. Understood?”  
 
    “Yes, master,” my coven responded in unison.  
 
    “Good.” I smiled. “Now, let’s get to class.”  
 
    Everyone nodded in agreement before we headed out the door and then down the corridors. Each student we passed looked just as concerned as the one before, and the air felt thick with tension as we headed toward Professor Evanora’s classroom.  
 
    As soon as we stepped inside the room, I could smell the sharp tang of incense in the air. The candles above us hovered like clouds against a star-painted ceiling, and the walls were painted a shade of fair rose-gold. There were countless desks, and each one was able to hold at least seven to eight students.  
 
    Once we were all inside, we took a look around, and then I noticed Nyx, Beatrix, Iris, and Ivy all seated at a table near the pink-haired professor’s desk. 
 
    “Come on,” I urged. “Let’s go sit over there.”  
 
    My coven nodded in agreement as we headed toward the taken table and sat ourselves down.  
 
    “Good morning,” I said as I flashed each woman a smile. “How is everyone doing?” 
 
    “Running on fumes,” Nyx replied as she rubbed at her blue temples.  
 
    “Same here,” Iris sighed as she looked up at the candles. “I barely slept a wink after we came back.” 
 
    “Well, I slept like a baby.” Akira playfully smirked as she took out a piece of parchment from her bag.  
 
    Vesta discreetly nudged the dark-haired witch, but Akira just nudged her back and blew the purple-skinned elf a sassy kiss.  
 
    I chuckled to myself as the rest of the students began to pour inside the classroom. No one really engrossed themselves in conversation as they settled into their seats, and I had a feeling it was because each witch was riddled with nerves.  
 
    I couldn’t blame them, though. We were about to engage in taboo magic that hadn’t been used in ages.  
 
    When it seemed as if the classroom was completely filled up with students, a cooing sound echoed from the hallway, and in the next moment, Evanora’s owl flew into the room and settled on her desk. Her bright eyes focused intently on the class before the pink-haired professor strolled inside. Today, she was wearing a deep gold and silver gown with a plunging neckline, and the dress hugged at all her curves and exposed her creamy white shoulders and lean, long arms. Her vivid, emerald green eyes scanned the room as she held tightly onto a red book, and a small smile graced her face.  
 
    “Good morning, class,” the professor purred. “Now, as you know, I prefer to get straight to the point. Today, we will be engaging in a lesson that does not follow our normal protocol, but I’m sure you can understand why. After the attack on our school and the growing threat that lurks not too far behind us, Theodora believed the most extreme measures must be made in the classroom, starting today.”  
 
    The room remained deadly quiet as she cleared her throat and then glanced at each one of us with a demure, but confident, grin.  
 
    “Well,” she sighed, “I don’t know about the rest of you, but I think this will be an enriching experience… and without further ado, I believe it would be best if we simply got started. Since we only have one book, you’ll need to listen closely to me and take plenty of notes.”  
 
    The poised professor grasped the book in her hand and tightly pressed it against her chest. Her bright, curious eyes wandered around the room once more, and then she cleared her throat and began to read.  
 
    “The first practice of soul magic, derived from the First Dawn, was often used as a means to defeat elder gods through elegant, lethal, and at certain times, savage tactics. Soul magic was a crucial component of defeating elder gods because the ancient magic would often summon the deadliest of creatures to do one’s bidding.”  
 
    The class was intently focused on the pink-haired professor, and they could barely take their eyes off her as she spoke. I also found myself staring intensely into her face as she read another chapter on the history of ancient soul magic and the tactics used to fight against elder magic, and I did my best to commit everything she said to memory.  
 
    Once she finished the introduction, Evanora closed the book and regarded each student coolly. Then she took a deep breath and looked down at the floor.  
 
    “So, last night, at quite an odd hour I must admit, I was reading chapter after chapter in this book,” the professor explained as she waved the crimson book in the air, “and I concluded this morning we would just dive into one of the more complicated parts of the lesson. However, before we move onward, I want to initiate a little test. Don’t worry, you won’t be graded on it, but instead, it will help me determine who will be able to move at a faster pace compared to others. So, do not feel disheartened if you do not make it into a higher group.”  
 
    The class gently began to murmur amongst themselves until Evanora clapped her hands together, and everyone who had spoken shot her an apologetic look.  
 
    “As I said,” she stated in a firm voice, “this is unlike any other lesson we’ve had before. I need your undivided attention at all times, understood?” 
 
    “Yes, Professor,” the class responded in unison.  
 
    “Excellent,” she answered before her green eyes flicked down at the book. “Now, everyone, please lean back in your seats.”  
 
    We all exchanged confused looks with one another but didn’t dare question the pink-haired professor as she began to read an incantation from her red book.  
 
    In the next moment, small clouds of green smoke popped up in front of each student, and when it cleared, there was a miniature creature snarling and flapping its tiny wings before me. Mine scampered across the table and then stared up at me with its vibrant yellow eyes, and it took me a moment to realize this was a small, pocket-sized dragon right under my nose.  
 
    When I looked at the others, each witch had the same pale green dragon scrambling beneath them, and Faye was the first one to break into a smile.  
 
    “Unholy Satan,” the redhead breathed. “Can this really be happening?” 
 
    “What?” I asked with a raised eyebrow.  
 
    “These are clones of real, living, and fire-breathing dragons.” She grinned before she impatiently pushed back a strand of red hair from her face. “I’ve heard about this being done, but I never thought I’d witness it.”  
 
    “You must be having a fucking field day, Faye,” Akira whispered as she stared down at her miniature dragon with raised black eyebrows.  
 
    “They won’t bite,” the redhead giggled.  
 
    “I’m not worried about that,” the black-eyed witch scoffed, “I mean, I have a Komodo dragon, for hell’s sake.”  
 
    “Then why do you look like you’re about the throw-up?” Morgana teased. “You look even paler than usual.”  
 
    “I’m just… thinking about engaging with these things in their full size,” Akira muttered as her cheeks flushed pink. 
 
    I looked down at my own, small emerald dragon, and I couldn’t help but smile as it puffed out a little cloud of ashy smoke and then squealed.  
 
    “Oh, I know they seem adorable,” Evanora’s voice echoed, “but they won’t be all cute and cuddly once you see their full size… which will be soon, depending on how well you can manage their replicas. Now the species you see in front of you is the standard Green Bellied dragon, but these are the easiest to tame, according to the texts. They seldom eat anything larger than a deer but have been known to consume greater creatures such as bears or moose from time to time.”  
 
    The class all oohed and ahhed as they stared down at their dragons and began to marvel at the small, curious creatures.  
 
    “Now,” the professor continued, “whoever can tame and control these feral animals will be able to progress to a more deadly dragon, but we’ll start small in order to separate you into the appropriate groups.” 
 
    “Umm, why are there going to be different groups?” Nyx whispered as she narrowed her blue eyebrows.  
 
    “Some students will be more advanced than others,” I answered in a faint voice. “Theodora and I agreed it would be best to see which students should stick with less advanced material.”  
 
    “Now, the first thing I want you to do is to try and cast an obedience spell on these little beasts,” Evanora instructed as her green eyes devoured the text from the red book in front of her. “You will need to look into your dragon’s eyes and mutter the ancient incantation ‘et erunt morietur.’ Once the spell is complete, you and your dragon should be bonded for life. It is nearly the same concept as with your familiar, only you will not hear any voices from them. You must rely on your instincts to understand them.”  
 
    When the professor looked up from her book, no one made a move, and her eyes darkened as she looked around the room with an impatient sigh.  
 
    “Well, what the hell are you waiting for?” she demanded. “Do it!”  
 
    We quickly looked down at our small green dragons, and I couldn’t help but grin as my little monster began to swirl in circles and attempt to blow fire. When I finally met its small, glowing yellow eyes, I pulled out my wand and whispered the incantation. 
 
    “Et erunt morietur,” I repeated.  
 
    A blast of orange light hit the small creature, and it squealed in protest. Then its small wings flapped wildly as it cried out in pain and agony. It swerved its long neck back and forth and wailed as if I’d tore off one of its small, delicate wings.  
 
    “Fuck,” I whispered, and my heart skipped a beat. “What the hell did I do?”  
 
    Evanora caught my eyes and then glanced down at my small creature. She then looked back at the textbook before she slowly smiled at me and nodded. 
 
    “You’re fine, Cole,” the pink-haired professor reassured me. “If your dragon seems to be in pain, it just means it’s abiding by your will. Dragons are extremely willful and headstrong beings, and you need to show them you’re the one in control.”  
 
    The rest of the witches at my table all subtly shrugged at one another before they rolled up their sleeves and then aimed it at their own miniature dragons. Orange blasts of light hit their creatures all at once, and most of them began to wriggle in protest. Faye seemed to get hers under control the quickest, but the twins seemed to be struggling since their dragons were still ramping around the table without a care in the world.  
 
    Finally, all the dragons affected by the spell stopped squirming and then turned utterly still. As I stared down at mine, it met my eyes and then flared its small nostrils. He seemed to be waiting for something, and I chuckled at his obedient little posture.  
 
    “How cool is this?” Faye whispered in excitement as her golden-green eyes wandered around the table. “Satan, I’ve never seen such a gorgeous being.”  
 
    “Very cool.” Akira nodded in agreement. “Until they bite your head off, of course.” 
 
    “I happen to think they are quite majestic creatures,” Vesta purred, “almost quaint… once you get past the smell, of course.”  
 
    “I wonder if you’ll think the same thing when you come across the full-scaled creature,” Evanora tutted from her desk. “Taming and riding dragons is no quaint matter. It requires getting your hands dirty, and your knuckles bloody.”  
 
    “And when exactly will we be practicing with full-grown dragons, Professor?” Morgana asked in an excited, but slightly hesitant, tone of voice.  
 
    “Well.” Evanora smiled as she looked around the room. “Now.”  
 
    Before anyone could respond, the pink-haired professor snapped her fingers, and then the chosen, more advanced students began to disappear from view as we tumbled, tossed, and turned through realms.  
 
    When everything grew still, the entire class was splattered across a wide, open green field with a beautiful rose-gold colored sky above us. In the distance, I could see rolling, lush emerald green hills and a deep valley, where a sliver of a glittering river ran through. No doubt, that was where the dragons rested when they weren’t busy drifting through the expansive sky, but I was slightly disappointed when I didn’t see any magnificent beasts roaming through the air and drifting past the clouds. Still, this seemed like a gorgeously serene realm, and I took a moment to appreciate the tranquility.  
 
    Everyone gaped at the calm and natural beauty around us, but then the air’s serenity shattered as blood-curdling screams filled the air. 
 
    “What the hell was that?” Nyx screamed with her hands over her ears. “Satan, my eardrums are bleeding!”  
 
    “Well, what in Satan’s name do you think it was?” Evanora sighed impatiently. “It’s a herd of dragons, and you’re going to be taming them the same way you trained them in the classroom. Except, of course, this will be the real deal. So, prepare yourselves, and be sure not to show them any fear… that will certainly give them cause to kill you. Even the brightest witches have been murdered by just one misplaced look or wrong move, so proceed with extreme caution. They may be the Green Bellied dragons, but they are still capable of anything.”  
 
    “No pressure, though,” Akira muttered at my side.  
 
    “Yeah, I’m not sure how I feel about this,” Morgana added in a faint voice. 
 
    “Oh, come on,” Faye whispered, “how bad can it--”  
 
    Before the redhead could finish her sentence, another high-pitched, animalistic scream filled the air, and in the next moment, hundreds of dark shadows hovered above me. When I looked up, I saw countless pairs of menacing glowing eyes staring down, ready to devour us whole. A feral hunger filled the air, and I knew this was going to be unlike any kind of lesson we’d had before. Sure, we’d dealt with monstrous creatures before, but this was an entirely different league, and a part of me wasn’t sure how ready we truly were.  
 
    As the dragons’ glittering scales and grand-scaled wings loomed high above us, their echoing, terrifying screams grew even louder, my blood ran cold as my palms began to sweat. I could feel the other students’ fear growing as well, and as the lethal creatures descended upon us, I couldn’t help but wonder one thing. 
 
    What the hell were we getting ourselves into? 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10 
 
    The massive dragons continued to hover in circles above us, and their silhouettes crossed over the field like great, dark clouds shadowing the earth. They screeched and roared until the ground trembled beneath our feet, and their glittering emerald bellies sparkled across the dusty sky. Each time their massive wings beat up and down, a wave of heavy wind came swarming down on us and nearly knocked us over.  
 
    “Do not be alarmed,” Evanora said as she glanced upward, “as I said, if you were able to control their replicas… then I’m sure you will be able to handle them at their full size.”  
 
    “She doesn’t sound too sure about that,” Akira groaned by my side.  
 
    “We’ve got this,” I said with my most reassuring smile. “You just need to maintain a positive mindset.”  
 
    “Exactly,” Faye added with a broad grin across her freckled and flushed face. “This will be a piece of lemon newt pie.”  
 
    “Easy for you to say,” Penelope mumbled.  
 
    The dragons continued to fly above us in circles, and when I glanced at the pink-haired professor, she quickly flicked her green eyes downward and began to flip through her red book. When she seemed to locate the correct page, her face scrunched up in concentration before she lifted her head to glance back toward the burning, rosy sky.  
 
    “Class… stand behind me,” the professor ordered. “Right now.” 
 
    We didn’t need to be told twice. As soon as the hasty command left the pink-haired professor’s lips, we all hustled behind her, and when I glanced around, I realized a large chunk of students were missing. My coven, as well as Nyx and Beatrix, stood close by my side, and I could feel everyone’s fear and apprehension as we stood obediently behind the pink-haired professor.  
 
    “Ivy and Iris aren’t here,” Beatrix said as she looked around with her wide, dark eyes.  
 
    “That’s probably because they couldn’t even tame the fucking lizards,” Akira scoffed. “I bet they’re still in the classroom practicing.” 
 
    “That makes the most sense,” Morgana breathed in both amazement and horror as she stared up at the shrieking dragons. “Professor Evanora did say we’d be in groups.”  
 
    “Well, they’re certainly missing out,” Faye added in a giddy tone. “These dragons are amaaaazzzzzinnnngg!” 
 
    “I’m glad to see you’re excited about this, Faye,” I chuckled as I squinted up into the sky. 
 
    The dragons continued to fly high above us, and I could tell Evanora was waiting for the right moment to make her next move. She finally took in a deep breath before slowly turning around to face the students.  
 
    “Alright,” she said with her chin raised. “Firstly, I will summon the dragons down here to our level. Once they land, you must find the dragon you think is most drawn to you. Be cautious when approaching these creatures… do not show them any fear, and be sure to let them know you are the ones in control. They are perfectly capable of sensing distress, and I cannot stress this enough, they’ll kill you for it. Understood?” 
 
    I could hear several students collectively gulping in terror as she uttered those words. I knew they were afraid, but at the same time, we needed to learn how to control these beasts. They would be useful to us, especially during combat. So, I took a small step forward and then gently placed my hand on the professor’s shoulder. 
 
    “May I have a quick word with you, Professor?” I whispered softly into her ear.  
 
    Evanora whipped around and then focused her bright, emerald eyes on me. Her pink eyebrows furrowed in contemplation, but she sighed and let her shoulders fall down as she slowly nodded. 
 
    “Fine,” she relented, “but be quick.” 
 
    I gently pulled her away from earshot and then stared deeply into her vivid eyes.  
 
    “Look,” I started, “we’re going to have to find a way to encourage the students… not frighten them into perfection.” 
 
    “Are you trying to correct the way I’m teaching my own class, Cole?” she asked in an icy tone before she crossed her arms over her chest. “I certainly hope that’s not the case.” 
 
    “Not at all, Professor,” I answered with my hands raised in defense. “I just… believe a slightly different approach would be more advantageous.”  
 
    “Oh?” she hummed with a raised, pink eyebrow. “And just what exactly do you propose we do, Cole?” 
 
    “Let me try and tame one of them first,” I urged. “If the class can watch me successfully control one of these beasts, then perhaps an imminent and painful death will not be their first concern.” 
 
    Evanora regarded me with a quizzical, arched eyebrow before she sighed and then rubbed at her temples.  
 
    “Fine,” she said after a long moment, “but if you fall and break every bone in your body or are devoured by the beast, then Theodora will never let me hear the end of it.”  
 
    “I promise I won’t die,” I responded with a repressed chuckle. “You can count on me, alright?” 
 
    “Alright.” Evanora pressed her rosy pink lips together and firmly nodded in my direction. She then took in a slow, deep breath and gradually turned around to face the students once more.  
 
    “Class,” she began, “it has been decided that we will first demonstrate what needs to be done, and Cole has so graciously offered to be the first one to tame his dragon. I will summon them down to us, and again, please do your best not to show any signs of fear. They’ll smell it off you like a wendigo smells blood.” 
 
    “Yes, Professor,” the class responded in unison.  
 
    “Very good,” she answered as she tossed back her long, wavy pink hair.  
 
    Evanora turned to look at me and then gestured for me to take a few steps forward. We walked together through the lush, green field, and when the professor stopped in her tracks, I did the same. She still had the crimson book held tightly in her grasp, and after she glanced at it one more time, she lifted her head to stare at the flying, deadly creatures above us. Then she closed the book and raised both hands into the air. 
 
    “Fugere et iungere mihi magna creatura in caelum,” she chanted.  
 
    As soon as the words left her lips, the sky darkened for a moment, and then the dragons began to screech louder as their wings beat like echoing thunderous drums. I stood my ground as they began to lower their massive bodies down to the earth, but I swallowed hard as each creature swiftly landed on the ground with a heavy thump, just a few feet in front of us. 
 
    Now, we were face to face with death, but it didn’t frighten me. If anything, I felt more alive as I peered into the eyes of the beast right in front of me. It was the largest of the herd, and like his small replica, he had shimmering, emerald green scales spread all over his massive body that glittered and gleamed under the rose-colored sunlight. The creature was as tall as the trees of the black forest and was large enough to take down an entire village on its own. Its haunting eyes were as bright as a flickering flame and filled with a desire for blood and freedom. Its claws were black and sharp like curved ebony daggers that could lacerate the heftiest of creatures into mere, bloody ribbons, and it had a pair of deep green horns on the top of its head that appeared to be as piercing and lethal as the finest crafted knives.  
 
    As soon as our eyes met, the dragon took a step forward, beat its wings, stretched out its elongated neck, and then roared. I didn’t flinch, and I didn’t even shift my feet. Instead, I continued to stare right at the creature and then raised my hand. My wand didn’t shake as I kept it aimed at the beast, and its eyes refused to leave mine as I lifted my arm even higher.  
 
    “Don’t alarm him,” Evanora whispered. “Just keep eye contact with him, and when you feel as if you’re ready… recite the spell.” 
 
    “Got it,” I whispered.  
 
    Evanora didn’t say another word as I took a small step forward, and not one of the beasts moved an inch. For some reason, they didn’t even growl or hiss as I drew nearer and nearer, and the most enormous dragon simply stared at me with his golden-green eyes and flared nostrils. Finally, when I was close enough, I parted my lips and recited the spell. 
 
    “Et erunt morietur!”  
 
    A swift blast of orange light hit the beast right in the chest, and he roared as the spell illuminated his massive body like a current of electricity coursing through every single vein in his gigantic frame. He then swerved his head in protest, and the other dragons all cried out in unison as if they were speaking their own language.  
 
    “Stay calm, Cole,” Evanora advised in a loud whisper. “Do not falter.” 
 
    “I won’t,” I muttered without taking my eyes off the giant beast.  
 
    He continued to sway his head in protest, and then finally, when the spell seemed to have taken its full effect, the dragon stared deeply into my eyes with its nostrils flared and its mouth parted slightly open.  
 
    I stared at his sharp, yellow jagged teeth and bleeding gums, and for a moment, I thought he was preparing to burn me to a flaming crisp, but instead, he lowered his head and then bent one knee slightly forward, as if it were bowing before me.  
 
    “Well done!” Evanora exclaimed as she clapped her hands together.  
 
    The class softly clapped alongside her, but the sound seemed to agitate the other beasts, which were not yet tamed. Aside from the largest one, they all began to beat their wings and then screech at the witches behind me.  
 
    “Calm your brothers and sisters,” I found myself whispering as I stared into the dragon’s eyes. “Tell them we mean them no harm.”  
 
    I had no idea what compelled me to speak with the leader, but as soon as my words drifted through the air, he turned his elongated and elegant neck and stared long and hard at his counterparts. Then he lifted his massive body and let out a long, drawn-out, commanding screech.  
 
    The other dragons immediately fell into deafening silence and remained as still as stone, and I could hear the other students gasping and whispering feverishly amongst each other as I took another step closer toward my dragon.  
 
    He was mine to command now.  
 
    “Easy there,” I whispered as I took another step closer.  
 
    I raised my free hand, and when I was inches away from the creature, I gently placed my palm on his chest. His skin was warm, rough, and thick, and I could feel fierce vibrations pulsating against my hand as I rubbed his scales.  
 
    “Would anyone else care to try?” Evanora asked in a perkier and hopeful voice.  
 
    “I would!” I heard Faye’s voice echo from behind me.  
 
    I gently retracted my hand and then turned to look at the eager redhead, and her freckled face broke into a small smile as she took tentative steps toward me. She had her wand raised and hand steady as she approached the line of ferocious beasts, and I didn’t sense any fear radiating off her body as she stood next to me and stared at the dragon to my right.  
 
    “She’s a beauty,” Faye whispered as her golden-green eyes locked onto a smaller, paler green dragon. “I want her.”  
 
    “So, tame her,” I encouraged. “You’ve got this.” 
 
    Faye nodded in agreement and then took a steady breath as she faced the dragon of her choice. The gigantic creature stared back at the redhead, and its glowing, yellow eyes narrowed at the wand in Faye’s hand.  
 
    “Et erunt morietur,” the redhead shouted in a firm and commanding voice.  
 
    Another orange light hit the dragon right in the belly, and her entire body glowed as if a fire were burning her from within. She tossed back her massive head and roared as the spell took over her whole body, and then when it all came to a stop, she gazed at Faye with a curious but harmless pair of eyes.  
 
    “Well done, Faye,” Evanora praised. “Now, I’m sure the rest of you can give it a try, no?”  
 
    Each student slowly approached the dragons, but I didn’t feel a twinge of fear from any one of them, and I couldn’t sense the same hesitation and terror I felt before. In fact, each witch seemed to be filled with determination and excitement, and as blasts of orange light began to hit the countless number of dragons, Evanora continued to praise and clap for each successful spell.  
 
    Finally, when each dragon seemed to be tamed, Evanora took a small step back and then regarded each student with pride and enthusiasm.  
 
    “Now,” she began, “since you’ve all excelled at this… I believe we can move on to the next step.”  
 
    “Err, Professor?” Morgana raised her hand into the air. “This wasn’t the full objective of today’s lesson?” 
 
    “Oh, no, no, no,” Evanora chuckled. “Miss Morgana, I’m sure you can answer this for the rest of the class, but tell me, what did witches use for transport before we perfected shadow porting?”  
 
    “Dragons, and other flying creatures,” the brunette answered without missing a beat.  
 
    “Then you just answered your own question,” Evanora replied with glittering, green eyes. “You’re going to fly.”  
 
    A chorus of gasps filled the air, and everyone turned to gawk at each other in excitement. For a full minute, Evanora allowed it, since this was such an unusual experience for everyone, but then she clapped her hands, and everyone fell deadly silent.  
 
    “Now, the first thing you’ll have to do is obviously climb on top of the creature,” Evanora explained. “You must hook your foot in between their scales and then clamber on, as if you are climbing a stone tower.” 
 
    The pink-haired professor folded her hands patiently in front of her and then regarded us with a serene smile.  
 
    So, I quickly turned around to face my own dragon and took another deep breath. Everyone slowly approached their tamed beasts, too, and as I drew closer to mine, I could hear a deep growl resonating in his chest. 
 
    “Easy,” I whispered before I placed a gentle hand on his scaly side. “I’m not going to hurt you… we’re just going for a little ride.”  
 
    He puffed out two great clouds of silver smoke from his nostrils, and then he slightly lowered his head as if to say he understood me. My face broke into a smile as I tucked my wand safely into my waistband and slowly began to clamber onto his giant back, and as I made my way up, I could feel his growls vibrating through his entire body. Sweat dripped from my brow as I scaled higher, and finally, when I reached his back, I situated myself as best I could. Then, with two legs over each side, as if I were riding a horse, I placed my hands on his neck and spoke as clearly and as loudly as possible.  
 
    “Fly,” I ordered.  
 
    The witches all gasped with shock and awe as the dragon kicked off from the ground and then bounded into the sky. I wanted to shout at the top of my lungs as we soared upward, and the feeling of the wind beating against my skin as I flew higher and higher sent electric currents coursing through my entire body. My heart beat like a manic drum, and I could hear the blood pumping in my ears as we sped through misty clouds and toward a white-wine colored sun.  
 
    At that moment, I felt invincible, as if nothing could ever take this feeling away from me. 
 
    “Fuck, yeaaaah!” I cried out as we dove through clouds and past acres of green fields.  
 
    I could hear faint voices echoing through the air, and when I turned around, I saw other witches flying not too far behind me. Each witch I spotted had a broad, sunshine-filled smile plastered across her face as she flew through the misty clouds, and various cheers and cries of exhilaration filled the skies.  
 
    Suddenly, Nyx was right behind me, and as I met her deep plum-purple eyes, something like a giant hawk or crow came flying directly by her head. She gasped, and her eyes went as wide as dinner plates as she tried to dodge the mysterious bird, but it was still enough to cause her to lose her balance and slide right off her dragon.  
 
    “Nyx!” I called out just before she let out a terrified scream. Then I grasped tightly onto the sides of my dragon’s neck and leaned down to shout into his ear. “Go after her!”  
 
    The beast didn’t seem to move or even care until I clutched him even tighter, and it felt as if my nails were about to penetrate his scales and draw blood. 
 
    “I said, go after her!” I ordered in a firmer and clearer voice. 
 
    He must have sensed my urgency and finally understood my meaning because, in the next moment, he made a sharp turn and then dove down toward the falling blue witch. Razor-sharp gusts of wind blew past my face, and my hair was flying back as we flew faster and faster.  
 
    Nyx continued to scream her lungs out as she tumbled through the air below me until finally, my dragon extended his claws and caught her as if she were as light as a drifting feather.  
 
    “Great job!” I cried out, and my voice was filled with immense relief. 
 
    “Cole!” Nyx shouted over the wind as she laid in the massive claws of the dragon. “You saved me… thank Satan.” 
 
    “You’d think I’d just let you fall?” I grinned. “Not on my watch… come on, let’s get back on the ground.”  
 
    We swiftly returned to the lush, green fields, and my dragon gently placed Nyx back onto the earth as lightly as he would carry a porcelain doll. Other dragons and witches soon began to return to the ground, and I figured they must have witnessed Nyx nearly falling to her imminent death.  
 
    As soon as my coven climbed off their creatures, they began to run toward the two of us, but I turned to check on Nyx first. 
 
    “You alright?” I called down.  
 
    “Yes, thank you, Cole,” the blue-skinned witch panted as I climbed off the beast.  
 
    “Don’t mention it,” I answered and stared into her grateful, purple eyes.  
 
    “Are you alright?” Faye gasped as she neared us. “Nyx, we saw you fall, and I was so sure that was the end of that... you would have broken every bone in your body.” 
 
     “No shit,” Akira added with a nervous giggle. “Glad to see you’re in one piece. Literally.”  
 
    “Thanks,” Nyx replied as others began to swarm around us. 
 
    “Alright, everyone, move aside and make room,” Evanora’s voice echoed as she approached us. “Miss Nyx, are you alright?”  
 
    “Yes, thanks to Cole,” she replied, and her voice was still slightly trembling.  
 
    “Well done, Cole.” Evanora smiled at me.  
 
    I nodded in response and then looked at the hundreds of dragons and scattering students who were either buried in conversation or still petting their beastly companions. As I stared back at my own dragon, I sensed a deep connection with the creature, and although it wasn’t the same bond I shared with Alexander, it still felt meaningful and unbreakable.  
 
    “Professor?” I said as I stared at the pink-haired witch. “Where are we going to keep these dragons?”  
 
    “I hadn’t thought that far ahead,” she confessed and chewed thoughtfully on her bottom lip. “Perhaps we can create a protection spell on this realm and keep them here for our use.”  
 
    “Wouldn’t it be better to bring them back to Scholomance?” I urged. “We could have training pits for the students.” 
 
    “Oh, yes, please, Professor!” Faye gushed, and she started to bounce on her heels in excitement. “There are endless creatures in the realm of the academy they can hunt.” 
 
    “I think that would be most productive, and the dragons would like it,” Morgana added with a slight nod.  
 
    “Not to mention they are quite beautiful creatures,” Vesta sighed, “I’d love to gaze out the window during class and see one flying through the clouds. I could even paint a picture of it now in my head.” 
 
    “It would totally be badass.” Akira grinned with a twinkle in her coal-black eyes.  
 
    “Please, Professor?” Penelope pleaded with a small, endearing pout.  
 
    “We’d need to ask Theodora,” Evanora relented after a long moment. “She would need to expand an area on the grounds for them.” 
 
    All the witches who were crowded around the professor began to cheer with excitement, and she allowed it for a minute before she raised her hands into the air and gestured for everyone to be quiet.  
 
    “While I’m delighted you’re enthusiastic about the notion,” she began, “we need to return to Scholomance. It’s getting late, and I do not want to keep an entire class out in the dark in a different realm.”  
 
    Evanora glanced at the hundreds of students and dragons that surrounded her, and then with a snap of her fingers, giant clouds of purple smoke wrapped up each student, and we were sent tumbling back to the academy. 
 
    When all the smoke cleared, and we found ourselves back at our seats, we didn’t even have time to catch our breaths before Vanessa came running into the classroom, clearly fraught with panic. Her cheeks were flushed, and her eyes were brimming with tears.  
 
    I couldn’t remember the last time I’d seen her like this, and it made my stomach drop and my heart beat like a hummingbird’s wings.  
 
    “Vanessa?” Evanora gasped. “Whatever is the matter?”  
 
    “It’s the headmistress,” Vanessa breathed in a trembling voice. “She’s been attacked.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11 
 
    It felt like there was a high-pitched ringing in my ears after Vanessa uttered those words. I could barely hear myself think, and my mouth was as dry as a desert. The room was filled with a heavy silence, and even Professor Evanora seemed too stunned for words.  
 
    When I finally found my voice, I stared long and hard at Vanessa.  
 
    “What happened?” I asked faintly. “Please, by Satan, tell me she’s alive.”  
 
    “Yes, she is, but Mors students attacked her,” Vanessa replied in a shaky voice. “They must have come after her for the books. I-I heard a commotion coming from her office, and after I summoned the other professors, we all barged in, but then they shadow-ported out of there before we had a chance to capture or kill them.”  
 
    “What about our defenses?” Evanora asked with wide, disbelieving green eyes. “We put up a forcefield to prevent anything like this from happening.”  
 
    “They must have found a way to break through,” Vanessa admitted with an exasperated sigh and defeated shrug.  
 
    The room was filled with an uncomfortable silence, and when I couldn’t take it anymore, I focused solely on Vanessa.  
 
    “Can I see her?” I asked. 
 
    The beautiful, but stone-cold professor stared into my eyes, but then she slowly began to nod her head.  
 
    “Yes,” she said as she swallowed hard, “in fact, she asked to speak with you. Come along… she’s in the infirmary.”  
 
    The dark-haired professor swept out of the room, and I pushed myself out of my chair, rushed out the door, and ran to catch up with her. She wouldn’t turn back to glance at me as she raced down the corridors, and when we finally reached the infirmary doors, she pushed them open with all her strength.  
 
    As soon as I stepped into the large, sage-smelling room, I spotted Theodora half-tucked into a bed near the back of the room. She turned to look at me, and for a moment, I was shocked to see how pallid and sickly she appeared. I wasn’t used to seeing her in such a state, and something inside me broke as I stared at her red-rimmed eyes and cracked pale lips. There were also bruises and deep cuts along her beautiful but pale and exhausted face, and she was wearing a simple, white nightgown that was plastered against her gleaming, sweat-covered skin.  
 
    “Cole,” she croaked with a tired smile. “I was hoping to see you.” 
 
    “Headmistress,” I breathed before I rushed over to her side, and Vanessa quickly followed. “How are you holding up?”  
 
    “Oh, I’ve been better,” the headmistress chuckled lightly.  
 
    “Is there anything I can do for you, Mother?” Vanessa asked as she lowered herself next to Theodora.  
 
    “No,” the older witch tutted with a dismissive wave of her hand. “I’ll be quite alright, dear.”  
 
    “Vanessa said Mors students attacked you in your office,” I growled. “Just say the word, and I’ll return to their school and kill every last motherfucker who laid a hand on you.” 
 
    Theodora’s face immediately lit up, and then she began to chuckle until it turned into a weak cough. 
 
    “Mother--” Vanessa started until Theodora raised a hand to cut her short.  
 
    “I’m fine,” she said in a stern voice. “I just need rest… would you mind giving us a moment alone?” 
 
    Vanessa shot me a cold glare before she turned her attention back to her mother and gently nodded. 
 
    “Of course,” she finally agreed. “I’ll be outside if you need anything.”  
 
    I watched as Vanessa slowly pulled herself upwards and headed for the exit. Before she left, though, she shot me one last scowl and then gently closed the infirmary doors behind her.  
 
    “She worries about me too much,” Theodora sighed once she was gone. “I’m afraid it’s her only weakness.”  
 
    “Can you blame her?” I asked as gently as possible. “With all due respect, Headmistress, you look like hell, and I don’t mean that as a compliment. What exactly did they do to you?” 
 
    Theodora’s tired, pale blue eyes lifted to meet mine, and she let out a long, exhausted sigh. 
 
    “Well,” she began, “I was busy going over the new schedule in my office when suddenly, there was a giant cloud of purple smoke, and I was faced with twenty or so Mors students, demanding to know where I kept the forbidden books. When I refused to say a word, they attacked me with elder magic. As much as I hate to admit it, it was an unfair confrontation. I was completely outnumbered and lucky the other professors came in when they did. Those students might have been strong, but they were no match against my most experienced professors, and they knew it. So, they fled.”  
 
    “I see…” I muttered as a burning rage coursed through my body. “Well, what can I do for you? I’ll do anything.” 
 
    “I don’t want you to seek revenge,” she said in a soft voice. “Not yet… for now, what I want you to do is go back into my office and open the fireplace. There, you will find the forbidden books. In the same place you went through when you first visited that bastard, Ravana, for dinner, do you remember?” 
 
    “Yes, I remember.” I nodded.  
 
    “Well, what I want you to do is read up on ancient premonition magic,” she continued, “we both know it’s your strongest ability, and given my weakened state, I want you to teach tomorrow’s class. Can you do that for me, Cole?” 
 
    Shit. 
 
    Teaching a class was one thing, but teaching an entire room about ancient magic no one was familiar with was another thing. I’d probably have to stay up all night reading, but how could I deny Theodora? So, instead of expressing any sign of concern, I simply smiled and nodded my head.  
 
    “Of course,” I said as I brushed a sweaty strand of hair out of her face. “I’ll do whatever you need me to do.” 
 
    Theodora’s face broke into a weak smile before she slowly sighed with relief and pointed to the doors.  
 
    “Then, what are you waiting for?” she asked me in a gentle and amused tone. “Get to it… there is plenty of material for you to cover.”  
 
    “Yes, Headmistress,” I responded with a firm nod. “I won’t let you down.” 
 
    “You never do.” She smiled.  
 
    I bade her a quick goodbye before heading toward the doors, and then I made my way down the corridor. As I turned a sharp corner, though, I nearly collided into someone, and it made me jump back. Then Vanessa’s furious blue eyes met mine, and I took another small step back and raised my hands in defense.  
 
    “Apologies, Professor,” I said with a small, forced smile, “I’m just in a bit of hurry.”  
 
    “So it would seem,” she answered in an icy tone of voice. “What did my mother ask of you?” 
 
    “She wanted me to return to her office,” I replied. “She needs me to look over the forbidden books regarding premonition magic.”  
 
    “Of course,” she said with a small nod, and for once, there was no malice or jealousy in her voice. “Well… good luck. I’ll be seeing to it that our forcefield will be rebuilt. It is not an easy endeavor to accomplish, especially when dealing with elder magic, but perhaps we can find another alternative.”  
 
    “Sounds like a plan,” I agreed.  
 
    The beautiful professor regarded me coolly before she bit her lip and looked away. I could tell she was in pain and doing her best not to show it, but right now, I could see right through her, and I knew she hated every moment of it.  
 
    “Well, I’d better get to it,” she snapped before she whipped around, headed down the corridor, and disappeared from view.  
 
    I inhaled deeply before I headed off in a different direction. I wanted to let my coven and the others know what I was about to do for the rest of the night since they probably had hundreds of questions, so, before I made my way down to Theodora’s office, I headed for the banquet hall.  
 
    When I pushed the massive doors open, hundreds of eyes landed on me, and then witches began to feverishly whisper amongst each other. I ignored them, scanned the room, and spotted my coven sitting with Nyx, Beatrix, and the twins in the back, and as I approached them, they stood up and began to address me all at once.  
 
    “One at a time,” I sighed as I sat in my chair and looked down at my full plate of food. It looked like spiced, mysterious meat and a side of mashed pumpkins topped with red walnuts.  
 
    I had absolutely no appetite, but I knew I had to eat something.  
 
    “Is the headmistress going to be okay?” Morgana asked with wide blue eyes.  
 
