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 Chapter 1 
 
    When I opened my eyes, a rich, golden-red hue was streaming in through the stained-glass window, and it washed the entire bedroom in a warm, enticing glow. The tangerine tinted room still smelled of sex and perfume, mingled with the scent of wilted roses and spiced brew. It was incredibly warm underneath the satin covers, not only because of the flames that still burned in the hearth but because of the six women who were sound asleep in my bed.  
 
    Their unconscious, naked forms were a sight to behold. To my right laid the raven-haired Akira, with her parted purple lips and ebony, smudged eyelids. Her pale athletic body was wrapped up against mine, and her velvet choker tickled my skin each time she stirred in her sleep. To my left was the exquisite, elvish witch, Vesta, and she resembled a slumbering goddess with her angelic features, long, silken eyelashes, and glowing lavender cheeks. Her perky, plum-colored nipples were digging into my ribcage, and her slender arm was possessively wrapped around my waist.  
 
    At the foot of the bed, Nyx, with her dark, sapphire blue skin and small red horns, was curled up like a cobalt cat next to the ravishing redhead, Faye. The freckled witch’s cascading crimson hair was splattered over her voluptuous, pale breasts and across her small, heart-shaped face. The contrasting duo was pressed against each other, and the redhead’s long, pale leg was wrapped around Nyx’s wide, blue hip.  
 
    On opposite sides of the bed, Morgana and Penelope were deep asleep, even though the evening light was spilling over their porcelain faces. The bookish brunette’s long, luscious locks were plastered over the red pillow like a pool of dark ink, and her plump breasts were heaving up and down with each deep breath she took. Her red, swollen lips were curled up into a small smile as she occasionally mumbled incoherent words and phrases, and it made me wonder what she was dreaming about.  
 
    Penelope, who was on the farther end of the bed, laid utterly still, and her bright, flowing hair was covering her doll-like face like a pool of silky, orange ribbons. Her small, perky breasts were exposed, and unlike Morgana, she barely stirred in her sleep.  
 
    Together, the women were the epitome of perfection, and the thought of waking them up from their peaceful slumber didn’t bode well with me, but we’d rested long enough.  
 
    “Time to wake up,” I purred as I gently sat up. “Come on, we’ve been asleep all day!”  
 
    My coven collectively groaned and stirred in their sleep, and as I predicted, Morgana was the first one to shoot up from the sheets. 
 
    “Satan!” she breathed. “What time is it?” 
 
    “Evening,” I answered with a sly grin. “Are you shocked? We were up all night long…”  
 
    “No.” The bookish brunette blushed. “I-I mean… I’m just not used to it.”  
 
    “Used to what?” Akira teased with her face still half-buried in the pillow. “Cole’s cock?” 
 
    “Oh, shut up, Akira.” Morgana rolled her sky-blue eyes. “You know what I meant.” 
 
    “Well, I, for one, am still growing accustomed to our master’s magnificent dick,” Nyx grunted as she sluggishly opened her shimmering, indigo-tinted eyes. “Hell… I never knew I could feel something so incredible, and I’ve done a shit-ton of… well… various mushrooms and herbs and such. My pussy is still filled with his unholy seed, and I want to feel this way forever.” 
 
    “Do not worry, there will be plenty more where that came from.” I winked. “You’ll see.”  
 
    “As long as you’re obedient,” Vesta reminded her in a demure voice, “our master will fill you up and pleasure you in every way possible.”  
 
    “And when she says every way… she means every… single… way,” Penelope giggled on the far end of the bed. “You’ll never be disappointed.”  
 
    “Our master is most considerate,” Faye added, and her voice was thick with sleep.  
 
    “As you will come to realize with more time,” Akira said before she leaned toward me and then gently nibbled on my earlobe.  
 
    The sensation sent a pulsating thrill through my entire body, but before I had a chance to act or respond, there was a hard, furious knock on the door. Then it swung open, and as I predicted, Professor Vanessa was standing at the threshold with her arms crossed and an impatient scowl plastered across her flawless face.  
 
    The short-tempered, dark-haired beauty was wearing a stunning, amethyst-purple gown with a gleaming satin finish and black lace trimming. The cut on her dress was dangerously low and pleasing to the eye, and it was difficult not to marvel at the ample curves of her plump breasts. Her luxuriant, loose locks were pin-straight and reached all the way down to her slim, hourglass waist, her ivory face was adorned with a tint of rouge on her prominent cheekbones, and her full lips were painted a deep, blood red. Her icy blue eyes darted between each woman before they landed on me. She glared indifferently in my direction, and then her red lips pulled up into a smirk. 
 
    “Well,” she sighed before she crossed her arms tighter across her prominent chest. “Why am I not surprised to find all of you here… and in bed at this hour?” 
 
    “Professor!” Morgana was the first to gasp as she snatched the red sheets and pulled them up to her chin. “W-We thought the students were still resting and recovering--” 
 
    “They are,” Vanessa interjected in a sharp tone. “However, the headmistress asked me to inform you all about a crucial celebratory dinner tonight. You have an hour to get dressed, and don’t bother to argue because Headmistress Theodora expects you to make an appearance. Just because you played a valuable role in protecting Scholomance doesn’t mean you are exempt from the same duties as the rest of the academy.”  
 
    “I wasn’t going to argue with you,” I said as I raised my hands in defense.  
 
    When I put my hands up into the air, I couldn’t help but notice the professor’s eyes drift over to the scars on my bare chest, and then her cheeks turned an even deeper shade of red before she turned away. 
 
    “Be that as it may,” she said with her back still turned, “we expect to see you there shortly. All of you.”  
 
    Then she stomped out of the room, and as soon as she closed the door, everyone breathed a loud sigh of relief.  
 
    “She still scares me,” Nyx muttered under her breath.  
 
    “Why is she always barging in here, though?” Akira demanded with pinched eyebrows.  
 
    The dark-haired witch had a good point. Vanessa had a tendency to come waltzing into my room without an invitation, and each time it occurred, I happened to be naked, or at least half-naked.  
 
    Did the icy, impatient, and intolerable professor secretly want to be with me? I could only imagine the way she would moan and beg for my cock, and the idea sent a stimulating shiver coursing through my body. I knew if I put my mind to it, she would be begging to join me in bed. 
 
    It would take time, though, and perseverance, but I was willing to wait and work for it. All great conquests were worth the patience.  
 
    “Say what you will about Professor Vanessa,” Vesta purred, and her soft voice broke me out of my trance, “but you cannot deny her incredible sense of style. Did you see the dress she was sporting? It was absolutely stunning.”  
 
    “Yeah, whatever,” Penelope groaned before she rubbed the sleep from her eyes and then planted her feet on the floor. “Does anyone want a shot of my navita potion?”  
 
    “What the hell is that?” Akira chuckled. “It sounds nasty.”  
 
    “It’s an energizing potion,” the bright-haired witch pouted. “It’s stronger than three cups of spiced coffee and will keep you alert for hours.” 
 
    “What does it taste like?” Nyx asked with sleepy, indigo eyes.  
 
    “Not the best…” Penelope responded with a sheepish smile. “It tastes a little bit like sour blueberries… I’m still working on the flavoring.”  
 
    “I’ll pass,” Morgana said with a small shrug before she jumped out of bed. “Thanks, anyway.” 
 
    “Same here,” Faye said as she stood up. “No offense.”  
 
    “What about you, Nyx?” Penelope asked with imploring, dark eyes.  
 
    “Nah,” the blue-skinned witch answered, “I’ll just smoke some dragon breath and be good to go.” 
 
    “Really? No one?” the bright-haired witch asked with a deep, disappointed frown. “Master?” 
 
    “Sure.” I shrugged. “Why the hell not?”  
 
    “Really, master?” Penelope grinned from ear to ear.  
 
    “I’d love to try whatever you’re working on.” I smiled. “Come on, bring me a cup.”  
 
    “Excellent,” the bright-haired witch squealed as her dark eyes grew wide and bright. “I’ll be right back!”  
 
    We all watched as the orange-haired witch leapt from the bed and rushed butt naked out the door, and as soon as she was gone, the others burst into gentle peals of laughter.  
 
    “What if it really does taste like shit, master?” Akira chuckled. “You might regret it.”  
 
    “I’m sure it will be fine,” I responded with a small smirk. “Besides, she’s always working on something new, so why not encourage her?”  
 
    “That’s true,” Morgana answered as she chewed on her full bottom lip. “Perhaps we were a little harsh when we rejected her so quickly.”  
 
    Before anyone else could say another word, Penelope burst through the door, and her bare breasts were bouncing with each step. In her hands she held a small, transparent goblet with thick, navy blue liquid inside. It looked unappetizing to say the least, but regardless, I didn’t have the heart to refuse her like the others.  
 
    “Here, master,” Penelope said as she gently placed the potion in my hands. “Careful, it’s a little hot.”  
 
    “Thanks.” I smiled as I stared down at the bubbling brew.  
 
    I licked my lips before I tilted my head back and let the potion slowly seep down my throat. It was thick, sour, but also a tad bit sweet. As I drank a generous amount, Penelope stared at me with eager eyes, and when I was done, I wiped my lips and stared back at her with a wide grin. 
 
    “Well?” the bright-haired Wicca asked as she gnawed on her lower lip. “What do you think?”  
 
    “It’s a little sour,” I agreed, “but it’s not bad at all… in fact, I feel wide, wide awake.”  
 
    “Really?” Nyx asked with arched blue eyebrows.  
 
    “Yeah,” I replied without missing a beat. “You should try some… in fact, all of you should.”  
 
    “Of course, master,” the horned witch answered.  
 
    “Whatever you say, sir,” Akira remarked.  
 
    “We all will,” Vesta purred.  
 
    As the women passed the goblet around, each witch took a turn to gently sip Penelope’s potion. As they drank the brew, each of their eyes grew brighter and clearer, and I knew they instantly appreciated Penelope’s hard work.  
 
    “Damn, Penelope,” Akira chuckled as her dark eyes glittered with energy. “Thanks… it honestly didn’t taste amazing, but it’s not bad, and I sure as hell feel wide awake now.”  
 
    “Me, too,” Morgana replied with a tiny nod. “Thank you!” 
 
    “No problem.” Penelope blushed as she took back the empty goblet. “Soon, it will be perfect.” 
 
    “Only our master could convince us to try something new.” Vesta winked as she tossed back her sage-green locks. “In and out of bed.”  
 
    “Hell, yeah… I’d try anything… and I mean anything, our master would suggest,” Akira growled as she bit down on her purple lip. “All he has to do is say the word--”  
 
    “Too bad we have to get going,” Penelope quickly reminded the horny, ebony-haired witch. “Come on, let’s go.”  
 
    The women sighed as they followed the bright-haired witch off the bed, and I took a long moment to watch them saunter naked out the door. Akira was the last one to leave the bedroom, and she flashed me a sexy wink before she left.  
 
    I sighed with pure satisfaction and shook my head before I flipped the sheets off my sweltering body. I was completely slick with sweat, and I needed a proper bath before I even thought about leaving this room.  
 
    “Good evening, Cole,” my ghost-maid’s voice called out. “Would you like me to draw you a bath?” 
 
    “Good evening, Cordelia,” I answered. “You read my mind… a cool bath would be perfect.”  
 
    “Right away, sir,” she echoed in her shrill voice. 
 
    The bathwater immediately began to run, and when I stepped into the bathroom, candles lit up the room, and the smell of lavender and rosewater filled the air. When the tub was nearly full, I stepped into the water and submerged my sore body for about thirty minutes, and by the time I was done, I felt totally rejuvenated and ready to seize the evening. 
 
    I quickly wrapped a towel around my waist and then padded over to the blue velvet chair by the stained-glass window. Cordelia had laid out an ebony silk shirt, a pair of leather trousers, and a black cloak with a red, satin insert and the Scholomance crest sewn on the breast pocket. I pushed my damp hair out of my eyes and quickly got dressed. When I finished buttoning up my shirt and clasping my cloak around my neck, I strode over to the sea-glass mirror and studied my reflection.  
 
    I half-expected to see a pair of red-rimmed eyes staring back at me, but instead, my eyes were clear and bright. My skin had a healthy flush to it, and my lips were not cracked and pale like I thought they would be, since I’d been asleep for days. They were almost red, and it was a sharp contrast to my jet-black hair and ivory skin.  
 
    “You look incredibly handsome, sir,” the ghost-maid commented. “Makes me wish I was alive.” 
 
    “Thanks, Cordelia,” I chuckled under my breath. “Well, I’d better get going.” 
 
    “Have a hauntingly macabre night, sir,” she said.  
 
    “Will do.” I grinned before I left my bedroom and headed downstairs.  
 
    When I stepped into the common room, I wasn’t surprised to see it was empty, aside from the familiars who were curled up into their love pile in the corner of the room. No doubt the women were still getting dressed, so I decided to take a seat and wait patiently.  
 
    As I drummed my fingers along the armrest of my chair, I couldn’t help but chuckle at all the familiars. Alexander was splayed on the floor, still wrapped up in bandages, and he was curled up next to Silvia. Akira’s Komodo dragon, Damien, was deep asleep next to Faye’s ferret, Lily. Nyx’s red falcon was perched by a window, and Vesta’s silver snake was coiled into a scaled ball on the floor beside Penelope’s orange panda.  
 
    Cole, Alexander said as he slowly opened his crimson eyes. How’s it going, man? You look sharp as a dagger, what’s the special occasion? 
 
    “A celebratory banquet,” I answered.  
 
    Sounds boring as fuck, he replied, but have fun, I guess. 
 
    “Thanks,” I chuckled.  
 
    I heard the doors creaking upstairs, and when I turned toward the stairwell, I had to stop my jaw from falling to the floor. My women were all dressed in gorgeous gowns, adorned with fabulous jewels and decorated to perfection, and it was nearly impossible to tear my eyes away from them. Each one was so uniquely different from the others, but just as equally mouthwatering and intoxicating. I carefully studied each witch before I slipped my hands into my pocket, and a smile broke across my face.  
 
    Morgana was garbed in a long, scarlet dress with no sleeves and a plunging neckline. Her dark cascading curls tumbled across her creamy, white shoulders, her pale blues eyes were lined with brown eyeshadow, and her eyelashes were long, dark, and silken. Her lips were tinted the same shade of red as her flowing gown, and she was wearing a pair of long, lace black gloves with matching red, glittering heels.  
 
    Akira was sporting a skin-tight black dress with slits down the sides, which exposed her exceptionally long, lean, and toned legs. She wore her usual thick, black choker, and her short raven hair was straight, sleek, and nearly covered her heavily lined eyes. She’d decided to pair her dress with short, black high-heeled boots, and her lips were an even deeper shade of purple than usual. She wore stacks of studded leather bracelets on her wrists, and her nails were painted midnight black, too.  
 
    With her illuminating lavender skin and glowing pink cheeks, Vesta had decided to wear a floor-length, shimmering silver gown made of a sheer fabric material that showcased her curves and elegant form. Her sage-green hair was loose and came tumbling down in perfect jade waves over her shoulders and down her purple back, and her elvish ears were adorned with small, diamond studs and long, crystal-shaped jewels.  
 
    Nyx decided to wear a curve-hugging, magenta dress with a sweetheart neckline and a small bronze necklace with a tiny vial dangling at the end. She was also wearing a pair of black velvet heels, and there was a charm bracelet on her right ankle. Her lips were a deep sapphire shade, her eyes were lined with thick, black kohl, and her dark cobalt hair was straightened and cascaded past her small waist like a silky blue curtain.  
 
    Penelope had opted for a gold gown with a wide skirt and a corset to match. Her flowing orange hair was down, and it tumbled over her bare shoulders in loose, tangerine-tinted curls. Her lips were painted bright red, and her black eyelashes were curled to perfection. Those long, curved, alluring eyelashes made her mahogany brown eyes stand out like a porcelain doll’s, and it was difficult to look away. She was slightly taller than the rest of the women, and I realized it was because she was wearing the highest pair of golden heels I’d ever seen. They dazzled when they caught the light, and she reminded me of a bright-haired, golden garbed goddess.  
 
    Finally, Faye decided to wear a sapphire-blue dress with long sleeves, and a low-cut neckline exposed the full curves of her perky, freckled breasts. Her red hair was pulled up into a wavy chiffon updo, and her lips were painted a deep, blood red. She wore a dangling silver crystal necklace around her swan-like neck and matching, tear-drop earrings. Her eyes were lined with deep blue eyeshadow, and the apples of her cheeks were bright pink. Finally, she was wearing a pair of matching blue heels and had opted for silken white gloves.  
 
    “Satan,” I breathed once I marveled at each woman. “You look fucking fantastic… every one of you. I could just devour all of you right now.” 
 
    “Thank you, master,” Penelope blushed as she pushed back a loose strand of orange hair. “You look incredibly handsome yourself.”  
 
    “You do,” Akira added as she bit down on her lip, “but it just makes me want to tear your clothes off right now.”  
 
    “Hmmm, maybe we should just celebrate in my bed,” I chuckled, “but then I wouldn’t be able to see how jealous you make the other witches. Now, are you all ready?” 
 
    “Yes, master,” they all responded in unison as they smiled.  
 
    I nodded, and the women followed me out the common room door and down the corridors. The castle was neatly put back together as if nothing had ever happened, and as we neared the banquet hall doors, we could hear soft music echoing from within. When we stepped inside, the room was glowing with candle-light, and the smells of cinnamon, lemon, and other perfumed spices wafted through the warm air.  
 
    An invisible band was playing the piano, violin, cello, and harp in a corner, and there were hundreds of witches dancing in the middle of the expansive room. Splashes of color drifted like water through the banquet hall as the music flowed in unison with the dancers, who glided through the room in graceful arcs and swan-like spins.  
 
    We quickly found some empty seats, and as I craned my neck to get a better view of the room, I spotted the professors and Headmistress Theodora sitting comfortably at their usual table with several pitchers of wine and small platters of entrees in front of them. Theodora looked healthy and beautiful. Her cheeks were flushed with color, and her lips were blood-red. She was wearing a simple but lovely black velvet gown with a high collar, and her dark hair was pulled up into a wavy bun. The headmistress appeared to be in deep conversation with a stunning silver-haired woman who seemed somewhat familiar. Her long shimmering hair fell down her bare back, and she wore a pale pink gown with black lace detail along the sleeves and hem.  
 
    As I continued to stare in their direction, the mysterious woman turned to look at me, and when her teal-colored eyes met mine, her pale lips curled up into a knowing smile. 
 
    That’s when it hit me. She was one of the women of the High-Court. 
 
    “Is that Olivia Mirkwood?” Morgana gasped as she tugged my arm in excitement, and she spun me around to face her. “By Satan, I think it is!” 
 
    “It totally is.” Nyx grinned. “For a moment, I thought I was seeing things…”  
 
    “What a surprise.” Akira rolled her black eyes.  
 
    “What is she doing here?” I wondered aloud.  
 
    “No clue,” Penelope answered with a quick shrug, “but it sure is exciting.”  
 
    “I bet we’re going to find out soon enough,” Faye whispered as her golden-green eyes flicked back to the professors’ table. “Look, Theodora is about to give a speech.”  
 
    When I turned around, Headmistress Theodora was on her feet with a golden goblet in her hand. She clinked the glass with a fork, but instead of a small clanking sound, the entire room echoed with thunderous jingles. The music immediately died down, and the dancers came to an abrupt halt before Theodora gracefully regarded the whole room with a relaxed, magnetic smile.  
 
    “Attention, everyone!” the headmistress bellowed. “As I stand here before you all, I cannot be more grateful to our dark lord and savior, Satan. Tonight, we stand together, alive and victorious against the elder gods who tried their damnedest to see us dead and gone. Now, not only are we celebrating our well-earned conquest, but I’d like to also inform you all that we have a new professor with us. Please help me welcome Olivia Mirkwood!”  
 
    The striking, silver-haired professor stood up and demurely smiled at the sea of students applauding her with as much energy as possible. She nodded in our direction and then raised her goblet high up into the air.  
 
    “Thank you, Headmistress Theodora,” Olivia answered in a smooth and sultry voice. “I am honored to be dining with you here, on this glorious blood-moon filled night. Now, I’m sure you’re all wondering why I’m here, and not with my fellow High-Court companions. It has been decided that we’ll be bringing back the ancient class of potions and charms, and I will be your professor. I cannot wait to see just how dedicated and advanced you all are, and again, it is my immense pleasure to be here as part of Scholomance Academy.” 
 
    The room echoed with thunderous applause again as the silver-haired witch bowed gracefully and then took her seat.  
 
    Theodora was still standing, and when the clapping died down, she raised her glass up even higher into the air. 
 
    “Now,” she continued, “let us enjoy this marvelous feast!” 
 
    When the words left her lips, massive silver and gold platters materialized from thin air and appeared on each table setting. I found myself staring down at a full plate of roasted duck, griffin wings, mashed spiced pumpkin, and fresh greens with wild berry sauce. Goblets of dark red wine also appeared, and there was plenty to go around. Everyone quickly began to devour their exquisite meals and savor the spicy, peppery wine.  
 