    “Yes,” I answered, “she’s strong as hell… and there’s no way a group of Mors students would be able to make her talk. Fucking idiots.”  
 
    “Did they find the books?” Morgana asked, and her face turned slightly pale.  
 
    “No,” I answered, “thank Satan.”  
 
    “Were any of them killed or taken as a hostage?” Akira snarled and clenched her fists. “I fucking hope so.”  
 
    “Theodora said they shadow ported right out of the office as soon as the professors rushed in,” I explained, “so, no.”  
 
    “Broom fucker!” Akira growled and banged her fist on the table.  
 
    “Are we going to seek revenge?” Penelope asked with a raised, orange eyebrow.  
 
    “Theodora didn’t approve of the notion at this time,” I sighed. “So, that would be another no.”  
 
    “Why not?” Nyx asked as she leaned closer toward me. “If I were her, I’d want to tear that treacherous school apart, brick by brick.”  
 
    “She must think it’s a waste of time and energy right now,” I responded. “We’d do better to practice our own defenses and prepare for an even greater attack.” 
 
    “That certainly makes sense,” Vesta purred before taking a small bite out of a cherry. “I’m inclined to agree with her.”  
 
    “But what can we do to help?” Faye questioned as she looked around the table. “Is there anything we can do, master?”  
 
    “Get some rest,” I said as I began to eat my dinner as quickly as possible. “I’m going to be going over the premonition book tonight. Theodora wants me to teach the class, and I’ll read until sunrise if I have to.”  
 
    “Can you even do that?” Beatrix asked as she brushed a strand of golden-brown hair out of her dark eyes. “I mean, I understand time is of the essence, but can you really retain so much information overnight?” 
 
    “Especially defense against elder magic,” Nyx added. “Those ancient texts were forbidden for a reason, or did you forget?”  
 
    “Hey!” Penelope interjected, and her brown eyes narrowed sharply. “Are you forgetting who you’re talking to?”  
 
    “Carrot head has a point,” Akira agreed and crossed her arms over her chest. “Cole has been able to conquer anything and everything thrown his way. If you were a part of the coven, you’d know that.” 
 
    Akira’s words echoed in my mind as I stared at the women who were not a part of my unholy, immortal coven, and I especially found myself deeply fixated on Nyx, with her velvety blue skin, small, protruding red horns, and piercing plum colored eyes. At that moment, I realized she would make an excellent addition to my coven, and I vowed to make her mine.  
 
    It would only be a matter of time.  
 
    As the others quietly discussed the possibilities of tomorrow’s class, I quickly finished the rest of my plate and then stood up to briefly address the others.  
 
    “Take it easy tonight,” I reminded them. “We’re going to have another long day ahead of us tomorrow, and I want each of you to be on the top of your game. You did well out there today.”  
 
    “Thank you, master.” Faye blushed.  
 
    “Yes, thank you, master,” Vesta added as she tossed back her gleaming, green hair. “We appreciate your confidence in us.”  
 
    “And we’ll continue to make you proud,” Morgana said with her chin raised high and determined.  
 
    “No matter what,” Penelope agreed.  
 
    “I have no doubt.” I smiled as I looked at each beautiful and willful witch at the table. “I’ll see you in the morning.”  
 
    I quickly left the table, and as I headed toward the doors, I could feel countless pairs of eyes on my back, but I chose to ignore the feeling and head straight down to Theodora’s office. When I pushed the door open and stepped inside, I was shocked to see the chaotic mess before me. Her beautiful wooden desk was shattered to pieces, and her books were splattered all across the floor. The window at the back of the room was broken, too, and it looked like a complete war zone.  
 
    I took a deep breath, stepped over the clutter, and then began to move the artifacts on the fireplace mantelpiece. Luckily, not one of those belongings had been touched or harmed, and finally, when I moved the golden clock, the fireplace made a low grumbling sound before the stones began to rearrange themselves. Cool air blew in my face as the icy opening presented itself to me, and there, lying in the middle of the secret passageway, was a tower of crimson-colored books. It would have been easy to miss, but with my sharp eyes, I immediately spotted the books’ dim outlines.  
 
    “Found you,” I whispered to myself as I stepped inside the dark, narrow alley. Then I pulled out my wand and lifted it above my eyes. “Illuminana.”  
 
    My wand glowed brightly as I ventured toward the books. I only needed to find the text on premonition, so after a minute of scanning the golden writing on each cover, I found what I was looking for. 
 
    “Ancient spells of premonition and foresight,” I read aloud. “Bingo.”  
 
    I took the heavy book and left the others in their hiding place. I assumed Theodora only pulled them out whenever a professor needed them for a class, so I promised myself once I finished studying, I would return the book to its rightful place.  
 
    I left the cold tunnel and then closed the entrance to prevent the icy wind from blowing air through the already chilly office. As soon as the stones rearranged themselves back into their prior position, I aimed my glowing wand at the fireplace.  
 
    Motus. 
 
    A small ball of fire flew from my wand and then erupted in the hearth, and as the room began to heat up, I stared at the mess on the floor and focused on moving the books and clutter back to their usual spots. 
 
    “Motus,” I repeated aloud.  
 
    In the next moment, the hundreds of scattered books hovered back over to the unbroken shelves, and goblets and other artifacts rearranged themselves back onto different surfaces. The only things that remained untouched were the ripped velvet chairs and Theodora’s desk, and I wondered for a moment if I could rearrange the broken bits and pieces back into place. 
 
    There was only one way to find out.  
 
    “Motus,” I echoed.  
 
    Slowly, the broken bits of furniture began to rumble and then reposition themselves in the air. Bits and pieces of flying wood started to stick together, like a giant puzzle, and even shards of colored glass spread all across the floor started to assemble themselves back together again.  
 
    As soon as the materials stopped moving, and all was quiet, I pulled back my shoulders and stared at the improvement before me. Everything was back in their rightful places, and it seemed like nothing had happened at all.  
 
    “Perfect,” I muttered to myself.  
 
    Now that everything was tidied up, I took a seat by the fireplace and opened the dusty book. Clouds of smoke rose into the air, and after I waved it away, I placed the heavy book on my lap and then stared at the first chapter. The illustrations were made of gold and crimson ink, and they were all incredibly intricate and detailed. Each spell and potion appeared to be incredibly challenging and unlike anything we’d covered before. The dialect was slightly different for certain spells, too, and I knew deep down tomorrow was going to be a challenge, but I didn’t let that deter me.  
 
    We had to push ourselves, now more than ever.  
 
    I continued to read until it felt like my eyes were going to bleed and boredom would kill me, but then I found myself completely immersed in a specific chapter. It explained how to perceive the weaknesses, desires, and disabilities of ancient elder creatures, as well as any other being, and I couldn’t stop reading. I thought it was both useful and fascinating, but eventually, sometime in the middle of the night, I felt the urge to get up and stretch my legs. So, I placed the book carefully on Theodora’s desk and paced slowly around the room. I stared out the window, and then my eyes fell toward the forest, and I thought about Alexander and if he’d be up for some premonition practice. I desperately needed to get out of this office for a while, and if I was going to take a break from reading, then I needed to be practical. Besides, if I wanted to teach to the best of my abilities, I’d need to practice the craft and not just read about it.  
 
    I turned away from the window, opened the fireplace back up, quickly placed the book back onto the pile, closed the opening, and made my way out the door and to the common room. Since it was sometime in the middle of the night, all the familiars seemed to be in a deep, peaceful sleep, and I smiled when I spotted Silvia and Alexander curled up next to each other by the fireplace, while the others had found their own spots somewhere on the sofas.  
 
    I slowly and quietly approached the sleeping Alexander and then lightly tapped on his head.  
 
    “Hey,” I whispered, “Alexander, wake up.”  
 
    What? he groaned, and even in my head, his voice was thick with sleep. It’s still dark… isn’t it? What the hell do you want? 
 
    “Yeah, it’s dark, but so what?” I murmured. “It’s never too early or too late to practice some forbidden magic, am I right?”  
 
    You’ve got to be fucking kidding me, he growled.  
 
    “I’m dead serious,” I answered. “Come on, get the hell up. I need you as a backup to practice something new.”  
 
    Fiiiiiiiiine, he whined before he gently pulled himself away from the sleeping Silvia. The things I do for you. 
 
    I watched as he stretched out his paws and his back legs before extending his massive black, leathery wings. His glowing red eyes met mine, and then his lips pulled back into a small smile.  
 
    “Ready?” I grinned.  
 
    Fuck, yeah, he said, what are we waiting for?  
 
    I chuckled as we both headed for the door, and we made our way through the corridors, past the grand front doors, and toward the towering, black iron gates as quietly as possible.  
 
    So, what’s the plan exactly? Alexander asked as we headed for the forest. Are we just going to wander the grounds while you practice your magic, or what? 
 
    “I just read about ancient premonition magic,” I explained. “I want to see if I can successfully wander through the woods predicting who or what is in my path… but more importantly, I want to find a creature I know nothing about and see if I can defeat it.”  
 
    But can’t you do that already? Alexander asked. I thought you could predict danger before it happened.  
 
    “This is a little different,” I said. “With this spell, I can summon beings to my will, and also peer into the weaknesses and desires of any creature I cross… just trust me, I know it sounds complicated, but you’ll understand when you see it.” 
 
    When we entered the black thicket of the dark woods, I pulled out my wand and kept it extended in front of me. It lit the way as we trekked through the forest, and Alexander flew closely by my side.  
 
    I can’t believe we’re out here looking for danger when we could be snuggling with our women, Alexander grumbled.  
 
    “I’m sure these woods don’t possess anything I can’t handle,” I whispered. “Stop being a little pussy.” 
 
    I’m not! he barked back.  
 
    I chuckled under my breath but kept my eyes and ears on high alert. I knew looking for danger seemed like a foolish thing to do, but it was the only way to test out my abilities and see if I was truly capable of teaching tomorrow’s lesson. As I listened to every chirp, growl, and subtle noise around me, I thought about the book. I’d learned how witches had been able to sense the smallest elements in the earth, such as dying roots or spoiled vegetation. It was all about being able to manipulate the elements and open my mind to everything surrounding me. I could even cause trees to split open or flowers to sprout from the earth if I wanted to. 
 
    All it took was practice and patience.  
 
    For now, though, what I wanted to do was find a creature I knew nothing about and see if I could defeat it by sensing its one true weakness or desire. The incantation required to detect disadvantages and desires from an unknown creature was a seemingly simple one. I just had to open my mind and recite the word ‘apertum.’ Then my mind would become one with my surroundings. It seemed easy enough, but it was known to cause witches to spontaneously combust, and I didn’t fancy the idea of having my head explode like a ripe melon.  
 
    So, I had to be careful when using it.  
 
    I still don’t know what we’re looking for, Alexander sighed.  
 
    “We’re looking for something mysterious,” I explained as patiently as possible. “I’m trying to see if I can find something I’ve never seen before, and then use the incantation to learn everything about it in seconds… wait, stop.” 
 
    What? he asked, and there was a trace of panic in his voice.  
 
    “There’s something in that tree over there,” I said slowly, “I can feel it.”  
 
    Alexander hovered a little closer to me and then squinted his ruby-red eyes in the direction I was pointing.  
 
    I stared long and hard at the tree trunk and studied its bark, the leaves, the dirt beneath it, and I knew, something dark and cruel lived within its confinements.  
 
    What is it? Alexander asked.  
 
    “I’m not sure,” I responded.  
 
    Well, you’d better find out… and quickly. 
 
    In my mind, I saw the silhouette of something that resembled a beastly sized man and a ghoulish goat. It was a faun, if I recalled correctly. I remembered seeing pictures of the creature in the Book of Beasts, but I never read the entire chapter.  
 
    “I’m pretty sure we’re dealing with a faun… and a pretty large one at that,” I replied with a small smile.  
 
    So, you know how to kill it? Alexander asked. 
 
    “Nope,” I said. “I may know what a faun looks like, but I have no idea how to defeat one.”  
 
    How’s that a good thing? Alexander cried out in a clear panic.  
 
    “Because it will give me a chance to practice the spell,” I replied coolly. “Just fucking relax, will you?”  
 
    Before Alexander could snap back at me, we heard deep, cackling laughter, and then the tree bark slowly split apart. Out from the opening sauntered a towering, pale-skinned hoofed man with curled horns on the top of his head and long, greasy silver-green hair. His eyes were bright, piss-yellow, and there were deep red carvings all over his leathery skin. He only wore a loincloth, and his chest was muscled, toned, and tattooed with markings.  
 
    When his eyes met mine, his thin lips pulled up into a small smile, and then he chuckled again. 
 
    “Well, well, well,” he croaked. “I must say… a late-night dinner seldom comes wandering into my neck of the woods.”  
 
    “Hey,” I warned with my wand extended. “Stay back, or I’ll blow you to fucking pieces.”  
 
    He stopped in his tracks, and as I stared into his yellow orbs, his smile only grew.  
 
    “What?” the faun laughed as he took another step closer toward me. “Are you afraid?”  
 
    Cole? Alexander groaned. What the hell are you doing? He’s coming right at us… should I kill him or not? 
 
    “No,” I replied to both Alexander and the faun.  
 
    The creature took another step closer toward me, and I could feel greed radiating off his body like an overpowering stench. I needed a clearer indication of what he wanted or feared because I knew it wasn’t just my blood he craved, he also yearned for something else.  
 
    Something far more valuable.  
 
    So, I stared at the beast, and then, without breaking eye contact with him, I uttered the incantation in my head.  
 
    Apertum. 
 
    Suddenly, a wave of information hit me all at once. I sensed gold, jewels, the most beautiful furs, lavish banquets, grand balls, glittering diamonds, and majestic paintings. So, this fucker craved riches.  
 
    But at the same time, I could also feel his deepest fears… which turned out to be the sun.  
 
    I smiled to myself because I was beginning to form the perfect plan. This faun would be an ideal creature to keep within the castle for practice, since I’d never seen his species before, and I knew the professors would appreciate a new addition to their collection. So instead of killing him by summoning the sun, which would take up too much of my time and energy, I’d lure him back to the castle.  
 
    “Why are you grinning like a mute fool?” the faun growled before taking another small step toward me.  
 
    “I know what you desire,” I said, “it’s riches… gold, diamonds, jewels, and silver… correct?”  
 
    “And so, what of it?” he snarled. “I don’t suppose you’re carrying something valuable with you? Maybe your little pet has a gold tooth? I’d love to rip his jaw open and find out.” 
 
    Cole, Alexander whimpered in a concerned voice. I don’t like this. 
 
    “No, we don’t have anything valuable on us, but I can lead you to great, majestic riches,” I explained as I ignored Alexander. “All you have to do is follow me.”  
 
    “Is that so?” he growled before he took another step closer toward me.  
 
    “Keep your distance,” I warned him. “I’ll kill you in a blink of an eye if I have to.”  
 
    “Now, why would you so generously offer me riches?” the faun asked in an amused voice. “Doesn’t seem right to me... especially when you keep threatening to kill me.”  
 
    “The gold I speak of is locked up in a castle,” I lied. “I need someone to help me break inside… we can then split the treasure. Or, I can kill you here on the spot. Your choice.”  
 
    “Oh?” he asked with a raised eyebrow. “Hmmm, is the castle nearby? I never walk farther than I have to, dinner comes from my bark and branches, since I feast on birds and worms. This tree is all I know, and I seldom leave its warm confinements, unless I have to.” 
 
    “It’s not too far behind me.” I grinned. “In fact, it’s just a short walk.”  
 
    “Well, perhaps I can help you out, then,” he said, and his yellow eyes flashed with greed. 
 
    Got him.  
 
    “That’s what I thought,” I chuckled. “Alright, come with me… but stay where I can see you. I’ll tell you where to go.”  
 
    The faun chuckled under his breath as I gestured for him to move forward, and he squinted at me and then licked his thin lips as he marched ahead with his back slightly hunched forward.  
 
    What the hell are you doing, Cole? Alexander asked. 
 
    “You’ll see,” I mumbled under my breath.  
 
    “What did you say?” the faun asked as he slowly turned around to face me. 
 
    “Nothing,” I said, “I’m just mumbling to myself.” 
 
    “And I thought I was crazy,” the faun muttered as he shook his head.  
 
    I ignored his comment and kept my wand aimed at his back as we moved onward. He was a slow creature, but it didn’t matter. If anything, it bought me a little more time to fully formulate a plan. I’d lure him down into the forbidden dungeons and then stick him into one of the cells. I’d fight him if I had to, which would probably be the case once he figured things out, but I wasn’t worried about that. I just needed to test out my knowledge, and so far, things were working out smoothly. If I could keep up this farce, we’d make it back to the dungeon with no problem.  
 
    Then I felt something cold press against my skin like a thousand needles, and my heart quickly sank to the pit of my stomach as my fingers tingled. My mouth went dry, and I cleared my mind as best as I could. 
 
    Apertum.  
 
    At the next moment, I sensed something massive coming toward us, and whatever it was, it was twice the size of the faun in front of me and five times bigger than Alexander. I couldn’t sense what it was exactly, but it was running toward us at an incredible speed, and even the earth felt as if it were shaking, but neither the faun nor Alexander seemed to notice. This was different from anything else I’d experienced before, and whatever this beast was, I knew the entire forest feared it.  
 
    “Stop,” I ordered in a rushed voice.  
 
    Alexander immediately came to a halt, but the faun continued to march onward as if he didn’t hear me.  
 
    “I said, stop!” I repeated with more urgency in my voice, but the stubborn faun refused to listen. “Hey! Stop!”  
 
    “Why the hell should I stop?” he growled, but then he came to a halt and turned around to face me. 
 
    Before I could say another word, a colossal shadow sprouted from behind him, and then two large paws grasped onto his leathery neck. The faun’s eyes widened in shock as a mysterious, black, and hairy creature began to twist his throat all the way around like he was an owl, and then the beast slowly started to tear his head from his body. Blood spurted from the opening like a crimson fountain and splattered across my face like raindrops, and then the faun’s headless body fell to the forest floor.  
 
    Whatever had killed him still held onto his head, and as I raised my glowing wand into the air, I saw a pair of brilliant, red eyes staring right into my soul.  
 
    It felt as if death itself were looking me right in the face.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12 
 
    The monster was a giant, unwavering creature I’d never seen in any of my books. It had a wolfish pair of eyes, but it also possessed the ears of a bear, and its snout was long and protruding, like a giant boar. Massive, yellow canines protruded from its drooling mouth as it slowly parted its lips wide open to roar, and I watched in horror as it lifted the faun’s head higher into the air and then brought it to its wet mouth. The beast’s red eyes peered into mine as it took a large bite, and my stomach churned as an eye dangled from a nerve out of the corner of the creature’s mouth. He chewed slowly through bone and muscle while staring at me, and I didn’t dare waste another moment.  
 
    “Volant!” I cried out.  
 
    A blast of light hit the beast, but he only jerked back slightly from the incantation. Then he dropped the faun’s head at his massive paw-like feet and roared again, and the sound of its hoarse and powerful voice made murders of crows caw furiously into the air and fly from their perches.  
 
    Whatever this thing was, it was thirsting for blood like a man stranded for weeks in the desert thirsts for water, and I could feel its strength coursing through its blood, like molten iron running through a river.  
 
    I still had my wand aimed at the beast, but before I knew what was happening, it raised its arm into the air and slashed its long, razor-sharp nails across my chest.  
 
    “Fuck!” I stumbled back and could feel warm blood trickling down my skin, and as I stared into its red eyes, I could have sworn I saw a glint of satisfaction in those soulless orbs.  
 
    Cole! Alexander cried out.  
 
    He swept through the air and then past my ear, and I watched as he tried to stab the beast over and over again with his bladed wings. He managed to get a few slices in, and as he was distracting the creature, I focused on the massive bear-monster. I set aside my fear and pain and narrowed my eyes at his moving shadow, and I gritted my teeth before I carefully recited the incantation.  
 
    Apertum. 
 
    At once, all I could see in my mind’s eye were bright, red, and yellow flames, and I knew exactly what this creature’s disadvantage was. The images of a burning blaze hit me like a giant wave, and it felt like the fiery tongues were licking at my skin.  
 
    So, it loathed fire.  
 
    Without missing a beat, I stared at the flame at the tip of my wand and then used all my energy to spread it all over this motherfucker’s body.  
 
    Motus.  
 
    The flame from my wand spurted from the tip and spread through the air like a blazing, orange cloud, and the creature yowled as it was engulfed. Its red eyes widened in a feral panic when it realized the blaze was eating away at its fur, but the flames apparently weren’t enough to completely deter the beast, because it tossed back its head and then roared as Alexander continued to try and stab it.  
 
    It was clear the fire from my wand wouldn’t be enough to kill this monstrosity, and for a moment, terror crept through every bone in my body until I realized I could use help from the forest. I was the one in control now, and as the warm blood trickled down my chest, I took in a deep breath and acted as quickly as possible. 
 
    Apertum.  
 
    The forest suddenly came alive in my mind, and I could feel every inch of the earth beneath my feet as if I were standing barefoot on the soil. I could sense the worms in the earth, the birds in the trees, and every last creature hiding in plain sight, but what truly caught my attention was the sense that something was burning. Something was attracted to the smell of smoke and now lurked nearby, and whatever it was, it possessed fire for blood.  
 
    Then, as clear as day, a picture crept into my head, and I saw small, fairy-like creatures with orange glowing wings and fiery-red hair. Faye once described little imps with hair as red as hers, which were more lethal than most gave them credit for. They were fiery little creatures, literally, and if I could summon enough of them, then I could burn this fucking beast into a crisp.  
 
    My mind connected with the small creatures, and I silently peered into their psyche in order for them to obey my will. According to the ancient texts, it wasn’t unusual for other magical beings to aid witches in times of need. If they could sense my power and respect it, they would obey my orders without question.  
 
    Help me, I thought, sweep down and penetrate this being with your dark grace. I command you. 
 
    I could hear the imps’ little heartbeats pounding in their chests, and I knew they were watching us. They were listening, and they were curious.  
 
    Now, I thought once more, lend me your strength… by the power of the ancient hand… help me bring this creature down. Let us work together to burn the beast to the ground and make it one with the earth. If not, you shall suffer my wrath. You are mine to command.  
 
    Yes, oh, great one, countless voices replied at once.  
 
    In the next moment, a tree trunk burst open, and thousands of glittering fairies filled the black sky and swarmed around the monster. The beast swatted and batted at them with its massive paws, and as they dodged its attacks, they bit into its hairy flesh. The creature cried out each time it was bitten, and I saw little bursts of flame each time they sunk their teeth into its fur. Each bite must have possessed fire, and smoke and the stench of charred fur filled the air as the monster slowly caught on fire and stumbled backward.  
 
    Then more and more fairies seeped out from the tree, and they covered the monster from head to toe. The beast howled and snarled as it tried to ward off the burning pests, but it was burning from the inside out as they pierced its flesh with their small, burning teeth.  
 
    I watched as the monster turned into a flaming shadow, and it uselessly swung its scorching arms into the air as if it could wave away the fire.  
 
    As the inferno continued to eat away at the creature’s flesh, it finally accepted defeat and fell to the ground with one last screeching howl. Then the fire consumed its fur, fat, and bones, and when the flames died down, all that laid there was a pile of black ashes.  
 
    “Shit,” I muttered as I glanced at a panting Alexander. “That was close.”  
 
    You’re telling me, he sighed.  
 
    “At least I know it worked,” I answered. “Now, I know I’ll be able to teach tomorrow’s lesson.” 
 
    And it nearly cost us our lives, Alexander snorted. Nothing too valuable. 
 
    “Don’t be so cynical,” I chuckled. “Come on, let’s head back. I think I need a few hours of sleep, at least.” 
 
    Same here, Alexander responded.  
 
    As soon as I returned to the castle, I parted ways with Alexander in the common room and then headed to my bedroom, and when I stepped through the door, I wasn’t surprised to see Faye, Penelope, and Akira asleep in my bed. I chuckled to myself as I tore off my bloody, ripped shirt and tossed it onto the floor. I was too exhausted to take a bath right now, so instead, I went into the dark bathroom and quietly wiped away the dry blood on my chest. My skin stung as I pressed the towel against my sore, raw flesh, but I just sucked in a sharp breath of air and closed my eyes.  
 
    “Fuck,” I hissed to myself. 
 
    When I was done cleaning up, I tossed the bloody towel aside and headed back into the bedroom. Then I slowly crawled into bed and laid in between Faye and Penelope, while Akira lingered on the edge. They were all deeply and sound asleep and didn’t even stir as I laid my body gently down onto the soft mattress, so I slowly closed my eyes and quickly fell into a peaceful and dreamless sleep.  
 
    When I woke up, the room was softly glowing with warm, pale morning light, and I could hear soft breathing all around me. My entire body ached, and as I gently stirred myself awake, the others began to mumble in mild protest.  
 
    “Hey… wake up,” I said as I sat up, “come on, daylight is wasting.”  
 
    As the women stirred awake, their eyes focused on my chest all at once, and I followed their gaze and realized they were staring at the three, elongated scratches across my raw, pink skin.  
 
    “Cole!” Penelope was the first to gasp, and her brown eyes nearly popped out of her head. “What the hell happened to you?”  
 
    “It’s nothing,” I insisted.  
 
    “What do you mean, it’s nothing?” Akira pushed. “Cole, what happened to you? We thought you were just studying.”  
 
    I sighed and then ran my fingers through my hair. I knew they weren’t going to like what I had to say, but I wanted to be truthful with them.  
 
    “After I spent hours and hours inside Theodora’s office studying ancient premonition magic, I decided to do some… practical work,” I explained as gently as possible.  
 
    “What do you mean by practical?” Akira asked with a raised black eyebrow.  
 
    “I wanted to find a creature I knew almost nothing about, and then try to learn everything I could about them on sight,” I answered. “I finally came across a faun, and I’m sure you would have known all about his species, Faye, but I didn’t. So, when I recited the ancient spell, I learned everything about him within seconds… it was an incredible feeling, and not only that, but I could feel the earth and everything around me as it was growing. I could hear the smallest crickets between the blades of grass, and newts hiding beneath rocks, and so much more. I can’t wait to show you.”  
 
    “Wait, back up,” Akira snapped as she threw her hands dramatically up into the air. “Are you saying a faun fucked you up?”  
 
    “No,” I chuckled. “Actually, after I met him, I was going to trick him into coming inside the castle. I figured a faun would be an excellent addition to our collection--”  
 
    “Great call.” Faye nodded in agreement.  
 
    “I fucking hate fauns,” Penelope growled before her chocolate-brown eyes focused on me. “They are ugly perverts. So, then what happened?” 
 
    “I felt a chill creep up on me and suddenly, something grabbed the faun by the neck and twisted his head right off,” I said. “It was a giant fucking asshole of a beast, but then, when I recited the ancient incantation, I was able to learn what its weakness was. Then it gets even better.” 
 
    “What?” they all asked with wide eyes and excited smiles.  
 
    All their concern was now replaced with pure curiosity, and it made me smile as I continued with my story.  
 
    “And then, when I discovered fire was the only thing that could kill it, I summoned these fire fairies, and they helped me bring down the creature,” I answered.  
 
    “Wow,” they all breathed.  
 
    “Satan, I’m so horny right now,” Akira grunted as she rocked her hips against a pillow. “Only you would be able to wander into the black forest in the middle of the night, come face to face with death, and live to tell about it the next morning.”  
 
    “What did the beast look like?” Faye asked as she ignored Akira and inched closer to me. “Be specific.”  
 
    “It was a strange-looking animal,” I replied. “Something I’d never seen before or even read about…. it had the body of a wolfish man, covered entirely in thick, black fur, but its face was something that resembled a bear, a wolf, and a boar, all at once.”  
 
    “Ah.” Faye whistled. “Sounds like a rare form of lycan… only fire can kill it. Or silver.” 
 
    “And the only reason I knew that was because of the ancient magic,” I said with a broad smile. Then I looked at Penelope and Akira and leaned in closer, as if I were about to tell them a secret. “Did either of you know that? Did you have any idea what a lycan was or how to kill it?”  
 
    “No,” they both responded hesitantly.  
 
    “I would have been torn to pieces,” Akira said with wide, black eyes. 
 
    “Same here,” Penelope added as she twirled an orange strand of hair through her fingers.  
 
    “Which is why I’m planning on teaching the class this spell before anything else,” I answered. “It will be incredibly useful when we’re faced with unknown elder magic creatures.”  
 
    They all nodded in agreement, but then Penelope’s brown eyes fell onto my cuts.  
 
    “That will probably scar,” the bright-haired witch said.  
 
    “I should find some potions for it, then--” I started 
 
    “No!” the women all shouted and all held their hands up into the air, and it caught me off guard.  
 
    “Err, why not?” I chuckled. 
 
    “Scars are hot,” Akira said with a shrug, as if it were obvious.  
 
    “For sure,” Penelope added with sparkling mahogany brown eyes.  
 
    “Don’t do a damn thing, master,” Faye said as she seductively bit down on her rosy bottom lip. “We like you like this.” 
 
    “Well, at least let me disinfect it,” I laughed.  
 
    “Oh, I have just the thing,” Penelope remarked before she tossed the sheets off her body and then planted her feet on the floor. “Tell you what… you take a bath, get dressed, and then meet us down in the common room. I’ll have a potion waiting for you. I made it myself.”  
 
    “Sounds great.” I grinned. “I’ll see you down there.”  
 
    The women all nodded in agreement and giggled as they ran off in their undergarments and slipped through the door, and as soon as they were gone, I flipped the covers off and then headed into the bathroom. 
 
    “I’m drawing you a bath now, sir,” Cordelia’s voice rang through the air. “Perhaps, I’ll add a little something to help soothe your muscles as well?”  
 
    “That would be amazing,” I replied with a smile. “Thank you, Cordelia.”  
 
    “Of course, sir,” she responded.  
 
    The moment I stepped into the marble bathroom, the tub began to fill up with pale purple water that smelled of cinnamon and lavender. I sighed and breathed in the intoxicating scent before stripping completely naked. I then sunk into the water, and while it burned my fresh cuts, I still allowed my body to relax and melt into the stimulating concoction.  
 
    When I started to feel lightheaded, I knew it was time to get out of the water. I needed to be as alert and capable as possible this morning. Not only was Theodora counting on me, but so was the entire class.  
 
    So, I quickly wrapped myself up in a towel and headed back into the bedroom. Cordelia had a fresh uniform waiting for me, so without wasting a moment, I slipped into clean clothing, pushed back my damp hair, and glanced at my reflection in the mirror. I looked slightly paler than usual, and there were faded, bruise colored shadows underneath my light blue eyes. I chalked it up to not enough sleep, and then I swiftly made my way out the door and down to the common room.  
 
    When I reached the last step, I saw my coven already digging into a simple but sufficient breakfast. I spotted plates of buttered pumpkin toast and griffin eggs and a pot of spiced coffee, which I desperately needed.  
 
    “Oh, dear, Cole,” Vesta purred as her silver eyes raked over me, “I’m sorry to say this, but you look slightly ill this morning… perhaps you didn’t get enough sleep last night?”  
 
    “He barely got a wink in,” Akira said before taking a large bite of toast. “In fact, he spent the night trying to test out all the material he learned in a matter of hours.”  
 
    “I never said I tested out all the material, Akira,” I grunted before I took a seat between Morgana and Vesta, “but I definitely read enough to carry out a successful lesson.”  
 
    “You’ll do wonderfully.” Morgana softly smiled as she tossed back her luscious chocolate-brown locks.  
 
    “Yes, Morgana is right,” Vesta agreed before taking a small and delicate sip of her coffee. “You have nothing to worry about.”  
 
    “Well, we’ll see,” I said before I took a bite of eggs and then swallowed. “This whole thing is new to me.”  
 
    “We know, master,” Faye added softly. “We all have faith in you.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I said with a small, grateful smile. 
 
    I finished the rest of my plate, and when I couldn’t eat another bite, I stood up and brushed the crumbs off my shirt.  
 
    “I’m going to head into the classroom early--” I began, but then the bright-haired Penelope cut in. 
 
    “Ah, but not before you put some of this on,” she ordered before she pulled out a small vial of thick, lavender-colored liquid from her skirt pocket. “Let me just put a little on before you rush off.”  
 
    “Alright.” I nodded as I unbuttoned my shirt, and then she smeared a light layer onto my fresh wounds. Vesta and Morgana gasped in shock when they saw the cuts, but before they could ask me what the hell happened, Akira lifted a hand and shook her head. 
 
    “I’ll tell you later,” she explained, and they didn’t argue. “But doesn’t it look hot?” 
 
    “Yesss…” Vesta purred. “It’s a brutal aesthetic that contrasts with your handsome figure.” 
 
    “Very sexy,” Morgana sighed as she bit her bottom lip. “I am eager to hear the story.” 
 
    When Penelope smeared the potion on my skin, it stung for a moment, but then my skin felt cool, and there was no more pain.  
 
    “Wow… Penelope, you really do have a talent,” I remarked. “I can’t feel a damn thing.”  
 
    The orange-haired witch flashed me a wide smile as she placed the vial back into her pocket and then regarded me from head to toe.  
 
    “If you’re going to class early, then we’ll come with you,” she said in a rushed voice before glancing at the others. “Right?”  
 
    “Of course, we will,” Akira said when she finished her last bite. “We’re here to support you, master, in every way possible.”  
 
    “Damn straight.” Faye grinned with a slightly flushed and freckled face.  
 
    “And of course, if you happen to need someone to help you teach,” Morgana added in a shy voice, “I’d be more than happy to assist.”  
 
    “Me, too,” Vesta purred with glittering, silver eyes. “Although, my presence might be a bit distracting… it would be hard to concentrate with someone as lovely as myself standing in the front of the room.” 
 
    “Sweet Satan,” Akira muttered under her breath as she rolled her black eyes.  
 
    “Thank you,” I chuckled as I glanced at each of my beautiful, loyal women.  
 
    I knew they would do whatever it took to help me make this as successful of a lesson as possible, and I genuinely appreciated them for that.  
 
    “Alright,” I said with my chin raised, “let’s fucking do this, shall we?”  
 
    The witches all nodded eagerly in response before we grabbed out parchment and quills and stuffed them into our leather bags, but as we were packing away our belongings, I remembered that I’d left the textbook in Theodora’s office. I figured it would have been safer to keep it there than to bring it to my room, but I nearly forgot. 
 
    “Hey,” I said to the others, “I’ll meet you in the classroom. I left the textbook in Theodora’s office.” 
 
    “Alright,” they responded with obedient nods.  
 
    When we left the common room, we went our separate ways, and as I made my way down to the headmistress’ office, I did my best not to pay attention to all the eyes focused on me. Students were breaking their necks to stare in my direction, and even the portraits seemed to be intently focused on me, more so than usual. I should have been used to it by now, but for some reason, it still made me feel slightly uncomfortable.  
 
    I was lost in thought as I turned a sharp corner and then nearly collided into someone who was clearly in a hurry.  
 
    “Oh, sorry.” I took a couple of clumsy steps back and then was face to face with Professor Vanessa. This morning, she looked just as exhausted as I felt. Dark circles and puffiness hovered underneath her pale blue eyes, and her cheeks were pale instead of their usual rosy pink. Her hair was even a mess. It was pulled up into a lazy updo, and straight strands of hair were sticking out in awkward angles. She was also wearing a plain, black gown with no adornments, accessories, or shape.  
 
    “Excuse me!” she hissed, and when she realized it was me, her pale lips formed an even deeper frown. “Why is it that every time I bump into someone, it’s you?”  
 
    “Maybe you just can’t stay away from me,” I answered with a playful smirk.  
 
    “Cute,” she replied as she rolled her pale blue eyes. “Anyway, I hope you’ll be able to carry out today’s lesson. The headmistress is counting on you, and I’ll be stopping by later to check on you.”  
 
    “I’m looking forward to it,” I said with as much confidence as possible.  
 
    “Great,” she snarled before she pushed past me and then took off in another direction.  
 
    I shook my head at myself and then continued to make my way to Theodora’s office, and when I reached her door, I pushed it open and strolled inside. I quickly headed to her mantlepiece on the fireplace and rearranged the objects in the correct order before the stones began to reassemble themselves and pull the opening apart, and a gust of cold wind hit me across the face as I stepped inside to retrieve the precious book.  
 
    When I had it safely tucked away inside my bag, I retreated from the secret tunnel and closed the opening before leaving the office as quickly as possible. I made my way to the premonition classroom, and when I stepped inside, the space was empty, aside from my coven. They decided to sit at a table right by Theodora’s desk, and they waved at me as soon as they saw me.  
 
    As I stared at them and the two-story classroom filled with countless books, cauldrons, vials, pots, and potions, I wondered how I was going to pull this off. 
 
    It was up to me to teach an entire class how to use ancient premonition magic, and a part of me wasn’t sure if I was ready, but what other choice did I have?  
 
    My coven, the students of Scholomance, Theodora, the professors, and even the High Court were counting on me, and I refused to let them down. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 13 
 
    I cleared my throat before I made my way to the front of the class and stood behind Theodora’s desk, and I regarded my coven, opened the textbook, and laid it out in front of me. Then I found the chapter I spent hours on, and my eyes lifted to meet my coven’s.  
 
    “Damn, master.” Akira whistled. “You look sexy as hell standing up there.”  
 
    “Oh, for Satan’s sake, Akira,” Morgana tutted. “Try and take this seriously, why don’t you?”  
 
    “I was just trying to liven things up a little bit.” Akira smirked.  
 
    “Morgana’s right, though,” Penelope added in a neutral tone. “We need to be at the top of our game.” 
 