    As I ate, I glanced around the crowded hall, and in the corner of my eye, I thought I spotted a flash of bright pink and blue streaks of hair. It took me a moment to realize it was the twins, Iris and Ivy, and they were both wearing short black dresses with matching choker necklaces and heavy lined eyes. They were seated with a small group of witches, but mostly seemed to be keeping to themselves. 
 
    “Hey, Penelope,” I said before I took a bite of well-done elk. “What’s up with the twins?”  
 
    “Yeah, do they think they’re better than us or something?” Akira demanded before she drank a generous amount of wine.  
 
    “I think after the battle they said they wanted to remain alone until their skills improved,” Penelope explained as she pursed her lips. “They won’t do anything but study, and I think that also meant they wanted nothing more to do with our little adventures… at least for now.” 
 
    “Ah.” I nodded. “Well, whatever makes them feel comfortable.” 
 
    “I think it's a clever idea,” Morgana added. “Better to be safe rather than sorry.” 
 
    “Well, I personally don’t give a rat’s tail either way,” Akira muttered. “They were dead weight in my opinion… I don’t know how they even made it to the games.”  
 
    “They just so happened to beat everyone else on that day,” Penelope remarked. “It surprised me, too… clearly, they have the potential… they just don’t know how to fully execute it yet.” 
 
    Everyone muttered their agreements and continued to focus on the marvelous meals, and once the dinner was served and scarfed down, plates of various desserts appeared on the table in place of the empty platters. There were so many sweets, it was almost impossible to count them all. I noticed stacks of lemon poppy seed cake, plates of fairy berry pies, piles of vanilla and pumpkin cookies, and crystal bowls of pixie pudding.  
 
    “Unholy shit,” Akira groaned with pleasure before she scooped up a mouthful of pudding, “this is amazing.” 
 
    “May we join you for dessert?” a familiar voice asked from behind me.  
 
    When I turned around, I saw Beatrix standing next to a woman with long, golden-blonde hair and exotic eyes, and it took me a moment to remember her name until it hit me like a spell. Her name was Circe, and she was one of the resurrected women who fought alongside the professors and students during the battle.  
 
    “Hey.” I smiled. “Please, take a seat.”  
 
    My coven smiled politely at the duo as they took two empty seats in front of me. Circe was wearing a sparkling, black and white gown with a red sash tied to her slender waist. Her long, golden-blonde hair was pulled into a half-updo, and it displayed her prominent cheekbones and wide, almond-shaped, serpentine eyes. Each time she took a bite of her strawberry-newt cake, I noticed her forked tongue swirling around the utensil, in an almost seductive manner, and some of my blood rushed south.  
 
    After a minute, I turned my attention away from the beautiful blonde and then marveled at the light-haired brunette. Beatrix was garbed in a peach-toned dress with a full, sweeping skirt and long, velvet sleeves. Her thick bangs nearly grazed her dark, sultry eyes, and her shoulder-length hair was styled in loose, luscious golden-brown ringlets.  
 
    “This is magnificent,” Circe mumbled after she swallowed a mouthful of cake. “I’m so glad to be back in the living world.” 
 
    “It does have its perks,” Akira grunted before she took another deep sip of black wine. “Like this wine… Satan, it’s strong.”  
 
    “Easy, there,” Morgana hissed into the black-eyed witch’s ear. “Your eyes are as red as Faye’s hair.” 
 
    “So?” Akira snorted with glassy, unfocused eyes. “Nyx’s are always like that, and you never say anything.” 
 
    “They are not,” Nyx replied with a cool laugh. “My tolerance is incredibly high.”  
 
    “Whatever,” the short-haired witch responded with a dismissive wave of her hand. “I’m enjoying the night… how often do we get to just relax?” 
 
    “She has a good point,” Beatrix giggled. “I say we drink as much wine as possible.” 
 
    “You’re going to regret that in the morning,” Faye tutted, but then she took a deep sip of wine herself. “Satan, she’s right… this wine is absolutely exquisite.”  
 
    Before I could respond, a swift, icy breeze swept through the room, and everything grew dark as night. The candles all died at once, and then the music came to a chilling, sudden stop. A scream filled the air, and when I turned to look at the professors’ table, I noticed with horror that our new silver-haired professor had her hands wrapped around her throat as if she were choking to death. 
 
    Pale moonlight seeped through the stained-glass window, and it highlighted the struggling professor’s deathly pale face. Her lips parted open like a fish out of water, and then a terrifying, low growling noise erupted from her mouth.  
 
    “Are you comfortable?” a harsh, male voice that clearly didn’t belong to her asked. “I hope you are… because you should enjoy every single second of peace you have left. Harmony and unity will soon be a memory to you all, and from here on out, all you will know is fear, suffering, and death. I will not stop until the dawn of the Wicca era is nothing but history, written in the dusty pages of long-forgotten books. You will know my wrath and remember my voice, for I am an elder king, and you are nothing but walking corpses.”  
 
    A resounding, choking sound echoed in Olivia’s throat before she collapsed to the ground, and then the entire banquet hall was filled with panicked whispers and pale-faced witches.  
 
    As I’d predicted, the battle we’d faced was only the beginning of something far more deadly and terrifying.  
 
    And every Wicca in this room knew it.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
    “Silence!” Theodora bellowed in a fierce and commanding voice. “I will have silence, or so help me Satan, I shall rob you all of your tongues!”  
 
    The room immediately fell deadly quiet, and the only subtle sounds I could perceive were soft, frantic breaths and the crackle of dwindling firelight. The air was filled with trepidation and a deep, unwavering sense of foreboding, and as I carefully studied the vast banquet hall, my heart fell at the sight of my fellow Wiccas. The students were pale-faced as they gazed unknowingly at one another with wide, fearful eyes and trembling lips. Theodora rarely spoke so harshly, but at this moment, I could not blame her for her sharp words or severe tone.  
 
    An unnerving silence continued to fill the void, but no one moved or dared to speak a word as Theodora knelt beside Olivia’s limp body.  
 
    I stared at the silver-haired professor splayed out on the marble floor with a broken goblet by her hand. Spilled, dark wine pooled around her head like a halo of blood, and without thinking, I found myself standing up from my table and approaching the headmistress and the unconscious Oliva.  
 
    “Cole, w-what are you doing?” Beatrix whispered from her seat. “You should sit down!”  
 
    I ignored the light-haired brunette and quickly approached the professors’ table. All the professors turned to look at me, and when Vanessa’s cold, icy-blue eyes met mine, her beautiful face curled up into a daunting scowl.  
 
    “Cole!” she snapped. “Get back to your seat, this is a matter for the professors to deal with.” 
 
    “No, it’s quite alright, Vanessa,” Headmistress Theodora affirmed as she sharply nodded in her daughter’s direction. “He may help if he wishes.”  
 
    The strict, dark-haired professor clamped her lips into a tight line and regarded me with contempt, but she knew better than to defy her mother’s demands, so she slowly sat back down in her seat and then turned her flushed face away from me.  
 
    “How can I help, Headmistress?” I asked with a raised eyebrow.  
 
    “Let’s take Professor Olivia to the infirmary,” Theodora responded as she stared deeply into my eyes. She then turned to look at her daughter and snapped her fingers in a commanding manner when she realized Vanessa wasn’t even looking in her direction. “Vanessa, please ensure the students are seen safely back to their quarters. I’m afraid we will have to cut this celebration short.” 
 
    “Of course, Headmistress,” Vanessa answered in a respectful tone of voice.  
 
    “Come along, Cole,” Theodora ordered before she pulled out her intricately carved wand.  
 
    It took me a moment to realize her wand was different from what she used to carry. This rod was made of darker wood, perhaps ebony wood, and the handle bore a wolf’s head with a pair of raven wings wrapped around its crown. There were markings of various dialects carved deeply into the wood, and it would be easy to miss if one wasn’t looking closely enough.  
 
    For a moment, I thought about asking her why she owned a new wand, but now was neither the time nor the place.  
 
    “W-What happened?” Olivia asked in a weak voice as she fluttered her teal-blue eyes open. “Why am I on the floor?”  
 
    As her lively eyes darted back and forth in confusion and shock, I noticed the silver-haired Wicca had diamonds, or silver gems embedded into the corners of her eyes. She was even more stunning up close, even after suffering a temporary possession by an elder king. When her glassy eyes met mine, she opened her mouth to say something, but then Theodora placed a slender finger over the professor’s pale, cracked lips.  
 
    “Shhh,” Theodora purred in a gentle manner. “You were possessed, but do not worry. We shall take you to the infirmary. Just close your eyes and let yourself drift into a state of pure serenity.” 
 
    The silver-haired professor took in a deep, shaky breath before she closed her eyes and gently nodded.  
 
    Theodora looked at me for a quick moment and then rolled up her black sleeves before she aimed her wand at the silver-haired Wicca.  
 
    “Supervolo,” Theodora muttered with a steady hand and a stern voice.  
 
    I watched as Olivia’s limp body slowly rose up into the air and then began to drift toward the banquet hall doors, like a dead, dark angel rising to the heavens where she didn’t belong. The entire banquet hall watched as Theodora and I followed the hovering professor out the door and into the empty corridor. When the doors closed behind us, I could hear faint voices echoing from within, but then Vanessa’s shrill voice rang through the air, and all was silent once more.  
 
    “Will she be alright?” I asked Headmistress Theodora as my eyes stayed focused on the drifting professor.  
 
    “Yes,” Theodora answered without looking at me, “I have seen many possessions in my lifetime, and they do not last long… even if it stems from elder power. She will be on her feet in no time, with the proper care and brew, of course.” 
 
    “Thank Satan,” I muttered with relief.  
 
    As we passed by the prying portraits and glided down the hallways, I couldn’t help but think about the voice that erupted from the pale, pink lips of our new professor and member of the High-Court. That chilling, god-like voice sent violent shivers down my spine, but Satan knew I was filled with feral rage more than anything else. To me, the man was nothing but a fucking coward who feared our growing power and strength, and I vowed I’d do whatever it took to see him dead by my hand. 
 
    When we reached the dark infirmary, I quickly pulled out my wand and raised it above my head.  
 
    “Illuminana,” I muttered.  
 
    The room quickly lit up as the air grew warm, and the soothing scent of lavender and spiced brews filled the infirmary. For a moment, I was lost in the intoxicating and lovely aroma, but then I quickly shook my head and focused on the two women before me.  
 
    “Thank you, Cole,” Theodora said as she guided Olivia’s still hovering body over to a small, white cot. “Let’s place her over here by the window. I’m sure she will appreciate the warm light when it hits her at dawn.”  
 
    I watched carefully as the silver-haired professor’s body descended slowly onto the bed, and when her head hit the pillow, her teal eyes gently fluttered open. At first, she seemed confused, and it took her a long moment to remember why she was here.  
 
    “Oh, Satan,” Olivia grunted as she placed a pale hand over her slick forehead, “everything is such a haze… how long was I out for?”  
 
    “Try not to speak,” Theodora said in a soft and comforting voice. “I’ll bring you something for the pain.”  
 
    “T-Thank you, Headmistress,” Olivia coughed.  
 
    I remained by the foot of the bed while the headmistress drifted over to a tall armoire filled with various colored mixtures, withering weeds, unusual herbs, and peculiar potions. She mumbled to herself as she rummaged through the hundreds of different concoctions, and then finally, she picked out a vial of bright, tangerine-tinted bubbling brew.  
 
    “This should do the trick,” Theodora said before she locked the cluttered armoire and retreated back to the bed. “As soon as you drink this, you should be feeling as good as new. 
 
    The headmistress gently picked up Olivia’s head and brought the vial to the silver-haired witch’s trembling lips. The silver-haired professor began to greedily sip the concoction, like a wolf draining a baby lamb dry, and I watched with fascination as the color slowly returned to her cheeks, lips, and skin.  
 
    “Easy,” Theodora warned. “Do not choke on it, you know this is a powerful brew.” 
 
    “I know,” Olivia panted once she drank the potion and then licked her lips. “Thank you, Theodora. I truly appreciate it.” 
 
    “Of course,” the headmistress responded before she set the empty vial aside and then regarded the weakened Wicca. “Now, let’s get you into something more comfortable.” 
 
    Theodora took a small step back and flicked her wand, and then the pale pink dress Olivia wore quickly vanished and was replaced with a sheer, white nightgown. The fabric was completely see-through, and I did my best not to marvel at the silver-haired witch’s slender, pale body, and her full breasts with their rosy buds.  
 
    I averted my eyes when the exposed professor caught me staring and then turned my attention to the headmistress, and she smiled coyly in my direction. 
 
    “Come along, Cole, let’s retire to my office,” she instructed. “We have much to discuss.”  
 
    “Yes, Headmistress.” I nodded. 
 
    I followed Theodora out of the infirmary, and by the time we reached the doors, I could hear Olivia breathing in a steady rhythm, and I knew she was already in a deep, peaceful sleep. I didn’t really know anything about the silver-haired Wicca, but still, the fact she was resting and in no apparent danger or pain brought a relieved smile to my face. Yet, a small part of me pitied her. This was her first night in the castle, and she was already suffering from the elders’ wrath. The thought made my blood boil, and my smile quickly died as I balled my fists by my side.  
 
    Who did those elder fuckers think they were? 
 
    “She will be fine,” Theodora repeated as if she could read my mind. 
 
    “Of course, she will be,” I remarked as we headed down the corridors. “She’s in your hands.”  
 
    “I appreciate your faith in me, Cole,” the headmistress answered after a pregnant silence. “To be honest… after my vision failed me, and I was rendered unconscious by that general bastard, I feared my students, the professors, and the High-Court would not regard me in the same light.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked. “You know your women are loyal to you, as my coven is loyal to me.”  
 
    “Your words are filled with comfort, Cole,” she sighed, “and I want to believe your every word, but you must understand from my point of view… I am in a precarious situation.”  
 
    “Are your powers weakening?” I asked without thinking, and when the words left my lips, I immediately regretted them. “I… I meant no disrespect, Headmistress. I am simply asking you out of concern for your well-being.”  
 
    “No,” she answered after a moment, “at least, I do not feel my power waning in any way, shape, or form. But at times… I fear the High-Court might be questioning my abilities… I fear they believe I am diminishing from this world, and that soon, it will be time to find a new Headmistress.”  
 
    “Why?” I demanded in a sharp tone. “After everything you’ve done to protect Scholomance? How dare they!”  
 
    Theodora softly chuckled under her breath and then turned to face me as we stood before her office doors. 
 
    “My dear Cole,” she whispered as she placed a warm hand on my face. “Do not worry about me. I can fend for myself. And as I said… it is only a feeling. I have no concrete evidence they are planning to replace me anytime soon.”  
 
    “But--” I began, but she raised a hand to cut me off.  
 
    “We will discuss it no further,” she ordered. “I have other things that need your undivided attention. Understood?” 
 
    “Yes, Headmistress,” I sighed in defeat before she whirled around and pushed her grand office doors open.  
 
    “Come and take a seat by the fire,” Theodora ordered in a firm voice. “Would you care for a glass of spiced wine or a cup of rosewood tea?” 
 
    “No, thank you.” I shook my head.  
 
    “Suit yourself,” she answered with a half-smile before she poured herself a full goblet of dark wine.  
 
    My heart thumped like a hummingbird’s wings as I sat down in a red velvet chair by the warm fireplace and then waited for Theodora to take a seat beside me. I observed her as she took a hearty sip of wine and then slowly paced around the room as if she were preparing a speech in her head. I remained still and patient as she continued to nervously stride around the office, but it started to grate on my nerves after a while.  
 
    “Headmistress…” I said after I couldn’t bear the silent tension any longer. “Whatever it is you need to say, I think it would be better if you just told me.”  
 
    She chuckled bitterly before taking another deep sip of wine and then setting the goblet down on her desk. She smoothed out her skirts and pushed back a loose curl that fell over her exhausted and white-washed face. Finally, her pale-blue eyes slowly lifted to meet mine, and she let out a long, drawn-out sigh. 
 
    “Well,” she began, “as you and the rest of the academy know, we are now dealing with an even greater threat. That voice you heard… it was the voice of King Donovan. He is considered one of the most powerful elders in all the realms, and now, he has obviously set his sights on Scholomance… and on you, Cole. Something tells me he knows of your great power.”  
 
    I took a deep breath and then studied my hands. I tried to find the right words, but nothing of real comfort came to mind. At last, I regarded the headstrong headmistress and forced myself to smile at her.  
 
    “Look, Headmistress,” I said with as much ease as I could muster. “I know you have your fears and concerns… they are valid and stem from sensible reasons, but think about it. We’ve faced the elders once…. surely, we can do it again. We cannot let them hold any power over us, and that includes fear.” 
 
    “I admire your faith and determination, dear Cole,” Theodora answered with a small smile, “but we’re facing more than just an army. King Donovan will do anything and everything within his power to see us fall.” 
 
    “So, let him try,” I replied with my chin raised. “We’ll kill him, just as we killed his fucking general and his men.” 
 
    “This will be different,” Theodora sighed. “I can feel it. The man will stop at nothing to see our defeat. You heard him yourself… his voice was filled with bloodthirst and fortitude. I’m sure he’s already recruiting more followers as we speak. No doubt of magical and non-magical blood.” 
 
    I swallowed hard before I responded. I knew she was right, and deep down, I knew we were just one school against a growing, deadly regime. Yes, we built our army, but surely, it wouldn’t be enough to stop such a powerful king.  
 
    “Then, what do you propose, Headmistress?” I questioned. “I know you have an idea.” 
 
    “I do.” She nodded. “I want to expand Scholomance.” 
 
    “You mean, you want more students?” I inquired. “Where else can we find them? We’ve already bled the holy graves dry, and I doubt other academies are just going to give up their students.”  
 
    “I’m not only looking for new students,” Theodora answered before she began to pace around the room again. She folded her hands behind her back and then raised her chin up into the air, like an elegant swan searching for her ducklings. “I want to recruit all kinds of soldiers and followers. King Donovan will seek to build his own armies through mortal villages, powerful kingdoms, and even other Wicca or warlock academies who have strayed from their true faith. We must be clever and subtle in our own method of recruitment.”  
 
    “I see,” I answered as I rubbed my chin. “Well, I will do everything in my power to abide by your wishes, and we will see King Donovan fall to his death. No matter what it takes, we will see the Wiccas of Scholomance grow, and we will continue to practice ancient magic against the elders. I’ll be by your side every step of the way.”  
 
    “I know you will,” she replied. “I have all my faith in you… however, it is crucial to remember that although King Donovan is one of the most powerful elder kings to walk the realms, he is one of many. His death would be a victory, but alas, it would only be one chess piece eliminated.” 
 
    “I understand,” I said as I stood up from my seat, “but as you always say, let’s focus on one threat at a time. What do you need me to do right now? Just say the word, and I will gladly abide by your wishes.” 
 
    Theodora flashed me a warm smile before she turned to look at the hearth with its glowing flames that cast towering shadows across the rug. The bright inferno crackled loudly as she studied the colors and curls of the fire, and then finally, she gazed upon me once more.  
 
    “At this moment, we need the academy to rest and recover,” she answered with a small nod. “The students need their full strength before they can return to advanced lessons. However, there is something I need from you and your coven. Something that isn’t directly related to King Donovan, but it’s still just as important.”  
 
    “What is it?” I asked in a rushed voice. 
 
    “So eager,” she responded with the same serene smile, but there was deep concern lingering behind her pale blue eyes. 
 
    I watched as she stopped pacing and then swiftly turned to her fireplace. She began to rearrange the artifacts on the mantelpiece, including the golden clock, the silver candelabra, and the small black owl statue. When the knick-knacks were moved, the flames abruptly died, and then the empty hearth made a deep, rumbling sound as the stones began to organize themselves into various positions. The fireplace quickly and neatly split itself in two, and before us laid the small, dark tunnel where she stored the ancient books.  
 
    “Wait here,” Theodora ordered in a firm voice.  
 
    I nodded, and an icy breeze swept through the room as I waited patiently for Theodora to step inside her fireplace. The headmistress swiftly crept inside the dank space, and I could hear her muttering to herself while she retrieved whichever book she searched for. Finally, she emerged from the opening, and in her hands, she held a deep, emerald green book I’d never seen before.  
 
    “What--?” I started to ask, but she placed a slender finger against her lips. 
 
    “Just wait,” she answered before she flipped furiously through the pages. “Ah, here it is.” 
 
    She strolled over to me and then gently placed the open book down on my lap. I stared down at the page and found myself looking at a picture of a melon-sized stone with a shimmering black texture and small, diamond-like gems embedded inside the heart of the oversized artifact. 
 
    “Do you recognize it?” Theodora asked after a moment. 
 