    “Akira is also correct,” Vesta sighed at me longingly, “our master is quite handsome and dashing as a teacher. Hmmmmm…” 
 
    “Keep your skirt on, girl,” Penelope chuckled, but she did lick her own full lips as she stared at me. 
 
    “Let’s focus on the task at hand,” I chuckled. “I need my coven to set a good example for everyone, so take out your parchment and quills. You’ll need to take notes for this one… trust me.”  
 
    Everyone, aside from the bookish Morgana who already had her equipment out, began to retrieve long scrolls of sand-colored parchment and their feathered quills. As they fumbled around with their belongings, other students slowly began to pour into the classroom, and each one regarded me with a curious expression on her face. I realized Theodora must not have informed the students that I would be teaching today’s lesson, because, how could she? She was still bed-ridden, and the other professors were busy enough as it was.  
 
    When Nyx, the twins, and Beatrix strolled inside, they glanced at me with wide eyes and slightly parted lips.  
 
    “Cole, what are you doing up there?” Nyx asked before she tossed back her sapphire blue hair. “Does this have something to do with Vanessa bringing you to see Theodora, yesterday?” 
 
    “I’ll explain to the entire class what’s going on in a minute,” I responded. “For now, the others can quietly update you.”  
 
    The blue-skinned witch regarded me with raised eyebrows before she slowly nodded and then sat down.  
 
    As more students began to slip inside and take their seats, I started to pace back and forth with my arms folded behind my back, and when the last seat was finally taken by a skinny student with pale green skin and long, wavy rose-gold hair, I turned to look at the door. The entire classroom was filled with busy, bee-like buzzing whispers, but I needed silence, and I knew exactly how to achieve that.  
 
    Motus. 
 
    The door immediately slammed shut, and the noise made the classroom collectively gasp and jump in their seats.  
 
    “There.” I grinned. “That’s more like it.”  
 
    My eyes quickly wandered around the room, and each witch stared at me with curious eyes and deep, confused frowns.  
 
    “Now, I know you must all be wondering why I’m up here,” I began, “and I’m sure you heard about Headmistress Theodora and her critical condition. While she is making a speedy recovery, she still needs time to rest, which is why she asked me to step in for her. Maybe some of you still hate me, and you might be seething inside, but you’re going to have to deal with it. Today, I’m fully in charge, and I’ll need everyone’s undivided attention. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes,” the classroom responded after a long, awkward minute.  
 
    “Good.” I nodded. “Now, today, we will be focusing on a crucial component of ancient premonition magic. The incantation I’m about to teach you was often used during the First Dawn of the Wicca. It was used primarily against unknown, elder magical creatures to determine what their powers, weaknesses, and desires were… for example, who knows what an inmortuorum sunt is?”  
 
    The entire class went quiet, and even the bookish Morgana looked at a loss for once in her life. I smiled and then nodded at each student as they glanced at each other in confusion, and several even shrugged.  
 
    “Exactly,” I responded. “I had no idea what it was either until I read this precious book. It’s an ancient, elder creature with decaying, putrid skin, and it could drag you into purgatory with one look from its hypnotizing eyes. Now, let’s be realistic and speak frankly for a moment… we know there’s a good chance the elder gods are trying to build armies and collect treacherous witches and warlocks. I have no doubt they are also gathering ancient monsters, beasts, and creatures we know nothing about. So, tell me, what would you do if you were faced with an unknown beast? You would probably try to blast it with any kind of spell you can think of… and what if that doesn’t work? You’d be dead in a matter of seconds.”  
 
    The class collectively muttered their agreements.  
 
    “So, what I want to do today is teach you how to gain insight into any kind of unknown creature when face to face with one,” I explained. “The incantation itself seems simple, but in reality, it’s far more difficult to achieve when face to face with death. You need to remain calm and keep an open mind while facing your foe… and then, when you’ve opened your entire self up to the darkness and permitted it to penetrate your mind… you recite the spell, “apertum.” In your head, of course, like with most premonition spells. Now, this incantation will allow you to see your opponent’s deepest fears and weaknesses. But that’s not all… it can also allow you to summon enemies of the target creature to come to your bidding and obey your every whim, but we’ll touch on that later… one thing at a time.”  
 
    The class all nodded and then regarded each other before they began to scribble down notes.  
 
    I looked around the room and tried to decide what would be the most practical way to demonstrate this spell, and when my eyes landed on the student with the rose-gold hair and pale, sage-green skin, my face broke into a small smile. 
 
    I had an idea.  
 
    “You,” I said as I pointed to the young witch. “What is your name?” 
 
    “M-Me?” she stuttered as she pointed to herself. “I’m Lu.”  
 
    “Well, Lu,” I said as I bounced on the balls of my feet, “would you be so kind as to step up here, please?” 
 
    “You mean… in front of the entire class?” she gulped with wide, fearful orange eyes.  
 
    “Duh,” Akira said loud enough for everyone to hear, which caused Morgana to discreetly nudge her in the ribs.  
 
    “Yes,” I answered in a gentler tone. “Come on… don’t be shy.”  
 
    The witch blushed a deep green, slowly stood up from her chair, and then made her way over to me. She was even more attractive up close, with doll-like eyes, a small, button nose, and full red lips.  
 
    “You’re not going to make me face an inmortuorum sunt, are you?” she asked in a tiny voice. 
 
    “No,” I laughed. “I think we’ll start off with something simpler, don’t you?” 
 
    “Err,” she answered as she blushed even deeper, “yeah?”  
 
    “Glad we’re in agreement,” I chuckled as I took a step closer to her. “Now, it’s safe to say we know nothing about each other, correct?”  
 
    “Right,” she said as she bit down on her red lip.  
 
    “I have no idea what you fear the most and vice-versa,” I explained. “So, what I’m going to do is recite the incantation in front of the class and perform it on you… hopefully, your greatest fear is nothing as large as a dragon or a troll.” 
 
    “No,” she replied with a nervous laugh. “It’s actually quite small.”  
 
    “Perfect,” I said as I tossed my hands up into the air. “Now, take a few steps back for me.”  
 
    The green-skinned witch took several steps backward, and then her orange eyes fixated on me as she took a deep breath and let her shoulders relax.  
 
    Meanwhile, I opened up my mind and focused on the darkness all around me. I cleared my head of all doubt and hesitation, and when I thought I was ready, I recited the spell. 
 
    Apertum. 
 
    Then, as clear as crystal, I could peer into the depths of Lu’s mind. I saw bits and pieces of her personality, but I ignored the trivial details until I reached the core of her fears. In my own head, I saw a giant spider. Its thick furry legs scuttled across a black floor, and its thousands of black, beady eyes looked up to meet mine.  
 
    “Ah,” I chuckled as I pulled out of the trance. “So, spiders, is it?”  
 
    “Yes.” She shuddered. “I hate them, more than anything.” 
 
    Some witches snickered and did their best to cover up their laughter with their hands, but then I turned to face the room with a solemn expression. 
 
    “Quiet,” I ordered. “Or one of you laughing will be next.”  
 
    The class went still and silent, and when everyone settled down, I turned to look at Lu and smiled.  
 
    “Do you happen to know any spells to specifically summon spiders?” I asked the pink-haired witch. 
 
    “No,” she breathed. “Not that I’d want to.”  
 
    I gently laughed and then turned to look down at the ancient textbook on the desk.  
 
    “Neither do I,” I responded, “but you know what I can do?”  
 
    “What?” she asked in a soft voice.  
 
    “I can still summon them,” I answered. “Through the same spell… watch.”  
 
    Lu sucked in a sharp breath of air as I closed my eyes and repeated the incantation in my head. In my mind, I could see the little spiders crawling through the cracks of the classroom, and then I willed them to come out of their hiding places in a straight line. When I opened my eyes, the corners of my lips pulled into a small smile as a trail of tiny, brown spiders began to make their way to the front of the room. They came crawling out of the cracks of the walls and underneath furniture, and as soon as Lu noticed, she squealed in disgust and inched closer to me.  
 
    The class all cooed in surprise, and some even clapped as the spiders continued to neatly crawl in a straight line.  
 
    “It’s alright, you can return to your seat now,” I said with a small chuckle. “I can send them back to where they came from.”  
 
    “O-Okay, I mean, as long as they don’t crawl on me, I’ll be okay,” Lu stuttered before she shuffled back to her chair.  
 
    “Now,” I said, and all eyes were on me, “what I want you to do is pair off with someone you don’t know. Peer into their deepest fears and greatest weaknesses, and once you’ve completed the first step, I want you to face me, so I’ll know who’s successfully managed to complete the task. Understood?”  
 
    Everyone slowly nodded in agreement and then began to organize themselves into pairs, and I watched intently as each witch paired off with someone they barely knew, including my own coven. Slowly, it seemed like each student grasped the notion, and I felt a wave of pride as they gradually turned to look at me with small, satisfied smiles plastered on their faces. When all the students turned to face the front of the room, I knew they’d completed the first part of the lesson, and I smiled and clapped my hands together.  
 
    “Well fucking done.” I grinned. “Now--”  
 
    “Now, I’d like to step in if I may,” came a familiar voice from the doorway.  
 
    I snapped my neck toward the door and spotted Vanessa leaning on the frame with her arms crossed. She didn’t look as white-washed as she had when I first bumped into her, and her eyes seemed to be more alert and awake. The dark-haired professor coolly regarded the classroom, and I noticed she was carrying another crimson book. 
 
    “I thought I’d join you since we’ve done all we could for the forcefield,” she said with her chin raised. “We can take this opportunity to combine premonition, blood magic, and curses, just as we’ve done before. Only, of course, this time, we have new material.”  
 
    “Sounds like a plan,” I agreed with a broad smile. “Would you like to proceed, Professor?” 
 
    “As a matter of fact,” she answered with a slight edge to her voice, “I would.”  
 
    I was about to return to my seat, but then she grabbed my arm and stopped me from moving an inch. 
 
    “You may stay,” she said without looking at me, “just be sure to retain the information I’m about to share with you.”  
 
    “Alright,” I replied as I stood still. “Carry on.”  
 
    Vanessa nodded before she opened her own book. “These ancient attack spells will be of much value to you when you encounter an elder beast. According to the text, there are three that require a blood sacrifice. Once the sacrifice is complete, you will be able to execute these spells without bursting into flame.”  
 
    Vanessa snapped her fingers, and clouds of smoke appeared on top of each elongated desk, and when the mist cleared, there were squirming warlocks tied to each desk. Their mouths were all sewn shut, and the room was filled with their muffled cries and incoherent pleas for mercy.  
 
    I glanced at Theodora’s desk, and there was a warlock tied to that one as well, which probably meant Vanessa also had to make her own sacrifice. When I turned my attention to the rest of the room, I immediately noticed hundreds of daggers placed within each student’s reach, and I could feel a pure rush of adrenaline fill the room as witches stared down at their simple, but lethal, weapons.  
 
    “Before you learn the incantations, you must first kill an unwilling host, which, thank Satan, we have plenty of,” Vanessa remarked with a pleased smirk.  
 
    The warlocks moaned even louder at her cold words, and it sent a pleasant chill up my spine. I could tell the witches were eager to grab their weapons and plunge each dagger straight into each warlock’s heart. Truth be told, I was filled with the same bloodthirsty longing, but I knew I had to be patient.  
 
    “Now,” Vanessa said as her eyes flicked downward to read the text, “be sure to recite this next bit loud and clear… and watch me closely.”  
 
    The beautiful professor took one last look at the open book in her hands before she closed it and then glided over toward the wooden desk. Vanessa shot an icy glare at the wriggling warlock on Theodora’s desk, and she stared down at him as if he were a filthy, shit-covered animal. He was a pale, thin man with dark blond hair and wide, fearful lime-green eyes, and his white tuxedo was stained in several places with blood and other bodily fluids.  
 
    Vanessa crinkled her nose in disgust, placed the book on the edge of the desk, and grabbed her dagger. It had a leather hilt and a silver blade that glittered under the faint classroom light, and she slowly held it high up into the air above her head. There was another dagger lying on the other side of the desk, and before I could say anything, she shot me a placid stare.  
 
    “Cole,” she said in a faint voice, “come join me.”  
 
    “Of course, Professor,” I answered with a firm nod, and I edged toward the desk and snatched the dagger before I raised it above my head.  
 
    Vanessa looked into my eyes and then leaned closer toward me, so only I would hear her. 
 
    “Together, we will recite the spell,” she ordered. “On the count of three, repeat after me, ‘et mihi hanc potestatem sanguine.’”  
 
    I nodded in agreement, and as she stared into my eyes, her mouth parted open, and she began to count. 
 
    “One, two, three,” she whispered. 
 
    “Et mihi hanc potestatem sanguine,” we both chanted in unison.  
 
    As soon as the incantation left our lips, the room darkened and turned a shade of bloody crimson. A frigid air filled up the room next, and the desk began to shake. Every bone in my body felt as if it had turned into a block of ice, and even my blood was as cold as stone. My teeth began to shatter, and it was difficult to move my arms, but when Vanessa looked into my eyes, I knew what she was thinking. 
 
    I had to fight it.  
 
    So, with all my strength, I brought my hands down and plunged the dagger into the warlock’s chest. He groaned in agonizing pain, and then his entire body spasmed as if he were being electrocuted. His eyes rolled into the back of his head, and a chorus of faint scream-like howls filled the air. As the wind grew more violent, it nearly knocked us off our feet, but we still maintained our position. We both kept a firm grasp on the hilts of our weapons and didn’t dare move, and finally, when the room calmed down, I glanced at Vanessa, and she slowly nodded and pulled out the bloody dagger.  
 
    “Well done,” she breathed.  
 
    “Thank you,” I panted.  
 
    My entire body was weakened, but I did my best to push away the sensation and remain as still and steady as possible.  
 
    “Now,” Vanessa sighed before she drifted over to the front of the class, “according to the ancient text, this spell will take a great deal of energy from you, but once that part is completed, you should be feeling normal in a matter of minutes. I want you all to sacrifice your warlock at the same time. On my count… one, two… three.”  
 
    As soon as Vanessa uttered three, an echo of the incantation resonated throughout the classroom. Once again, the room grew dark as blood, and icy air crept over our skin as each witch plunged their dagger into the warlock tied to the table. Blood spattered over each witch, and their eyes were filled with feral determination and seething fury as they held tightly onto the hilts of their blades.  
 
    Finally, the air returned to normal, and Vanessa proudly glanced around the room. Then she snapped her fingers, and the bloody bodies turned to dust and dissipated into the air, like ashen snowfall.  
 
    “Well done,” Vanessa commented. “Now… we will learn the three ancient attack spells connected with blood magic. They are simple to remember, but they are incredibly powerful. They will take away much of your energy when you first begin to use them, but with time, the blood you sacrificed will only make you stronger and feel less vulnerable. That is the way of ancient magic… it requires patience, time, and dedication.” 
 
    “Yes, Professor,” the class echoed.  
 
    “Excellent,” the beautiful Vanessa responded before she drifted over to the red book and opened it once more, and her eyes quickly devoured the text until she came across what she was looking for. “Now, the first spell is ‘tardesco.’ It is a stunning spell that will slow any elder creature down. The second is ‘sorbere’… this incantation is useful when you’re hurt and still engaged in combat. It will temporarily allow you to steal energy from your foe and give you a minute or two to finish them entirely. And the final spell we’ll be covering is ‘praeteritum.’ This one is the most complicated of the three, and according to the text, it is a spell that brings back past horrors that haunt your opponent. If used correctly, the incantation will temporarily stun your enemy by swarming them with past grievances, traumas, and dark events from their lifetime.”  
 
    Vanessa stopped reading and then regarded the class with furrowed eyebrows and a small frown.  
 
    “Now, I want to be very clear… these spells may sound simple to recite, but I promise you, they will take up a sufficient amount of your energy, and the first few times after practicing, you will feel weak and numb,” the dark-haired professor explained. “It is solely up to you to push past these feelings and overcome any weakening sensations. Understood?” 
 
    The class was furiously scribbling down these notes, and when they lifted their eyes to meet Vanessa’s and mine, I could feel everyone’s apprehension. As the air grew thicker with a heavy and uncomfortable silence, I felt compelled to take a step forward and say something.  
 
    “Look,” I began, “I know this may seem overwhelming to you all, but you’re all here for a reason. At some point in time, you survived the preschool exams and made it here. You fought for your lives during the Mors attack, and here you are. You are far more capable than you know, and it’s time you fucking acknowledged it.”  
 
    Slowly, the room filled up with smiles, and my own face broke into a grin as I looked around the room and then at Vanessa.  
 
    To my surprise, she didn’t appear to be annoyed by my little speech. If anything, she seemed pleased, and her eyes were sparkling with enthusiasm.  
 
    “Well,” she finally said without breaking eye contact with me, “I would have put it in more eloquent words, but yes, Cole… you are right.”  
 
    Morgana shot her hand up into the air, and Vanessa turned to look at the bookish witch. 
 
    “Yes, Miss Morgana?” Vanessa asked with a perfectly arched eyebrow.  
 
    “How are we going to test these spells out, Professor?” the beautiful brunette wondered. “I know we can use them on any creature, but wouldn’t it be more beneficial to use them on more complicated beings, such as elder magic replicas?”  
 
    “As a matter of fact,” Vanessa replied with a broad smile, “we will.” 
 
    Before anyone could say another word, Vanessa snapped her fingers, and the entire class was engulfed in a cloud of familiar purple smoke and were sent flying violently through the air.  
 
    We tossed, tumbled, and turned, and when the world finally came to a standstill and the purple smoke cleared, we found ourselves standing in the middle of a giant pit. The earth beneath us was smothered in red sand, and the sky above us was a mixture of deep violet and silver hues.  
 
    I’d never seen such a beautifully colored sky before, and for a brief moment, I was lost in its magnificence.  
 
    “Oh, what a positively lovely sky,” I heard Vesta sigh. “I want to paint a glorious portrait of it and hang it up in our common room.”  
 
    However, the sky was the only thing we could really see, because we were surrounded by eerily familiar towering stone walls and massive cells with black iron gates. It reminded me of the gladiatorial pit at the High Court, but this one was much larger, and the walls were slightly higher. Also, there were no seats for an audience, but still, the resemblance between the two was uncanny.  
 
    “Doesn’t this place look familiar?” Morgana whispered as she stood by my side.  
 
    “It looks like the pit from the High Court,” Penelope said, and then Vanessa shot her a satisfied smile. 
 
    “It does, doesn’t it, Miss Penelope?” Vanessa chuckled. “I must say I’m quite proud of my work.” 
 
    “Professor?” Vesta purred as she floated closer toward us. “Did you create this?” 
 
    “I did,” Vanessa responded as the class began to wander around the pit. “I based it off the gladiatorial arena from the High Court. It took me a couple of long, tiring days, but it was well worth it.”  
 
    “It looks incredible,” Akira commented as her dark eyes roamed all around the pit. “You did an amazing job, Professor.”  
 
    “Not that I need your validation, Miss Akira,” Vanessa muttered under her breath, “but thank you.”  
 
    “This is most impressive,” Faye said as her golden-green eyes landed on the iron gates. “What’s behind those?” 
 
    “Something deadly, no doubt,” Nyx muttered under her breath before she crossed her blue arms over her chest.  
 
    “You are correct, Miss Nyx,” Vanessa answered before she turned away and then headed to the middle of the pit.  
 
    “This should be interesting,” Beatrix said as we watched the beautiful professor raise her hands up into the air. 
 
    The wandering students all came to an immediate standstill and focused on the professor, and when everyone was deadly silent, her lips curled up into a small smile. 
 
    “Now,” she began, “we went over the three crucial spells against elder magic, but we didn’t test them out in the classroom. While we could practice dangerous and lethal magic against something or someone who is not of elder power, I think it would be wiser to use these spells against elder creature replicas. That way, you may all get a taste of what it would be like to fight against something with incredible power. For those of you who don’t know about replicas, who would like to quickly explain what they are, Miss Morgana?”  
 
    “Replicas are created through ancient magic,” the bookish brunette started. “They are normal beings placed under a spell to mimic the powers of elder gods and creatures. Replicas were often used during the First Dawn as practice for young witches and warlocks. They are as dangerous as elder creatures, but only for a limited time. Most die after being placed under such a heavy spell, but the effects can last for hours or even days.” 
 
    “Very well put.” Vanessa nodded before she pointed at the barred cells. “Now, behind each gate is a captured Mors warlock. We have placed them under a replica spell, which means they are mutated to vaguely resemble an elder magical creature. When I release them, they will attack using imitation elder magic. While the word imitation may make it seem as if you’re in no real danger, I assure you that’s not the case. You are as in much danger here as you would be out on the battlefield. I’m not trying to frighten you, I’m just maintaining honesty.” 
 
    Students all turned to look warily at one another, but the stench of fear was not as prominent as it was in the classroom. We were ready to give this a fucking shot, and every nerve in my body was coursing with excitement.  
 
    “So, let’s begin,” Vanessa said as she looked around the pit. “Let’s firstly divide you all into groups… I know who will be able to face what.”  
 
    Vanessa quickly began to call out different names, and after everyone was placed into one of two groups, everyone turned their attention back to the dark-haired professor.  
 
    “Now,” she said before she met my eyes, “I want the group on my right to be the first to begin. Cole, perhaps you’d like to be the first one to give it a shot? You may use any of the two spells you wish. There is no point in using sorbere since you aren’t injured. Also, be sure to demonstrate your premonition spell to the class. I know it’s a lot of power to exert at once, but we need to practice.”  
 
    “Of course, professor,” I replied with my chin raised.  
 
    Vanessa gestured for me to stand in front of a gate situated at the northside of the pit, and I left my group and then slowly approached the barred cell with my wand by my side. As the iron bars slowly began to rise, I lifted my wand and prepared for whatever may come my way.  
 
    In the next moment, something as quick as a flash of lightning came running in my direction, and I took a couple of steps back. It resembled a human man, but his face was deformed, and his skin was covered in boils and moss. As he ran closer toward me, I aimed my wand at his screaming face and uttered the first incantation Vanessa mentioned. 
 
    “Tardesco!” I shouted. 
 
    My entire body convulsed, and I felt as if my head were about to burst open from the effort, but I continued to keep my wand aimed at my target. A blast of vibrant red light hit him right in his temple, and then he stopped, just inches away from me. His glowing eyes grew vacant as his mouth hung slack open, and he tried to move his feet, but it seemed as if it were impossible for him.  
 
    “Well, done!” Vanessa called out. “Now finish him off using your premonition power! Find out what his weakness is.”  
 
    Wait, had she been eavesdropping when I was teaching the class?  
 
    I shook my head of the sudden thought and tried to focus, but it was difficult. My skull felt like it was about to crack like precious marble, but I used all my energy and willpower to clear my mind. I then thought back to last night in the forest and how I could peer into the creature’s entity to defeat it. I had to be able to show the entire class precisely what I did, and I had to be quick about it. 
 
    So, I narrowed my eyes at the creature and then recited the incantation in my head.  
 
    Apertum. 
 
    Suddenly, a picture of a moss-covered being entered my mind, and I instantly knew this replica was based on an ancient, elder creature made of wood and moss. The warlock replica may not have resembled the being entirely, but it was close enough. As I focused even more intently on the replica, I learned it feared water above anything else, and an idea suddenly sprung to mind. 
 
    “Glacio!” I cried out.  
 
    As soon as the blue light hit the warlock hybrid right in the chest, its entire body began to turn into ice, and it was unable to do anything about it. It was still paralyzed by my prior spell, and as the frost engulfed its entire moss-covered body, it started to break apart. Shards of ice fell from its shattering frame, and then the entire being came crumbling down into the blood-red sand.  
 
    When there was nothing left but bits and pieces of ice on the ground, the whole class began to applaud and cheer.  
 
    I slowly turned around to face them, but as my muscles were limp as wet noodles, and my head was dizzy. Everything was blurry, and a cold chill crept up my spine as I tried to move forward.  
 
    “Cole?” Vanessa asked.  
 
    I tried to answer her, but hot bile rose up into my throat, and my hands were cold and trembling. It took me a moment to compose myself, but I finally faced the class with a steady body and neutral expression. 
 
    “Yes?” I answered as if nothing was wrong.  
 
    “How do you feel?” she questioned with concerned blue eyes. 
 
    “Honestly?” I chuckled. “Like complete shit.” 
 
    “That’s normal,” she said with a small nod. “Using ancient magic will take a heavy toll on the body.”  
 
    That was a fucking understatement. I felt like I was on the verge of death, and it took all my willpower not to collapse into unconsciousness.  
 
    But there was no way in hell I would fall before the class. Not now when they needed me the most. 
 
    “So…” I said with a broad grin, “who’s next?”  
 
    Faye’s freckled hand shot up into the air, and I gestured for her to stand by my side. The redhead was breathing hard and fast, and her entire body was pulsating with excitement as she stood next to me.  
 
    “Aim at the cell next to Cole’s,” Vanessa shouted. “I’ll bring up the door.” 
 
    Faye quickly raised her wand into the air, aimed it at the confined prison, and then took a sharp, quick breath. 
 
    “Keep your mind open,” I reminded her. “Do not fear or panic… I’m here by your side.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” she whispered without taking her eyes off the door.  
 
    A moment later, the cell door slowly began to lift open, and then a warlock hybrid came rushing in Faye’s direction. It was part man, but its skin was rough like a serpent, and it had small beady eyes like a rodent.  
 
    The redhead didn’t take a step back or falter in any way as she kept her greenish-golden eyes fixated on the mysterious, mutated being. Then, when it was a few feet away from her, she raised her wand even higher, and with a strong and steady hand, she recited the spell. 
 
    “Praeteritum!”  
 
    The hybrid came to a stop when a blast of yellow light hit it right in the middle of his chest, and then it crouched down into the dirt as if something had just stabbed it right in the heart. The replica began to scream and clutch onto his head as if he were experiencing a violent headache, and he groaned, mumbled incoherently, and then wailed as if he were a wounded, helpless child, separated from his mother’s arms.  
 
    When I turned to look at Faye, her eyes brimmed with tears, and her freckled face was completely flushed. She was clearly in terrible pain, but she continued to keep her eyes on the replica.  
 
    “Now… recite the premonition spell,” I whispered. “Defeat it once and for all.”  
 
    Faye nodded, and it seemed to take every ounce of her strength to do so. After a moment, the determined redhead raised her wand even higher as she focused on the withering replica.  
 
    “Solis!” Faye yelled in a firm voice.  
 
    A pale light seeped out from the tip of the redhead’s wand and went flying in the replica’s direction. When it hit him in the eye, he howled and then stumbled back as the light began to peel off his scaly skin. Then he started to melt, and I watched with fascination as he crumbled to the ground and turned into a soppy, green puddle.  
 
    “Excellent, Miss Faye!” Vanessa called out as she clapped her hands together. 
 
    Faye breathed a sigh of relief, but then she fell backward, and I had to catch her. Her eyes were squinting up into the sky, but at least they were open. She was pale, though, and sweat dripped along her freckled face.  
 
    “Master,” she breathed. “I can barely feel my body.” 
 
    “But you did it,” I whispered as I helped her back to her feet. “You kicked that fucker’s ass.”  
 
    “I guess I did,” she weakly chuckled, “didn’t I?” 
 
    “What spell was that?” I asked as the color slowly returned to her flawless face. 
 
    “A sunlight spell,” she answered in a proud tone. “It mimics the light from the sun… and apparently, that was his one true weakness.”  
 
    “Alright,” Vanessa’s stern voice rang through the air. “Now that we’ve had demonstrations, this group shall remain on the north end of the pit, and I’ll take care of the south end. Cole, do you think you can manage?”  
 
    “Of course, Professor,” I answered.  
 
    “Very good,” she said, but I could detect a small ounce of concern in her voice. “Alright, get to it. Today, you’re just as responsible as I am for these witches. Understood?” 
 
    “Perfectly,” I responded, and the professor flashed me a small smile before she guided her group to the other end of the pit.  
 
    I stood by and took my time with each witch as they faced a different replica. I remained obediently by their sides and guided them through the lesson, and after hours, the sky darkened, and a frigid wind swept through the pit. All the witches were trembling, and finally, Vanessa decided it was enough practice for one day.  
 
    “Everyone, gather here,” she commanded from the middle of the pit. 
 
    The students slowly retreated to the center, and each witch looked completely white-washed and deathly exhausted.  
 
    I sensed their pain, and as I tried to remain steady and on my feet, something dark and excruciatingly painful took over my entire body. My eyes felt as if they were about to melt from my sockets, and my blood ran ice cold. Suddenly, I couldn’t move, and my head began to swim as my eyesight grew blurry. 
 
    “Cole?” I heard someone say, but I was so out of it, I didn’t even recognize their voice. “Cole… what’s wrong?” 
 
    I tried to answer, but my mouth was dry, and then I lost my footing and fell to the ground. Witches all screamed my name, and I could feel them running to my side.  
 
    My body was numb as if I were made of stone, and the last thing I heard before my world went entirely black was the sound of a familiar woman calling out my name. 
 
    Follow me, Cole… I have something to show you. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 14 
 
    Within the blink of an eye, my world became nothing but darkness, and I was pulled into a cold, numbing void where I couldn’t feel anything. If I had a body, I was no longer inside it. My mind, my consciousness, my memories, all of it seemed to be lost within a vortex of the unknown. Shadow and icy captivity were grasping me by my throat, like frozen skeletal fingers, and for a moment, I wondered if I was dead.  
 
    Cole, the woman from the painting echoed. Open your eyes.  
 
    I tried to open my mouth to argue and tell her it was impossible for me to even move or feel anything, but the effort was futile. 
 
    Cole, she repeated. Be strong… follow my voice and open your eyes. I have something important to show you.  
 
    It would have been easier to drown in the overwhelming darkness that surrounded me and simply surrender myself to the hungry shadows, which seemed desperate to consume my body and soul.  
 
    But fuck that. She was right, I had to fight it.  
 
    I forced myself to peel my heavy eyelids open, and when I did, I was staring up at a raven-black sky brimming with blood-red stars and a full, yellow moon. The wind was cool, but not frigid, and the air was still as stone.  
 
    I had no idea where I was or if I was in some dream or a different realm. The last things I could remember were the elder replicas and the pit. 
 
    How the hell did I get here? 
 
    I strained to pull myself up from the wet earth and struggled to stand up on my feet. My legs trembled when I finally managed to pull myself upright, and then I took another look around. 
 
    “Hello?” I called out. “Where are you?”  
 
    I’m with you, her mesmerizing voice echoed inside my head. The question is… where are you? Or maybe a better question is, who are you? 
 
    My entire body tensed up, and as I tried to gather my bearings, it felt as if a thousand icy needles were prickling at my skin. Wherever I was, it seemed eerily familiar and frighteningly foreign to me at the same time. I was standing amidst thick, heavy smoke, and when the black mist slowly began to clear, I thought I could make out silhouettes in the vague distance.  
 
    “I-I don’t know,” I said aloud. “I don’t remember much, but I feel as if I’ve been here before, but everything is so murky--” 
 
    You’re standing on the unholy ground of your home, she answered. This… is a glimpse of a future which I hope you will never have to see.  
 
    “What are you talking about?” I asked, and I could feel the blood drain from my face.  
 
    Look closer, Cole, she whispered softly. You will see.  
 
    Instead of pushing her for more vague responses, I took a step back and then studied my alien surroundings. It slowly began to snow, but as specks landed on my face, I realized it was ash raining from the sky.  
 
    I took in a shaky breath as the vision cleared, and horror overcame my body when I learned I was standing amidst a pile of stone rubble and chaos, but what truly made my blood grow cold were the countless piles of bones and charred bodies. I narrowed my eyes at the devastating vision before me and willed myself not to scream into the black sky hovering above my head.  
 
    This was Scholomance, and everything and everyone within the castle was dead and long gone.  
 
    “What the hell is this?” I demanded in a shaky voice.  
 
    This is what will become of your beloved school, your precious coven, and everything you hold dear to your cold heart should the elder gods win, she explained in a tender tone. This will be the end of the Wicca era as we know it. It will be the end of Satan.  
 
    “Are you saying the future is already set in stone?” I asked in a faint voice.  
 
    Oh, no, my dearest Cole, the woman answered. You are the key to ensuring the survival of all Wicca kind. You must continue to prepare your people for what is about to come. The elders are planning to attack, and soon.  
 
    “When?” I demanded. “How much longer do we have, exactly?”  
 
    Not much longer, she said in an ominous voice.  
 
    My eyes wandered around the unbearable scene, and bile rose up into my throat when I saw a line of wooden stakes off in the distance. My feet were heavy as stone as I forced myself to approach them, and my heart beat like a thunderous drum as I willed myself to get closer and not turn back.  
 
    I knew whatever I was about to see, the image would never leave my mind.  
 
    When I was just inches away from the stakes, I dropped to my knees and swallowed the scream threatening to leave my trembling lips. 
 
    “No,” I breathed as I stared at the burned bodies in front of me. 
 
    Morgana, Faye, Vesta, Akira, and Penelope were all strung up on perfectly erect wooden stakes, and their charred, lifeless bodies hung limply above me. My entire body went ice cold, and I felt everything and nothing at once. 
 
    How the hell could they be dead? There was no way they could have been murdered, not with the blood pact to protect them, unless this vision meant I was dead, too.  
 
    That could be the only explanation, and it made my blood turn to ice. 
 
    “This will never happen,” I said once I found my voice. “I’d sooner spend an eternity in purgatory than allow anything to happen to my coven or Scholomance.”  
 
    I know, she responded. I just needed you to remember that.  
 
    Before I could say another word, the horrifying vision before me slowly began to dissolve into smoke. Then my entire body jolted back as if I were being sucked into the eye of a mighty and deadly storm. All darkness vanished in the blink of an eye, and then I could feel my body become whole once more, but my world was still black as night. 
 
    “Cole?” I heard a clear and familiar voice say above me. “Cole, can you hear me?”  
 
    “Yes,” I heard myself groan before I even opened my eyes. 
 
    “He’s awake!” another calming and memorable voice called out.  
 
    My body ached, my head was throbbing, and my mouth was incredibly dry, but at least I knew I was back in the real world. I forced myself to open my eyes, and when I did, my loyal and beautiful coven were all staring down at me with wide, relieved eyes and small smiles. My eyes drifted around the room, and I sighed with pure relief when I realized I was in the infirmary and not in my worst nightmare.  
 
    “Cole,” Vesta purred before she gently took my hand and then stroked it with her light purple fingertips, “how are you feeling?” 
 
    “Not too hot,” I chuckled before I forced myself to sit up. “How long have I been here?” 
 
    “For a day,” Morgana replied as she chewed on her red lower lip. “We were so worried about you.” 
 
    “You just fucking passed out in the pit,” Akira explained as she sat on the edge of my narrow, white bed. “We’d seen you lose consciousness before, but there was something different about this time.” 
 
    “How so?” I questioned. 
 
    “You’re eyes just rolled into the back of your head, and you were mumbling in different tongues,” Penelope answered and tucked a long, loose strand of orange hair behind her ear.  
 
    “It was absolutely terrifying,” Faye whispered as she fumbled with my nightgown collar. “We thought… well, we weren’t sure what to think.”  
 
    “You shouldn’t have worried,” I said with a cocksure grin. “You can’t get rid of me that easily.”  
 
    My women chuckled faintly at my response, but then Morgana’s pale blue eyes met mine, and I knew what she was about to ask me. 
 
    “Cole,” the bookish brunette began in a soft voice. “Was it the woman from the painting? Did she pull you into another vision?” 
 
    I took in a deep breath and then forced myself to meet their concerned gazes. 
 
    “Yes,” I confessed after a moment. 
 
    “Well?” Akira pushed impatiently after I didn’t immediately elaborate. “What happened?”  
 
    I opened my mouth and desperately tried to find the words to explain the horror I encountered, but it was difficult. Their bright eyes were fixated on me as I struggled to speak, and I knew I had to be honest with them.  
 
    “I saw Scholomance… it was… gone,” I started, “everything was burnt to the ground.” 
 
    “By the elder gods?” Penelope questioned in a low, terrified voice.  
 
    “Yes,” I continued quickly, “but it wasn’t a future set in stone. It was more of a warning.” 
 
    My coven all exchanged panicked glances with one another, and the air between us grew heavy with painful silence.  
 
    “I don’t know about the rest of you,” Akira finally growled, “but I’ll be damned if those fuckers burn the school to the ground.”  
 
    “Akira’s right,” Morgana added, and her blue eyes burned with a fierce determination. “Cole, what can we do? Just name it, and it will be done.”  
 
    I glanced around the infirmary again, and I could tell it was early morning by the pale sunlight streaming in through the windows. We had a class to attend, and there was no fucking time to waste.  
 
    “I’m getting out of this damn bed,” I grunted. “We have class.”  
 
    “But Cole,” Faye argued in a soft voice. “You look like death. You should probably rest.” 
 
    “Fuck that,” I replied as a shook my head. “I’ll be fine… Morgana, which class do we have? My head is still a little fuzzy.”  
 
    “Err, Necromancy,” she answered with a small frown, “but--”  
 
    “Perfect,” I said as I swung the sheets off the bed and then planted my bare feet on the cold floor.  
 
    My body was begging me to lay back down, but instead, I shoved the weakness aside and then looked at the empty beds in the infirmary.  
 
    Wait…  
 
    “Where’s the headmistress?” I asked in a rushed voice. 
 
    “She’s fine,” Vesta whispered in a soothing tone, “she’s probably in her office. She was here just minutes before you woke up.”  
 