    “It almost resembles the…” I trailed off, and then I raised my eyes to meet hers. “It’s a Defero stone. Isn’t it?”  
 
     “The third and final one,” she remarked before she took the book from my hands. “I need you and your coven to retrieve it and bring it safely back to Scholomance before King Donovan or any of his followers get their hands on it.”  
 
    “Satan,” I breathed as I remembered how grueling it was to retrieve the other two stones.  
 
    We’d been on countless life-threatening missions before, but every time we sought out one of Theodora’s precious stones, it was within the dwelling of a Wicca-loathing village or kingdom with a ruthless leader and imbecilic citizens. As I stared deeply into Theodora’s eyes, I knew I didn’t have a choice. Moreover, why would I want to deny her wishes? She was my headmistress, and we were in this together.  
 
    “Cole?” she asked after a moment. “What are you thinking?”  
 
    “I’m just wondering,” I said, “when do we leave?” 
 
    “Tonight,” she responded with a small sigh.  
 
    I blinked hard at the headmistress and then took a deep breath. I shouldn’t have been surprised at the urgency, but I still wondered who or what she was resurrecting. I was loyal to her, but that didn’t mean I wasn’t curious.  
 
    “Headmistress,” I began, “I know what the sole purpose of the Defero stones is… I don’t suppose you’re ready to finally tell me who or what you are retrieving from the land of purgatory?”  
 
    “No, Cole,” she responded in a soft voice. “I’m afraid there are still some secrets I must keep from you, but I swear, it is for your own benefit. One day, you will thank me for this, but for now, I just need you to trust me, as you have always done.”  
 
    “Alright,” I said with a broad grin, “since that’s out of the way… where are we going?”  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
    Theodora smiled knowingly at me before she raised her hand into the air and placed it on my forehead. 
 
    “It would be better if I simply showed you,” she whispered. 
 
    As she pressed her hand against my skin, the room quickly darkened, and my entire body grew ice cold. My head throbbed as if a thousand needles were prickling at my skull, and soon, the entire office vanished before my eyes. My body twisted and turned through realms and time, and then, I found myself standing on the edge of a cliff with a steel-gray sky above me. Below me, a ferocious ocean beat against jagged, towering rocks, and the thunderous waves echoed and pounded against my eardrums as a bitter and frosty wind bit into my skin.  
 
    “Where the hell am I?” I wondered aloud.  
 
    As I stood on the precipice and gazed upon the unwavering sea storm, I thought I could hear a chorus of voices echoing behind me. They were gradually growing louder, and when I whipped around, I saw a dozen wooden stakes, all situated in a perfect line with piles of hay and wood mounted at the bottom. Then high-pitched screams pierced the air, and their chorus of cries echoed in harmony with the howling and savage wind.  
 
    My heart sank immediately at the sight of the stakes and the sound of screams because I knew they only meant one thing. 
 
    Execution.  
 
     I stood still and strained my eyes to see what laid beyond the wooden stakes, but all I could make out was a thick fog that veiled my view. The wisps of silver mist curved around me like hazy snakes, and the air was heavy with the smell of rotting, putrid flesh. As the screams grew louder, I could make out a cluster of dim figures emerging from the fog and gradually coming closer, and when they were just a few feet away, I realized they were a group of cloaked men swinging censers and chanting a haunting melody as they neared the row of stakes. Several men were carrying giant white flaming candles, and behind them, a line of women with their wrists bound tightly by thick coils of rope were dragged mercilessly by the rusty chains around their necks. Each collar was engraved with multiple crosses, and I could see the women’s raw skin sweltering and festering as they were yanked forward by these holy, cloaked men.  
 
    “You would do well to release us,” shrieked a woman with long, greasy black hair, “and if you don’t, your king will suffer greatly for this. I swear by Satan his unborn child will bear the mark of our wrath and vengeance! This is your last chance to see reason. Let us go, and your kingdom will remain in a state of peace and serenity.”  
 
    “Shut your filthy, whore mouth,” called out a voice that didn’t belong to any cloaked men. “Your fate has already been set into stone, heathen bitch.”  
 
    I searched for the source of the harsh, unforgiving voice, and my eyes fell upon a tall, robustly built man, garbed in heavy furs and fine silks, marching past the captive women. He bore a golden crown on the top of his dark, close-cropped hair, and his face was withered from age. His soulless, black, and bloodthirsty eyes were filled with rage, and when he stared right through me, as if I were nothing but floating particles of dust hovering through the air, I knew for certain no one could see me.  
 
    “Make sure these heathen women suffer greatly,” the man hissed to one of the cloaked figures. “I want the entire kingdom to hear their screams. I want them to cry out in agony, and I want their voices to carry over the sound of the raging sea.”  
 
    “Yes, my king,” a hooded man responded with a deep bow.  
 
    “My love,” said a feminine voice from behind the king, “do you believe the gods will be grateful for this bounty?”  
 
    When the king stood aside, a beautiful woman with long, strawberry-blonde hair emerged from the mist and stood tall by his side. She wore a golden crown with glittering jewels and diamonds and was dressed in a thick, fur-trimmed cloak with a shimmering yellow gown underneath, and her hands were covered with dove-white gloves.  
 
    But what stood out most about this mysterious woman was her bulging belly.  
 
    I assumed she was the queen, and as she stood beside her husband, she placed a hand over her stomach in a protective manner. 
 
    “Yes, my darling,” the king replied as he stared at the struggling Wicca women with a venomous smile. “I do believe we will be rewarded greatly for this.” 
 
    “How lovely,” the queen purred. “I cannot wait to watch the Satanists wriggle and burn.” 
 
    “Soon enough, my love,” the king answered with his chin raised. “Bishop, have your men tie these unholy women to their posts at once.” 
 
    “Yes, Your Majesty,” another cloaked man said as he caressed a long, golden cross that dangled from his neck.  
 
    Once he received his order, the hooded bishop leaned toward his men and gave the command, and his followers eagerly nodded in his direction before they forcefully wrenched the poor women toward the stakes.  
 
    “Noooo!” a woman with long, filthy blonde hair cried out. “You will regret this!”  
 
    The men ignored her and quickly began to tie the women to the stakes without mercy or hesitation, and once the filthy and boney women were bound to the posts, the cloaked men proceeded to throw water in their faces. As they did so, the women’s skin burned and sizzled, and they cried out in agony as their faces grew red with boils and scabs. 
 
    “Light the fire,” the king commanded as he stood only a few feet away from the women.  
 
    “But… Your Majesty,” the bishop whispered, just loud enough for me to hear, “are you sure you want the queen to be present for this? It will surely be a gruesome sight to behold.”  
 
    “I am well aware of that,” the beautiful queen responded in a demure and calm voice. “I specifically asked my beloved if I could witness this holy ritual.”  
 
    “She stays,” the king affirmed when the bishop seemed to be at a loss for words, “and now, you may proceed without question.” 
 
    “Very well, Your Majesty.” The bishop bowed.  
 
    The cloaked men didn’t waste another moment, and they quickly lowered their flaming candles and lit a fire beneath each bound woman. At first, the Wiccas refused to scream, but then the flames began to lick at their bruised and bloody feet, and all hell broke loose. 
 
    “Nooooooo!” they shrieked as the fire devoured their starved bodies. “Satan will have your souls for this!” 
 
    “I doubt that,” the king chuckled. “We have the elders to protect us.”  
 
    As the flames continued to consume their bodies, their pitiful screams echoed in my head, and I desperately wanted their pain and suffering to come to a quick end. I felt useless as I gaped in horror at the sight before me, and as each woman burned to a blackened crisp, my heart bled for them. The flames quickly spread, and when I was sure they were near death, one woman, with charred skin and melting eyes, stared down at the queen and began to chant. 
 
    “Ut incenderent sum ante vos, et crescere pueri vestri,” she recited, “ut sit deformis, ut scilicet vulnerum cicatrices, quae per propagationem ardenti corpore. Sit autem se nihil scire de angustia et dolores tenuerunt eam quasi quamdiu vivit!”  
 
    As I burn before you, your child will grow to be as hideous as the scars spreading through my burning body, a familiar voice translated inside my head. May she know nothing but pain and misery for as long as she lives. 
 
    “It’s you,” I whispered in a low and trembling voice.  
 
    I never left, the woman from my dreams answered. Do you see what they have done to our kind? They hate us, Cole. You mustn’t show them one ounce of mercy. 
 
    “I won’t,” I breathed as the smell of rotting, burning flesh seeped into my nostrils. “I promise.”  
 
    As I stood there and watched the flames devour the Wiccas, a different kind of scream quickly filled the air, and when I promptly averted my eyes toward the source, I saw the queen kneeling in a pool of her blood. Her face was slick with sweat, and her eyes were filled with tears. She clutched at her swollen belly, and when she screamed again, the king rushed to her aid.  
 
    “Darling!” he cried out. “Is it the child? Is it my son?”  
 
    “I can feel his head leaving my body!” the queen cried out in agony. “Lord, please, help me! He is pushing to enter this world… he has no patience, and his time to grace us with his virtue and royalty has come!” 
 
    “Take the queen inside!” the king bellowed. “Now!” 
 
    As the holy men rushed to the ailing queen’s side, the vision before me quickly began to dissolve into a black void, and I could feel my entire body drifting through time and space until I returned to Theodora’s warm and familiar office. When I stood there, trembling from the shock and suddenness of it all, the headmistress stood before me with a small, dejected smile plastered across her face.  
 
    “Terrible, isn’t it?” she asked before she took a seat in a velvet chair by the fire. “We lost a handful of incredibly talented and powerful witches on that miserable day.”  
 
    “It was wretched,” I growled as I remembered their screams and pleas to Satan. “I suppose this is the kingdom you’re planning to send us to?”  
 
    “The same kingdom.” She nodded. “However, what you saw was a different time… thirty years ago, to the day, to be exact.”  
 
    “So, there is a new king now, I presume?” I asked. “Did that child even survive?”  
 
    “Yes, the child lives.” Theodora nodded once more. “However, a princess was born that day in place of a prince… just as the Wicca had warned, and she came into this world deformed. She was rendered horrendously hideous by all those who gazed upon her and now, she wears a veil to shield her monstrosity. Her mortal kingdom, known as Ved Havet, is a holy, seaside dwelling filled with Wicca-hating citizens and holy, wrathful men, who worship the elder gods with no question or doubt. All they care for are riches and beauty. She is a ruthless queen now, who never leaves her castle, but she still harbors strong ties with the elder gods, and I fear her unity with them only grows stronger with each passing moon.” 
 
    A princess? Yes, Headmistress Theodora was right. The witch who cursed the child referred to the unborn infant as a girl.  
 
    “And this queen, she holds the Defero?” I inquired.  
 
    “Yes,” Theodora replied with a small sigh, “she accepted it as a gift long ago without question. All she saw was its undeniable beauty and greedily hid it within her castle. It is up to you and your coven to find the stone and safely return it and yourselves to Scholomance.”  
 
    “And we shall accomplish this, Headmistress,” I said with unwavering certainty laced in my voice, “however, I do have one small request.”  
 
    “And what might that be?” she questioned with a perfectly arched eyebrow.  
 
    “I would like Beatrix and Circe to join us,” I answered. “I believe they are both strong, capable witches who would contribute greatly to the mission.”  
 
    “Very well,” Theodora replied after a long moment. “I shall summon them.”  
 
    In the next moment, Theodora swiftly pulled out her intricate wand and swirled it high in the air. Then a cloud of purple smoke erupted within the middle of her expansive office, and soon, my coven along with the beautiful Circe and Beatrix were standing in the room, all visibly confused and curious at the same time. They were still dressed in their stunning gowns, and they regarded the two of us with wide eyes and slightly parted lips.  
 
    “Whoa,” Nyx was the first to mumble, “did I smoke too much again? Am I seeing shit?” 
 
    “No.” Akira rolled her black eyes. “You’re seeing what we’re all seeing.”  
 
    “Good evening, ladies,” Theodora purred as she gazed at each witch.  
 
    “Err, good evening, Headmistress,” Morgana replied in a polite tone. “May I ask why we are here?” 
 
    “Of course.” Theodora smiled. “I have informed Cole that we are in dire need of the third and final Defero stone. It is up to you to retrieve the precious artifact from the kingdom of Ved Havet and return safely to Scholomance. Now, given the circumstances, I want to make it clear you are free to show the kingdom your wrath. You may do whatever you want to the people of the Wicca-hating kingdom but remember… the stone and your lives are the main priority. Now… does anyone have any important questions before I send you away?”  
 
    “Yeah… where is Ved Havet?” Beatrix asked in a small voice. “I’ve never heard of it before.”  
 
    “Is it a beautiful realm?” Vesta asked with shimmering silver eyes.  
 
    “And what in dragon’s breath is a Defero stone?” Nyx questioned in a sluggish voice.  
 
    “Is this something we will be graded on?” Circe asked as she tilted her head to the side. “It just seems like such an unusual task…”  
 
    Theodora studied the witches for a moment before she shook her head and then turned to me.  
 
    “On second thought, Cole can answer any questions you have,” Theodora said. “Time is of the essence, and I think we’d better get on with it. I know you must be afraid, but I assure you… you can carry out this quest. I have my faith in each of you.”  
 
    “Well, regardless, we’d do whatever you and our master asked of us, Headmistress,” Vesta purred as her silver eyes darted over to me, “and we humbly and truly appreciate your faith in us.”  
 
    “I knew you’d say that,” Theodora chuckled as she aimed her wand at the group of witches. “Now… you can’t enter the kingdom looking like that… Cole, would you please join the others?”  
 
    “Yes, Headmistress,” I answered without hesitation.  
 
    I marched over toward my women and the other two witches, and then Theodora pointed her wand right at us before she took a deep breath and closed her eyes.  
 
    “Mutata in testamento meo,” she recited in a deep, echoing voice.  
 
    Suddenly, a deep green cloud of shimmering smoke wrapped around us all at once, and when I turned to look at the others, their glittering, gorgeous gowns were replaced with gold and purple robes. They were hideous looking garments, and they sent an unpleasant shiver down my spine. What’s more, we were also wearing long, golden crosses around our necks, and it felt heavy, not in a literal sense, but rather as an unforeseen burden we’d have to carry for longer than I’d like.  
 
    “Broom fucker,” Akira hissed as if she forgot the headmistress was there. “Guys… there’s a fucking cross around my neck.”  
 
    “No shit,” Penelope remarked under her breath. “We’re all wearing one, Akira.”  
 
    “Just be sure not to touch it, Miss Akira,” Theodora said in a gentle tone, “and you should be fine.”  
 
    “Yes, of course, Headmistress,” Akira mumbled as a deep, crimson blush crept across her face. “My apologies.”  
 
    “It’s quite alright… now, Nyx, Vesta, and Circe,” Theodora tutted, “we will most certainly have to do something about your skin… and other features….” 
 
    Nyx, Circe, and Vesta exchanged knowing looks with each other before they nodded obediently at the headmistress.  
 
    “Very well, Headmistress,” Vesta was the first to answer. “Do what you must.”  
 
    “This will only be uncomfortable for a moment,” Theodora said, “you’ve been through this before, Vesta.” 
 
    The lavender witch nodded deeply in Theodora’s direction before she swallowed hard and then raised her chin up into the air. 
 
    “We’re ready,” the elvish witch said in an elegant and firm voice.  
 
    “Persona humana,” Theodora muttered as she aimed her wand at the three witches.  
 
    In the next moment, Vesta and Nyx’s skin began to morph into a milky white tone that matched the other women. I watched in fascination as Vesta’s ears shrunk to human size and became less pointed, and her shimmering sage-green hair turned into a mousy and plain shade of brown. Then Nyx’s red horns dissolved into nothingness, and her vibrant, cobalt-blue hair turned into an ashy shade of black. Meanwhile, Circe’s serpentine pupils became round, and when she opened her mouth, her forked tongue came together to form one solid organ. When the spell was complete, the three women turned to look at each other and then marveled in disgust at their new appearances.  
 
    “How bland,” Vesta muttered under her breath.  
 
    “I still think you look lovely,” Circe purred in a dream-like voice.  
 
    “Oh, thank you,” Vesta responded with a satisfied smile.  
 
    “But it just feels so weird,” Nyx added with pinched, black eyebrows. 
 
    “You’ll get used to it soon enough,” Theodora reminded them, “however, it is crucial to remember this spell will not last exceptionally long. You must be quick and find the castle and stone as soon as you can. Now… are you all ready?”  
 
    “Yes, Headmistress,” we answered in unison.  
 
    “Excellent,” she said, “may Satan protect you all on your journey.” 
 
    Theodora raised her wand into the air, and soon, we were all wrapped in a cloud of familiar purple smoke, and I could feel my body tossing and turning through realms as we were violently thrown through space.  
 
    Finally, the world came to an abrupt halt, and when my head stopped spinning, and the cloud of purple smoke disappeared, I found myself staring out at the same gray ocean from my vision. We were standing at the edge of a cliff, and the drop below us was at least a thousand feet. As I peered down, the waves were raging and rough as they violently pounded against the rocky shore, and I knew in my bones this particular sea was unforgiving and the epitome of pure rage. I could feel the wrath of the waves as they continued to rise like watery, furious mountains, and the sound of their fury echoed inside my eardrums like a fiery drum. When I craned my neck upward, I studied the deep, gray clouds that blotted out the sun and sent a chilling, icy wind to whip across our faces. The darkness was a welcoming sight to behold, but regardless, we were still stuck in a Wicca-loathing realm, and the idea made my stomach twist into tight coils and knots.  
 
    “Look!” Morgana’s voice carried over the roaring waves. “I can see the kingdom.”  
 
    When I whipped around, I saw a cluster of white-washed stone houses and a towering white castle sitting on the top of another cliff just above us. The castle and village were surrounded by a tall, white stone wall, and judging by the cliff’s steepness, it would probably take us an hour to reach the kingdom, but we didn’t have that kind of time.  
 
    “Fuck,” Akira hissed, “that’s one hell of a climb.”  
 
    “No shit,” Penelope sighed.  
 
    “Cole, are we going to walk all the way there, or do you have another plan in mind?” Circe asked in a delicate voice. 
 
    “Can’t you shadow port us there?” Penelope suggested with a clever glint in her brown eyes.  
 
    “You read my mind, Penelope,” I said before I pulled out my wand. “Now, everyone, stand still… hos parere imperio.” 
 
    Again, we were wrapped up in a cloud of purple smoke, and within seconds, we were transported behind a cluster of towering rocks that obscured our view of the kingdom.  
 
    “How close are we now?” Faye whispered.  
 
    “Let me see,” I answered.  
 
    I wedged my foot into the stones and then climbed to the top of the pile, and there, just a few feet in front of us, was the looming, pale stone fortifications surrounding the entire perimeter of the kingdom. My eyes quickly darted over to something hanging by a towering wooden gate, and my blood instantly boiled with pure rage when I realized what it was.  
 
    There, swinging in the violent wind, was a skeleton of a Wicca, and it hung from a wooden post with words at the top.  
 
    All those who possess dark, occult blood will suffer a terrible and agonizing death. You have been warned.  
 
    “Cole,” Faye breathed, “what do you see?” 
 
    “I can see the entrance,” I replied as I carefully climbed back down, “and I can see one of our own… her rotten, blackened bones are dangling in the wind as a warning for our kind to stay far, far away.” 
 
    “Holy bastards,” Penelope sneered. “We’ll obviously have to tread carefully and watch everything we say.”  
 
    “I don’t like this.” Beatrix gulped.  
 
    “None of us do,” Akira snapped, “but we have to go through with it. You heard the Headmistress.”  
 
    “But what if we’re caught?” the light-haired brunette asked in a hesitant voice. 
 
    “We’ll fight if we have to,” I answered in a low and calm tone. “We’ve done it before, and we can do it again.”  
 
    “What is a Defero stone anyway?” Nyx asked as she brushed back her lifeless, ebony hair.  
 
    “It’s a stone which brings back powerful beings who have been doomed to linger endlessly in purgatory,” Circe responded before I could answer. “Depending on who or what you’re resurrecting,  
 
    “Oh.” Nyx blinked slowly. “That’s pretty amazing.”  
 
    “So, what’s the plan?” Morgana asked in a firm voice. “We have our disguises… are we just going to waltz inside?”  
 
    “For now, that’s the gist of it,” I said as I studied each witch with their convincing disguises and heavy, golden crosses. “We look the part… now we just need to act unsuspicious and keep to ourselves as best we can… So, who’s ready to take back that fucking stone and wreak havoc on these elder-god worshipping motherfuckers?”  
 
    Each witch broke out into a grin, and I knew, deep down, this quest was going to be a dangerous mission, but still, a part of me was eager to see just how much damage we could do to those who murdered our own, once we found the stone, of course.  
 