    “I’ll need to talk to her after class,” I said. “There is still plenty of training which needs to be completed, and we have to act quickly. Time is of the essence. Now, I’ll meet the rest of you in Crimson’s classroom.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” they collectively responded before they swept out of the room.  
 
    I watched my loyal coven leave the infirmary, and when I glanced at the chair by my small cot, I was relieved to see one of them left me a fresh set of clothing to change into. I quickly peeled off my nightgown and began to dress, but as I was buttoning up my shirt, there was a small knock on the door, and when my eyes landed on the doorway, I was mildly surprised to see the beautiful, blue-skinned Nyx standing there with wide, violet eyes and a confused frown.  
 
    “Ah, cool, you’re awake,” she said with a small laugh, “and already getting out of bed, it seems.”  
 
    “That would be correct,” I answered. 
 
    Her glittering eyes slowly trailed from my face and down to my exposed chest, and I could see a deep, cerulean blush spreading across her face as she marveled at my body.  
 
    “Do you like what you see?” I smirked.  
 
    “What?” she asked as her color deepened. “Err, I-I-I just wanted to see how you were doing, not that I was super worried or anything, but, you know…”  
 
    “Well, thank you.” I grinned as I slowly buttoned up my shirt. “I’m much better now.” 
 
    “How did you get those scars?” she asked, but she was still unable to meet my eyes. “If you don’t mind me asking… they’re kind of badass.”  
 
    “It’s a long story,” I replied with a shrug. “Perhaps one of these nights when you’re feeling bored and lonely, you can come up to my room, and we can talk about it.”  
 
    “I’m not sure about that,” she said as she stared at the floor. “I’m not really a part of your coven, but I mean, I’m not opposed to the idea, either. Since leaving Vipera, I just really feel like I haven’t found my true place… which sucks, but it is what it is… and I’m totally rambling right now, aren’t I?”  
 
    “Yeah,” I chuckled as I pressed my hand against the wall next to her so she was only a few inches away from my chest, “but you could be a part of a coven, you know. Just say the word.”  
 
    “I-I--” she stuttered as her eyes went wide, but I raised my finger to her lips. 
 
    “Let’s talk about it later,” I purred. “Come on, we have to get to class.” 
 
    “Totally,” she cleared her throat before she lazily swung around and began to stroll down the hall.  
 
    I followed the unperturbed, blue witch out the door, and we walked in silence down to Professor Crimson’s classroom. We were halfway there when Nyx suddenly stopped in her tracks and then grabbed my hand. 
 
    “Cole,” she said as she slowly lifted her plum-colored eyes to meet mine, “do you think we can do this? I mean… do you really think we stand a chance against the elder gods? I know I come off as carefree, cool, and collected, but I’m just as worried as everyone else.” 
 
    “Yes,” I replied without missing a beat. “We have no other choice but to protect ourselves and fight tooth and nail to stay alive. I promise you, we will not let those motherfuckers win.” 
 
    At that moment, her worried eyes glittered with hope, and then she smiled at me.  
 
    “You seem so damn sure,” she chuckled. “I’m digging the energy.”  
 
    “Because I am,” I said before I squeezed her hand. “Now. come on, we don’t want to be late.” 
 
    She nodded and then quickly let go of my hand before we continued on our way. When we finally reached the classroom door, and I pushed it open, everyone was already in their seats with parchment pulled out and quills at the ready. The room was silent, every woman’s mouth was set in a firm line, and all eyes landed on me when we strolled inside.  
 
    “Let’s sit over there,” Nyx whispered before she pointed to my coven, the twins, and Beatrix.  
 
    They were all seated near the front of the room, and when they saw us, their eyes twinkled with pride as they gestured for us to come over.  
 
    “Master,” Vesta purred as soon as I sat down, “are you sure you’re alright?” 
 
    “I’m great,” I answered. “In fact, I’m more than great… I’m fucking fantastic, and we’re going to conquer today’s lesson… right?” 
 
    “Yes, master,” my coven responded with small smiles and deep nods.  
 
    “I’m curious to see what Professor Crimson has planned for us,” Morgana said after a moment.  
 
    I studied the deep red walls, the cherry wood desk, and the gleaming black marble floors, and then I looked back at my coven. 
 
    “Whatever it is,” I responded, “I’m sure it will be unlike anything we’ve done before.” 
 
    “And you would be correct, Cole,” a familiar voice by the doorway announced. 
 
    We all turned our heads to look at Professor Crimson as she leaned against the doorframe with a heavy red book in her pale hands, and there was a small, demure smile plastered on the sexy professor’s flawless face. Today, she was wearing a long, flowing red gown that matched her ruby red hair and hugged her curves, and her bright red eyes darted around the classroom before she strolled over to her desk and then set the heavy book down.  
 
    “Well, well, well,” she drawled. “I must say, I do love walking into such an organized and poised classroom. I hope everyone is prepared for a very grueling but rewarding lesson today.”  
 
    “Yes, Professor,” the class responded in unison.  
 
    “Excellent.” She grinned. “Now, I know you all have your parchment at the ready, so let us begin.”  
 
    I hadn’t come prepared with anything, but before I could say a word, Morgana discreetly shoved a piece of golden parchment and a quill in my direction. 
 
    “Thanks,” I whispered as I flashed her a quick wink.  
 
    “Of course,” she said with a satisfied smirk.  
 
    “Now,” Professor Crimson began, “today, we will be focusing on resurrection, but not just any type of resurrection. We will be initiating something which has not been done for years… centuries, in fact.” 
 
    The room was deadly silent as the alluring professor paced back and forth across her desk with her hands folded behind her, and her red eyes carefully studied the room before she stopped striding and then raised her chin up into the air.  
 
    “We will be bringing back witches from the dead,” she explained, “and not just any witches. We will be summoning witches who were killed by elder gods and magic.”  
 
     I briefly wondered what the difference was between raising witches who’d been killed by elder magic, and raising witches who once used elder magic. The class must have been wondering the same thing, because they immediately began to mutter amongst themselves, but Professor Crimson wasn’t having any of it. She quickly clapped her hands together, and then the students fell deadly silent once more.  
 
    “Silence,” she commanded. “I know it seems like an impossible endeavor to complete, but I assure you that it will be done if we can work collectively and intently together. Am I understood?”  
 
    “Yes, Professor,” the room echoed in obedient voices.  
 
    “Very good.” She nodded. “Now, take notes, and be quick about it. We won’t be wasting too much time in the classroom.”  
 
    “Fuck, she means business,” Akira muttered by my side. 
 
    “No shit,” Penelope agreed as quietly as possible. 
 
    “Now, we are all well aware how elder gods hunted and killed our kind, primarily during the first dawn,” the scarlet-haired professor stated, “and we know it is considered highly dangerous to bring any being back to life… or rather, it is nearly impossible to resurrect anything killed by elder magic. Who can tell me why? And please, a quick and concise response will do.”  
 
    As we all predicted, Morgana’s hand shot up into the air as quick as a bolt of lightning, and Crimson’s piercing eyes landed right on the bookish brunette within a flash.  
 
    “Yes, Miss Morgana?” she asked. 
 
    “Lethal elder magic, or more specifically, their infamous death spells, usually destroy the souls of witches entirely,” Morgana explained quickly. “It kills the soul so a witch cannot enter hell or even purgatory. They are simply lost in a void of darkness.”  
 
    “Correct.” Professor Crimson nodded. “It is the worst fate imaginable, but today, we are going to go where other witches have not dared ventured before… we will be entering the nullius terram, and we will bring back an entire army.”  
 
    When those words left her deep red lips, the entire class gasped in shock and looked at each other with quizzical expressions on their faces.  
 
    “Unholy shit,” Akira muttered next to me.  
 
    When I turned to look at the women, each had turned a shade paler, and their lips were quivering. I’d never heard of this realm before, but I could tell it was a place no one wanted to step into. 
 
    “I know,” Professor Crimson said as she shook her head, “but these are desperate times, and now, we must prevail. I want you all to pay awfully close attention because there will be no room for error.” 
 
    The class nodded slowly in agreement as Professor Crimson quickly opened the forbidden book and then lifted it up into her arms. Her bright eyes flicked downward before she continued. 
 
    “When you first step foot on the holy soil of nullius terram, one must first remove the barrier which has been placed deep into the earth,” she read. “This practice requires a collection of unholy, Satan-worshipping souls, and they must have their black hearts opened to the darkness. Together, they must aim their wands into the sky and recant the words, ‘obice praevaricator.’ Once the earth has stopped shaking and has come to a standstill, a circle must be formed, and hands must be joined in blood. With the bodies of our beloved sisters buried deep within the bowels of the earth, the only way to bring them back, both in body and unholy soul, is by uttering the words, ‘sanctum istum.’”  
 
    Professor Crimson’s eyes lifted to meet the class, and it felt as if everyone forgot how to breathe. The confident Crimson then closed her book and regarded every one with a serene smile. 
 
    “Was that clear?” she asked with an arched red eyebrow. “Do I need to repeat myself? I didn’t see much note-taking… so I’m assuming you all remember the spells. Not to mention the state of consciousness the women will be in. As soon as they rise from the dead, they will feel inclined to tear into our flesh and rob us of our souls. Their first instinct will be to kill, so we must remain calm. If we lose control, try to run away, or show any indication we fear them, they will surely murder us. Is that understood?” 
 
    No one said a word, and Professor Crimson flung her hands dramatically up into the air before she placed them on her wide hips. 
 
    “Have you all gone deaf?” she snapped. “Are we in full understanding, or do I need to repeat myself?”  
 
    “No, Professor,” the class responded in a whisper.  
 
    “Excellent,” she answered before she set the book down on her desk. “Then, let’s not waste another moment.”  
 
    Professor Crimson snapped her fingers, and seconds later, the class was filled with a familiar purple smoke, and I could feel my sore body tumbling and turning through realms. This venture must have been a long one because I could feel myself flying through countless worlds and realms, and I was violently thrust through various vortexes.  
 
    Finally, when the world came to an abrupt halt and the purple mist cleared, all I could see was red. Everything, including the sky, the soil, and the naked trees was a deep scarlet. The air felt thick, moist, and gory, as if there were a million particles of blood drifting through the atmosphere.  
 
    “Satan,” Akira panted as she stood by my side. “I can barely breathe.” 
 
    “That’s because the air is mixed with blood,” Morgana coughed.  
 
    “It even tastes metallic,” Penelope added.  
 
    “It’s abhorrent,” Vesta heaved. “I cannot imagine being buried in such a distasteful place.” 
 
    “It’s not as if they had a choice,” Faye pointed out.  
 
    “Totally lame,” Nyx groaned. “I’d hate to be here for all fucking eternity.” 
 
    “Enough chatter,” Professor Crimson said, and if it weren’t for her pale skin, she would appear to be a part of the realm itself. “Everyone gather into a circle and be quick about it!” 
 
    Hundreds of witches rushed to form a circle, and I could sense their fear and hesitation as they stared at the blood-colored sky and vast, empty red plains. I could also feel death and despair radiating from the soil beneath my boots, and it sent an ominous chill up my spine.  
 
    “Do not join hands just yet,” Professor Crimson ordered as we stood as still as obedient soldiers. “On the count of three, we will recite the first part of the spell… am I clear? And remember, you must open your hearts to the darkness and allow Satan to penetrate your souls. This is the only way this will work.” 
 
    “Yes, Professor,” the students all responded at once.  
 
    Professor Crimson glanced around the circle and then lifted her red eyes toward the sky. She took in a deep breath and stared straight ahead, with pursed lips and determined, glittering eyes. Then she slowly raised her wand into the sky, and each witch followed.  
 
    I lifted my arm and gazed at the dark, bloody sky and prayed to Satan this would work. 
 
    Our lives depended on it.  
 
    “One, two… three!” the red-haired professor shouted at the top of her lungs.  
 
    “Obice praevaricator!” we all cried out.  
 
    When the spell rang through the air, a sudden, heart-stopping crack of lightning split the ruby red sky, and then thick drops of warm blood began to pour down on us. The air grew violent, and it tried to knock us off our feet, but we remained upright and steady. 
 
    “Fight it!” Professor Crimson screamed. “Now, cut into your skin and be fucking quick about it!”  
 
    Each witch turned their wand to the palm of their hand, and a collective echo of the spell ‘secare’ rang through the screeching air.  
 
    A deep gash sliced across the palm of my hand, and without being told, we all shoved our wands into our waistbands and then quickly joined hands. Akira and Penelope were by my side, and when I grabbed their warm, sticky hands, we didn’t dare take our eyes off Professor Crimson.  
 
    “Now!” the resolute professor cried out over the hissing and howling wind.  
 
    “Sanctum istum!” we shouted the final part of the incantation with all our vehemence and determination.  
 
    The furious thunder cracked through the ruby-colored sky, and then the red ground began to tremble and crack beneath our feet. We all jumped back as the cerise earth started to split open, and ghoulish pale hands with thick blue veins shot up from the openings. Orbs of hungry fire began to rain down from the sky, witches screamed as they dodged the flames, and even Professor Crimson looked deeply concerned.  
 
    When I glanced downward, I caught a pair of bright, yellow, malicious eyes staring up at me, and I took a large step back. Countless naked, decaying, half-charred bodies started to emerge from the red earth, and when I looked into their faces, I saw hundreds of fierce, hungry, and vengeful eyes.  
 
    My heart sank as I slowly reached for my wand because, at that moment, I realized these resurrected women weren’t there to help us.  
 
    They were ready to kill us and devour our souls. Just as Professor Crimson had warned us.  
 
    “Everyone, remain calm!” Professor Crimson screamed over the chaos. “If you want to live, keep yourselves level-headed! Do not show them any ounce of fear!”                
 
    At first, the students remained still and seemingly calm as they stood by the ruby-red professor’s side, but there were hundreds of us, and I had a feeling someone was going to lose their composure. I could see it in their eyes and feel the shift of terrified energy growing in the air. If someone lost their head, I knew Professor Crimson couldn’t protect all of us on her own. 
 
    Not against an undead army of this magnitude. 
 
    Then, just as I feared, a high-pitched scream filled the air, and when I turned to locate the source, I saw a short-haired witch with dark green hair and reptilian skin shove Professor Crimson roughly aside and try to run in the other direction.  
 
    Crimson’s scarlet eyes went wide with shock and fury, and she snatched the panicking witch by the arm and then raised her voice loudly enough for the rest of us to hear.  
 
    “What the hell do you think you’re doing?” she demanded.  
 
    Before the terrified witch could respond, deep, resonating growls rumbled through the air, and I saw how the army of undead women were now glaring right at us. I could see the untamed hunger in their eyes and feel their unrelenting and unquenchable thirst for fresh blood.  
 
    And now, since someone had shown fear, I knew they were preparing to tear us into a thousand, bloody pieces.  
 
    “Fuck,” I muttered as the army of undead witches seemed to shift toward us. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 15 
 
    “Now what do we do?” the green-haired, reptilian witch screamed. “We’re all going to die!” 
 
    “Shut the fuck up,” Crimson snapped.  
 
    As the undead women edged closer, I knew we had to do something, and now.  
 
    As I gazed upon the atrocious looking women with their pale, ghoulish skin and red-rimmed yellow eyes, I knew I would have to be the one to take control of the situation before they decided to devour us, or worse. The undead army was stumbling closer toward us, and deep resonating growls echoed in their chests. Their putrid smell wafted through the air, and the closer they approached, the more time we were losing.  
 
    I had to act now.  
 
    So, I took a tentative step forward and then raised my wand in their direction. 
 
    “Cole!” Crimson called out. “Just what the hell do you think you’re doing?” 
 
    “What needs to be done,” I whispered to myself.  
 
    “Master, no, please don’t!” I heard my coven shout, and when I could hear them running toward me, I sharply turned around and faced them. 
 
    “It’s alright!” I shouted. “Stay back and help protect the others… I’ve got this, just watch my back and stay where you are. I need you to be my extra pair of eyes.”  
 
    Their pale faces and troubled eyes were fixated on me, and if it weren’t for the blood pact, I knew they would run to my side regardless. However, they must have sensed the determination and confidence in my voice because their eyes softened with understanding before they nodded and then raised their wands in defense. Each of my loyal witches, as well as Nyx, Beatrix, and the twins, all stood by Professor’s Crimson’s side and protected the hundreds of witches behind them. 
 
    The sky continued to rain fire, and I knew I could use it to my advantage. The hideous, walking corpses were emerging from the ground and closing in on me, but I stood my ground. I could smell their raw, putrid skin, and the army of the risen dead grew nearer. Then I looked up at the blazing sky, and with all my willpower, I summoned the inferno to do my dark bidding. I pictured the flames building up on the ground, to create a flaming barrier between myself and the ravenous, risen women, and I closed my eyes and embraced the evil that surrounded us entirely.  
 
    “Cole!” Processor Crimson screamed again. “We need to leave!”  
 
    “No,” I shouted back without looking at her. “Don’t you dare shadow port us out of here, I have a plan.”  
 
    Now that the holy air had vanished, all I could feel was pure darkness, evil, and vengeance, but these feelings were misplaced by the undead witches. I could sense their energy and their desire to seek revenge against the elders who placed them beneath holy soil, and at this moment, all they wanted to do was kill for the sake of it.  
 
    I needed to change that. I had to remind them the revenge they sought was against the elder gods who put them here, and not us. Once I reminded them of their true enemy, I knew they would be on our side.  
 
    So, I closed my eyes, and once again, I envisioned a scorching barrier to separate these women and my people. I willed the elements to do my bidding, and as soon as I felt I had total control, I did what I needed to do. 
 
    Motus. 
 
    Suddenly, the flames from the sky descended from above and then cast a blazing wall between them and us. The undead women stopped in their tracks, and then they began to screech in pain and anguish as they stared at the element that took their lives so very long ago.  
 
    I could feel their despair, grief, and will to destroy those who wronged them so very long ago. I could sense it as if it were my own burden to bear.  
 
    “Listen to me!” I cried out. “I can sense your pain, your agony, and your desire for vengeance. Believe me, I feel the same, which is why we have released you from a fate worse than death itself. We have broken the elder curse, which was placed on you for centuries. Now… we need you to aid us. We need your help to defeat the elders once and for all. War is on the horizon, and we desperately need your aid. Will you fight alongside us and ensure elder blood stains the earth? Will you see them suffer, just as you have suffered?”  
 
    The half charred and decomposed women ceased their shrieking, and suddenly, the air grew quiet. The only sound that filled the air was the crackling of the flames and my own heavy breathing, but their bloodshot eyes peered deeply into mine, and I knew I had their undivided attention.  
 
    “Will you help us?” I repeated. “By my unholy word, you will taste elder blood and take their souls. I promise it… but first, you must join us. You must serve me and become our obedient allies. Do you accept the terms?”  
 
    As I stared into the hundreds of eyes focused solely on me, I could feel a sudden shift in the air. The sky’s anger slowly ceased, and the fire that fell from the sky turned to rain. As the water poured down on the resurrected women and the barrier I created, the flames slowly died down, but something incredible also happened.  
 
    The undead and unrecognizable women slowly began to change, and I watched with fascination as their blackened and burned skin began to return to beautiful shades of cream, lavender, rose, and sage green. Their decomposed flesh vanished, and long, flowing hair began to grow from their scabbed, bare scalps, as life slowly returned to their eyes. Their naked bodies molded back into their youthful forms, and each one began to slowly turn to look at the others as if they couldn’t believe what was happening. They awed and marveled at their bewitching forms, and their eyes were filled with a flicker of hope and possibility.  
 
    When the fire finally died, I took several steps toward the beautiful army of witches and then extended my hand. One of the women, with long, golden-blonde hair and piercing silver eyes, came closer to me, and her blood-red lips were trembling. 
 
    “Who… who are you?” she asked when she took my hand. “Please, tell us your name.”  
 
    “I’m Cole, and I’m the one who is willing to give you another chance at life,” I answered as I stared into her glittering eyes. “Do you see the women behind me? We all came here together to bring you back to life. You’re finally free and reborn.”  
 
    The mysterious woman seemed to be at a loss for words, but then she gently pulled her hand away and turned to look at the women behind her. Their eyes were no longer filled with a lost sense of purpose, and when she turned back to look at me, her mouth curled up into a vibrant smile.  
 
    “We’ll follow you to the ends of the earth,” she said. “Not only have you summoned us back into our unholy vessels, but we long for the vengeance you speak of. We have spent years in pure darkness, in a world worse than death, and now we will do whatever you ask of us. We are forever in your debt.”  
 
    “Excellent,” I responded as my entire body flooded with relief. “Then come along. You should meet the rest of your new sisters. They also spilled their blood to ensure your full resurrection.”  
 
    The beautiful blonde witch nodded deeply and then gestured for her resurrected sisters to follow her, and when I led the risen women back to the students and Professor Crimson, excitement rose through the air. Students began to feverishly whisper amongst themselves, and it seemed like no one could hide their smiles. After several minutes of mixing the resurrected women together with the witches of Scholomance, Professor Crimson took a step in front of the massive crowd and then raised her hands up into the air. 
 
    “Praise Satan!” she cried out. “We have grown our army… let us return to Scholomance to celebrate this victory and provide clothing and food for our new sisters. However, there is something I must take care of first …”  
 
    The professor’s scarlet eyes turned an even darker shade of red as she glared at the short-haired, green witch who’d started this whole mess. The student knew she’d fucked up, and she raised her hands in defense as Professor Crimson marched over to her.  
 
    “No, professor, please!” the student wailed with wide eyes. “I’m sorry--” 
 
    “Excorio fructus eius tamquam aperto!” Crimson screamed in a terrifying voice as she pointed her wand at the quivering witch.  
 
    The air instantly grew icy cold, and in the next moment, the green-haired student’s eyes went glassy and vacant, and her emerald lips parted open in pain and shock. Perhaps she was trying to scream out in agony, but no sound left her mouth. Instead, her hair began to fall from her scalp in clumps, and her skin began to unfold inside out. Her bones and muscles were exposed and then quickly melted into a puddle of gore and blood.  
 
    For a long moment, no one said a word, or even dared to breathe as we stared at the dead, liquified witch.  
 
    “If any student ever disobeys one of my orders again,” Crimson finally growled, “this will be your fate. You all are lucky Cole risked his neck to save us, since none of you besides his coven would have done the same. Now, as I was saying… let us return home with our new army! Huzzah!”  
 
    Then the ruby-haired professor snapped her fingers, and we were sent flying back to the academy. Within minutes, we landed in the banquet hall, and when we arrived, the room was completely empty. The new women marveled and gasped as they stared around the expansive room, and elevated chatter filled the air as the Scholomance students did their best to make them feel welcomed.  
 
    Professor Crimson immediately approached me and then placed a gentle hand on my shoulder before she looked deep into my eyes and slowly smiled.  
 
    “Well done, Cole,” she whispered. “I’m going to find Headmistress Theodora and summon the other professors to provide clothing and food. You’re in charge until I return.”  
 
    “Of course, Professor,” I replied with a deep nod.  
 
    She flashed me another mesmerizing smile before she spun her red skirts and then floated out of the banquet hall.  
 
    I took in a deep breath and looked around in relief and satisfaction.  
 
    We’d really fucking done it.  
 
    “Cole, that was so freaking cool!” Nyx gasped as she jumped in front of me. “I thought I was tripping back there, but Satan, you really took control of the situation like a total badass. I’m impressed, and I can’t believe I ever doubted your kickass skills.”  
 
    My coven, Nyx, Beatrix, and the twins huddled around me, and each woman gazed at me as if I were their dark lord and savior.  
 
    Which, I guess I was.  
 
    “Well, I never doubted him for a moment,” Akira scoffed..  
 
    “Neither did I,” Faye remarked with a twinkle of pride in her golden-green eyes.  
 
    “Can you believe how beautiful those women are?” Vesta purred as she glanced around the room. “I mean… considering how disgusting they were when they first emerged from the soil.” 
 
    “They were dead for centuries, Vesta,” Penelope chuckled. “Even you wouldn’t be looking your finest.”  
 
    “Oh, I doubt that,” the elvish witch giggled as she tossed back her long, flowing green hair. “I’m always going to be the picture of perfection.”  
 
    We all laughed as we glanced around the crowded room, and right then, I thought things were finally falling into place.  
 
    “Now that we’ve grown an army, and learned the most important blood and premonition spells… do you think we’re ready to take on whatever is coming our way?” Morgana asked with a small frown.  
 
    “Don’t forget about the dragons,” Faye added.  
 
    “Still,” the bookish brunette said as she chewed on her lower lip. “Do you believe we’re prepared, master?”  
 
    “We still have Shadow with Professor Luna,” I reminded her, “and we need to spend every waking moment practicing. I don’t believe we’re in the clear yet, but still, we’ve made impressive progress.” 
 
    “And it’s all thanks to you, Cole.” Beatrix grinned.  
 
    “Yeah,” the twins remarked simultaneously.  
 
    “Thanks, everyone,” I replied as I rubbed the back of my neck, “but like I said, we’re not out of the woods just yet.”  
 
    “Oh, Cole,” Morgana whispered as she tugged on my sleeve, “look, the headmistress is staring right at us. I think she wants to speak with you.”  
 
    I craned my neck and spotted the headmistress looking right at me as the other professors came in with piles of robes folded neatly in their hands. The color had returned to Theodora’s beautiful face, and her bruises and cuts were gone. She appeared to be back to her usual self, and she was dressed in an elaborate black and gold lace gown with wide skirts and a tight, purple corset. Her dark hair was pinned up into an intricate bun and held together with a raven-bone pin. She gestured for me to come over to her, and without hesitation, I rushed over to meet her. 
 
    “Headmistress,” I said with a small bow, “I see you’re doing well.”  
 
    “I am much better, thank you,” she replied, “and I could say the same about you… you managed to bring back an entire army of witches for us, even after what happened during your training with Vanessa. What exactly happened, then?” 
 
    “I had a vision,” I responded. “It was the woman from the painting… she showed me what would happen to Scholomance if we fail. It was not an image I would ever want to see again in my lifetime, Headmistress.”  
 
    Theodora nodded deeply before she glanced around the bustling room and then back to me.  
 
    “Come along,” she said in a faint voice. “I want to show you something.”  
 
    I followed Theodora out the door, and we swept through the corridors and down to the castle doors. When we marched past the gates and down to the grounds, I welcomed the crisp, cool air and pale sunlight shining down on us.  
 
    I trailed after the headmistress and wondered what the hell she had in store for me. We didn’t head into the black wood, but instead, we wandered near the labyrinth and then downhill, toward an expansive green-gray field. I’d seen this area from different windows from within the castle, but we’d never had a class out here before.  
 
    When Theodora came to an abrupt stop, I glanced at her, and she seemed to be completely lost in thought as she stared out at the open field and didn’t say a word.  
 
    “Headmistress?” I said after a long moment. “With all due respect, what are we doing out here?”  
 
    “Professor Evanora mentioned you wanted to bring the dragons to our grounds,” she said without looking at me. “I think it’s an excellent idea, and this is the perfect spot. Not only will the students be able to practice riding the beasts whenever they have a spare moment, but they will provide excellent security as well.”  
 
    “I agree,” I said as I nodded eagerly. “So, what are we waiting for?”  
 
    She chuckled under her breath before she faced me and smiled.  
 
    “We need to expand it, don’t you agree?” she asked with her head tilted to the side. 
 
    “Yes,” I replied, “but isn’t that a simple endeavor for you, Headmistress?”  
 
    “It is.” She nodded. “It is as artless as pouring myself a glass of wine… but that’s not the point.” 
 
    It took me a moment to realize what she was trying to get at, and when it hit me, my face broke into a hopeful grin.  
 
    “You’re going to show me how to expand the field?” I did my best not to sound too eager or presumptuous.  
 
    “I am,” she replied with a small laugh, but then her face grew solemn once more. “However, this is not a spell I share with most students. It can easily be abused or misused, so it is not something we normally teach in the classroom. Could you imagine all the bedrooms and bathrooms the girls would enlarge? It would be chaos, especially if they did it incorrectly and ended up shrinking the entire castle.”  
 
    “I see,” I responded. “Well, I’m honored that you would be willing to share it with me.”  
 
    “Well, I don’t have to point out how many times you’ve proved yourself over and over again,” Theodora purred. “Now, watch me very closely, I know you can pick up on spells rather quickly and efficiently, but this can be quite tricky. Even I had trouble the first few times.” 
 
    “Alright,” I answered before I rolled up my sleeves and then pulled out my wand. “Let’s do it.”  
 
    She chuckled softly under her breath as she retrieved her own wand from her sleeve, and her sharp blue eyes narrowed as she stared at the field in front of her. Then, without looking at me, she shifted her body until her warm body was pressed against my shoulder.  
 
    “Focus on the green earth and the vast steel gray sky above us,” she instructed. “Take in the land which Satan has bestowed upon us and relish in its unholy glory.”  
 
    I nodded and clenched my jaw as I gazed upon the natural, ominous beauty before us, and as I breathed in the cool air, I welcomed the darkness into my heart and opened my mind up to the countless possibilities.  
 
    “Imagine what you see before you, but twice as grand,” she continued. “Then, utter the words, ‘crescere per voluntatem meam.’” 
 
    “Got it.” I nodded.  
 
    “We’ll do it together,” she said as she raised her chin up into the air. “One… two… three.” 
 
    “Crescere per voluntatem meam!” we shouted in unison. 
 
    Then the sky rumbled, and the ground beneath us began to slightly tremble. I could feel the world shifting as I kept my wand aimed in front of me, and the fields started to expand and turn into acres of land as far as the eye could see. I was in complete awe as the world stopped growing, and at that moment, I felt like Satan, with all the power to command even the earth.  
 
    “Shit,” I breathed once the spell took full effect.  
 
    “Amazing, isn’t it?” Theodora mused aloud.  
 
    “Beyond amazing,” I agreed. 
 
    “But that’s not all,” Theodora added in a mysterious tone. “I have one more thing to show you.” 
 
    “What?” I asked, and I was ready to learn everything she had to share with me.  
 
    “I will show you how to transport beings by your will,” she responded. “It is another form of shadow porting, but far more advanced than your current level. Are you ready?”  
 
    “Always,” I responded with a firm nod.  
 
    Again, she raised her wand higher into the air and then closed her eyes.  
 
    “Hos parere imperio,” she muttered.  
 
    Suddenly, a massive cloud of purple smoke drifted across the fields, and a chorus of roars filled the air, and when the mist cleared, my mouth hung open in awe and excitement.  
 
    There, flying and grazing before me, were the emerald green dragons we had ridden during Professor Evanora’s class, and they seemed to be perfectly content in their new surroundings as they flew in majestic circles high above us and glided through misty silver clouds and over the spacious fields.  
 
    “Fucking brilliant,” I breathed. 
 
    “All you have to do is picture what is bound to you and summon it to your will,” Theodora explained as her eyes scanned across the dragon infested fields. “It will come in handy during times of battle. Especially when you must summon your coven or any beast to your will.”  
 
    “And how long do we have until we’re attacked again?” I asked in a faint voice. “It’s inevitable, Headmistress… we both know blood is on the horizon.”  
 
    “I cannot say for certain, Cole,” she replied after a moment, “all we can do is prepare and wait.”  
 
    “They will regret it,” I growled. “We will kill any fucker who dares attempt to destroy us.” 
 
    “I admire your vigor, Cole,” Theodora laughed. “Never let that flame within your heart die. It’s the reason so many of our witches are still alive today.” 
 
    “I promise you, Headmistress,” I said as I turned to look at her. “I vow to keep Scholomance from burning to the ground.” 
 
    “You and I both,” she answered before she turned to look at me. She cupped the side of my face and looked deeply into my eyes as if she were searching for something. Then she smiled and gently pulled away. “Let us go eat… you deserve it after what you did for us. Tomorrow is another day, and we still have more to learn before we can safely say we’re fully prepared.”  
 
    I nodded in agreement and followed Theodora back to the castle, and a thousand different thoughts coursed through my mind as I walked through the corridors of my home. When I first arrived, Scholomance had been a terrifying and unusual place for me, and it felt like years ago when I first arrived on the grounds covered in blood and surrounded by cloaked women with flames in their hands.  
 
    But now, this was my fucking home, and no one would take that away from me.  
 
    As I walked with the Headmistress, lost deep in thought, she suddenly stopped dead in her tracks, and her body began to violently tremble. Her eyes went white, and all the color drained from her face. She became as pale and sallow as a ghost, and before I realized what was happening, she fell backward, and I rushed to catch her before she could crack her head open on the marble floor.  
 
    “Headmistress!” I shouted as I held onto her and looked into her face.  
 
    “I see them,” she said in a voice that did not belong to her. It was deeper, more fearful, and it echoed through the corridors and bounced off the walls. “The elders… they’re on their way.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 16 
 
    “Headmistress?” I cried out again. “Can you hear me?”  
 
    Theodora didn’t respond after the ill-omened words left her pale lips, and the color had completely drained away from her face as she laid limp in my arms.  
 
    I pushed back the damp strands of hair that fell over her face and silently prayed to Satan so the strong-willed headmistress would open her blue eyes, but she was as still and cold as a statue.  
 
    “What the hell happened?” a familiar voice shouted, and when I craned my neck to glance down the corridor, I spotted Vanessa running down the hallway in sheer panic. When she reached the two of us, she dropped to her knees, pulled her mother into her own lap, and then gently shook her. “Mother? Can you hear me? Please, wake up!”  
 
    “Let’s take her to her office,” I quickly suggested. 
 
    “What do you--?” Vanessa started to ask as she stared up at me with pale, concerned blue eyes, but I cut her off.  
 
    “We can’t let anyone see her like this,” I explained in a rushed voice. “It will worry them even more, and we can’t afford that… here, hold on, I’m still getting used to this.” 
 
    “Used to what--” she began, but the incantation was already leaving my lips. 
 
    “Hos parere imperio,” I echoed as I pulled out my wand.  
 
    As purple smoke drifted around the three of us, I pictured Theodora’s warm, cozy office, and suddenly, we were all inside and on her lush carpet. Vanessa was still kneeling on the floor, and her mother’s head was limp in her lap.  
 
    “Mother,” Vanessa murmured in a low voice. “Please… wake up.”  
 
    “Vanessa,” I said in a soothing voice, and I gently placed a hand on the concerned professor’s warm hand before I gazed into her eyes. “Let me place her on the sofa. We can’t keep her here on the floor.”  
 
    “What?” she murmured as she blinked up at me, and I could tell she was still lost in a daze of worry and overwhelming concern. “Oh, right.”  
 
    Vanessa watched me closely as I carefully lifted Theodora up into my arms and then carried her over to a small, red loveseat plastered against the far end of her office. Theodora’s face was still pale and slick with sweat, but at least her eyelids started to flutter like fragile butterfly wings when I placed her down.  
 
    Thank Satan, she seemed to be slowly regaining consciousness.  
 
    “Headmistress,” I whispered. “Can you hear me?”  
 
    Vanessa rushed over, and we both kneeled beside the weakened headmistress as she feebly flicked her eyes wide open. The headmistress groaned as she placed a hand over her forehead, and then she regarded the two of us with narrowed eyes.  
 
    “Cole,” Theodora breathed. “I saw them… the elders and their army. They were flying toward Scholomance. They had mortal men from villages, warlocks from treacherous schools, and elder creatures with them. War is coming.” 
 
    “Headmistress,” I whispered as I grabbed her clammy hand. “Do you know exactly how much time we have before they attack?”  
 
    “Cole, do not push her,” Vanessa snapped. “She’s barely awake as it is.”  
 
    “No, he’s right,” Theodora whispered, “I… saw three moons and suns.”  
 
    “Three days.” I nodded. “We can work with that… did you happen to see anything else?” 
 
    “They are being led by a general,” she explained in a weak voice. “He’s a ruthless son of a bitch… I thought he was long dead, but he has been resurrected.” 
 
    “An elder?” I asked.  
 
    “Yes,” she responded, and her pale blue eyes bored into mine. “Cole, we must prepare, there will be soldiers of both elder and non-elder magic, and we haven’t even produced a plan of defense yet--”  
 
    “I’m on it,” I answered in a firm tone before I glanced at Vanessa. “We need to warn the others. Now.”  
 
    “But,” the professor responded as she looked down at her frail mother, “I can’t just leave her like this.” 
 
    “Oh, yes, you can,” Theodora coughed and waved her daughter away. “I’ll be fine… go with Cole and do whatever needs to be done, and be quick about it, for Satan’s sake.”  
 
    “Yes, Mother,” Vanessa answered after a long, deliberating moment. “We won’t let you down.”  
 
    “Come on,” I ordered before I grabbed Vanessa’s hand and practically dragged her away from her mother. Then I grabbed the professor by her shoulders, forced her to look at me, and gazed deeply into her eyes before I gave her my next command. “I’m going to grab all the books, and then I’ll meet you back in the banquet hall. Do not say a word until I get there.”  
 
    For once in her life, Vanessa did not argue. She simply nodded and then rushed out the door and down the corridor.  
 
    I opened the fireplace and retrieved all the forbidden books, and I glanced at Theodora one last time before I swept out the door. I felt terrible for leaving her here to recover on her own, but time was of the essence.  
 
    So, I sped through the door and practically flew down the corridors until I reached the banquet hall where the Scholomance students were eating with the newly resurrected witches. When I stepped inside, all the chitter-chatter died, and then all eyes turned to me. The room was filled with heavy silence as I marched down to the front of the hall where the other professors were seated, and Vanessa turned to look at me with imploring eyes and a pale face.  
 
    I could tell she was still worried about her mother, so I decided I would take the lead now.  
 