    Before we began to make our way to the wooden gates, I silently vowed to Satan these fuckers would pay dearly for their crimes, and it would happen by my own hand and unforgiving fury.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
    As we neared the looming wooden gates, I maintained a straight and stern face, and I kept my eyes focused on the white-washed kingdom. The vivid, ivory realm stood tall against the dark clouds that drifted high above us, and the musky scent of rain wafted through the air as we drew closer to the gates. I quickly realized I couldn’t see any guards standing post outside, so, naturally, I assumed they were lurking behind the entryway.  
 
    Suddenly, electric-yellow lightning split through the somber sky, like glowing, pulsating veins, and for a moment, it felt as if the heavens were warning us to turn back. I ignored their pathetic cautions, but then thick, fat droplets of rain quickly began to pour down upon us, and as we trekked closer to the gate, thick, wet mud coated the hems of our holy gowns.  
 
    We hadn’t even entered the kingdom, and already, we were placed in an inconvenient state of circumstances, but no matter.  
 
    I knew we could use it to our advantages.  
 
    “How lovely,” Vesta muttered in a bitter voice. “This rain will certainly wreak havoc on our hair.”  
 
    “It isn’t even your hair!” Akira snapped before she tossed her hands dramatically up into the air.  
 
    “Listen, just try to look as innocent and pitiful as possible,” I said before I raised a hand to knock on the gate. “It will pay off… trust me.”  
 
    “That won’t be too difficult, master,” the elvish witch responded. “I mean, look at me… I’ve never felt so unattractive.”  
 
    “Your looks are the least of our problems right now, princess,” Akira reminded her in a sharp but quiet tone. “I think our main priority is not getting caught and burned at the stake.” 
 
    “I’m well aware of that, Akira,” Vesta answered in a calm, soft voice as she swept back her dull, brown hair. “I was simply voicing my distaste for this place… and my temporary, and intolerably, dismal appearance.” 
 
    “If you’re going to moan about it, you’d better do it in a quieter voice,” Penelope said under her breath. “Someone could be listening to us as we speak.” 
 
    “Penelope is right,” I added with my hand still raised in the air and prepared to knock. “Everyone, please be quiet and just follow my lead… and keep your hoods up.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” my coven responded in unison as they covered their heads, while Circe and Beatrix simply did as I asked without uttering a word.  
 
    When each woman was covered, I took a deep breath, knocked hard on the wooden gates, and then braced myself for whoever was about to answer.  
 
    “Who goes there?” a gruff voice roared from within.  
 
    “We are traveling believers of the Elder Gods,” I remarked. “We come to bless your village with our knowledge and prayers… may we enter? We are tired, cold, and hungry.” 
 
    There was nothing but silence at first, but then the gates slightly creaked open, and a bald man with mahogany-brown eyes and blond stubble emerged from the gap. He was a tall man, garbed in silver armor, and armed with a longsword sheathed at his side. He also wore a pair of tall, knee-high brown laced boots and stained, cream-colored trousers. His dark eyes flashed across each of our faces, and when he noticed our gold crosses and holy robes, he opened the gate even wider and flashed us a sincere smile.  
 
    “Not to mention you’re all soaked to the bone,” he said, but this time in a kinder tone. “Come in… and welcome to Ved Havet! We welcome all holy believers and do well to treat them as we would our own.”  
 
    “Thank you,” I answered with a deep nod. “We appreciate it.”  
 
    I ushered the women to step inside quickly, and as soon as we were within the keep of the holy kingdom, I sucked in a small breath of relief.  
 
    “Please, I insist you take shelter in our Wooden Pony Inn,” the guard said while he closed the gates back up. “You will find food, warmth, and shelter.” 
 
    “Thank you, sir,” I responded with a forced smile. “We’ll be sure to keep you in our prayers. You have been most welcoming.” 
 
    “Thank you kindly.” He flashed a broad grin. “Now, please, hurry… I fear the rain is only growing worse as we speak.” 
 
    “Of course,” I said. “Please have a pleasant night.”  
 
    The guard nodded one more time before we ventured deeper into the holy kingdom of Ved fucking Havet. We aimlessly wandered through the realm, and the rain was quickly growing heavier and viciously beating against our skin and drenching our cloaks. Within seconds, the thick droplets splashed down against the white-washed houses and quaint marketplaces, and soon, men, women, and children were rushing to take shelter wherever they could find it. As we ran through the stone and mud-covered streets, the rain began to pour down on us without mercy, and I knew we had to find a place to dry off before we continued on with our plan. 
 
    “Where the fuck is this inn?” Penelope hissed over the heavy rainfall. 
 
    “I don’t know, but we’d better find it soon-- ouch!” Akira snapped as a sales vendor collided right into her.  
 
    My heart skipped a beat as Akira fell slightly forward, and the cross on her neck dangled in rhythm with her. The quick-minded witch instinctively swung her hands out in front of her, in case she fell to the ground, but as she did so, the tip of the cross grazed her skin, and she hissed in pain as it scorched her ivory flesh.  
 
    “Fuck,” I whispered as thin wisps of smoke wafted into the air.  
 
    The black-eyed witch bit down on her lip, held tightly onto her hand, and then did her best to cover up the burn with her robes. She bowed her head low and kept her scrunched up face hidden behind her hood, but I knew how much pain she must have been in.  
 
    The young man who collided into her was a skinny but handsome fellow with dark hair and vibrant green eyes, and he looked absolutely mortified with himself.  
 
    “I’m terribly s-sorry, priestess,” the vendor stuttered as he tried to get a good look at Akira. “I did not see you there.” 
 
    “It’s perfectly alright,” Akira muttered and turned further away from him. “May the Lord and his elders protect you and guide you. Now, you can run along and continue with your business.” 
 
    That was the politest way Akira’s ever told someone to fuck off.  
 
    “T-Thank you, priestess,” the wide-eyed vendor said as he once again tried to get a closer look at Akira, “but… are you certain I didn’t hurt you?” 
 
    “I’m fine,” the black-eyed witch snapped when she finally lost her reserve and patience.  
 
    The young man’s mouth fell open, and he looked utterly taken aback by Akira’s harsh tone, so I knew I’d have to step in and say something. Otherwise, he might grow suspicious.  
 
    “She’s having a rough day,” I said as I placed a gentle hand on his shoulder. “Please forgive her unusually foul temper.”  
 
    “O-Oh, no, of course,” the young man replied with innocent, wide eyes. “I was the one at fault.” 
 
    “It is of no matter.” I smiled. “However, I do have one question for you.” 
 
    “Yes, holy one?” the young man asked with the eagerness of a puppy ready to please its master.  
 
    “Do you happen to know where the Wooden Pony Inn is?” I asked.  
 
    “Yes.” He nodded quickly. “It’s just past that well, right over there.” 
 
    He pointed ahead of us, and when I turned around, I spotted a small stone well surrounded by crosses and roses.  
 
    “Thank you, my son.” I smiled. “You have been most helpful. May the Lord protect and guide you.”  
 
    “Many thanks,” the vendor said before he awkwardly bowed and then ran off in a different direction. 
 
    “Idiot,” Akira growled before she uncovered her hand. 
 
    The other women gasped at the scorched spot on her skin, where a few blisters were already beginning to form.  
 
    “Fuck,” Nyx groaned, “does it hurt, Akira?” 
 
    “What do you think?” Akira snapped. “Of course, it fucking hurts.” 
 
    “Just do your best to keep it covered,” Morgana whispered, even though no one was within earshot. “The last thing we need is for people to ask questions.” 
 
    “Oh  really?” the black-eyed witch demanded with a raised eyebrow. “It’s a good thing you warned me, because I was planning to flaunt it around the fucking Wooden Pony Inn.”  
 
    “Why are we going inside the inn, anyway?” Circe asked in a soft voice, and for a moment, I was lost in her ice-blue eyes. “I thought the initial plan was to enter the castle?” 
 
    “We need to come up with a more detailed plan first,” I explained.  
 
    “But what about the disguise spell we’re under?” Nyx questioned. “Theodora said there was limited time.” 
 
    “I know, and trust me… we won’t be there for long,” I answered. “As I said, we just need enough time to dry off and think of a plan.”  
 
    “But how do you even know it will stop raining anytime soon?” Beatrix questioned. 
 
    It was true. This weather was making it inconvenient to wander through the kingdom, so an idea sprung to mind. I took a look around, and when I was sure no one else was in sight, I ran into a small, damp alley, and the women followed me into the secluded space before I pulled out my wand and aimed it at the sky.  
 
    “What are you doing--?” Beatrix began, but then Akira shot her a menacing glare.  
 
    “Shut up, and watch,” the black-eyed witch sneered.  
 
    The women carefully observed my hands as I aimed my wand at my open palm, and then, with a steady hand, I cast the first spell. 
 
    “Secare,” I hissed. 
 
    My skin split open, and thick, warm blood trickled down my hand as I prepared to cast the second, and far more complicated, incantation. My eyes gazed up at the charcoal clouds and the heavy rainfall, and as I became one with the earth and everything surrounding me, I took a sharp breath, closed my eyes, and raised my hands up into the air.  
 
    “Interficiam carne mea, mutata tempestate,” I uttered.  
 
    In mere moments, the rain began to dissolve into nothingness, and the thick, ebony rainclouds slowly morphed into soft, iridescent white clouds that cascaded over a pale but glowing sun. The steel-gray sky had turned to a shade of baby blue, and birds quickly began to chirp and fly through the spring air, as if there hadn’t been a raging rainfall only seconds ago.  
 
    “I forgot about that spell,” Beatrix muttered as a deep blush crept across her pretty, porcelain face. “Nicely done, Cole.”  
 
    “Which is totally embarrassing, Beatrix,” Penelope added. “You were on my team when we learned about that spell… remember?”  
 
    “Who cares?” Faye hissed. “We need to find the inn… and quickly. I can already see Vesta’s hair turning back to green.”  
 
    “What?” the elvish witch gasped before she snatched a strand of her long, dark hair.  
 
    My stomach dropped when I realized Faye was right. The tips of Vesta’s mud-brown hair were now slightly green. It wasn’t incredibly noticeable, but if their changes were already occurring, it meant we had little time left.  
 
    “Come on,” I said as I hid my wand inside my cloak, “we need to hurry.”  
 
    The women scurried after me as we swept through the kingdom, and as we passed by the stone well, more and more people began to emerge from their houses, shops, and other hiding spots. 
 
    “My goodness,” one woman gasped, “would you look at the beautiful sky? 
 
    “The Lord certainly does work in mysterious ways,” added an older man with silver hair and a peppered goatee.  
 
    “Sure, he does,” I mumbled under my breath as we quickly made our way toward the inn.  
 