    “Cole?” Evanora asked as she stood up and then regarded the books with skeptical eyes. “Just what on hell’s red soil do you think you’re doing with those books?” 
 
    Instead of directly answering her question, I slammed the heavy textbooks down on the table and narrowed my eyes at Professor Luna. 
 
    “What?” she asked as she brushed back her long, pale blonde hair. “Do I have something on my face?” 
 
    “Tomorrow’s lesson is going to take place right now,” I said as I grabbed the book of Shadow and handed it to her.  
 
    “What in Satan’s name are you talking about?” she inquired with a raised, pale blonde eyebrow. “And how dare you presume to give me orders--”  
 
    “The headmistress had a vision,” Vanessa explained in a faint voice. “A violent one at that--”  
 
    “And she said we have three days until an army arrives,” I finished. “We need to complete this last class and then organize the school into distinct groups.”  
 
    “Distinct groups?” Professor Crimson repeated. “We’ve already been doing that--”  
 
    “I’m talking about devising groups for war,” I explained. “You all know which students are more gifted in certain areas, and we need to devise a strategy before the third day. Once we’ve completed the last class, you will need to summon your best students and separate them into legions. Those who are best in hexes should be put into one group, while those who are more skilled in shadow should be placed in another, and so on.”  
 
    The professors all turned to look at each other with furrowed eyebrows and deep, concerned frowns, and I could see the color draining from their faces as the realization of what was about to happen dawned on them.  
 
    “Be that as it may, it is highly unusual to take orders from a student like this, Cole--” Professor Evanora began, but then Vanessa raised a hand to stop her from saying another word.  
 
    “This is a highly unusual situation,” Vanessa cut in, “and as much as it irks me to admit this aloud, Cole is correct, and we must listen to him. Theodora ordered it, and we know her word is final.”  
 
    The professors all sighed and then shook their heads before meeting my eyes once more. 
 
    “Can this truly be happening?” Luna asked in a faint voice as she pressed her fingertips against her temples.  
 
    “It is happening,” I answered in a firm tone, “and the time to act is right fucking now. Otherwise, we’ll all die. I’ve seen it myself in a vision.” 
 
    Again, the professors all swapped fearful glances amongst each other, but Luna abruptly stood up and cleared her throat. 
 
    “Then let’s get started,” she declared. “As you said, we have no time to waste.”  
 
    “I’ll formally inform the students,” Vanessa added, and it seemed as if her poise and determination had also returned.  
 
    “Excellent,” I said.  
 
    Vanessa brushed past me and then headed toward the very front of the banquet hall before she raised her hands high into the air and regarded the entire academy.  
 
    “Attention all!” she bellowed in her most commanding voice. “What I am about to tell you will cause you serious alarm, but I want you to remember to keep a collected frame of mind. Tonight, Headmistress Theodora saw into our future, and it appears war is on the horizon. She is alright and remains strong, but we have exactly three days to prepare before battle, and we will waste no time. Those of you who are highly skilled in the arts of Shadow will join Professor Luna on the grounds, and she will be the one to select those whom she so desires.” 
 
    The entire banquet hall began to mutter and gasp in a collective panic, but Vanessa was not having any of it. 
 
    “Silence!” she roared.  
 
    The room went still once more, and then Vanessa took in a long, deep breath. The tension in the air was so thick I could have sliced it with a dagger. I knew the students were filled with alarm and panic, but now was not the time to falter, and Professor Vanessa knew it.  
 
    “I know you’re frightened, and I know this has been an unusual way to conduct our classes, but we have no other choice,” the determined and poised professor continued. “Satan may be testing us, but I know, deep within my heart, that we stand a chance. This is not the time to show any form of weakness, so, with that being said, there will be no sleep tonight. We can rest when this is finished, but for now, we must prepare.”  
 
    Vanessa turned to look at Professor Luna and gestured for her to come up and join her. The pale-haired witch quickly pulled herself up from her seat and then glided over to stand by her side. She was wearing a pale blue dress with vibrant stones sewn onto the sleeves, and her long, blonde hair was flowing down to her waist. She reminded me of a vengeful angel, with her bloodthirsty and determined eyes and malefic scowl.  
 
    “I will be shadow porting those of you who I believe are the most skilled in my class,” Luna explained in the same firm voice. “The rest of you will remain behind and be placed into whatever group the rest of the professors see fit. Everyone is expected to do their part, and that means we need everyone, no matter what level you are, to play a role of some kind. No dawdling of any sort. Understood?” 
 
    Before the banquet hall could erupt with questions or frantic whispers, Luna snapped her fingers, and a great cloud of smoke spewed across the room. I sensed my body leaving the castle, and when the world stopped twisting and turning, I found myself standing by my coven among crowds of other students. We were all standing in a green, open field, and a bright, blood-red sun was setting over the horizon.  
 
    I spotted Nyx and Beatrix among the gatherings and beckoned for them to join us. 
 
    “Unholy fucking shit,” Akira whispered as her black eyes scanned the mass of witches collected on the plains. 
 
    “So, this is really happening,” Penelope whispered. 
 
    “It would appear so,” Morgana said as she began to pull her long, wavy hair into a sensible bun.  
 
    “Satan, I don’t see the twins,” Beatrix remarked as she joined our group.  
 
    “Are you really surprised?” Akira scoffed.  
 
    “Cole, were you there when the headmistress had her vision?” Vesta asked in a soft voice as her silver eyes peered into mine.  
 
    “Yes,” I answered in a grave tone.  
 
    “Well, shit,” Faye breathed as she rubbed at her temples. “Was it as terrible as Vanessa made it seem?” 
 
    “Worse, but we need to keep a cool head,” I reminded them all. “We need to focus and not dwell on the worst possibilities. All of our lives depend on it. Got it?”  
 
    “Yes, master,” my coven responded, and the others nodded in agreement.  
 
    “Attention all!” Professor Luna cried out. “Gather around me, and quickly now.” 
 
    The beautiful professor had the Shadow book in her hand, and she cleared her throat and began to scan the pages as quickly as possible.  
 
    “I have begun reading the ancient incantations of Shadow, but I will be forthcoming with you all,” she began, “I only just started. Now that time is limited, I will show you exactly what I have learned, and hopefully, all should go according to plan.”  
 
    Instead of erupting into a chorus of whispers and conversation, the students all remained tight-lipped and simply nodded in the professor’s direction. I could feel a shift in the air, and even though I knew the witches were terrified for their lives, they were also determined and strong-willed, and that was the exact energy I knew we needed to win this fucking battle.  
 
    But we still had a long way to go.  
 
    “We all know the basis of summoning our own shadow,” Luna continued as her lavender eyes scanned the vast crowd, “but what you don’t know is how to summon it to its full, satanic power. In the days of the First Dawn, the Wicca who harnessed the ancient power against elder magic used their shadows to complete the most arduous and dangerous tasks. These shadows could take out entire mortal villages and ravage great elder castles. The process of summoning such a great shadow, though, is far more draining than the magic we’re accustomed to. If not completed properly, it can cause a fate even worse than death itself… but we are the Wicca of Scholomance Academy, and we will not be deterred by the threat of death or purgatory. We will prevail, and we will conquer. Now, everyone, gather into a circle.”  
 
    Witches quickly took their positions, and we all collected ourselves into a large circle and then stared at the pale-haired professor as she slowly wandered right into the middle of the organized gathering. She still had the book in her hands, and before she glanced down at the ancient text, she regarded her students with a serene and self-assured smile.  
 
    “Watch me closely,” she ordered before she carefully set the open book down. She then retrieved her wand and aimed it high above her head. “Qui vocat umbra mea, et in umbra mortis exitium!” 
 
    Her eyes slowly shifted from magnificent lavender to menacing, blazing yellow orbs when the incantation left her lips, and her skin morphed from pale as snow to a sickly green. Thunder rang from above, and the sunset-hued sky turned black as a raven’s wing.  
 
    Luna bent her neck back, and then, when she opened her mouth, a cloud of dark smoke emerged from her lips and began to take form. The beautiful professor’s body started to tremble, and her eyes widened and nearly bulged out of their sockets when the black shadow finally left her body.  
 
    Professor Luna jerked back as soon as the silhouette seeped entirely from her mouth, and then the color gradually returned to her face, and her eyes turned back into their stunning lilac color. She was gaping at the shadow before her, and it was about the size of a towering castle pillar. The shadow had a pair of glowing yellow eyes that reminded me of a golden sunset, and its face resembled an obscure version of Professor Luna. It had the same small narrow nose, almond curved eyes, and heart-shaped face. However, this version of Luna was far more feral, and when it opened its mouth, I saw rows of sharp, transparent teeth that reminded me of icicles.  
 
    “Professor?” Morgana asked in a small voice. “Are… are you alright?”  
 
    Luna turned to look at the bookish brunette, but it took her a long moment to say anything at all. She panted heavily and seemed to be entirely out of breath, and her eyes were brimming with tears.  
 
    Then the shadow turned to look at Morgana with a foreboding glare, and for a terrifying moment, I thought it was going to attack her.  
 
    “No!” Luna shouted before the silhouette could even move an inch. “You are mine to command. Now, stand by my side and be my obedient servant from here on out. Do you understand, slave?”  
 
    The shadow swung its sinister head to look back in Professor Luna’s direction, and then it opened its dark mouth. A piercing scream escaped its dark lips, and the sound was so unbearable, it could have broken glass.  
 
    Everyone, aside from Luna, covered their ears and scrunched up their faces in agony. 
 
    “Enough!” Luna cried out in a commanding voice. “You are mine to control… again, I forbid you to attack anything or anyone unless I give you the command. If you do not abide by my rules, I will send you back from where you came, and you shall never return.”  
 
    The silhouette regarded Professor Luna and outstretched its cloudy hand as if it were preparing to choke the life out of her, but then Luna raised her hands even higher into the air, and as she did so, her eyes filled with unrelenting determination and valor.  
 
    “I command you to stop!” she bellowed.  
 
    The shadow came to a sudden halt, and the air swiftly shifted. A calm presence drifted through the field, and then Luna’s silhouette hovered over the pale-haired professor and remained compliant and still as it awaited her next command.  
 
    “Excellent,” Luna breathed before she wiped the sweat from her brow. “Now… let’s see which of you can summon your shadowy half. Nyx… would you come here, please?” 
 
    The sapphire-skinned witch took a tentative step toward the scarlet-haired professor, and her indigo eyes were wide with apprehension and terror, but she did not dare voice her concerns aloud. Instead, she took a sharp breath and stood tall before the unwavering professor. 
 
    “I’m ready,” Nyx said with as much confidence as she could muster. 
 
    “Just repeat everything, word for word,” Luna instructed in a calm voice. 
 
    Nyx nodded deeply and then pulled out her wand and aimed it high above her head. “Qui vocat umbra mea, et in umbra mortis exitium!” 
 
    A moment later, Nyx’s stunning purple eyes shifted to a glowing, lightning hued yellow, and when her deep blue lips parted open, a cloud of black smoke emerged from her mouth as her entire body began to violently tremble. Ebony mist continued to spurt out from her lips, and the blue-skinned witch nearly fell backward as her dark double exited her body and hovered in front of her.  
 
    Nyx struggled to catch her breath, and her pallid face scrunched up in pain as she placed a hand over her heart. 
 
    “I-I can barely breathe,” she panted. 
 
    “Nyx, you must take control over it!” Luna reminded her. “Now!” 
 
    The sapphire witch nodded weakly and then slowly raised her hand in front of her face. 
 
    “You… you are mine to c-control,” she muttered in a faint voice. “Be still, and listen to my v-voice.”  
 
    “Louder, Nyx!” Luna shouted. “You must show it who is in control! Speak with authority and demand obedience!” 
 
    “I’m… trying…” The blue-skinned witch’s slim body stumbled and swayed, and not another word left her lips. She could barely keep her eyes open, and the shadow knew it. So, it took advantage of the situation, quickly expanded in size, and let out a petrifying scream that caused every witch to cover their ears and close their eyes.  
 
    I watched in horror as the shadow neared the weakened Nyx and opened its black hole of a mouth. Its screams grew louder, and I knew its only intention was to harm the blue-skinned witch and take away her own soul. 
 
    Or worse.  
 
    At that moment, I knew I couldn’t just stand by and watch, so I cleared my throat and thrust my own wand into the air without another thought. “Qui vocat umbra mea, et in umbra mortis exitium!” 
 
    Violent fury cascaded across the sky, and a blast of furious red smoke emerged from the tip of my wand and began to take on a gigantic form. My entire body convulsed as lightning seemed to race through my veins, and it felt like my lifeforce was being transmitted into my shadow.  
 
    The sky darkened as the world shook, but my weary eyes were fixated on the shadowy demon before me. Then an echo of gasps filled the air as my crimson double grew in size. Massive, curved red horns, like a ram’s, began to form on each side of its head, and then its smile revealed rows of sharp, yellow stained teeth.  
 
    I gazed upon a misty demon of epic proportions, and just when I thought it stopped increasing in size and power, enormous scarlet wings sprouted from its back. Then it opened its shadowy mouth and screamed in a tongue I’d never heard before.  
 
    The agonizing sound pierced my skull to the point where I thought it would crack like marble, and blood began to drip from my broken eardrums. The other witches all crouched down in anguish, and I knew I had to take control over the situation before the shadows wreaked havoc on us all.  
 
    “Hey!” I shouted, even though I could barely hear my own voice. “Over here, remember me?” 
 
    My red double slowly ceased its unbearable screaming before it craned its shadowy neck to gaze down at me with its bright yellow eyes. For a moment, I thought I could see recognition in its soulless stare, and a wave of pure relief washed over my aching body.  
 
    “I’m your master,” I reminded the entity. “You are mine to command, and you’ve served me well… I know you must be feeling different, but regardless, you belong to me.”  
 
    The crimson silhouette stared long and hard into my eyes while Nyx’s black shadow began to float aimlessly in a circle. My stomach tightened in a knot as the eyes of the blue-skinned witch’s dark reflection fixated on Nyx once more, as if it were trying to decide when or how to devour her.  
 
    I knew I had to act quickly.  
 
    “I order you to take control of that disobedient shadow,” I commanded as I pointed at Nyx’s massive doppelganger. “All shadows that will be resurrected from our bodies will be yours to command. I am giving you control over them, but only as long as you remember you still answer to me.”  
 
    My crimson shadow craned himself forward to peer deep into my eyes, but as Nyx’s shadow floated away from the horned witch and neared a trembling wicca with long pink hair and bright, green eyes, my double whipped around and roared at the disobedient silhouette. It abruptly stopped in its tracks and turned away from the terrified witch, and it gazed at my shadow with bright eyes. Then, to my relief and amazement, Nyx’s black silhouette gently bowed to my towering scarlet shadow, and the air settled.  
 
    “Cole,” Luna breathed with wide lavender eyes, and her face was as pale as freshly fallen snow. “You did it… you’ve controlled them.” 
 
    “And… you saved me,” Nyx breathed with eyes as wide as dinner plates. “Thank you, Cole.”  
 
    “You’re welcome… and now,” I said as I looked around the group of witches. “Summon your doubles… we have another army to build.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 17 
 
    Once each witch called upon her shadow double, we were surrounded by obedient black silhouettes, and they were all ruled by my towering crimson commander. Then we shadow ported back to the academy and landed in the banquet hall.  
 
    The other witches who remained behind to study and practice in their own groups all gasped at the army of shadows that swarmed the hall, but when I glanced at the professor’s table they all appeared to be smiling with pride, and there was a glint of hope in their eyes.  
 
    I cleared my throat, looked up at my red shadow, and gave him my final command for the night.  
 
    “Take the others off to the grounds,” I ordered. “You will guard the sky and keep the others organized and under control. Understood?” 
 
    The shadow looked long and hard at me, but then he slowly took a bow and floated through the stained-glass windows. The other silhouettes followed him, and when that was sorted, I rolled up my sleeves and waltzed over to Vanessa.  
 
    She was in deep conversation with Professors Crimson and Evanora, and she didn’t even seem to notice me when I approached the table.  
 
    “Professors,” I started. “How is it looking?”  
 
    “We’ve separated the students into their groups,” Vanessa was the first to explain. “We’ll also place the resurrected women throughout different sections of the castle and provide them with adequate wands and other weapons they might need.”  
 
    “Excellent.” I nodded. “What about the forcefield?” 
 
    “It will buy us some time,” Evanora replied as she brushed back her long, pink hair. “However, even ancient magic will not keep them out forever. They will find a way to break in and penetrate the walls.” 
 
    “Perhaps we should also create a physical barrier,” I suggested. “I can make a grand stone wall to buy us even more time when they come flying through.”  
 
    “Not a bad idea,” Vanessa mumbled as she chewed on her lower lip. “Let’s get out there and see what we can do. Cole, follow me.”  
 
    I nodded and followed the dark-haired professor through the grand banquet hall, but as I passed by my coven, Nyx, and Beatrix, I stopped in my tracks.  
 
    When Vanessa realized I was no longer following her, she twirled around to face me with a small scowl.  
 
    “I thought we were in a hurry,” she snapped. “What’s the hold up?”  
 
    “I just need to discuss something with my women,” I said. “I’ll meet you outside in a minute, I swear.”  
 
    “Fine,” she said in a clipped tone, “but be quick about it.”  
 
    I turned my attention back to the others and looked at each witch carefully. They were all skilled in different areas, and I knew I had to assign them to various tasks while I took care of the wall.  
 
    “Akira,” I said as I stared at the black-eyed witch, “I know how much you love weapons and attack spells… so why don’t you take a group of witches into the armory and collect what you can. If humans are going to be among the army, then the more tools we have to slaughter with, the better.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” she replied with a firm nod.  
 
    I then turned to look at Morgana, and an idea sprung to mind. 
 
    “Morgana,” I began, “we both know you can retain information quicker than anyone we know… why don’t you go through the ancient texts and see if you can make a list of any other spells we can learn? Look for attack spells, defense spells, any other useful spells we aren’t familiar with. We’re going to need as many incantations as possible.”  
 
    “Got it,” the bookish brunette responded with her chin raised. “I won’t let you down, master.”  
 
    “Now, Faye,” I continued, “I think it goes without saying you will help Professor Evanora sort out which students are the most skilled at dragon riding, and you will help lead them into battle as soon as the sun sets on the third day. I will ride with you, but we need our best witches on the job. Collect who you can, and get out there and practice.” 
 
    “Understood,” the redhead answered in an obedient tone. 
 
    “Now, Penelope--” I said as I turned to the orange-haired witch, but she was already ahead of me.  
 
    “I know how to brew a potion that will keep us up for days at a time with no side effects,” she explained. “I’ll go and make a vial, then perhaps Theodora could expand it so there is enough for each student.”  
 
    “Perfect.” I grinned.  
 
    Next, I turned to look at the ethereal Vesta, and her lilac lips curled up into a small seductive smile.  
 
    “I know I may be beautiful beyond words,” she teased in a soft voice, “but you know I have my other talents. I’ll gather the women and see if there is any armor we can use against the mortal men and their weapons. By the time I’m done with them, they will be stylish, but also sturdy.” 
 
    “Fantastic,” I breathed, and when I turned to Nyx, she clucked her tongue and bounced on the balls of her feet.  
 
    “I’ve got a rather… interesting… herb in my room,” she explained in a smooth tone. “You can use your motus spell to spread it across the entranceways, and the smoke will make any intruders dizzy upon arrival. They won’t know what hit them. I can also help Penelope make some offensive potions using said herb.”  
 
    “Nice.” I nodded. “Now, Beatrix and the twins can help you with anything you might need. In fact, I want Beatrix to make sure everyone has a job. You can help the professors supervise.”  
 
    “Sounds like a plan,” the light-haired brunette responded.  
 
    “Great.” I smiled, and then I glanced at the door. “Now, I’d better go and find Vanessa before she kills me herself. Good luck, and be careful.”  
 
    The others all muttered their agreements before I spun on my heels and then swept out of the crowded and boisterous banquet hall. I passed through the corridors and out the castle front doors, and by the time I reached the iron gates, I saw Vanessa’s slim silhouette gazing up at the star-filled sky.  
 
    “Well done,” she said without turning to look at me, her pale blue eyes tracked the obscure shadows floating high in the air and covering the grounds. “Shadows are notoriously difficult to manage, but once again, you’ve outshined us all with your skills.”  
 
    “Everyone played their part.” I shrugged. “And I figured the more guards we had to cover the grounds, the better--” 
 
    “Not just that,” she cut in. “I mean… I was impressed with the way you took control back there, after Theodora collapsed, I mean. You didn’t falter, or even take a moment to wallow in weakness. I should have been the same, but I let my emotions get the better of me.” 
 
    “You were worried about your mother,” I said in a soft voice. “No one should blame you for that, not even yourself.”  
 
    Her pale blue eyes met mine, and she flashed me a soft smile, but when she realized she was grinning, her face quickly fell into a frown.  
 
    “Anyway,” she said as she cleared her throat. “My point is… you didn’t fuck up. So… well done.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I chuckled. “That means a lot, coming from you, Professor.”  
 
    “Now that that’s out of the way,” she said as she awkwardly glanced around. “Let’s build this fucking wall, shall we?” 
 
    “Let’s.” I grinned. “This shouldn’t be too difficult. I will firstly summon the rocks from the forest to come toward us, and then build a wall as high as I can manage… with your help, of course.”  
 
    “Apertum?” she asked with a raised eyebrow. “I still remember the spell from your lesson… As unorthodox as it was… it was probably the most useful incantation you could have taught the class.”  
 
    “Thanks.” I nodded with a sly grin. “Are you ready to open up your mind?” 
 
    “Yes,” she answered in a firm tone.  
 
    Together, we narrowed our eyes sharply at the black forest, which was miles ahead of us, and then I pictured the smallest stones, the heftiest rocks, and the most enormous boulders lying on the forest floor. In my mind’s eye, I willed them to come rolling from the woods and down to our gates. I summoned them to do my bidding, and when I felt as if my heart was open to the darkness, I closed my eyes and breathed in deeply.  
 
    “Now?” I whispered. 
 
    “Now,” Vanessa responded quietly.  
 
    Apertum. 
 
    In the next moment, the ground began to shake, and a loud echo emerged from the forest before all types of rocks came plunging down from the dark woods and began to collect in piles in front of us. More and more gathered around our feet, and before we knew it, we were surrounded by a sea of stones.  
 
    My head grew dizzy and my mouth became dry, but I did my best to stand upright and fight against the fleeting sensation.  
 
    “Satan,” Vanessa panted as if she’d run miles through the woods. “Sometimes, I forget just how draining these ancient spells can be.”  
 
    “I know, but now we must build the strongest and tallest barrier possible,” I reminded her, and I wiped away the sweat beading on my brow. “We need to make sure it surrounds the entire castle and reaches as far as we can force it to, even if it makes us feel as if we’re about to collapse from exhaustion--” 
 
    “I know that,” Vanessa snapped. “I’m not an idiot.” 
 
    “For fuck’s sake, I know you’re not,” I sighed before I rolled my eyes. “Can we just carry on without any pointless bickering, please? There’s no time to waste.” 
 
    “Fine,” she growled, “but remember, the only reason I’m allowing you to give me orders or talk to me in such a frank manner is because we’re on the brink of war. Just remember that when classes commence again, I’m the professor, and you’re the student. I still don’t like you.” 
 
    “How could I ever forget?” I muttered. “Alright, are you ready for the next step… Professor?” 
 
    “Yes,” she hissed under her breath.  
 
    I nodded and stared at the mass of rubble in front of us, and then I closed my eyes before I took in another deep breath. I could feel my heart pounding in my ears and my palms growing damp, and I knew my energy was de-escalating, but I needed to stay strong. I knew taming the shadows and now summoning the elements to my will would take a tremendous toll on me, but I had to push past the pain and fatigue.  
 
    After all, Scholomance and the fate of the Wicca world depended on me.  
 
    Motus. 
 
    As Vanessa and I stared at the stones, they slowly began to tower upward and assemble themselves into pieces like a gravel puzzle. The minutes ticked by as the rocks pieced themselves together and gradually began to form a massive wall, and I could feel my energy slowly draining, but I kept my eyes solely focused on the stones as they neatly rearranged themselves into a robust fortification.  
 
    Finally, when there were no more rocks to use, my body nearly fell backward, but I managed to catch myself in time. Then I glanced at Vanessa. Her face was pale, and her lips were quivering, but she remained upright and poised, as if the spell didn’t faze her one bit.  
 
    When everything became still and calm, we both marveled at the stone wall before us, and it was so tall it reached the highest tower of the castle. It would supply time and protection, but not enough to keep everything and everyone out. Still, I was proud of our work, and when I turned to look at Vanessa, I could see a small smile on her face that told me she felt the same way.  
 
    “Looks great,” she said after a moment, “but we’d better return to the banquet hall and see what’s going on.”  
 
    “Agreed.” I nodded.  
 
    We both walked back in silence, but as we threaded through the hallways, Vanessa abruptly stopped in her tracks and then looked at me with a concerned frown on her exhausted face.  
 
    “Actually, on second thought, I’d better go check on mother, err, I mean the headmistress before I return to the banquet hall,” she explained in a rushed voice. “I’ll be there, momentarily.”  
 
    “Alright,” I answered before we split off into different directions. 
 
    When I returned to the banquet hall, the entire room was covered in a warm glow from the candles floating along the ceiling. Everything and everyone seemed to be organized into groups, and as I strolled inside, I nearly collided into Faye and Professor Evanora. The two of them were leading a group of at least a hundred witches out the door, and when Faye’s golden-green eyes locked onto mine, her freckled face broke into a smile.  
 
    “We’re off to go dragon-riding, as you suggested,” Faye explained, and she had tugged her long red hair into a neat braid that swung over her shoulder. “Do you want to join us, master?” 
 
    “I’ll meet you in a bit.” I nodded. “But first, let me check on everything else. Be careful out there.”  
 
    “We will,” Evanora answered before Faye could open her mouth. “I’ll be in charge, so obviously they’re in good hands, Cole.”  
 
    I knew all the professors were somewhat irked by me taking charge of the situation, but it was still Theodora’s command, and they needed to respect it.  
 
    “I’m well aware of that, Professor,” I said as patiently as possible, “but I need you all to be wary and on the lookout. Just because Theodora says we have three days until the attack doesn’t mean we’re in the clear. You and I both know anything could happen, and in case you’ve forgotten, she asked me to take charge of the situation, whether you like it or not.”  
 
    Evanora stared long and hard at me before she lifted her emerald green eyes to stare up at the ceiling, as if the answer she was looking for was floating amongst the candles. Finally, she lowered her eyes to meet mine and sighed.  
 
    “Yes, I know all of that,” she said more gently this time. “We’ll be cautious.”  
 
    “Excellent,” I responded. “Now, there is a giant wall surrounding the castle, so if I were you, I’d just shadow port out of here… actually here, I’ll save you time.” 
 
    Before the pink-haired professor could argue, I pulled out my wand and smiled at her. 
 
    “Hos parere imperio,” I said, and then the women were wrapped up in a cloud of purple smoke and vanished from the hall.  
 
    I had to admit, it felt good to be on the other end of that spell, and the fact I’d sent those women hurtling through the ether made me snicker with delight.  
 
    But I had other things to attend to, so I quickly composed myself.  
 
    When I swung around to face the banquet hall, my eyes wandered through the various groups who were all busy with their own unique tasks. I spotted Akira by the far end of the hall with countless blades splayed out on the table before her, and she was surrounded by witches listening to her every word and using spells to sharpen the weapons to a fine point.  
 
    Meanwhile, Vesta was floating through the banquet hall handing out silver and gold breastplates, and when her shimmering eyes met mine, she flashed me a proud smile.  
 
    “How’s it going?” I asked when I approached the elvish witch.  
 
    “Excellent,” she purred. “I found these in a room by the armory, and with some help from other students and the professors, we were able to cast a protective charm over the metal. It won’t shield the witches from all types of spells, especially not elder magic, but since they are bringing a combined army of both elder and non-elder soldiers, I figured it would be better than nothing.” 
 
    “It’s a brilliant idea,” I reassured her, “don’t sell yourself short.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” she replied in a demure tone of voice. 
 
    “Hey, by any chance, have you seen Morgana?” I asked as I searched the room.  
 
    “She’s in a corner somewhere, still scribbling down spells from the books,” Vesta chuckled airily. “I think it will take her all night.” 
 
    “Which is why we really need Penelope to come up with that potion--” I started until someone tapped me on the shoulder.  
 
    “Did you say my name?” The bright-haired witch grinned with pride as I turned to face her.  
 
    Then she held up a small vial of deep indigo brew, and I could feel myself smiling from ear to ear.  
 
    “Shit,” I chuckled before I gently took it from her hand. “That was fast. Well done… have you tried it before?”  
 
    Penelope blushed deeply before she looked around the room to make sure no one else was listening. Everyone seemed to be immensely busy and deep within their own work, though, so she took a step closer to me when she realized the coast was clear. 
 
    “I used it before I took my preschool exams so I could study for days on end,” she explained in a faint voice. “It was technically against the rules, but no one ever caught me.”  
 
    “Awesome,” I chuckled. “As long as it works.” 
 
    I set the vial down onto the table, stared at the deep purplish-blue concoction, and then took in a deep breath.  
 
    “What are you doing?” Penelope asked. 
 
    “Shhh,” I said in a gentle tone, and in my mind, I envisioned hundreds of vials, enough to supply everyone in the room, before I took out my wand. “Crescere per voluntatem meam.”  
 
    It took a moment, but then the vial began to shake as hundreds, if not thousands, of small vials started to spread across the tables, and witches quickly began to take notice.  
 
    “Drink it!” I commanded the room at large as loudly as I could. “It will keep us awake for as long as need be.”  
 
    The women didn’t hesitate to grab themselves a vial and then quickly knock it back. I looked at Penelope before we both seized ourselves a portion, and then we clinked vials.  
 
    “Fucking cheers,” I said with a half-smile. 
 
    “Cheers,” she chuckled before she downed the brew. 
 
    I shook my head as the thick, salty liquid seeped down my throat and stung my eyes. 
 
    “Shit,” I coughed. “That tastes like--” 
 
    “Troll-shit?” she finished with a raised, orange eyebrow. “Believe me, I know.”  
 
    “Still,” I said as I set the empty bottle down on the table. “Well fucking done… I think Nyx said she wanted to help you make some offensive potions with an herb she had, but she might not be ready yet, so help Morgana sort through some more spells in the ancient texts. I’m sure she could use the support.” 
 
    “Yes, of course, master,” the orange-haired witch answered before she reached up and planted a light kiss on my cheek. “I don’t know what we’d do without you, Cole.”  
 
    “Thanks.” I grinned. “Now, get over there. I still have to check up on Nyx… wherever the hell she is.”  
 
    “I saw her near the back of the hall,” Penelope said as she looked around. “Her eyes were pretty fucking red, and she seemed out of it.” 
 
    “Err,” I said, since I was unsure how to respond to that, “alright, I’ll find her. You just help Morgana as best as you can.” 
 
    I waltzed through the busy banquet hall until I spotted the blue-skinned witch slowly sauntering back and forth with a pipe in her hands. Her head was bent low, and her dark, sapphire-blue hair fell over her face like a luminous curtain. When I drew closer, and she still didn’t notice me, I realized she was incoherently whispering to herself while fumbling with the pipe. It was emitting a dark cloud of green smoke that smelled of sage and lemons, and she took small puffs here and there.  
 
    “How’s it going over there, Nyx?” I asked. 
 
    The stoned witch slowly stopped pacing back and forth and then sluggishly raised her head to meet mine. Her eyes were red-rimmed, and her pupils were the size of saucers as she slowly smiled at me and raised the wooden pipe to eye level.  
 
    “This is some strong shit,” she mumbled. “I never smoke it because it really fucks me up. It will certainly knock those assholes off their feet once they break through the doors.” 
 
    “So, why are you smoking it now?” I raised an eyebrow.” 
 
    “I wanted to make sure it was as potent as I remembered it. And, yeahhhh… this is really strong. I’ll give some of it to Penelope for her potions, and then I’ll start setting up the traps with it. I’ll use motus to duplicate it.” 
 
    “Sounds like a plan,” I chuckled. “When you’re clearer headed, can you grab a group to head down to the doors and set up traps filled with that drug?”  
 
    “Yeah, Coooole,” she slurred, “but how will we set the stuff on fire?”  
 
    “Premonition?” I replied with a small chuckle. “Remember… motus? You literally mentioned it yourself a few seconds ago.”  
 
    “Oh, duh,” she chuckled before she narrowed her plum eyes sharply at the pipe. “This stuff is super strong. I need to stop smoking it now.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I snickered. “I think that would be for the best.”  
 
    As I watched Nyx wander off and then grab a group of women to head down to the castle’s primary entrance, I gazed at the busy banquet hall and took in a deep breath. Everyone was engaged and organized into their own groups, and I knew deep down we had a chance against the elders and the army they were bringing.  
 
    By my word, we were ready for war, and nothing would stand in the way of our victory. I vowed it and swore the vision I saw would never come to life.  
 
    I’d sooner die a thousand deaths, and if Satan was listening, he knew I was true to my fucking word.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 18 
 
    By the time blood-orange light spilled into the banquet hall, I had a feeling we were nearly ready. Everyone was still running around, but they were organizing themselves and their groups into their proper positions and completing their assigned tasks. No one had a wink of sleep, but Penelope’s potion truly worked wonders because the room was packed with energy, and I felt a surge of pride coursing through my veins as I continued to ensure everyone was doing their parts.  
 
    As I was marveling at the weapons on Akira’s table and admiring her vigor while she continued to hand out different blades and swords, someone tapped me on the shoulder. I whipped around, and I found Morgana smiling at me with a prideful glint glittering in her sky-blue eyes.  
 
    “What’s the update?” I asked. “I know you’re dying to tell me.” 
 
    “So,” the bookish brunette began, “Penelope and I were noting down the most efficient attack spells we could use against elders, and I conjured up a full list… I think we’re ready to give them a go, but I’d feel more comfortable if Professor Vanessa were here to help us. She is the master of hexes and spells, after all.”  
 
    At that moment, it just occurred to me I hadn’t seen Vanessa for hours now. Perhaps she was busy caring for her mother, but still, Morgana had a valid point. I needed to find her and bring her here because there was no way to complete the rest of our preparations and training without her. She was one of the most powerful women in this academy, and we needed her at full force.  
 
    “I’ll go and find her,” I said before I squeezed Morgana’s shoulder. “Well done, by the way.” 
 
    “Thank you, master,” she replied with a small blush.  
 
    “I’ll be right back.” I nodded.  
 
    As I was heading down the hall and past the bustling Wiccas, Faye and Evanora came sweeping into the room, and they both stopped in their tracks as soon as they spotted me. A group of women stood behind them, and they all looked absolutely exhausted. Dark, bruise colored circles were stamped under their eyes, and their complexions were pallid and sallow.  
 
    “Faye,” I breathed as I looked at the redhead, “I’m sorry, I meant to join you on the dragon ride. How did it go?” 
 
    “Splendid,” Evanora replied instead. “The students seemed to have perfected the art of dragon-riding… of course, we had to stop when they were nearly collapsing from exhaustion. It’s been a long night.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about that,” I said, “Penelope came up with a brew which will completely restore your energy and strength. Find her, and she’ll help you out.” 
 
    “Wait, where are you going?” Faye asked as she furrowed her red eyebrows.  
 
    “I need to find Vanessa,” I answered. “I’ll be back, though, don’t worry.”  
 
    “Satan,” Evanora sighed before she tossed back her frizzy, unkempt pink hair. “Whatever this concoction is, it better work.” 
 
    “It will,” I assured her, “look around you, everyone is on the top of their game. Now, really, I have to go, but I’ll be right back.”  
 
    I brushed past the two women and then sprinted through the banquet doors and down the corridors. A few witches were hanging up traps and other set-ups as I passed by them, and by the time I reached Theodora’s office door, it was already half-open, and I could hear whispers inside.  
 
    Before I dared to knock or just barge in, I pressed my ear against the small opening and strained to listen.  
 
    “My dear,” I heard Theodora whisper, “you really should be with the others. I need updates.” 
 
    “But, Mother,” Vanessa argued, “I’ve never seen you like this… how can I leave you in such a state?”  
 
    “You’ve done enough,” the headmistress responded in a weak voice. “You should return to the banquet hall, they need you. You’ve been here all night.” 
 
    “But--” Vanessa tried to argue, but I’d heard enough. 
 
    “She’s right,” I said as I strolled inside. “We need you, Vanessa. Now.” 
 
    Vanessa whipped her head around so fast, I thought she would snap her swan-like neck in two. Her pale blue eyes narrowed sharply in my direction, and her exhausted face curled up into a deep scowl.  
 
    Theodora was still splayed out on the sofa, with a towel on her head and sweat dripping down her pallid, sickly face. Vanessa was kneeling by her side, and she was clutching onto her mother’s hand. 
 
    “First of all,” the short-tempered professor growled. “It’s ‘Professor” to you, and secondly--” 
 
    “Secondly,” Theodora interrupted, “trivial details do not matter right now. Go with Cole, and please, just follow his lead. I know it’s not the way things are normally done, but I trust him.” 
 
    “But, Mother--” Vanessa huffed with wide blue eyes.  
 
    “That’s an order,” Theodora cut her off in a sharp tone. “Do not argue. Go with him and prepare the students.”  
 
    “Yes, Headmistress,” Vanessa finally responded with her eyes downcast.  
 
    Vanessa gently pulled herself up from the carpet and then pushed past me as she headed out the door. I was about to follow her, but Headmistress Theodora’s voice stopped me from moving another inch.  
 
    “Cole,” she croaked.  
 
    “Yes, Headmistress?” I said in a gentle tone.  
 
    I was about to approach her side, but then she weakly raised her hand up into the air to stop me from taking another step.  
 
    “This won’t take long,” she whispered. “I know I’ve been weakened before, but this vision took a heavier toll on me than most. I want you to do whatever you must to protect the school. When I regain my strength, I will join you… but for now, the fate of Scholomance is in your hands. Do you understand?”  
 
    “Yes,” I said after I swallowed hard, “I promise I won’t let you down.”  
 
    “Thank you,” she sighed before she closed her eyes. “Now, go, you cannot afford to miss another second.”  
 
    “Yes, Headmistress,” I answered with a small bow.  
 
    I flashed her one last concerned glance before I swept out of the office and closed the door. Vanessa was waiting for me at the very end of the hall, and I noticed she was wearing a different dress from the one I last saw her in. She was garbed in a sensible, plain black gown with no embellishments or accessories, her hair was up in a simple bun, and her face was free from any makeup.  
 
    The harsh professor glared at me as I neared her, but before she could spin on her heels and march away from me, I grabbed her arm and turned her to meet my unwavering stare.  
 
    “Look,” I said as gently as possible, “I know you fucking hate every moment of this, but we have greater things to concern ourselves with. This is only temporary, and soon, things will return to normal.” 
 
    “You say that as if we’ve already won,” she answered with a perfectly arched eyebrow. “Tell me… have your powers of premonition exceeded to the point where you can see the future as clear as day?”  
 
    “No,” I sighed. “But what I can tell you is we have a school of witches who are willing to fight with everything they have to ensure our survival. You know this is true, and it would be a hell of a lot easier if you would just listen to your mother.”  
 
    Vanessa’s furious blue eyes gradually softened before she looked down at her feet and then rubbed at her temples.  
 
    “Yes, I know,” she replied. “This is just new to me, and I know you are capable of remarkable things, but rest assured, I will be with you every step of the way. You’re still a student, no matter what Theodora says, and I will not let you fuck this up.” 
 
    “Fine,” I sighed. “Then how about we return to the banquet hall and continue preparing? The witches need you, and we both know you’re one of the most powerful women roaming the halls of Scholomance.”  
 
    Vanessa’s pale lips curled up into a small, gloat-filled smile before she swept around and then held her head up high. “I know.”  
 
    I chuckled under my breath and then followed the stubborn professor down the corridors and into the banquet hall. When we stepped past the threshold, though, Vanessa grabbed my arm and pulled me to her side. 
 
    “Now,” she whispered. “Tell me exactly where we are in terms of preparation.” 
 
    “Well,” I began, “Faye and Evanora took the best soul class students to practice more dragon riding, and they were out all night. Vesta found some armor that she has been handing out to the witches, and Akira has been gathering weapons from the armory, because, in times of battle, wands aren’t always enough. Oh, Nyx managed to develop a powerful drug we can set up near the front doors… and Penelope and Morgana have been scribbling down incantations from the ancient texts of spells and hexes. I know you taught us the three most important ones, but we figured the more we know, the better.” 
 
    For a long moment, Vanessa regarded me with a cold glare, but then her face broke into a small smile.  
 
    “Sounds like things are actually going accordingly,” she drawled. “Now, I think the next step is to catch up with Miss Morgana and Miss Penelope. I’ll see what they’ve collected, and then we can take the best students in my class and practice.”  
 
    “My thoughts exactly,” I agreed, and I was relieved she was finally regaining her strength and determination to see this through. “I’ll join you.”  
 
    “Alright.” She nodded. 
 
    The two of us headed down the hall to where Penelope and Morgana were still whispering and scribbling down notes, but they didn’t even look up until I placed a hand on the table. Then both their heads shot up in surprise, and then they flashed me relieved smiles. 
 
    “Master,” Morgana breathed, and then her pale blue eyes landed on Vanessa. “Professor… we’ve just about finished.” 
 
    “Let me see what you’ve come up with,” Vanessa said in a surprisingly gentle voice.  
 
    “Here,” Penelope said as she thrust the parchment into Vanessa’s pale hands. “We’ve collected the ones we think would be the most efficient and quick to teach, but of course, we do not possess the same background as you, Professor… so, we left it up to you to decide which ones could be taught in a short amount of time.”  
 
    “I see,” Vanessa muttered as her eyes quickly scanned the list. “This is great work, ladies, considering how the first class I taught didn’t offer much substance.” 
 
    “Thank you, Professor,” the two witches answered simultaneously.  
 
    “Now,” Vanessa said as her eyes wandered around the room, “I’d better summon the best of the best… which, of course, includes you three. Let me gather everyone’s attention before I sweep them out of this room.”  
 
    We all nodded as Vanessa rolled up the parchment and tucked it underneath her arm. Then she strolled gracefully to the front of the banquet hall and regarded the diligent room.  
 
    “Attention!” she called out.  
 
    At once, everyone stopped what they were doing and then turned to look at Vanessa with wide eyes and tight lips.  
 
    “I carry with me a list of ancient attack spells beyond anyone’s level, but if learned properly, they will give us a great advantage,” the dark-haired professor explained. “For those of you who I deem the most advanced in my hexes and curses classes, you will be summoned, and we will engage in a quick, but hopefully successful, lesson. If you are not selected, do not be disheartened. Remain here and continue with your vigorous work with the other professors.” 
 
    The room echoed their agreements as Vanessa snapped her fingers, and then a cloud of purple smoke took over the entire place. I could feel my body swerving through the air, and when I landed in a dark, dank space, I knew exactly where we were. The room was frigid and dimly lit, and there were barred prison doors with wooden portcullises to protect whatever lurked inside the cells around us, but I could still hear growling echoing from behind the confinements.  
 
    “The forbidden dungeons,” I heard Akira mutter next to me.  
 
    “Yes,” I answered. “Perfect.”  
 
    The rest of my coven rushed to my side, along with Beatrix and Nyx, and we all stood together in a line while Vanessa ushered the selected students to move away from the prison cells. There were only about a hundred students, and the room was large enough to fit us all inside, even though it was a relatively tight squeeze.  
 
    “Now,” Vanessa said once everyone was settled, and she glanced down at the parchment in her hands, “Miss Penelope and Miss Morgana did a marvelous job collecting a series of ancient spells to use for attacking and defending. The first spell we will be learning is called the ‘dissulto’ hex. It is similar to volant, but far more powerful. As with any spell, it can be energy-draining and can backfire if not uttered properly, but I have faith in you. You’re my best students, so do not let me down. Now… Cole and Akira, would you two like to come up here and be the first to demonstrate?”  
 
    I turned to look at the short-haired witch, and a smile was creeping across her face.  
 
    “Hell, yeah, I would,” she blurted out. “Err…I mean, yes, Professor, it would be my pleasure.”  
 
    “Perfect,” Vanessa drawled, “not that you had a choice, but anyway, please stand before whichever cell you choose.”  
 
    Akira and I exchanged firm nods before we strolled in front of two wooden doors, situated side by side. Then I rolled up my sleeves, pulled out my wand, and narrowed my eyes sharply at the cell in front of me.  
 
    “Are you ready?” I muttered without turning to look at the ebony-eyed witch.  
 
    “Fuck, yeah,” she answered.  
 
    We rolled back our shoulders and raised our wands in front of us, and I took in a deep, calming breath before I opened my mind to the darkness. Then I willed myself to use all my strength, both mental and physical, to overcome whatever was behind those doors. I knew I could use my premonition skills to peer behind the door and prepare myself ahead of time, but for now, I solely wanted to practice using this ancient hex.  
 
    “Ready?” Vanessa asked the two of us. 
 
    “Yes,” we responded. 
 
    The wooden doors quickly lifted open, and then, in a blink of an eye, two canine-like creatures with ruby-red eyes and naked mole-like skin came rushing toward us. They had tinted, blood-stained teeth and thick, greenish mucus colored drool seeping from the corners of their broken, chapped lips.  
 
    “Dissulto!” we both screamed at the same time. 
 
    Twin flashes of vibrant red light spurted out from both our wands and then nearly knocked us off our feet. My body grew cold and numb, but I shoved the sensation deep into the pit of my stomach and forced myself to remain upright.  
 
    My light hit the naked-skinned canine right in between its malicious scarlet eyes, and it went soaring back into the cell. It hit its head so hard against the stone wall, black tinted blood trickled down the wall, and it slumped to the floor, limp and still.  
 
    A wave of relief and pride coursed through my body, but when I turned to look at Akira, my face and heart fell.  
 
    She must have missed the beast by a couple of inches because the creature was still coming toward her. Akira jerked backward, and her dark eyes went wide as saucers before she nearly fell on her ass. The beast was about to lunge right for her throat, but before it could tear her apart, she regained her balance and then aimed her wand at the creature, mid-air.  
 
    “Dissulto!” she screamed again.  
 
    This time, the light hit the beast right in the stomach, and it jolted backward and then smacked its body against the icy floor. When it was clear it was not going anywhere, Akira jumped up and punched her fist into the air. 
 
    “Fuck, yeah!” she squealed. “That was too fucking close.”  
 
    “Indeed,” Professor Vanessa sighed. “Still, well done… next up.”  
 
    Pairs of witches stepped up and performed the same spell until each Wicca seemed to ace it to perfection. It took us hours to learn at least five other attack and defense spells, and by the time we were done, I had a feeling the sun was setting.  
 
    “I think it’s time for a break,” I whispered to Vanessa after Faye and Vesta had their turn practicing an ancient version of the spell ‘novis.’ “We need to eat and see how others are doing.”  
 
    “I suppose you’re right.” Vanessa nodded. “Alright, everyone, well done. Let’s retire to the banquet hall.”  
 
    The dark-haired professor snapped her fingers, and we were transported back into the massive hall. As I predicted, the sun was setting, and the entire banquet hall was washed in a vibrant orange glow. Students who were not selected for the advanced hexes and spells were helping the professors with other tasks, and when we returned, everyone’s eyes landed on us.  
 
    “I think it’s time for a filling dinner,” Vanessa bellowed as she clapped her hands. “It is much deserved.”  
 
    In the next moment, the tables were all covered with exquisite plates of various dishes, and a delicious array of aromas filled the stale air. I spotted roasted quails, ducks, swans, and griffins and pitchers of pumpkin juice and wild berry teas. There was also an abundant supply of side dishes such as mashed squash, fresh greens, pixie pudding, and towering lemon and fairy cakes.  
 
    Witches immediately began to dig in, and I sat down at a nearby table with my coven and Nyx, Beatrix and the twins.  
 
    “Do you think we’re truly ready, master?” Vesta purred as she plucked a berry from her plate.  
 
    “I think we’re about there,” I answered while I looked at the others.  
 
    “I can barely eat,” Morgana pouted as she stared down at her full plate. “My stomach is in knots, especially after that lesson.” 
 
    “Why?” Akira asked with a raised black eyebrow. “You kicked ass.” 
 
    “It was just so unorthodox of a lesson,” the bookish brunette replied, “I’m not great with change… I miss being in the classroom, having textbooks to study at night, and you know… not concerning myself with the possibility of imminent death.” 
 
    “You just have to bear in mind that things will return to normal, Morgana,” I reminded her. “This is not permanent.”  
 
    “I know, master,” she sighed. “It’s just… overwhelming.”  
 
    “We’re all overwhelmed,” Penelope said in a soft tone, “but look at all we’ve accomplished today! Did you ever imagine we’d be scrolling through ancient hexes to help out a professor before the eve of battle? I never would have.” 
 
    Morgana smiled softly and then took a small bite of toast. “You’re right. I’ll be fine. Thank you, master, Penelope.”  
 
    “Are you sure?” Nyx questioned as she leaned toward the bookworm. “If you’re still feeling tense, I have an excellent pipe in my room--” 
 
    “Don’t even think about it, horn-head,” Akira snapped, “there isn’t even wine on the table tonight. We need to keep clear heads.”  
 
    “I guess so.” Nyx shrugged. “But I’ve got some stuff that will help you eat.” 
 
    “I’ll think about it.” Morgana shrugged. “Thanks for the offer.” 
 
    “I’m always willing to share,” Nyx said as she winked at the other girl and then took a big bite out of a hunk of meat.  
 
    “Hey, Cole,” Faye spoke up before she scooped up a spoonful of mashed pumpkins, “do you want to join me for another dragon ride with Professor Evanora and some other students?”  
 
    “Sure,” I answered as I looked around the table. “Is anyone else interested?” 
 
    “No, thank you,” Vesta refused in a soft voice before she tossed back her luminous green hair. “I think I want to make sure the armor fits everyone snuggly… and I might add a few more embellishments here and there.” 
 
    “Because gems and pretty diamonds will keep us from getting killed,” Akira grunted under her breath, but then Morgana gently nudged her in the ribs.  
 
    “I think that’s a great idea, Vesta,” I said as I looked into her silver eyes, and then I gazed around the table once more. “You sure none of you want to come along?” 
 
    “I should be making more smoke traps,” Nyx said with a lazy shrug.  
 
    “And I’d like to make an inventory of the weapons we have,” Akira added after she swallowed a mouthful of meat. “Do you think there’s a spell we could place on them to make them even more powerful?”  
 
    “I could look,” Morgana offered with wide, eager blue eyes. 
 
    “I’ll help,” Penelope responded in a perky voice.  
 
    “Well, then,” I said with a small chuckle, “I suppose it’s just us, Faye.”  
 
    “Sounds like a plan,” the redhead responded with a broad grin.  
 
    I nodded in agreement, and when we finished our plates, Faye and I strolled over the professors’ table, and Evanora was already getting on her feet. 
 
    “Still up for an evening ride?” The pink-haired professor grinned.  
 
    “Yes, Professor.” Faye smiled politely. “Cole would like to join us this time, too.” 
 
    “Perfect.” Evanora nodded.  
 
    “Are you sure that’s wise, Evanora?” Vanessa asked, and her brow furrowed severely over her sharp blue eyes. “Shouldn’t we be resting and staying within the confinements of the castle, especially when its near nightfall?” 
 
    “One quick trip won’t hurt,” Evanora said with a dismissive wave of her hand before she regarded the room and then whistled so she had everyone’s attention. “Listen, if there’s anyone who’d like to accompany us on a dragon ride, please gather in a group.” 
 
    A wave of excitement filled the air, and at least a hundred students stood up from their place and rushed toward Evanora. Faye and I exchanged excited glances with one another, and when we shadow ported out of the castle and landed in the grand fields, the sight of the magnificent emerald beasts took my breath away. 
 
    “Shit,” I sighed. “Every time I see them… a part of me still can’t believe we’ve tamed them.” 
 
    “Same here,” Faye giggled as she bounced on the balls of her feet. “Come on, the sun is about to set, and that’s the best time to fly.” 
 
    As witches began to mount their dragons, I quickly spotted the largest of the herd, and the moment his glowing eyes met mine, he lowered his elongated, shimmering jade scaled neck as if he were bowing to me. I repeated the gesture and then carefully climbed up onto his back by carefully wedging my boot between his massive scales.  
 
    “Is everyone ready?” Evanora cried out, and she couldn’t contain her excited grin. “Let’s go!”  
 
    The professor’s dragon took off into the sky, and we all followed suit. Adrenaline coursed through my veins, and my stomach dropped as soon as we took off from the ground and soared into the orange and red-hued sky. Sharp wind swept past my face, and as we passed through the clouds, I took in a deep breath.  
 
    For a moment, everything seemed calm and peaceful. I was exactly where I needed to be, and I felt invincible. We soared up and down, and I could see the broad smiles on the other witches’ faces as they also sped through the clouds and past the glowing sun. I knew they felt free and wild, and as my dragon flew faster through the air and glided past the orange setting sun, I closed my eyes and breathed in this intoxicating moment. 
 
    But then, something seemed to pierce my chest, and I winced from the sudden pain and nearly fell over. I grabbed onto the dragon’s hide for support, but still, my entire body convulsed like I was about to collapse. My head and heart were throbbing, and an echoing, familiar voice suddenly seeped into my mind. 
 
    Cole, whispered the woman from my visions. They’re coming. Now! 
 
    My mouth went dry, and when I opened my eyes, an arrow flew right past my ear, followed by a piercing scream. When I spun my head around, I saw a witch falling from her dragon and down to her death. Other high-pitched screams followed, and my blood turned ice cold.  
 
    Theodora’s vision had been wrong.  
 
    The elders and their army were already here. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 19 
 
    “Everyone, be quiet!” I ordered, and the screaming came to a dying halt.  
 
    My heart was beating in my throat, and I strained my eyes to get a better view of what we were dealing with, but it was nearly impossible to see anything ahead. The sunset-hued sky had quickly darkened, and now we were surrounded by thick, unforgiving black clouds. Whoever shot that arrow was hiding behind a mass of ebony clouds, and if we didn’t act quickly, another one could pierce any witch it so desired.  
 
    “Cole!” Faye shouted as her massive green dragon hovered by my side. “What do we do? We’re completely exposed out here.” 
 
    “Follow my lead!” I yelled. “They’re trying to use the clouds to mask themselves, but I have an idea. Just fly behind me and keep your eyes peeled!”  
 
    “Yes, master,” the redhead answered before she looked at Professor Evanora, who was not too far away from us. 
 
    “Cole, what are you doing?” the pink-haired professor bellowed. “We can’t see a damn thing.”  
 
    “I know!” I called out.  
 
    I was about to change that. 
 
    I stared at the charcoal black clouds and at the yellow lightning, which was beginning to split through the dark sky. Another arrow whipped past my ear, but I refused to let these motherfuckers use the elements as their advantage. So, I stared at the dim clouds with all my mental strength and willed them to do my own bidding. 
 
    Apertum. 
 
    Suddenly, the sky morphed from a deep, unsettling gray to a vivid scarlet, and then the thick, black clouds turned as clear as water. My heart beat wildly in my chest as I stared at the vast, flying army in front of us, and as they drew even closer, my breath caught in my throat while my palms grew slick with sweat.  
 
    Hundreds of soldiers with shimmering gold breastplates were soaring through the bright sky on giant, winged white horses. They were all armed with bows and arrows and led by a giant man with pale blond hair and a deep scar across his face. His glowing green eyes met mine for a moment, and then his face broke into a venomous smirk. He raised his fist into the air, and his army all notched their arrows at once.  
 
    “Dive!” I commanded as I quickly whirled my head to look behind me and raised my own hand. “Now!” 
 
     As I willed my flying beast to plunge himself downward, the rest of the witches followed, and when I glanced upward, I saw a rain of arrows soar through the clouds. We needed to get closer and use our dragons to our advantage, so I stared down at my obedient beast and then pressed myself against his scale-covered back.  
 
    “I haven’t seen you breathe fire yet,” I said, “but if you can… now would be the ideal time to do it.” 
 
    My beast made no immediate indication that he understood me, and for a moment, I was at a loss for what to do next, but then he suddenly heaved himself upward, and we were soaring right for the army.  
 
    “That’s it,” I encouraged him, “burn them all!”  
 
    “Cole!” I heard Faye scream as I sped toward our enemy.  
 
    Before any of the soldiers could notch another arrow, a deep resonating growl rumbled through my dragon’s entire body, and he suddenly grew hotter. His scales nearly burned my skin, but regardless, I continued to press my frame against his.  
 
    Then he let out a ferocious roar before flame spurted out from his massive maw and began to set the flying army on fire.  
 
    Terrified screams echoed through the sky as my dragon scorched a handful of men and their horses. The smell of raw, burning flesh instantly filled the air, which caused the other dragons to crave for their own fresh blood. In the next moment, all of our giant, unwavering beasts began to tear through the men and their horses, and when I glared at the leader of the group, his eyes shot daggers in my direction. I swerved my dragon toward him and his own flying creature, and then fire erupted from my dragon’s massive snout and nearly scorched the son of a bitch, but he managed to dive out of the way at the last possible second.  
 
    A few other soldiers followed his lead, but now, we had the upper hand, and he knew it.  
 
    “Burn as many as you can!” I ordered without turning to look at my own army. “Command your dragons to breathe fire, and they will obey! Quickly! Take them all out!”  
 
    Soon, massive balls of fire began to soar through the sky as the other witches commanded their own dragons to scorch the elders and their flying creatures. Some dragons even began to snatch the magnificent white horses and clamp down on them with great and powerful jaws. Blood, fire, and gore fell through the sky like rainfall, and agonizing screams echoed as the glorious chaos ensued.  
 
    The elder army realized too late that they were nothing compared to our beasts, and in the blink of an eye, the small militia leader disappeared as he dove downward and carefully avoided the flames and jaws of our superior creatures.  
 
    I thought about flying after him, but I couldn’t abandon the women while they took care of the rest of the elder legion, so I chose to remain behind and take care of the rest of these motherfuckers. 
 
    “Master, we’re overpowering them!” Faye called out with pride, and she looked like a fierce warrior goddess as she sat astride her dragon.  
 
    “We’re not in the clear just yet,” I yelled back. “Let’s rid the sky of every single one. Watch my back while I bend the elements to my will, and then charge at them with all you’ve got!”  
 
    “Yes, master!” Faye shouted, and her green-gold eyes were brimming with determination and bloodlust as if she were one with her dragon.  
 
    As my beast soared through the air and I focused on the scarlet sky, Faye and Evanora whipped past me with their own obedient dragons and began to tear through the army without an ounce of mercy. Faye cried out in fury as her beast ripped horses and men apart and tore them into shreds, and her fiery red hair had gone undone and was soaring behind her like a mass of bloody ribbons. She whipped through the clouds and smoke with feral willpower I’d never seen before, and her dragon’s outstretched wings knocked over men and sent them falling to their deaths. Other witches followed behind her, and charred, blackened bodies began to fall down into the earth as we rid the skies of our foes.  
 
    Evanora was demonstrating the same resolve as she swerved and dived through the red-hued sky, and she burned the remaining elders who were desperately trying to guide their horses away from our dragons.  
 
    As my army ripped the elders into shreds, I glanced up at the clouds and willed them to do my bidding. I wanted blood to fall from the sky and stain the eyes of the elders. I wanted to drench them in my wrath. 
 
    Apertum. 
 
    Thick, crimson droplets began to pour from the sky, and I willed the rainfall to cascade over our enemies. Their glowing eyes were now tainted with blood, and their white mares were stained scarlet. The metallic smell of blood mixed with the stench of raw flesh enticed our beasts to attack with even more fervor, and they ripped the remaining soldiers into bits and pieces. As the dragons devoured our enemies, they roared with greed and satisfaction, and their war cries were as loud as thunder.  
 
    “We did it!” Faye cheered as she soared by my side.  
 
    When I turned to look at her, the beautiful redhead’s face was completely stained with ash and blood. I couldn’t even spot one freckle on her face, but she didn’t seem to care.  
 
    I opened my mouth to respond, but a violent shiver crept up my spine, and it nearly knocked me off my dragon.  
 
    “Fuck,” I said through gritted teeth.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” Faye called out with wide, panicked eyes. “Cole, say something!”  
 
    “What’s going on?” Evanora demanded as she flew to my side.  
 
    Pain continued to pierce my skull and send vicious shivers coursing through my entire body, and I could barely see anything in front of me, except for our dragons’ shadows and the glowing outlines of crimson clouds.  
 
    Then the world before me shifted until I was looking down at Scholomance, and the castle was being overrun with elder armies, mortal men, and other beasts. I could see them running across the grounds and using spells to try and bring down the stone barrier Vanessa and I created, and I saw the same leader in my mind’s eye, with the pale hair and piercing green eyes, leading men, elders, and beasts into the academy. It was a horrific image, but soon, the picture in my head vanished, and my eyesight had returned to the fiery, red sky, filled with ferocious dragons ripping the last soldiers into bits and pieces.  
 
    “Cole,” Faye shouted as she hovered next to me, “say something! Even through the blood and ash, your face is paler than snow, and I’ve seen that look in your eyes before. Was it another vision?”  
 
    “Yes,” I finally managed to respond. “We need to return to the grounds and quickly. These men were just a diversion.”  
 
    Evanora, who was within earshot, glanced at me with wide, fearful eyes, but then she shook her head and looked around at the witches who were soaring through the sky. 
 
    “We need to head back to Scholomance!” she roared. “The others need our help now!”  
 
    It would be a waste of energy to try and shadow port everyone plus their scaled-steeds back to the academy, so all the witches turned their attention to the pink-haired professor and commanded their beasts to follow us back to Scholomance. We sped through the air, and the hot wind whipped across my face as I guided my small legion back to the grounds.  
 
    When we finally found ourselves soaring across the black forest near the academy, I could make out a variety of creatures and men galloping on horseback toward the castle from the opposite direction we had flown. On the other side of the school, I thought I saw another group of men with vast golden and silver wings flying through the sky and charging toward Scholomance. There were other soldiers with them, too, and they were flying on the same white, magnificent winged horses we’d just encountered.  
 
    Altogether, there were probably thousands of soldiers and beasts on both land and sky.  
 
     “Cole!” Evanora cried out. “You need to warn the others inside and prepare them for immediate battle… we will take out as many enemies in the sky and ground, but the others must be warned. Hurry!”  
 
    I nodded firmly in her direction and then glanced at the blood-soaked Faye. 
 
    “I’m coming with you, master,” she said before I could utter a word. “I need to fight by your side.” 
 
    “And you will,” I reassured her. “Come on, let’s land these dragons on top of the wall. There’s one more thing I have to do before we enter the castle.” 
 
    The redhead nodded as we separated ourselves from the pink-haired professor and the army of flying witches. I hated to depart from them, but I knew with Evanora leading them, they were in good hands.  
 
    As the elders and their army drew closer to the castle from the north, I guided my dragon to perch himself on the edge of the stone wall we created. Faye landed by my side, and we both took a moment to catch our breaths and think of what to do next. As I sat on my beast and looked down at the countless men, elders, and creatures making their way toward the castle wall, and then at the numerous attackers filling up the red sky, I closed my eyes and summoned my deadly half.  
 
    Wherever you are, I began, we need you to take your army and attack those who wish us harm. I order you to do whatever you must do to kill our enemies.  
 
    Within seconds, the air grew colder, and then I was gazing upon my crimson brother. His horns were flaming, and his eyes were even brighter than the sun. I squinted as I stared upon his unholy and magnificent glory, and as he floated before me like a red ghost, the other black silhouettes joined him, and the sky before us was packed with our shadowy soldiers.  
 
    “Go,” I commanded him, “lead the others to slaughter as many enemies as you can, both on land and in the sky.”  
 
    My scarlet double took a deep bow before he slowly turned to look at the other shadows, and then in a blink of an eye, he soared away from us with the other ghostly doppelgangers right behind him. I watched as the army of shadows descended upon the troops who were making their way to the wall, and I could hear a chorus of screams as our silhouettes began to swarm down on our enemies and hack them into bloody chunks before they devoured their souls.  
 
    Faye slowly turned to look at me, but before she could say another word, I pulled out my wand and whispered into my dragon’s ear. 
 
    “Watch over your brothers and sisters and the witches they carry,” I commanded, and then I turned to look back at the redhead.  
 
    “Prepare yourself,” I warned her, and before she could ask what for, I raised my wand into the air. “Hos parere imperio.”  
 
    The two of us were wrapped up in a cloud of purple smoke, and seconds later, we found ourselves inside the banquet hall. As soon as the other witches saw our blood and ash-covered faces, they collectively gasped, and panic filled the air as they began to shout question after question.  
 
    “Silence!” I roared at the top of my lungs.  
 
    The room grew deadly quiet, and Vanessa was the first to stand up from her seat and rush to our sides. I noticed her black wolf Isabelle was trotting by her side, and it reminded me of Alexander. We’d need the familiars’ help when the time came, but for now, we needed to organize the witches.  
 
    “What must be done?” the dark-haired professor asked. “Where is Evanora?” 
 
    “She is leading the others to attack our enemies in the sky, with our shadow doubles’ help,” I explained. “We need to armor up, grab weapons, and place distinct groups throughout the castle.”  
 
    Akira, Morgana, Penelope, Vesta, and Nyx were already behind Vanessa, and they heard every word. Their eyes were filled with panic, but it was swiftly replaced with fortitude and a thirst for our enemies’ blood, and I could sense their tenacity like a spiced perfume radiating off their skin.  
 
    “I’ll make sure every witch is wearing her armor,” Vesta said in a hasty tone.  
 
    “And I’ll hand out the weapons as quickly as possible,” Akira added.  
 
    “We’ll help,” Morgana and Penelope said in unison.  
 
    “So will I.” Nyx nodded before they all dispersed and began to hand out weapons and armor.  
 
    “I’d better gear up as well,” Faye said before she ran off to follow the others.  
 
    “Cole, you’ll need something to wear as well,” Vanessa said as she looked at me from head to toe.  
 
    “I’ll do that in just a moment,” I answered. “Look, we both know the wall is not going to hold up forever, and the dragons and shadows can only take out so many enemies. I saw thousands of elders, men, and beasts making their way here, like an ocean of chaos, and the waves are about to hit our shores. You need to go and divide the students… make sure each professor leads each legion like a general, and I’ll do the same with my coven.” 
 
    “Alright,” Vanessa responded with a firm nod. “Be careful, Cole, and may Satan protect you and yours.” 
 
    “You as well,” I replied before I placed a hand on her shoulder and gently squeezed. “Do not worry… we’ll be celebrating with food and wine by nightfall. You’ll see.”  
 
    Vanessa forced herself to smile at me, but then an unusual sound echoed outside of the castle. 
 
    I turned to look at the stained-glass window and noticed the shadow of the stone wall had disappeared, but my senses told me it was still standing.  
 
    “What the hell?” I muttered before I parted from Vanessa and edged closer toward the window.  
 
    I peered through one of the light-colored pieces of glass and caught a glimpse of the stone wall. My breath instantly caught in my throat, and my eyes went wide when I realized what was happening.  
 
    The elders had used their powers to completely turn the stone into ice, and I knew it was about to explode into a thousand shards.  
 
    “Everyone, get down!” I screamed.  
 
    Witches immediately went flying to the ground for cover, and as my own body landed with a thud on the cold, hard floor, the window exploded, and shards of glass and ice flew through the air and pierced the walls and tables like daggers.  
 
    To my horror, a few witches couldn’t get down in time, and pity ran through my body as I watched a large piece of glass pierce a witch right through the center of her throat. Her pink eyes went wide with pain and surprise as dark blood poured down her sage-green skin, and she gargled for her last breath, collapsed to the floor, and then turned to look at me before the life completely drained away from her eyes.  
 
    Fury coursed through my veins, and when the turmoil came to a standstill, I slowly stood up and looked outside the broken window.  
 
    An elder, wearing a smug grin across his angelic face, hovered on top of his glowing, white horse, and when his piercing eyes met mine, he lifted a hand and pointed in my direction.  
 
    Before he could utter an incantation, I whipped out my own wand and aimed it at his head.  
 
    “Your little rod is no match against our elder magic, you poor pathetic fool,” his magnificent voice echoed as he lowered his hand and began to chuckle. “You are nothing.” 
 
    “Fuck you, bitch,” I muttered before I narrowed my eyes sharply in his direction. “Dissulto!”  
 
    A vibrant red flash of light left the tip of my wand and nearly sent me flying back, but I maintained my stance and watched with pure satisfaction as the spell hit the elder right between his eyes and sent him flying off his horse and down to the ground below.  
 
    The sound of his terrified scream echoing through the air filled me with joy until he smashed into the courtyard below and splattered into bits. 
 
    “I bet you weren’t expecting that, you stupid motherfucker,” I growled under my breath. 
 
    I turned to look back at the glass and ice-covered banquet hall, and all eyes were on me. Some women were already geared up with armor and weapons, but several others weren’t.  
 
    “Don’t just stare,” I ordered in a hasty and impatient tone. “If you’re not wearing your armor, find some and then head off into your assigned group with your professor.”  
 
    The women quickly snapped out of their dazes and began to scramble around the disordered room to retrieve any kind of defense they could find. When everyone was armored up and carrying a weapon of their choosing, the professors quickly pulled them into their groups, and Beatrix nodded in my direction as she joined Professor Crimson. The twins ended up pairing off with Professor Luna, and the armed and garbed women who were recently resurrected were also separated into equal groups to follow the professors.  
 
    As I marveled at our new recruits, a tall, blonde, and beautiful woman I’d never seen before stopped fiddling with her blade and lifted her vivid, ice blue eyes to stare at me. Her dark pupils were in the shape of vertical slits, and when she gazed upon me, I felt as if I were under the trance of a mesmerizing snake. Then the corners of her pale pink lips twitched upward, and she smiled softly before she approached me.  
 
    “You,” she purred as she stared into my eyes. “Cole, is it?” 
 
    “Yes.” I nodded, and I noticed when she spoke, her bright pink tongue was forked at the end.  
 
    “My name is Circe, and I just wanted to say,” she began in a soft voice, “well… before we split off into battle, I wanted to thank you for bringing us back to life. Even in death, my sisters and I craved vengeance against the elders, and we are eternally grateful for what you’ve done to bring us here. We will do whatever we can to protect you and yours.”  
 
    “Thank you.” I grinned. “May Satan protect you out there. I hope to see you again, soon.” 
 
    “You, too,” she replied with a demure smile before she turned on her heels to join the others.  
 
    When everyone else was divided and organized, I turned to look at my own coven and Nyx.  
 
    “Summon your familiars,” I ordered before I snatched a breastplate off a table and fastened it around my chest. It was a tight fit, but it was better than nothing.  
 
    The women collectively nodded and then closed their eyes.  
 
    I willed myself to connect with Alexander, and when our minds were tied together like a knot on a string, I summoned him to meet us here in the banquet hall.  
 
    Alexander, I said, I need you to fight by my side… and bring my dagger with you. The castle is under attack. Hurry, there is no time to waste! 
 
    For a moment, there was no reply, but then his familiar voice rang inside my head like a clear echo in a cave. 
 
    I’m on my way, Cole! he answered.  
 
    Before Alexander and the other familiars arrived, Vanessa glided toward me and intently focused on my eyes.  
 
    “I know we’ve already wished each other good luck, but I wanted to inform you that I’m taking my defense team to the southside of the castle,” she explained. “Crimson will cover the east and west with her students and her resurrected army. Luna will shadow port herself to the rooftops to ensure the shadows are taking care of the skies, while her group will guard the north end of the castle--”  
 
    “Perfect,” I cut her off in a rushed voice. “We will cover the main entranceway and try to kill as many enemies who dare to enter through the front doors.”  
 
    “Won’t you need more backup?” she inquired with a raised eyebrow.  
 
    “Oh, don’t worry, Professor,” Nyx drawled as she took a step closer toward Vanessa. “Those fuckers won’t know what’s about to hit them. Trust me.”  
 
    “Alright,” Vanessa responded slowly as if she wasn’t sure if she should press the blue witch for more information. She then glanced at each of us and offered us a small, reassuring smile. “Good luck.”  
 
    “Thank you, Professor,” we answered.  
 
    As the groups of students and the professors fled the banquet hall to take their positions, Penelope’s red panda, Alexander, Silvia, Ursula, Damien, and Lily all swarmed inside and obediently stood by us. Then Nyx’s fiery red falcon soared high above us in magnificent circles before it perched itself on her shoulder.  
 
    “What’s up, Trixie?” the blue-skinned witch asked as she gently petted her familiar on its crimson head. “Ready to fuck shit up?” 
 
    “She’d better be,” Akira muttered as she pulled out her wand.  
 
    “It’s a he, actually,” Nyx said in an unbothered tone.  
 
    “What?” Vesta laughed, and the melodic sound of it was at odds with the chaos around us. “But Trixie is a girl’s name.”  
 
    “I was high when I named him.” Nyx shrugged. “He seemed cool with it, so I didn’t bother changing it.” 
 
    “But--” Faye began until I cut in sharply. 
 
    “Focus, everyone,” I reminded them. 
 
    “Yes, master,” my coven answered. 
 
    Cole, Alexander’s voice echoed in my head, and my flying wolverine-like familiar hovered over me and carefully dropped the blade into the palm of my hand. I have your blade.  
 
    “Thanks, Alexander,” I answered before I took in a deep breath, sheathed my weapon, and then turned to look at each witch. “Are we ready?” 
 
    “Let’s go kick some elder ass.” Akira grinned.  
 
    I nodded, and then the women followed me as I fled through the banquet hall with Alexander hovering loyally by my side. We could hear echoes above us in the castle’s upper levels, and I knew by now, some of the soldiers had already broken inside. I prayed to Satan the others were holding their own, and I tried not to dwell on the worst possible outcome. 
 
    We would beat them.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 20 
 
    My coven and I raced downstairs, and by the time we reached the front doors, the wood was already shaking violently, and I knew the soldiers were trying to use their elder magic to bring down the entranceway. 
 
    “I’m surprised it’s taking them this long,” Nyx muttered.  
 
    “The barrier the professors place on the castle must be stronger than the elders anticipated,” I suggested, “but don’t get comfortable, they’ll break in soon enough. Nyx, where are the drugs?” 
 
    “They’re hanging up there,” she replied as she glanced up at the ceiling and pointed to the chandelier. “We just need to light them on fire. Now, this shit is incredibly powerful. When you smoke it for fun, you only need a small pinch to put in your pipe, and it will keep you lightheaded for hours. But we’re about to hit these fuckers with five times that amount. It would be enough to put a troll to sleep for days.” 
 
    “Uh, but what about us?” Akira snapped. “Won’t it knock us out, too?” 
 
    “Way ahead of you,” Penelope said before Nyx could answer. “After Cole suggested this plan, I knew we’d need some form of resistance against the drug. Nyx might be used to its effects, but the rest of us sure aren’t.”  
 
    “Don’t knock it till you try it.” The blue-skinned witch shrugged.  
 
    The orange-haired witch shook her head before she pulled out a vial of yellow brew and twisted the cork open. Then she took a small sip and then shoved it in Akira’s direction. 
 
    “Drink it,” she ordered. “It will make you immune to most drugs or poisons, at least temporarily.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” the black-eyed witch asked with an arched eyebrow.  
 
    “Yes,” Penelope snapped. “I’ve tested it out before, just trust me.” 
 
    “Fine,” the stubborn witch grumbled before she took a small sip and then scrunched up her nose. “Disgusting.”  
 
    “Alright, now the rest of you,” Penelope ordered. 
 
    We each took a sip, and I had to agree with Akira. The potion tasted like absolute troll-shit, but if it meant it was going to protect us from Nyx’s drug, then I’d drink whatever Penelope had to offer.  
 
    “Okay,” I said once each of us had taken a sip. “Once they break in through the door, each one of you must light your wand, and I’ll send the flames up to the chandelier. The smoke will hopefully knock them out, and then--” 
 
    “We cut their throats,” Akira suggested with a hopeful smile.  
 
    “Yes,” I finished. “Is everyone ready?”  
 
    The others bobbed their heads in agreement and then took a step back as they aimed their wands up toward the drug-infested chandelier.  
 
    Any moment now, the soldiers of both elder and non-elder magic would come barging in, but I knew we were ready to take them on.  
 
    As we kept our wands aimed steady and true, the door suddenly broke down with a thunderous bang, and a cloud of dust rose upward and obscured our vision. When it cleared, we were gazing upon a group of soldiers with mixed armor and weapons. Some of the soldiers wore golden breastplates and wielded beautifully crafted swords, while others were garbed in cheaply made quilted jackets and armed with dull blades.  
 
    It was apparent who the men were and who were the elders.  
 
    Before any one of them could come charging through the door, I turned to look at the others and then glanced up at the chandelier.  
 
    “Now!” I commanded. 
 
    “Illuminana!” the witches screamed all at once.  
 
    When their wands glowed with fire, I narrowed my eyes at the flames and willed them to fly up toward the chandelier.  
 
    Motus. 
 
    Before the army had any time to react or understand what was happening, flames flew toward the dangling chandelier, and the small bags of herbs quickly caught on fire. A cloud of green smoke swiftly wafted through the air, and within moments, the soldiers began to violently hack and cough. The men with cheap armor, in particular, quickly started to stumble and collapse to the ground, and I used my skills to ensure the smoke would spread as far as possible. 
 
    Motus.  
 
    The green mist expanded, and more mortal soldiers gasped for air as they teetered on their feet. However, the drug didn’t seem to have as much of an effect on the elder soldiers as it did on the human ones. One man with flaming red hair wearing a golden-breastplate staggered forward past the others and raised his weapon into the air. With his other hand, he pointed right at us, but before he could utter whatever spell was on his mind, I whipped my wand in his direction and shouted the first spell I could think of. It was the ancient incantation Vanessa taught us, the one which would stun and slow our elder opponents.  
 
    “Tardesco!” I screamed.  
 
    A blast of light hit the redheaded elder right between his eyes, and he stumbled back. The other witches took note and then began to shout the same incantation at any other elder soldier we could see. It slowed them down, and their eyes went wide with sheer surprise and panic when they realized we harbored the ability to slow them down using ancient magic.  
 
    As a pale man with gray hair and red-rimmed eyes used all his energy to try and swing his blade in our direction, Akira pulled out a long, slim sword, and with one quick thrust, she jabbed him right in his Adam’s apple. When she pulled back her weapon, thick red blood dripped from the blade, and then she began to tear through the rest of the men with all her vigor and fury.  
 
    “Kill them all!” I shouted as I pulled out my own dagger.  
 
    We swept through the small legion of dizzy men and elders and killed them all by cutting their throats or stabbing them through their hearts, and Nyx’s herbs were even more powerful than I anticipated. The men’s eyes were glassy and red-rimmed, and their pupils were the size of small, black dots. The thick smoke also made it nearly impossible for them to see as they wildly swung their blades in every direction, with no sense of direction or aim. As the deep green smoke wafted up their nostrils, the drugged men continued to clumsily sway to and fro, and their weakened state made it easier to plunge our blades through their throats and chests, like a knife slicing through butter.  
 
    Alexander wasted no time to help, either, and he flew through the air and jabbed the men through their heads with his bladed wings. Soon, we’d diminished every single soldier who tried to come through the front doors. The floor was now slick with their blood, and their insides were curled up on the floor like piles of rotting, red snakes. There were a dozen dead men lying on the floor, crumpled up onto piles with open throats and missing limbs, and their pools of blood were spreading like a crimson flood at our feet.  
 
    “Well done,” I said as I looked at my coven.  
 
    Their faces all broke out into proud smiles, but our moment of success was interrupted by a violent explosion from somewhere within the castle. We nearly fell off our feet as the ground rattled beneath us, but we managed to remain upright as we looked around in horror and confusion. 
 
    “Sounds like something broke through the castle,” I breathed as my heart skipped a beat in my chest. “Come on, we need to help the others!”  
 
    The women all nodded in agreement before we sprinted away from the pile of dead bodies we left by the doorway and made our way through the corridors. Soldiers and witches were blasting spells in every direction, and walls and paintings crashed and crumbled to the floor. 
 
    The entire academy was breaking apart, and if we didn’t finish off these bastards soon, we’d have nothing left but a pile of rubble. 
 
    “Attack all those in your path!” I cried out as I met the gaze of a brunet, elder soldier with sharp, blue eyes. 
 
    He raised his hand in my direction, but Morgana beat him to it. 
 
    “Vomica!” the bookish brunette shouted at the top of her lungs. 
 
    An orange light spurted from her wand and hit the elder right in his throat. He immediately stumbled backward and clutched at his throat, and his blue eyes went as wide as saucers. Then his perfectly carved face began to erupt in boils and ulcers, and he screamed as he scratched and clawed at his skin. He was flailing around in panic, and when he neared a stained-glass window, I decided to finish him off, once and for all.  
 
    “Dissulto!” I yelled.  
 
    Another light hit him in the forehead, and he went flying through the window and fell to his death.  
 
    “Let’s keep going!” I urged. “We need to destroy them all.”  
 
    We blasted through the corridors and took out every elder and soldier we came across. Violent explosions of colors shot throughout the hallways, and the floor was littered with bodies. Windows were broken into bits, and the castle was falling apart. The combination of corpses and rubble made it challenging to navigate smoothly through the academy, but we still managed to hit each soldier with our ancient spells.  
 
    But then, when we turned a corner, Akira took a step in front of me, and out of nowhere, a soldier wearing a quilted jacket grabbed her by the throat and jabbed a knife right through her neck.  
 
    “Akira!” I cried out as a reflex.  
 
    The black-eyed witch stumbled back with the blade still sticking out of her neck, but before any one of us could kill the motherfucker, she aimed her wand at the soldier.  
 
    “Sorbere,” she gurgled, and the spell was almost incoherent, but she still managed to cast it on the unsuspecting bastard.  
 
    A blast of blue light hit him, and his face turned three shades paler as he staggered back. His pupils suddenly contracted, and then he hunched over as if he were about to spew out his intestines.  
 
    Akira had been clever and used the ancient incantation to steal energy away from him, and once he was utterly weakened, she viciously wrenched the blade from her own throat, flipped the weapon in her attacker’s direction, and then swiftly stabbed him in the eye over and over again. 
 
    He cried out in agony, and with one final jab, she managed to push the blade through his skull. He then fell down to his knees and laid dead on the floor in a pool of his own blood.  
 
    “Akira,” Morgana gasped as she gazed at the gaping wound in the black-eyed witch’s neck.  
 
    Akira couldn’t even respond as she clutched onto her gaping throat, and dark blood spurted out from her wound and seeped from her purple lips.  
 
    “Here,” I said before I ripped the hem of my shirt, and I thanked Satan our blood pact would keep the black-eyed witch from dying.  
 
    I tied the white fabric around her dainty neck, and even though it was already stained with blood, she weakly nodded in my direction and forced herself to smile. 
 
    “T-Thank you,” she coughed.  
 
    “Try not to speak,” I ordered. “You should heal soon.” 
 
    The black-eyed witch nodded once more, and then we continued to sprint down the corridors and take out every single soldier we came across. Our familiars kept up with us every inch of the way, and they never missed a chance to kill something or someone as we sped through the castle eliminating our foes.  
 
    “Let’s return to the banquet hall,” I suggested once we came across several empty corridors in a row. “We can glance outside and see how the dragons and shadows are doing. I think we’ve nearly slain all the soldiers within the walls.”  
 
    “So, we’re actually going to win this?” Nyx panted before we reached the banquet hall. “I have to admit, I had my doubts.” 
 
    I was also in high spirits until I pushed open the doors, and then my jaw nearly hit the floor.  
 
    There, standing before us, was a giant, troll-sized man with bulging muscles, a bald head, and black tattoos running across his chest, arms, and face. His eyes were small and beady like a rat, and his teeth were long, sharp, and stained with blood.  
 
    But what truly made my stomach turn was the fact that he was holding two parts of a witch.  
 
    She was split in the middle and had her insides spilling out like wet, red snakes. The beast was devouring her head when we walked in, and when his beady eyes met mine, he growled and tossed the remains aside.  
 
    “Fuuuuuuuuck,” Nyx groaned as the creature took quick, giant steps toward us.  
 
    “Dissulto!” I shouted at the beast, and when the light hit him, he stumbled back.  
 
    “Tardesco!” Morgana screamed next, and our opponent froze in place.  
 
    “Let’s finish this fucker off,” I growled before I pulled out my dagger.  
 
     The rest of the women pulled out their own weapons, and we rushed toward the paralyzed beast. Then we carved into every inch of him like a feasting turkey, and he barely made a sound as our blades pierced his tough skin until black blood seeped out from his open wounds and spilled down his body like small rivers. Finally, he went crashing down to the marble floor, and the ground cracked from the weight of his giant body. Then he laid completely still, and we all took a moment to catch our breaths. 
 
    “What a giant fucker,” Penelope sighed before she wiped the sweat from her brow.  
 
    “I wouldn’t fancy doing that again,” Vesta mused as she stared at her blood-splattered armor. “What a mess.”  
 
    “I’m just glad it’s dead--” Nyx muttered, but then we heard a thunderous noise coming from down the corridors.  
 
    It sounded like a group of wild, massive horses galloping toward us.  
 
    “What could that be?” Faye whispered in terror.  
 
    “A number of things,” Morgana muttered back as she clutched onto her wand and dagger.  
 
    “And it’s coming this way,” I hissed before I looked around the banquet hall and tried to see what we could use for cover. 
 
    Whatever was coming for us, it was even larger than the giant we just faced, and we knew it.  
 
    My eyes focused on the doorway, and as I took a couple of steps back, I had an idea. 
 
    “Help me flip these tables over,” I said in a rushed voice. “Hurry! We can use them as shields.”  
 
    The others nodded and then quickly began to toss the tables over and have them face the doorway. We took cover behind them, but as the rumbling grew louder, I realized we needed more backup. 
 
    And that’s when an idea hit me like an unsuspecting spell.  
 
    “Look,” I said as I turned to the others, “fuck the tables, I have another idea, but you’re not going to like it.”  
 
    “Oh, shit,” Nyx muttered. 
 
    “What is it, Cole?” Morgana asked with wide blue eyes.  
 
    “I want to summon the beasts from the forbidden dungeon to help us,” I explained. “We can all use the apertum spell and have them obey our bidding.”  
 
    The others all turned to look at each other with wide, fearful eyes, and Faye was the first to speak up after a long, painful moment. 
 
    “What if it doesn’t work, and they just decide to kill us?” she asked.  
 
    “I think we can do it,” I said as I stared into her golden-green eyes. “No, fuck that, I know we can do it.”  
 
    The women chewed on their lower lips and then glanced up toward the ceiling, but then Akira snapped her fingers, and the rest turned to look at her. 
 
    “It’s Cole,” she croaked. “If he says we can do it, then we can do it.” 
 
    “Yeah.” Morgana nodded before she turned to look back at me. “Of course, master, we’re with you all the way.” 
 
    I smiled, and before the echoing footsteps of whatever was coming our way could grow any louder, I pulled out my wand and took a deep breath. Then I pictured the dank, dark dungeons and willed ourselves and our familiars to transport there as quickly as possible.  
 
    “Hos parere imperio,” I muttered, and we were swept up in a cloud of purple smoke as the entire banquet hall vanished in the blink of an eye. 
 
    We landed in the dungeons moments later, and when we turned to look at the wooden doors, they were trembling as deep growls echoed within. My only guess was the beasts must have sensed something was amiss, and they were desperately trying to escape. 
 
    Cole, are you sure about this? Alexander asked.  
 
    “Yes,” I said before I looked at the others. “Okay, are we ready to do this?” 
 
    “Yes, master,” my coven responded, and Nyx nodded, too.  
 
    “Alright,” I said before I took in a deep breath. “Don’t forget to open your mind up to the darkness before reciting the spell. You must be as confident in yourself as you are in our Lord Satan.” 
 
    The witches all muttered their agreements before we collectively closed our eyes. I pictured the different beasts behind the doors and then willed them to obey my every whim and dark desire. They were mine to command, and they needed to respect me as their master.  
 
    Finally, when I felt as if I had control over the situation, I took another deep, steady breath. 
 
    Apertum. 
 
    A brisk, chilling wind swept through the air, and then the doors slowly stopped their violent shaking. All was still and quiet, and the women turned to look at one another with wide eyes and tightly pressed lips. 
 
    “Well,” Penelope said after a moment of stillness. “Did it work?”  
 
    “There’s only one way to find out,” I said before I focused on each prison cell door.  
 
    Motus.  
 
    The wooden portcullises began to rise from the ground, and when they lifted, we were standing in the middle of a dungeon surrounded by countless beasts who could rip us apart in mere seconds. I could see half-breed centaurs, rabid trolls, wild griffins, giant reptilian man-like beasts, and other terrifying hybrids Faye probably knew by heart, but I had no idea what their official names were. There were at least a dozen or more down here, and I prayed to Satan there would be enough of them to help us take down whatever enemies remained behind the castle walls.  
 
    I slowly turned in a full circle to meet the many pairs of menacing eyes staring right at us, and a part of me expected them to lunge for our throats, but it never happened. 
 
    “Attention,” I called out. “You are now ours to control. You will obey every order without question, and you will serve us as obedient slaves. Understood?” 
 
    I almost felt ridiculous giving out verbal commands to a group of senseless beasts, but to my utter surprise and relief, they all slowly began to bow down before me.  
 
    The women started to cheer and clap, and a smile broke out across my face. 
 
    You did it, Cole, Alexander praised.  
 
    “Almost,” I reminded him. “Come on, we need to take these creatures back to the banquet hall and finish this battle once and for all.”  
 
    I transported us all back to the hall, and as we landed in the expansive room, a thunderous explosion erupted from the doorway and sent us flying backward. I landed with a painful thud on the marble floor, and for a moment, I struggled to regain my breathing. When I stood up and shook my head, I had to wait until the dust settled to see what we were facing. Once the clouds of debris finally cleared, though, I glared up at a dozen giant men with tattooed bodies and towering, muscular frames.  
 
    Their beady eyes focused on us, and then they charged.  
 
    “Attack!” I called out to the beasts we’d just released.  
 
    Different creatures rushed past us, and they attacked the giants with full force. Even our familiars joined in on the battle, and as the rest of my coven got back on their feet, we pulled out our wands and started to blast out spells and curses.  
 
    The entire banquet hall was falling apart and smeared with blood and gore, but we were in control. The monsters we’d used for lessons were now tearing through the giants like wolves devouring sheep. As our new servants ripped the towering men apart limb by limb, the professors and the other students came sweeping into the hall, and their eyes widened in both fear and amazement.  
 
    “Fight with all you’ve got!” Vanessa shouted before she charged into battle.  
 
    The dark-haired professor wasted no time attacking any remaining giants with her ancient incantations, and the other students and professors did the same. Adrenaline coursed through my veins as I shouted spell after spell, and finally, when the last of the giants fell to the ground covered in blood, a cheer echoed in the hall.  
 
    “We did it, Cole,” Faye squealed as she grabbed my arm.  
 
    “Can you believe it?” Nyx also shouted. “We actually won!”  
 
    “I wouldn’t start celebrating just yet,” a deep voice from the doorway growled.  
 
    When we spun around, my heart dropped to the pit of my stomach, and my hands began to shake. The leader of the flying brigade, the elder with the scar across his face and the piercing green eyes, was standing by the broken doorway with Theodora in his clutches. He held a golden blade to her throat, and even though she was a hostage, the poised headmistress didn’t show an ounce of fear in her calm, placid face.  
 
    Still, my blood instantly boiled at the sight of her. Our fearless headmistress was covered in bruises, her lip was split open and bleeding down to her chin, and there were fresh bruises all over her beautiful face. Her dress was ripped and covered in dark stains, and who knew where else this bastard had cut and beat her.  
 
    There was a small army of men behind the lead elder, and it was difficult to read the expressions on their faces. Some looked worried, while others showed no emotions at all.  
 
    “Mother!” Vanessa cried out, and then her face twisted into a furious scowl as she bared her teeth at the elder holding Theodora. “Don’t you dare touch her!”  
 
    “I’ll do whatever I please,” he said as a smile broke across his scarred, but angelic face. Then his emerald eyes darted back to me, and his jaw began to clench. “You. We’ve heard all about you, but I didn’t believe any of it for a moment.” 
 
    “What the fuck did you hear, exactly?” I growled as I took a step closer toward him.  
 
    “A male witch with extraordinary power has entered the walls of Scholomance,” he said in a mocking tone of voice. “Let’s just see how powerful you truly are… I dare you to face me. Man to man. Let’s end this charade once and for all.”  
 
    “Fine by me,” I hissed, “just let her go.” 
 
    “With pleasure,” he answered before he violently shoved the headmistress aside. 
 
    Theodora flew to the ground and hit her head on the edge of a stone, and then she laid limp on the floor.  
 
    Before I could even call out her name or raise my wand high enough, the elder general raised his hand in my direction.  
 
    “Praevolo!” he yelled.  
 
    A blast of bright, blinding red light erupted from his hand, hit me straight in the chest, and sent me flying back into a mass of rubble. Gasps and high-pitched screams filled the air when I landed with a thud and hit my skull against something sharp, and I could feel hot blood seeping from the back of my head. My eyesight grew hazy as hot bile rose up into my throat, but I still forced myself to get back up on my feet.  
 
    From the corner of my eye, I saw my coven aiming their wands at the general, but before they could utter a word, he waved his hand and sent them soaring back into the air as well. They screamed as they flew in different directions and hit their own heads against marble and stone, and my blood grew hot as I stood on my feet and gazed at their limp bodies. 
 
    “Your bitches can’t save you now,” the blond elder sneered through gritted teeth. “You’re a dead man.”  
 
    “We’ll see,” I muttered before I raised my own wand.  
 
    He cast another spell in my direction, but this time I swerved out of the way, and then Alexander flew past me and jabbed the elder right in the eye. He cried out in agony and shot another spell using his hand. A bright yellow light hit Alexander right in between his eyes, and I watched in horror as my familiar collapsed to the floor and remained still as stone.  
 
    All my rage boiled to the surface, and my hands shook with fury as I clutched tightly onto my wand and then aimed it steady and true.  
 
    “You cannot defeat me,” the elder chuckled. “Your magic is useless against me. I am the strongest among my men.”  
 
    “I killed one of your goddesses, you dumb cunt,” I growled under my breath.  
 
    Then, before he could say another word, I flicked my wrist and summoned every ounce of strength I had left. I was aiming my weapon right in between the general’s green eyes, and the last thing I saw before I cast my spell was a sparkle of satisfaction gleaming in his bright orbs.  
 
    “Praeteritum!”  
 
    Suddenly, the room grew dark as night, and a piercing chill crept through my entire body as a slow mist of clear blue light erupted from the tip of my wand and swirled around the elder’s muscular form. His eyes grew wide with surprise and fear, and as the mist entered through his eyes, their color shifted from bright, emerald green to pitch black. He opened his mouth to scream, but nothing came out. Then he hunched forward, pressed his hands against his temples, and dropped to his knees.  
 
    A chorus of haunting echoes filled the air, and the elder’s entire body trembled as he curled up into a ball. I could feel my own energy draining from my weakened mind, but I used every last bit of strength I had left to watch him combust.  
 
    Just then, Vanessa’s words echoed in my mind. This was the most complicated of the three spells, or so she’d told us. It would bring about an elder’s worst fears and dark events from their lifetime. Whoever this man was, he must have harbored a terrible past, and I knew, deep in my bones, that all the pain and torment he’d caused others was now coming back to kill him all at once. 
 
    “Nooooo!” he finally managed to wail as he threw back his head. “What have you done?”  
 
    His glowing skin turned to ash, and his broad, strong jaw began to crumble from his face. He turned into dust before my eyes, and then another final piercing scream rang through the air before he completely exploded into ash and bone.  
 
    When the air settled, my eyesight became unbearably blurry, but I thought I could hear Vanessa calling out orders as the rest of the witches began to fire their spells at the remaining soldiers. A moment of chaos ensued, but in seconds, there was a chorus of cheers from my fellow witches. I forced myself to stand straight and tall, and even through my fading vision, weakened state, and throbbing, bleeding head, I knew we’d done it.  
 
    We had defeated the elders and their army.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 21 
 
    After the battle was won, and everyone was sent to rest and recover, the last thing I remembered was stumbling out of the chaotic banquet hall, while my coven was carried to the infirmary. Vanessa had taken care of her mother and convinced me that Luna would care for the injured familiars who’d joined in on the fight. My body was weakened, and it had taken all my energy to make it back to my bedroom to rest, and the only reason I’d crawled into bed was because Vanessa refused to take no for an answer. She convinced me there was no need to worry about my coven, since the blood pact protected them. When I voiced my concerns for Nyx, she informed me all the women’s injuries were not life-threatening in any way, and all they needed was a good night’s rest. 
 
    So, finally, I crawled into bed, and the moment I laid my sore and broken body down into the satin sheets, I fell into a deep, dreamless sleep.  
 
    When I finally came to, I had no idea how long I’d been unconscious. For a moment, I thought the entire battle had been a wild, strange, and terrifying dream, but then I could feel its toll on my entire body. My eyelids were heavy as lead, and every inch of me was sore. It took all my willpower to open my eyes and then look around my bedroom. The room was quiet and still, and when I glanced at the fireplace, Alexander was curled up into a ball near the flames with white bandages wrapped around his wounded black body.  
 
    I took in a deep breath, and then my fingertips found their way to the thick piece of fabric wrapped around my skull. My entire head throbbed, and I winced with pain as I carefully unwrapped the tight bandage. There was a stain of dark red blood blotched on the cloth, but I tossed it aside.  
 
    Before I could throw the covers off my warm body, though, the door swung open, and Vanessa was standing at the threshold holding a tray with a variety of potions on top of it. She was wearing a simple, black gown, and her hair was pulled up into a demure bun. Her blue eyes widened with shock as she stared at me, but then a small smile crept across her flawless face. 
 
    “Cole,” she breathed. “You’re awake.” 
 
    “So it would seem,” I said, and my voice was hoarse and dry. “How long have I been asleep?” 
 
    “For a couple of days now,” she answered. “How are you feeling?” 
 
    “Like shit,” I chuckled, and my ribs ached instantly. 
 
    “That’s to be expected,” she replied before she approached me with the tray, snatched a golden-hued potion, and then handed it to me. “Drink this. It will help with the pain.” 
 
    I quickly took the brew from her delicate hands and tossed back the shimmering liquid. It burned my throat, but when I finished the bottle, my body instantly became less stiff and sore.  
 
    “Thank you.” I smiled.  
 
    “Of course,” she said without looking at me. “Well, now that you’re awake, I think I’d better inform the headmistress--”  
 
    “How is she doing?” I gasped, and my voice was laced with panic. “And where is my coven? And Nyx? And Beatrix? Are they still in the infirmary?”  
 
    Fury coursed through my veins as I remembered how the elder general tossed Theodora aside like a rag doll and left her bleeding on the floor, and seething rage rose through my body when I recalled how my coven had been thrown across the banquet hall and rendered unconscious.  
 
    “The headmistress has been repairing the academy, and her strength has fully returned,” Vanessa explained. “Your coven is perfectly alright, and they’ve been inquiring about you non-stop, but Theodora insisted you be left alone to recover. They are probably in their bedrooms. It is the middle of the night, after all.”  
 
    “I see,” I sighed with relief. “Well, I’d like to speak with Theodora, if that’s alright.”  
 
    “I’ll take you to her.” Vanessa nodded before she glanced at the blue velvet chair by my window. There was a pile of neatly folded clothes on top of it, and she turned to me. “Cordelia left those for you… I’ll let you get dressed.” 
 
    “You don’t have to leave the room for that.” I smirked.  
 
    The professor rolled her pale blue eyes, but I could have sworn I saw a light pink blush creep across her face.  
 
    “I’ll wait for you outside,” she snapped before she spun on her heels and swept out the door with the tray in her hands.  
 
    When she slammed the door shut, I tore off the covers and then got dressed as quickly as possible. Alexander gently stirred in his sleep as I buttoned up my shirt and pushed my hair out of my eyes, but he continued to slumber on. So, I silently left my bedroom, and Vanessa was waiting for me with the tray still in her hands.  
 
    “Ready?” she asked with an arched eyebrow. 
 
    “Yes,” I replied.  
 
    We glided through the empty common room before Vanessa set the tray down on the coffee table in front of the fireplace. The other familiars were deep asleep in front of the crackling flames, and they were all curled up into their own little bundle as we left the room. We then swept through the half-built corridors and down to Theodora’s office, with dim candles lighting the way. The castle was slowly coming back together, piece by piece, but there was still plenty of work to do.  
 
    When we reached Theodora’s office, Vanessa knocked three hard times before the headmistress’ voice rang from within.  
 
    “Come in!” she answered. 
 
    Vanessa gently pushed the door open, and inside there was a small fire glowing in the hearth. Headmistress Theodora was seated at her desk and appeared to be in the middle of writing a lengthy letter. The parchment trailed down to her feet, and she was still furiously scribbling when she addressed me.  
 
    “Cole,” she drawled. “Thank Satan, you’re awake. I was beginning to worry about you.” 
 
    “I’m quite alright now, Headmistress,” I reassured her.  
 
    “I’ll leave you to it,” Vanessa said in a small voice before she swiftly left the room and then closed the door behind her.  
 
    “Is she alright?” I asked once Vanessa was gone. 
 
    Theodora finally lifted her sky-blue eyes to meet mine, and she placed her quill on the side of her desk. She folded her hands neatly in front of her, and then she coolly regarded me with an exhausted but proud smile. Her face was still lacking color, and there were faint bruises around her eyes and cheeks, but overall, she seemed to have recovered quite quickly.  
 
    “Vanessa will be fine,” the headmistress answered, “she’s just tired… we all are, but what’s important is that we’re all alive, and once again, it’s all thanks to you.”  
 
    “Headmistress,” I breathed, “I appreciate your words, truly I do… but the only reason we won is because everyone was able to work together.”  
 
    “True.” She nodded. “However, you were the one who pulled everyone together and gave them the willpower to fight.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I said with a small smile. “How are things coming along in terms of rebuilding the academy?”  
 
    “Well, we’re nearly finished with repairs, and the beasts have returned to the cells…” she began. “It was very clever to use them as weapons, by the way… I only wish the spell would last forever, but it was temporary. Ancient magic may be powerful, but this doesn’t mean it’s always permanent.”  
 
    “Of course,” I said before a thought occurred to me, and I cocked my head at the older witch before me. “Headmistress, was the elder I killed the general you spoke of?” 
 
    “Yes,” she answered with a firm nod. “General Barak… he was one of the most beloved followers of King Donovan. Cole… this victory is to be celebrated, and it will be. However, I am afraid it is only the start of something bigger than us. This was just a battle. War is imminent, and now the elders know who you are, and they will do whatever it takes to see you dead. They will be smarter next time.” 
 
    “I figured as much,” I sighed before I rubbed the back of my head, “but let them try. We’ll fight with everything we’ve got.” 
 
    “I know that,” Theodora said with a cool smile, “but for now… rest. You’ve earned it. We’ll talk more in the morning. I’m just relieved to see you’re awake.” 
 
    “Thank you, Headmistress,” I replied before I offered her a small bow. “Goodnight.” 
 
    “Goodnight, Cole,” she echoed with a small glint in her blue eyes. “And again, thank you.” 
 
    I flashed her a small, grateful smile before I left her to finish her letter. I gently closed the office door and then headed upstairs into the common room. To my surprise, Alexander was now on the sofa curled up next to Silvia, and when I closed the door behind me, he slowly opened his red eyes as his lips curled up into a small smile. 
 
    You have a pleasant surprise waiting for you in your room, he said. I’d hurry if I were you. 
 
    “Thanks, Alexander.” I grinned. “How are you feeling?” 
 
    I’m fine, he replied, but don’t stand there asking about me. Get up to your room, for fuck’s sake.  
 
    “Well, fuck,” I chuckled with my hands raised in defense. “Alright, I’m going… have a good night.” 
 
    I will, he snickered, and trust me… so will you. 
 
    I smirked in his direction before I quickly headed up the stairs and into my bedroom, and when I opened the door, warm, spiced air seeped up my nostrils and flooded all my senses. The room was glowing with pale light, and there were candles placed in every corner of the room, but what really took my breath away were the six naked women all waiting patiently for me.  
 
    The candlelight reflected off their different, but gorgeously unique curves and breasts, and my cock throbbed at the sight. My coven was curled up on the mattress, and Nyx was kneeling on the floor right in front of the bed.  
 
    “Master,” Morgana breathed, and her voluptuous breasts heaved up and down as she spoke. “Silvia informed me you were awake… and we wanted to find a way to please and serve you.”  
 
    “We’ve brought you another woman to join our coven,” Vesta purred as she fixed her hooded silver eyes on me. “We believe Nyx is worthy of joining us, especially after everything she did to help us win the battle. She has demonstrated bravery, intelligence, and value. Not to mention her exceptional beauty… of course, it is up to you to decide if she will be one of us.”  
 
    “Have we pleased you with our choice?” Akira asked with wide, black eyes, and I noticed the dark-haired witch was wearing a thick, black choker around her throat and figured it was to hide any mark left on her neck by the soldier who stabbed her.  
 
    Then I turned my attention to the naked, blue-skinned witch and marveled at her slim but curvaceous build. Her perky breasts were heaving up and down as if she were struggling to catch her breath. Her indigo tinted nipples were already swollen, too, and I could feel her pulsating arousal from the threshold. Her bright, purple eyes gleamed with hope, and her dark cobalt hair fell straight over her back like a long, velvet curtain.  
 
    “Tell me, Nyx,” I drawled before I closed the door behind me. “Why do you want to be a part of this coven? Choose your words carefully because they will determine my decision.”  
 
    The horned witch bowed her head before she raised her eyes to meet mine.  
 
    “Cole,” she whispered, “as you know, I’m not from Scholomance. I decided to part from my other sisters to join you because I saw something special in you. In fact, when we first met, I knew you would change my life. I long to be a part of something great, and I vow to dedicate myself to you, body and soul. I want to fight alongside you, bonded forever by blood and the darkest of magic. I want you to pierce my body and leave your essence and soul deep within me. I want to be yours forever. I want the power that comes with being part of your coven, and I want to serve you with my immortality. Will you accept me, and shall I call you master from now on?”  
 
    I chewed on my lower lip and took in a deep breath. The air was full of tension as I pretended to consider the question, and Nyx stared at me with wide, unblinking eyes as she awaited my verdict 
 
    “Yes.” I finally smirked. “You will be mine. Come closer.” 
 
    The blue-skinned witch immediately crawled over toward me, and when she was at my feet, I lowered myself to her level and placed a finger under her chin.  
 
    “Please, take me now,” she whispered. “The others have told me what it feels like to have you inside them. I long for the same feeling… please, make me yours.” 
 
    “You need to be patient,” I growled before I lifted my eyes to look at the others. “One of you, bring me her blood bonded dagger… she must have had one.” 
 
    Akira was the first one to leap from the bed and sprint to my desk. She retrieved a small, silver dagger with a deep blue leather hilt and then bowed before she placed it in the palm of my hand. The room was growing hotter by the second, so before I began the pact, I quickly unbuttoned my shirt and let it fall to the floor.  
 
    “Master,” Vesta purred from the bed, “you look like a sculpted god with your scars and perfectly toned chest… I cannot wait for your delicious cock to be inside me once more.”  
 
    “Neither can I,” Faye hummed as she tossed back her long, wavy red hair. “I’ve been dreaming about it every night.” 
 
    “Me, too,” Morgana added as she bit down on her rosy red lip. “It feels wonderful.” 
 
    “We all yearn for you,” Penelope sighed. “We need you, master.” 
 
    “More than anything,” Akira growled as she slowly sauntered back to the bed. 
 
    I knew the women were thirsting for my cock, and it had been a while since I was able to fuck them all at once. Now that my energy had returned, I couldn’t wait to satisfy them all and screw their Wiccan brains out. They’d been incredibly dutiful and obedient, and they deserved to enjoy every second of tonight.  
 
    “And you will all be rewarded greatly for your bravery and determination,” I said in a patient tone, “but first, we must make Nyx one of us.”  
 
    I looked down at the sapphire-skinned witch and then raised her blade into the air. I met her gaze and then swiftly cut into her skin. I made a small, but deep gash across her collar bone, and dark blue blood seeped from her wound. Then I swiped the blood away with the tip of my finger and traced a blue pentagram on the floor.  
 
    “Now, bring me my own dagger,” I commanded while my eyes were still focused on Nyx.  
 
    From my peripheral vision, I saw Faye leap from the bed, pull open one of my desk drawers, and then retrieve my dagger. She quietly handed me my blade, and I swiftly cut into the palm of my hand. Warm, hot sticky blood coated my skin, and while my eyes were still locked onto Nyx, I bent down and drew the upside-down cross above the blue pentagram.  
 
    Nyx’s plum-colored eyes gazed up at me with longing and impatience. Her deep blue lips parted slightly open as if she were about to say something, but then I placed a finger over her mouth to keep her quiet.  
 
    “Don’t you dare say a word,” I muttered. “Now, close your eyes. Do not open them until I tell you to.”  
 
    She tightly pressed her lips together and then shut her eyes, and once she was as still as a stone, I closed my own eyes and opened my mind to the evil energy surrounding us.  
 
    “Now,” I began, “you will summon the darkness inside you and allow it to take over your entire body and soul. Welcome the dark spirits and call to the evil that lives within your black heart. Nothing else exists at this moment except eternal darkness and me. You will give me your body, heart, and soul for all eternity.”  
 
    The hot air suddenly grew icy cold, and even with my eyes closed, I could feel the candles flickering. Then I reached for Nyx’s neck and took another deep breath.  
 
    “Vocavi, et tenebras petere quod sit conjunctio fiet, et anima per sanguinem,” I chanted.  
 
    The room began to tremble violently beneath my feet, and as the air grew even colder, I could feel Nyx’s energy transferring over to me. I could feel her soul connecting with my own, and the electrical charge sent a violent, but incredible, shiver through my entire body that was almost as enjoyable as an orgasm.  
 
    “Hae mulieres serve meus, et me in vita mea voluntati parere,” I continued in an echoing and commanding voice. “Now, say you’re mine and that you will serve me for all eternity, Nyx.”  
 
    “Si audierint et observaverint illum sicut animam meam in dominum!” Nyx gasped in a breathy voice as a furious wind shrieked throughout the room.  
 
    “Et nos in viam diabolum malum,” I bellowed. “Nos gratias ago vos omnem virum robustum!”  
 
    Nyx was slightly trembling under my hold, but then the room grew warm and light once more. I slowly opened my eyes, and when I glanced at Nyx, her eyes were closed, and her lower lip was quivering.  
 
    “Open your eyes now,” I ordered as I gently released my hold on her throat and took a small step back.  
 
    Her indigo eyes instantly fluttered open, and she looked at me with a mixture of adoration and surprise.  
 
    “Does that mean it worked?” Nyx asked in a faint voice.  
 
    “Yes.” I smirked. “Now… you can get a taste of what you’ve been missing.”  
 
    Her blue hands immediately shot out in front of her, and she tried to unzip my pants as if her life depended on it.  
 
    “Easy,” I chuckled before I grabbed her hands. “We’re going to take our time… and since you’re new to this… I want you to watch first.” 
 
    “But, Cole, that’s, like, totally unfair,” she pouted. 
 
    “It’s master, and I will say what is fair,” I growled before I lifted my eyes to gaze upon the other women. “Vesta and Morgana, come here and show her how to begin. Akira, Faye, and Penelope, I want you to hold Nyx back while she watches. Let’s let her beg for a taste of me.” 
 
    “Yes, Cole,” the obedient witches answered in unison. 
 
    They crawled off the bed, and while Vesta and Morgana kneeled before me, Akira snatched Nyx by her arms and wrapped them tightly behind her. Penelope and Faye placed a firm hand on each of Nyx’s blue shoulders, and the horned witch’s eyes were wide with desperate longing as she stared at Morgana and Vesta.  
 
    The two witches smiled up at me as they slowly began to pull down my pants and briefs, and once I was stark naked, Vesta was the first one to lean toward my cock and stare up at me with her sparkling, silver eyes.  
 
    “May I begin tasting you, master?” she purred as she licked her pink, moist lips.  
 
    “You may.” I nodded.  
 
    The elvish witch moaned with pleasure before she wrapped her purple hands around my shaft and then slowly began to lick around my tip. Her lips curled up into a small smile, and she stared up at me with devotion and worship before she took me inside her whole mouth. 
 
    “Yesssss…” I instantly shuddered with pleasure as she began to bob her head back and forth in slow motions, and she ran her hot tongue along my length and glanced up at me once more. Her silver eyes were glassy with desire as she took me in deeper, and then my tip scratched the back of her throat. She gently gagged as small tears welled up in the corners of her eyes, but then she went even farther until she reached my balls.  
 
    My entire body quivered with satisfaction as I grabbed a fistful of her sage-green locks and thrust my cock down her throat. I rocked my body back and forth and then groaned as she rolled her tongue along my member. 
 
    “Mmmmmmmmm,” the lavender-skinned witch slurped.  
 
    “Deeper,” I ordered. “I know you can do it. Take all of me down your throat.”  
 
    Vesta flicked her eyes up at me again, and then, without breaking eye contact, she wriggled her head all the way down to my balls and gagged as I fucked the back of her throat repeatedly. She hummed and glugged along my shaft as I bobbed her head along my cock, and as she grew more eager to taste my cum, she began to move her head in swifter motions.  
 
    I tossed my head back and glanced at the other women, who were all staring at me with wild desire and yearning.  
 
    “Good girl,” I grunted. “Now, give Morgana a turn.” 
 
    Vesta whined in protest, but then she gently pulled herself away from my member. A wet popping sound echoed in the room, and she gently wiped her mouth and sucked on her lilac finger.  
 
    “Thank you, master,” Morgana whispered before she licked her rosy red lips and leaned in toward my cock.  
 
    “You can thank me by swallowing every inch of me,” I teased. “Now, shut up and take me inside your pretty mouth.” 
 
    The sexy brunette smiled as she licked my flared tip and then hummed with pleasure as she took me all the way inside her warm, wet mouth. She wrapped her delicate hands around my throbbing shaft, and as she moved her head up and down my pulsating member, she stroked my cock in perfect motions.  
 
    “Hmmmmmmm,” Morgana moaned as she bobbed her head faster.  
 
    “That’s it,” I growled before I grabbed a handful of her chocolate-brown locks. “Keep going, don’t you dare fucking stop.”  
 
    I moved my hips with more intensity, and each time I prodded the back of her throat, she gagged but continued to slurp along my length. She started to move a little slower, and my body shuddered with pleasure when she ran her tongue along my underside and tickled the head with perfect swirls and long, circular motions. I was close to cumming, but I didn’t want to explode in Morgana’s mouth just yet. 
 
    I wanted Nyx to be the first to taste my cum tonight.  
 
    “Stop,” I breathed. 
 
    “Nooooo…” Morgana pouted as she pulled away from my erect, throbbing dick and then licked her moist, red mouth, but I averted my gaze away from the desperate brunette and focused on the blue-skinned Nyx. 
 
    “Are you ready?” I growled. “You will have to swallow every inch of me.” 
 
    “I’ll do my best, master,” she said with desperate glassy eyes.  
 
    “You’d better,” I warned her. Then I looked at Akira, Faye, and Penelope. “Hold her arms and guide her head and mouth along my cock.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” they all answered with enthusiastic smiles.  
 
    As the other witches tightened their hold on the sapphire-skinned witch, Nyx slowly opened her blue mouth and then wrapped her wet lips around my throbbing cock. I tossed my head back and groaned with satisfaction as she ran her tongue along my underside and then tasted every inch of my throbbing dick.  
 
    “Take all of it.” Akira shoved Nyx’s head further along my dick, and when she reached my balls, the blue-skinned witch gagged loudly but continued to move her head up and down my entire shaft without hesitation. When she grew more confident, she started to move her head up and down with faster, more desperate motions without help from Akira. 
 
    “So greedy,” I chuckled.  
 
    “Mmmmmmm,” Nyx mewled as she bobbed her head in faster strokes.  
 
    “She looks so lovely taking your cock, master,” Vesta purred as she watched the two of us with glittering silver eyes.  
 
    “Look how deep she’s going,” Penelope remarked with a small grin.  
 
    “She’s a fast learner,” Akira snickered. 
 
    “Very fast,” Morgana sighed. 
 
    “Look at how wet her pussy is,” Faye sighed. “She’s just like Penelope was… dripping on the ground.” 
 
    “I’m dripping right now,” the orange-haired beauty chuckled. “This is soooo fucking hot.” 
 
    “She’s doing good,” I grunted as Nyx ran her hot tongue along my throbbing underside and back to my flared tip. 
 
    I shuddered as she picked up the pace, and I began to move my hips with more fervor as I roughly fucked the back of her throat. She gagged, slurped, and moaned as Akira continued to guide her blue head along my member, but I felt the tension begin to build too much. 
 
    “I’m ready, so suck every drop of my cum down, Nyx,” I growled when I couldn’t hold back any longer, and my entire body shuddered before I released my seed into her mouth.  
 
    I greedily gasped for air, and my senses were spinning as I sprayed my hot cum down Nyx’s throat, and she whined as she slurped and swallowed every single last drop as if she was dying of thirst.  
 
    “That’s it,” I panted. “Don’t waste any of it.” 
 
    “Good girl,” Vesta whispered as she brushed back Nyx’s long, blue hair and pulled her off my cock. 
 
    “T-Thank you, master,” Nyx panted as she smiled up at me, and Akira released her hold on her.  
 
    My cock was still leaking cream as I stared at the rest of the women, and their eyes were all wide with desire and an eagerness to please.  
 
    “You may each have a taste.” I smirked. “As long as you take polite turns and share with your sisters.”  
 
    Morgana was the first to reach over and lick my tip, and then Vesta, Akira, Penelope, and Faye followed. Then I looked over at the blue-skinned witch, and she was staring up at me with adoration and a thirst for more.  
 
    “You did well,” I said as I stared into her indigo colored eyes.  
 
    “Thanks,” Nyx murmured as a blush darkened her cerulean cheeks.  
 
    I turned to look at the other eager witches and then took in a deep breath. “Take her to the bed and spread her wide open for me. She deserves the reward she’s been craving for a long time now.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” they all answered.  
 
    My coven yanked Nyx up to her knees and then tossed her onto the bed. Akira and Vesta held down her hands, Morgana and Penelope held onto her ankles, and Faye decided to hold onto her head and laid it down on her naked, freckled lap.  
 
    Nyx’s eyes glanced up to the ceiling, and her blue lips trembled as I slowly crawled onto the bed. As Morgana and Penelope spread her sapphire legs wide apart, I could see her navy-blue folds glistening with arousal. Her pussy was gushing wet and ready for me, but I wanted to tease her before I gave in to her wild desires. Her breathing was labored, and as I drew closer toward her opening, she closed her eyes and bit down on her lip.  
 
    “You’ll look at our master when he claims your pussy,” Akira snapped. “Open your fucking eyes.”  
 
    Nyx’s purple eyes fluttered open, and then she gazed longingly at me. I slowly began to slide my cock along her wet lips, and she moaned each time I pulled away from her hungry hole.  
 
    “Oooooh, pleeeeeease, master,” she begged. “Pleeeeeease, fuck me. I neeeeed you inside me.”  
 
    “You are not the one who gives the orders around here,” I reminded her in a sharp tone.  
 
    “I’m sorry, sir,” she mewled before she bit down on her blue lip. “But I just need to feel you inside me.”  
 
    “Soon enough,” I growled.  
 
    “He will spread you wiiiiiide open and fill you up with his unholy seed when he sees fit,” Vesta purred in a soft voice. “You must be patient.”  
 
    “It will be worth the wait,” Morgana added, “you’ll see.”  
 
    My cock hardened like a titanium rod as my throbbing head rubbed along her sopping pussy, and I grunted in pleasure as I slowly slid my tip inside her warm, wet tunnel. Nyx immediately gasped, and her eyes went wide as saucers as I slowly drilled my cock deeper inside her. She was incredibly tight and warm, and her walls clenched like a velvety bear trap around my cock as I went deeper and deeper into her hungry body.  
 
    “Ooooooh, master!” she screamed. “Fuuuuuuuuck! Oh, Satan! So, this is what it feels like!” 
 
    “Aren’t you glad you joined us?” Akira teased as she reached out and tweaked one of Nyx’s sapphire nipples. “Doesn’t his cock feel like an unholy blessing?”  
 
    “Y-Yes,” the horned witch gasped. “T-This is better than any smoke in all the realms.”  
 
    “Well, you’d better be grateful,” Penelope warned her. “Now, you’re his for all eternity, body, and soul. You live for him, and only him.” 
 
    “That’s right,” Faye added. “He is our alpha, and we serve him. Whenever Cole wants to fuck you, you agree. Whenever he demands something of you, you listen. Your womb is his to own for all of eternity, you’ll bear his children when he demands it, and you’d better not forget it.”  
 
    “Fuuuuuuck, I won’t,” Nyx panted as she tossed her head from side to side. “Master, please, don’t stooooooop! I’ll do whatever you demand of me. Just pleeeeeeease, keep fucking me!”  
 
     Small, delicious moans escaped from her blue, full lips as I thrust deeper inside her. Her walls clenched even tighter around my cock, and I grunted each time I bucked my hips against her skin. Her breathing was growing even more labored as if she were on the verge of a heart attack, and her eyes grew as wide as dinner plates as I plowed deeper inside her gyrating body.  
 
    “M-Master,” she squealed. “I-I’m about to cum!”  
 
    “I’ll allow it,” I grunted. “For tonight, you can cum as many times as you please.”  
 
    “Yessssssssssss!” Nyx yelled before her entire body jerked upward, and then she let out a long, drawn-out scream.  
 
    Her tight walls spasmed around my cock, and her cries grew so loud I thought she would wake up the entire castle. Warm fluid dripped down her thighs and spurted all over my cock, but I didn’t pull out. Then she bit down on her lip, and blue blood trickled down her chin as I continued to thrust deep inside her.  
 
    I reached over to lick her mouth, and when I was close enough, Nyx nibbled on my lower lip. She lifted her head away from Faye’s lap, and when our mouths met, our tongues snaked together as her kiss quickly grew more demanding and fervent. The blue-skinned witch moaned into my mouth, and when I pulled away, she nearly squeezed her eyes shut, but then she apparently remembered what Akira told her because she instead stared deeply into my eyes and panted desperately for air as I thrust deeper inside her sopping tunnel. 
 
    Then she just kept cumming. Over and over again as I claimed her body. 
 
    Each time Nyx came, she screamed, and her eyes rolled back as if she were being possessed by a demon. I lost count of the times she climaxed as I prodded deeper into her soaking pussy, but I could feel my cock twitching and building tension each time her walls frantically grasped around me, and finally, I couldn’t hold back any longer. Her body was just too delicious, and I knew she was on the verge of exploding again. 
 
    “Cum with me,” I demanded. “Now.”  
 
    “Fuuuuuuuuck, yeeeeees!” she screamed at the top of her lungs.  
 
    “Yessssss…” I growled, and my entire body spasmed as I spurted my hot cum inside her warm, hungry womb. Then her greedy walls clenched even tighter and milked my cock for every last drop of semen as our bodies quivered and convulsed in unison for half a minute, and when I finally pulled my slick cock out of her cream filled pussy, she was gasping for air as if she’d been holding her breath underwater for several minutes.  
 
    My body was trembling, and I was also struggling to breathe as I turned my attention to the other women.  
 
    “Lick her pussy clean,” I demanded. “Don’t waste a drop.” 
 
    The others all took turns sticking their tongues inside the sapphire blue witch, and as I relaxed for ten minutes or so and watched each beautiful woman sample my cum from Nyx’s fucked pussy, my eyes landed on Faye. She was sitting patiently for the others to finish their snack with Nyx’s limp head still on her lap. 
 
    “Faye,” I growled. “Leave Nyx and get down on the floor over the pentagram. I want you on all fours and presenting that hot little pussy of yours to me.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” the redhead replied with an eager smile.  
 
    As she parted from the other women, I glanced at them and then pushed back my slick and sweaty hair.  
 
    “That’s enough with Nyx,” I purred to my coven. “Now finger yourselves while I fuck Faye senseless. Oh, and I want to see your legs spread wide open for me while you pleasure yourselves. I want a good fucking show.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” each witch purred as they situated themselves on the bed.  
 
    I stepped away from the others, and Faye was already waiting for me on the floor with her ass raised and back bent like an animal in heat. Her golden-green eyes glittered with desire over her shoulder as I sauntered over and then got down on my knees behind her. Her blood-red hair was splattered over her smooth freckled back, and her palms and knees were pressed against Nyx’s blue blood on the floor.  
 
    “Ooooh, master,” the redhead panted as she rocked her body back and forth with sheer desperation. “I can’t wait to have you inside me.” 
 
    “Is that so?” I teased with an arched eyebrow.  
 
    The eager redhead arched her spine more in response, and I used my thumb to rub her glistening, bright pink pussy lips. She moaned as soon as I touched her quivering flower, and she was sopping wet as I gently inserted a finger inside her tunnel and explored her insides.  
 
    “You’re soaked,” I growled. “I like that.” 
 
    “Only for you, master,” she rasped. “Please, fuck me like I’m your bitch. You are my alpha. I need your cock to spread me wide open. I need you to breed me. I need it so bad I can’t even think straight. The heat burns inside my body like a bonfire that only your seed can quench.”  
 
    “Patience,” I reminded her. “You’ll get what you desire soon enough.”  
 
    When my eyes flicked upward, I saw each woman with her legs spread wide apart, and they were all biting down on their lips as they sawed their digits in and out of their hungry holes. I could feel the blood rushing to my cock like a ravenous river as I stared at them and their perfect pussies, and as I grew even harder, I batted my throbbing head along Faye’s sopping folds.  
 
    She moaned each time I neared her soaking entrance and then whined in protest each time I mischievously pulled away.  
 
    “Do you want me inside you?” I teased. “Is that truly what you want?”  
 
    “Yes, pleeeeeeeease, master,” she begged. “I need you to fill me up with your cream. I’m yours. Please breed me. Please fill my womb with your unholy seed.”  
 
    “As you wish,” I growled before I slid my dick inside her slippery tunnel.  
 
    Once we were connected, we groaned in satisfaction, and I quickly began to thrust deep inside the beautiful redhead. I took her fast and rough and angled my cock so it scraped down against the front of her velvety tunnel with each thrust. My balls banged against her clit, and she gasped each time I slammed deeper inside her wanting tunnel. My cock throbbed with hunger and desire, and I ventured further and further inside her warm, wet, spasming pussy as I ran my fingers down the smooth freckled skin of her long back. 
 
    “Fuuuuuuuuck!” Faye panted. “Master, pleeeeeease, don’t stop. Just like that… keep going.”  
 
    “Fuck, Faye,” I grunted. “You’re still so tight and hot. I love the way your body feels around me.” 
 
    “Do I please you, master?” she whimpered.  
 
    “Yes,” I growled before I grabbed a fistful of her crimson hair, her wide hip, and pulled her back so that I was deep enough to kiss her cervix with the tip of my cock.  
 
    She gasped as I pounded deeper inside her, and as I picked up the pace, her walls clenched tighter around my cock. Her breathing was growing faster, and she nearly lost her balance as I sped up my movements.  
 
    “Cooooooole,” she cried out, “I-I-I’m going to cum! I can’t hold back!”  
 
    “So cum,” I commanded. “Cum hard for me.”  
 
    “Master!” she screamed as her walls clenched and unclenched around my cock. “Fuuuuuuuuuuck!”  
 
    Her juices flooded from her warm cunt and trickled down her freckled thighs, but I didn’t stop pounding into her abused pussy.  
 
    “We’re not finished,” I grunted. “I’m going to make you scream again.” 
 
    “Thank you, master,” she moaned. “I don’t know what I did to deserve this--ohhhhhhhh!”  
 
    She squealed in delight and shock as I spanked her ass and thrust deeper inside her sopping tunnel. Her moans grew more erratic each time I pounded deeper inside her, and then a deep resonating groan echoed in her chest as we rocked our bodies together in perfect motion.  
 
    “I-I-I think I’m going to cum again, master,” Faye stuttered as she clawed at the floor. “I can’t hold back any longer!”  
 
    “We’ll cum together,” I ordered. “I’m going to fill up your pussy to the brim. Isn’t that what you want?” 
 
    “Ooooooh, yes!” she screamed as I exploded my scorching seed inside her warm, throbbing womb.  
 
    My entire body violently quivered as I filled the redhead up with my creamy semen, and my intense orgasm made it difficult to breathe. My head was spinning, and Faye nearly collapsed to the floor as her pussy gave me a few final squeezes to suck the last drops of seed from the tip of my cock. 
 
    “Yesss, master,” the animalistic Faye panted. “That was incredible.”  
 
    “It was,” I laughed, and my entire body felt like jelly. 
 
    The redhead’s hands were slipping from Nyx’s bloody pentagram, and her entire frame was trembling as she gasped for air. After a minute or two of us relaxing while I was still deep inside of her, I gently pulled my wet cock out from her soaking tunnel, and our combined juices dripped down her lean freckled thighs. 
 
    “Nyx, come and lick Faye’s drenched pussy,” I ordered. “Now.” 
 
    The blue-skinned witch quickly pulled her fingers out of her slit and rushed over to lick Faye’s dripping hot tunnel. Then my gaze landed on Vesta, and as I stared into her shimmering, silver eyes, I pictured fucking her against the wall and watching her elvish face scrunch up with desire and satisfaction. Just the very image caused me to go rock hard again, and I gestured for her to come closer.  
 
    “I’m coming, master,” the lavender witch purred as she pulled herself away from the others.  
 
    She gracefully sauntered over to me, and when I stood up on my feet, I quickly grabbed her by the wrist and then pulled her toward me. I kissed her roughly on her soft, velvety lips, and she moaned inside my mouth. 
 
    “What would you have me do, master?” the elvish witch whispered with a coquettish smile. “I’ll do anything for you.” 
 
    “Just relax,” I breathed into her lilac-colored, pointed ear.  
 
    She gasped with surprise as I grabbed her and placed my hands underneath her plush, purple thighs, and she wrapped her long, lavender legs around my waist as I slammed her against the red velvet wall and then pressed my frame against hers.  
 
    “Oh, master,” she sighed as she ran her fingers through my hair. “I’ve been dreaming about this moment.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah?” I grinned before I nuzzled my face in between her full breasts. 
 
    Vesta moaned as soon as my lips found their way to her swollen, plum-colored nipples. I gently nibbled on her bud, and she moaned louder as my teeth tickled her tit.  
 
    “Fuuuuuuck,” she whispered. “Master, I can’t take it any longer. Please, fuck me.”  
 
    “Do you need me?” I growled. “Do you need my cock inside you?” 
 
    “Yesssssss,” she mewled. “Pleeeeeeease, master. Spread me open and violently fill my starving womb with your unholy seed.”  
 
    “Very well,” I grunted into her elvish ear. “Since you’ve been such a good girl… I’ll give you what you desire.” 
 
    “Oh, thank you, mas--ah!” she gasped as I slid my cock inside her warm, wet folds.  
 
    “Fuuuuuuck,” I groaned. “Satan, Vesta, you feel so fucking good.” 
 
    “I live to please you, master,” she panted as I thrust deeper inside her sopping tunnel. “Your dick is so slick with Nyx and Faye’s juices… oooooh, yessssss, just like that.”  
 
    My hips slammed against her skin as I fucked her hard and rough against the wall, and she screamed each time she reached her climax. Boiling blood coursed through my veins as I watched her face grow a deeper shade of lavender, and her molten eyes widened with pleasure and feral desire each time I ventured deeper inside her hungry little pussy.  
 
    “Satan!” she screamed in a high-pitched voice. “Only you can make me cum so many times, master. Please don’t stop until you pour your beautiful seed deep inside me.” 
 
    “Only because you asked so nicely,” I growled as I bucked my hips faster and pounded deeper inside her throbbing cunt.  
 
    My cock was throbbing with savage desire as I stared at the lavender beauty with her glowing skin, sparkling silver eyes, and wide, gaping mouth. Her warm, tight walls were firmly squeezing along my length, and as I sped up my movements, her nails dug into my back. Then she bit down on my shoulder before she tossed back her head and stared up at the ceiling in pure ecstasy.  
 
    “Fuck, fuck, fuck!” the elvish witch cried out in long, drawn-out breaths. “Master, I’m going to cum again!” 
 
    “Do it,” I ordered. “Let the entire school hear you scream for me.”  
 
    “Coooooooole!” she yelled as my own climax bubbled to the surface.  
 
    As her walls spasmed around my dick, I burst inside her tunnel, and my entire body shook as I spilled my cream into her full and warm pussy. I struggled to catch my breath from another mind-numbing orgasm as a bucket-load of my fluid continued to fill her thirsty tunnel, and I was still quivering from the aftermath as I gently pulled my slick cock out of her warm, wet womb.  
 
    We both panted as I placed her back on her feet. 
 
    “Thank you, master,” Vesta rasped. “May I lay on the bed before my legs give out?” 
 
    “You may.” I nodded.  
 
    The lavender witch planted a cute kiss on my lips before she parted from me and then joined Akira, Morgana, and Penelope on the bed. Nyx was still licking Faye’s cunt, and I snapped my fingers as I passed by them.  
 
    “Get on the bed,” I ordered. “Now.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” the duo responded before they leaped to their feet and joined the others on the expansive bed.  
 
    I crawled on the sheets and splayed myself in the middle of the women. Then I glanced at Akira, and she flashed me a small, sexy smile and spread her legs even wider for me. I stared long and hard at her glistening folds and patch of black hair and then beckoned for her to come closer.  
 
    “Akira,” I growled. “I know how much you like to be on top… and since you’ve been so patient, I’ll let you ride me.”  
 
    “Oh, master,” she purred as she crawled over to me, “thank you… may I take you in my mouth before I climb on top of you? I want to taste the other women’s juices on your cock first.” 
 
    “You may,” I agreed as I laid my head back on the pillow. “The rest of you may pleasure yourselves however you desire… but none of you can cum. You’ll only cum when I’m inside you.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” the women responded as Akira began to stroke my dick with her soft hands.  
 
    The black-haired witch locked eyes with me as she used her long tongue to lick my cock’s underside, and I shuddered and closed my eyes as she teased me with her tongue and then planted small kisses along my flared tip.  
 
    Akira sucked and licked all the slick juices off my shaft and then wrapped her purple lips around my head. Then she gently bobbed her head back and forth and slurped and hummed as she began to speed up her movements.  
 
    Blood rushed to my cock, and I groaned as I grew as hard as a fucking rock. 
 
    “She looks so beautiful sucking your cock, master,” Vesta sighed in a dream-like voice. “Look at how her pouty lips slip around your veiny shaft…” 
 
    “Yes, it’s turning me on so fucking much,” Morgana groaned. “That bitchy mouth of hers takes your cock so well.” 
 
    Akira whined as she continued to pleasure me with her mouth, but I didn’t want to cum just yet.  
 
    “Stop,” I commanded. “Climb on top of me. Right now.” 
 
    “Yes, Cole,” the dark-eyed witch obediently replied after she plopped me out of her mouth. 
 
    I watched with hungry eyes as she hoisted herself over my erect member, and her dark, dangerous eyes bored into mine as she slid herself onto my pole. Then we both groaned with pleasure as she began to rock her athletic, slim body back and forth in slow motions.  
 
    “She looks so beautiful riding you, master,” Penelope purred into my ear. “I hope I can climb on top of you as well.” 
 
    “In time,” I whispered back before I grabbed onto Akira’s narrow hips. I guided her along my shaft, and she started to rock her body with more fervor and determination. 
 
    “Oooooooh, master,” Akira moaned as she bit down on her purple lip. “Ahhhhhh… fuuuuuuuck, I can practically feel your tip inside my womb. You feel sooooooo damn gooooood.”  
 
    “And you’re so fucking tight,” I grunted as she began to bounce up and down on my dick. “Yes, don’t stop… keep going, like a good girl. Don’t stop unless I tell you to.” 
 
    “You want me to be a good girl?” she moaned. “I thought you liked me bad?” 
 
    “I like you when you do what the fuck I tell you to do,” I panted as I tried not to close my eyes, but her hot pussy bouncing along my cock felt like pure ecstasy.  
 
    “Mmmmmmmm,” she groaned as she began to bounce faster. “Fuck, fuck, fuck!”  
 
    Sweat began to trickle between Akira’s perky tits, and I reached up to grab one of her bouncing breasts. She gasped as I began to pinch her brown buds with my fingertips, and she moaned as I flicked my finger against her swollen nipple.  
 
    “You like that?” I teased.  
 
    “You know I like it rough, master,” she growled before she dug her nails into my chest.  
 
    In response, I slid my hands back to her hips and then pushed my own fingernails into her soft skin. I guided her up and down along my cock, and I bucked my hips upward and plowed deeper into her hungry womb. Her face flushed a deep scarlet, and she bit down on her full, purple lip as her breathing grew more erratic. Then I reached up and wrapped my hand around her throat, and she gasped in surprise as I gently squeezed around her velvet choker.  
 
    “Harder,” Akira moaned, “please, choke me harder, master.” 
 
    “Only because you asked so nicely,” I responded before I gave in to her demands.  
 
    Once my hand was wrapped tightly around her neck, her pussy clenched and spasmed around my cock as she began to move her slim body in faster motions. I was nearing my threshold as the dark-haired witch continued to feverishly bounce up and down on my dick, and she gasped and moaned as I squeezed tighter around her neck. 
 
    “Fuck,” I grunted.  
 
    “I-I-I’m cumming, master,” she panted as her black eyes rolled back into her head. “Satan! I’m going to explode.”  
 
    “And what’s stopping you?” I grinned. “Cum all over my cock.” 
 
    “I-I--Ahhhhh!” she screamed before her walls spasmed and clenched violently around my shaft.  
 
    Warm liquid seeped from her pussy as she continued to move her hot slit along my cock, and her dark eyes grew more determined as she stared down at me and bucked her hips along my skin. 
 
    “I’m not stopping until you cum inside me, master,” she purred as her black eyes sparkled with desire. “Please, fill me up with your warm seed.”  
 
    “Then you’d better keep moving that glorious pussy of yours,” I breathed. “Don’t keep bouncing until I tell you to.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” she breathed. 
 
    The black-haired beauty continued to scream my name as she rode on my dick like an expert horseback rider. She came over and over again, and when my entire body shuddered with desire, I exploded like a hose inside her hungry hole and grunted as her scorching walls squeezed me for more semen.  
 
    “Yesssss… Akira…” I groaned as I sprayed my creamy seed inside her sopping tunnel, and when I was finished filling her up, we both sighed in satisfaction before she nearly collapsed on top of me.  
 
    “T-Thank you, master,” Akira breathed as she slowly climbed off me. Her slim body was violently trembling, and even her lips were quivering as we both gasped greedily for air. 
 
    I struggled to catch my breath, and when I glanced at the others, my eyes landed on Nyx. She was staring at me with wide, purple eager eyes and waiting for my next command.  
 
    “Nyx,” I breathed. “I want you to lick my cum from Akira’s pussy and gently pleasure her, but don’t let her cum.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” the obedient, blue-skinned witch replied as she crawled over to Akira.  
 
    “I don’t even think I’d be able to cum, master,” the dark-eyed witch panted as Nyx nuzzled herself in between her wet thighs.  
 
    As I inhaled, I turned to look at the bookish brunette and the orange-haired witch. Both of them were a delicious option, and my eyes landed on Penelope with her bright tangerine-colored hair and matching pussy. She’d been so helpful with the potions that I desperately wanted to reward her, but Morgana had also shown such bravery and determination, so I didn’t want either of them to wait any longer.  
 
    “Penelope,” I grunted. “Come closer… and Morgana, get your ass over here, too.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” they responded with broad grins and flushed cheeks.  
 
    Both women crawled over to me, and I looked into Penelope’s chestnut brown eyes and then at Morgana’s contrasting, pale blue orbs.  
 
    “Morgana,” I grunted. “I want you to hover over my mouth so I can taste you while Penelope rides me with as much intensity as Akira.”  
 
    “With pleasure, master,” the brunette panted.  
 
    “As you command, sir,” Penelope cooed as she adjusted herself over my cock. 
 
    The bright-haired witch wrapped her silky hands around my member and then began to stroke my shaft in slow motions while the eager Morgana hovered over my mouth. When I stuck my tongue inside the brunette’s warm, wet pussy, her entire body shuddered with instant pleasure. She tasted salty and sweet, and as my tongue explored her hungry tunnel, she began to moan in ecstasy and then gently rock her hips against my mouth.  
 
    “Ooooooh, that feels wonderful, master,” Morgana breathed. “Please, k-keep going.” 
 
    My dick grew rock hard as Penelope began to move her hands along my shaft in faster motions. I grunted inside Morgana’s pussy, and as I continued to pleasure the brunette with my mouth, the orange-haired witch took the initiative to slide herself down on my cock and begin riding the hell out of me. She groaned with pleasure and slowly began to rock her wide, creamy hips in a steady motion, and soft, little moans escaped from her mouth as I grabbed her slender hips and then guided her body along my cock. I moved her slowly at first, but then I started to move her body with quicker, more demanding motions, and her breathing instantly grew more rapid and labored.  
 
    “Ooooooh, master!” Penelope panted as I began to bounce her up and down along my throbbing shaft. “Yes! Just like that… oh, you feel so good inside me!”  
 
    “Please don’t stop, master,” Morgana sighed as I licked her clit.  
 
    As Penelope moaned and panted, I bucked my hips upward and plunged my cock even deeper inside her slim body. She gasped, and her pussy clenched tightly around my shaft as she bounced even faster. Then the bright-haired witch planted her hands on my chest and dug her nails into my skin as her breathing grew more demanding.  
 
    “M-M-Master!” she screamed. “I’m going to cum!” 
 
    “So am I!” Morgana squealed as I ran my tongue along her throbbing clit once more.  
 
    In response, I plunged my tongue deeper inside Morgana’s hungry pussy, and then I dug my nails into Penelope’s hips as I moved her body in quicker motions. The bright-haired witch cried out as her walls spasmed uncontrollably around my cock, and her body continued to move fervently along my member as she cried out my name over and over again. 
 
    “Yes, Cole!” she screamed as she swirled and swayed around my cock.  
 
    Penelope came over and over again, and while her cries of ecstasy echoed in the room, Morgana’s juices spurted out from her sopping pussy like a fountain, and she mewled as I licked up every single drop.  
 
    “Master,” the brunette squealed in a trembling voice. “Your tongue feels incredible… please make me cum again!” 
 
    Before I could respond, my entire body convulsed, and as Penelope wildly rocked her hips and came all over me, I sprayed my hot sperm inside her throbbing tunnel. She gasped and struggled to breathe as her body clenched, twitched, and spasmed on top of me, and her velvety walls sucked my cock dry and demanded every last drop of cum I had left.  
 
    Lightheaded and out of breath, I grunted and slowly licked Morgana’s sopping pussy one more time before I guided her away from me. The brunette pouted, but I’d be sure to fill her up with my cum as soon as I regained my energy and steadied my breathing.  
 
    “Thank you, master,” Penelope panted, and she slowly clambered off my slick cock.  
 
    “Nyx,” I grunted as I turned to look at the blue witch, who still had her head in between Akira’s plush, creamy thighs. “Lick my warm cum from Penelope’s pussy. Get every single drop out of her.” 
 
    “It’s precious,” Penelope reminded the horned witch as she obediently crawled over her. 
 
    “Yes, master,” the red-horned witch purred as she crawled over to the orange-haired woman’s spread open thighs. 
 
    When Nyx stuck her tongue inside Penelope’s sweet and salty slit, I grinned in satisfaction and then turned my attention to the sexy and patient bookworm. She bit down on her rosy lip, and then I grabbed a fistful of her dark locks and brought her lips to meet mine. She tasted sweet like honey, and as our tongues snaked together in heated passion, she moaned into my mouth, and her soft hands found their way to my cock. She slowly wrapped her hands along my shaft and then began to stroke my member.  
 
    I pulled away from her swollen lips and then tightened my grip on her. 
 
    “Did I say you could touch my dick?” I growled.  
 
    “No master,” Morgana whined, “but I couldn’t help it… I just love your huge cock. I need it inside my womb, and I need you to spread me wide open.” 
 
    “How badly do you need it?” I asked with a wolfish grin.  
 
    “I need it more than anything in this world,” she mewled. “Please, let me feel you inside me, master.” 
 
    “Fine,” I grunted, “you’ve waited long enough… get on all fours.”  
 
    The others all watched as I released the sexy brunette from my fierce grasp, and then she situated herself on the bed. I adjusted my own position, and when I was behind the desperate bookworm, I pinched her creamy, ample ass.  
 
    “Ooooh!” she gasped as I left a red mark on her right cheek. 
 
    “You’ve been so patient and good,” I growled before I rubbed her wet folds with my thumb.  
 
    She moaned, and when I began to bat my throbbing tip along her opening, her breathing grew quick with anticipation.  
 
    “Pleeeeeeeease, master,” Morgana begged. “Put your massive cock inside me. I can’t wait a second longer!”  
 
    “Hmmmm,” I teased. “As you wish.” 
 
    She gasped as soon as I slipped my wet, flared head inside her starving pussy, and as I deeply thrust my whole member inside her lithe body, she moaned and cried out my name. Her pussy was desperately yearning for my cock, and her smooth walls clamped around my shaft as I ventured deep inside her tunnel. She was screaming each time she came, and I allowed her to climax as many times as possible.  
 
    “Yes, yes, yes!” Morgana gasped with wild desire. “Fuck me, master! Please fuck me harder!”  
 
    I slammed my hips against her skin, and as I prodded deeper and faster inside her sweltering tunnel, she wiggled herself even closer so my balls banged against her ass and clit. The deeper I drove into her womb, the louder she cried out my name, and the faster she rocked her wide, porcelain hips. Her pussy was absolutely drenched, and the sound of her soaking slit echoed in the room as I plowed inside her.  
 
    “Yes, yes, ohhhhh…” she squealed. “I’m going to cum again, master!”  
 
    “Yeah?” I grunted before I slapped her ass, and then she rocked her hips even faster. “Me, too.” 
 
    “Oh, yeeeeeeees!” Morgana screamed before her walls spasmed wildly around my throbbing cock. “Inside of meeeee!”  
 
    Our bodies swayed and quivered together as my cock exploded a creamy load inside her hot tunnel, and we both struggled to catch our breaths and not collapse from the intense orgasm. Her walls thirsted for every last drop of my semen, and I gasped and groaned as I painted her entire tunnel with my thick, white seed. I was completely empty, and now, my coven was full of my unholy seed. 
 
    After about a minute of trying to catch our breaths, Morgana gasped and fell over as I pulled my slick cock out from her cum filled pussy. Her entire body was trembling as she collapsed into the bedsheets, and then she slowly rolled over, sighed in satisfaction, and looked up at me with pure adoration and gratitude.  
 
    “Thank you, master,” she breathed. “I feel your warmth spreading through my entire body.” 
 
    “With pleasure.” I smirked before I turned to the other women. 
 
    Each witch was staring at me with hungry eyes and soft, satisfied smiles, but my body was still quivering, and I desperately needed to lay still. So, I made my way to the pillows and laid down on the satin pillows, and then all the women found a comfortable spot on the bed. Akira and Vesta were on each side of me and snuggled up against my chest, while Morgana and Penelope were on opposite bedsides. Faye and Nyx were curled up like exhausted cats at the foot of the bed, and I enjoyed looking at the naked pair as I laid comfortably between the other women.  
 
    “Nyx, you did well,” I said as I met her plum-colored eyes. “You may rest now.” 
 
    “Thank you, master,” she purred before she closed her eyes and instantly fell into a deep and peaceful sleep.  
 
    Faye stroked her long red hair and stared into my eyes as she placed her head into the sheets, and I could tell she was on the verge of sleep but was still fighting against it.  
 
    “Did we please you, master?” she whispered with sleepy, golden-green eyes. 
 
    “Very much,” I responded.  
 
    “Were you satisfied with Nyx?” Vesta purred as she ran her velvety fingers along my scar.  
 
    “I was.” I grinned.  
 
    “I wonder who will be the next witch to join our coven,” Morgana mused aloud.  
 
    “Well, I’m still wondering when we will be able to bear your children, master,” Faye said in a shy voice.  
 
    “I’d love to carry your child,” Penelope whispered in agreement.  
 
    “So would I,” Akira growled into my ear.  
 
    “In time,” I reminded them. “The battle we faced was only the beginning of something much bigger. War is on the horizon, and we need to focus on eliminating our enemy once and for all.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” the women responded obediently in unison. 
 
    “But for now,” I chuckled after a long moment of silence. “Let’s enjoy this moment… and since I’m feeling generous, how about I fuck you all over and over again until the sun rises?”  
 
    The women instantly gasped and shot up from their positions, like animals on the prowl for their prey. I smirked in satisfaction as I stared at each perfect witch, and for a moment, I wondered if I was the luckiest man in all the realms.  
 
    Nothing could prevent my coven from growing even stronger, and I knew together we were fucking unstoppable.  
 
    The only question was, who was the next witch to join our unholy pact?  
 
      
 
    End of Book 5 
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