    As we passed by rows of stone houses with heavy crosses and bundles of rose-gardens, I noticed multiple signs that warned others of the ways of the Wicca. Some were even in the form of poems, and as we sped toward the inn, I couldn’t help but notice one hung over a small winery. I found myself slowing down to study the sign, and it was difficult not to ball my fists by my sides by the time I finished reading.  
 
    When the sea grows rough, just remember the Lord is rightfully tough. He will watch over those who are pure of heart and slaughter those who choose to depart. Your faith shall guide you through hardship and sorrow, but should you stray from the path of righteousness, and turn to the dawn of the Wicca, you will know nothing but hellfire, and there shall be no tomorrow. Should you choose to stray, be sure to know that Queen Delphina will make you pay.  
 
    “Fucking idiots,” Akira muttered when we stopped to read. “What troll-shit.”  
 
    “Not to mention it’s poor poetry,” Morgana commented. “I mean… if you can even call it that.”  
 
    “Let’s go,” I whispered. “The sooner we get out of here, the better.”  
 
    The others muttered their agreements, and soon enough, I spotted a small wooden building with a swinging sign carved into the shape of a miniature horse.  
 
    “The Wooden Pony Inn.” I grinned. “Come on, let’s dry off and find a private table inside so we can--”  
 
    Before I could finish my sentence, I stopped dead in my tracks when an older man hobbled out of the inn. He was dressed in the same robes as the rest of us, and he also bore a long, golden cross around his neck as he waddled toward a large wooden cart stacked high with small piles of leather-bound books. A tiny donkey was tied to the cart, and when its black beady eyes met ours, it let out a long, drawn-out hee-haw.  
 
    Suddenly, the priest whipped around, and his withered face broke out into a broad, delighted grin.  
 
    “Good afternoon, my fellow southerners!” he cried out in a brittle, but friendly, voice. “I see we bear the same robes! Now, what brings you here? I thought they were only sending me and old Isabella here.” 
 
    He patted his donkey on the ass, and she grunted before he pulled out a bright red apple from his sleeve and fed it to her. His wrinkled eyes squinted in our direction before he began to shuffle slowly toward us, and now that we were spotted, there was no point in turning around. 
 
    We’d only look suspicious, and the last thing we wanted to do was to draw any more attention to ourselves.  
 
    “Fuck,” Akira hissed. “He thinks we’re from his village, or kingdom… or wherever the hell he comes from!”  
 
    “Play it cool,” I snapped under my breath. “I think I have an idea.”  
 
    I forced myself to smile at the old coot, and I raised my hands up into the air as I made my way toward him. 
 
    “By the Gods’ good graces,” I chuckled. “I thought we were the only ones traveling to Ved Havet.” 
 
    “I thought so, too,” he said as he dismissively waved his hand, “but… the more, the merrier, I always say! Are you also here to pay a visit to her majesty, Queen Delphina?”  
 
    This time, a genuine smile crept across my face as I quickly began to formulate a plan. This man carried a cart filled with books, which undoubtedly were bibles, and was on his way to see the queen. If I could lure him inside the inn and discreetly get rid of him, we’d have a solid plan. 
 
    But we had to be quick about it.  
 
    “As a matter of fact, we are.” I grinned. “Please, may I tempt you with a glass of wine, or perhaps a mug of ale?” 
 
    “Oh, I couldn’t, I just came out of there, you see, and I’m late as it is--” he began, but then Vesta took a small step forward. 
 
    “Please, oh, good and kind holy sir,” the elegant witch cooed as she batted her long, dark eyelashes at the old man. “We’d sincerely appreciate just a few moments with you. We’d love to hear more about yourself.” 
 
    “Well.” He grinned, and I noticed he was missing several teeth. “How could I deny such a sweet request?” 
 
    Akira snickered under her breath, but then Morgana discreetly nudged her in the ribs. 
 
    “Are you quite alright, dear?” the old man asked as he glanced at the black-eyed witch.  
 
    “Oh, yes.” Akira smiled. “I just have a small cold… and the rain certainly didn’t help.” 
 
    “Then, by all means,” the priest said as he raised his hands up into the air. “Let us go inside and sit by the fire.”  
 
    “Thank you so kindly, sir.” Circe flashed him an elegant smile. “We truly appreciate it.”  
 
    “Of course,” the old man gushed.  
 
    Satisfaction flowed through my body as I gently guided the old man back inside the inn. When we stepped inside, the smell of roasted meat, mingled with the stale scent of body odor and wet clothing, wafted up to my nostrils. To our benefit, the inn wasn’t terribly crowded, but my lips still curled up into a smile when I spotted another room in the back, away from the rest of the tables. 
 
    “Let us take a seat back there,” I said as I pointed toward the back room. “The weather has cleared up now, and surely more people will be drifting inside. I don’t want my companions to feel overwhelmed by a crowd of drunken men… they are pure of heart and soul after all, and men can be such brutes when it comes to the idea of a virgin conquest.” 
 
    A small bit of color drained from the old man’s face at the mention of the women’s virtue, but he quickly nodded and started to head for the back room.  
 
    “Of course,” he croaked, “and I must say, you are a group of stunning women… I mean that in no disrespectful way, of course. The Lord has simply blessed you.” 
 
    “We know,” Vesta replied with a demure smile, while Akira discreetly rolled her black eyes.  
 
    When we slipped into the adjoining, small, and private room, I was relieved to see a thick curtain hanging just next to the archway. As the rest of the women and the priest took their seats, I quickly swung the curtain over the opening, and now, we were safe from any possible prying eyes. The table was already laden with plates, silverware, goblets, and a pitcher of wine, and as everyone got comfortable, I began to pour everyone a small portion of wine.  
 
    “Now,” the priest said as he looked at each of us, “what brings you here? Did the queen request you as well?”  
 
    “She did,” I said with a nod. “Poor soul… I know life has been hard on her.” 
 
    “Yes, but we all grow humbler by our misfortunes,” the priest replied as he wriggled a finger in my direction. “I must say… you certainly are a young group… the youngest I’ve ever seen, in fact.”  
 
    “Well, you know our kingdom is always in search of holy members.” Penelope smiled.  
 
    “Indeed,” the priest remarked. “That is one of the many things I treasure about our glorious Loreshia.”  
 
    I smiled as soon as the name of his precious kingdom left his drooling, cracked lips. That was all the information I needed as I curled my fingers around a knife by my empty plate.  
 
    “I say,” the old man continued as he took a deep sip of wine, “these magical bastards and whores have been nothing but trouble since the dawn of time. I hope to live long enough to see them completely wiped out from the realms and obliterated from complete existence… I say, my dear… what are those two peculiar dots on your forehead?” 
 
    As his beady eyes focused on Nyx’s face, I grasped the knife and swiftly slashed the old man’s throat with one quick and precise slice. His eyes quickly widened and were glassy with pain and fear as crimson blood dripped out from his wrinkled and open throat. Then he raised his trembling, bony hands to his split gorge and grasped feebly around his neck as if he could stop the bleeding. 
 
    “Where’s your God now?” I sneered as I looked at his stunned face. 
 
    As the spark of life drained from his eyes, his head dropped to the table, and his entire body went limp.  
 
    The women quickly retreated from their seats and stared at his lifeless body. 
 
    “Look, there’s a blanket over there,” Penelope said as she pointed to a stained bundle of rough-looking fabric. “We can cover him up and make it look like he drank too much and fell asleep… no one will disturb him for a long while, I’d imagine.” 
 
    “Why not?” Nyx asked. “Wouldn’t they be pissed that he decided to take a nap right here?” 
 
    “He’s a priest… they will most likely make an exception for him,” Penelope suggested. “My only concern though is the blood… he’s still bleeding quite profusely.”  
 
    “I can fix that,” Morgana said as she pulled out her wand and aimed it at the man’s throat. “Sem.” 
 
    A small, bright silver light hit the dead priest right in the throat, and his open wound closed up with small, neat black stitches. The bookish brunette then stared at the thick pool of dark blood and aimed her wand at the growing puddle on the wooden table.  
 
    “Tersus sursum,” she muttered.  
 
    The blood immediately dissolved into nothingness, and within moments, the entire table was sleek, clean, and shiny. Morgana smiled in satisfaction before she carefully tucked her wand back into the folds of her gold and purple cloak, and as she did so, Penelope and Circe ran over to grab the blanket and carefully placed it over the dead priest’s slumped shoulders. They also carefully situated his head to make it look as innocent and inconspicuous as possible, and by the time they were finished, it really did look as if he’d fallen into a harmless, drunken stupor.  
 
    “There,” Circe whispered. “Now, it looks like he’s sleeping.”  
 
    “Perfect.” I grinned. “Well done.”  
 
    “We’d better get the hell out of here,” Morgana said in a rushed voice. “We’re still running under a strict time frame.”  
 
    “I second that,” Akira added. 
 
    “Yeah,” I agreed. “Let’s go.”  
 
    As we swept out of the secluded room and past the inn’s main tavern, I realized the place was filling up quickly. No one had paid much attention to us when we first stepped inside, but now, drunken, hazy eyes followed us as we made our way to the door. Men, in particular, were eyeing the women with lust and curiosity as they sat with goblets of ale and wine at their small, grimy tables.  
 
    “Don’t make eye contact with them,” I hissed under my breath.  
 
    “Yes, master,” my coven answered, while Circe and Beatrix simply nodded.  
 
    When we stepped out into the clean, warm spring afternoon, I spotted the donkey and the cart and immediately grabbed the reins to pull the foul-smelling animal forward. Her black eyes met mine, and she hee-hawed aggressively at me as I tried to haul her ass along. 
 
    “Stubborn bitch,” I muttered under my breath before I glanced at Faye. “Faye, can you do something about her?” 
 
    “I’m on it.” The redhead nodded before she placed a freckled hand on the hide of the donkey.  
 
    She whispered something into the animal’s ear, and whatever it was, it seemed to do the trick. A moment later, Faye was able to easily take the reins and gently guide the donkey forward as we made our way to the castle, which was only a few blocks away.  
 
    From here, I could see the castle towers right behind a church that was minuscule in size by comparison.  
 
    “Let’s be quick,” I urged. “Who knows how much time we have left… and Nyx, keep your head lowered.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” she answered.  
 
    As we ventured closer to the notorious dwelling of the Wicca-hating queen, I prayed to Satan our plan would work, because if we were caught and outnumbered, there was a good chance we would suffer the same fate as those witches from precisely thirty years ago.  
 
    And by Satan, I refused to let that happen.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
    “It’s not much farther, is it, master?” Faye panted as we began to climb up a steep, cobblestone hill. “I’m not trying to complain… but… she isn’t exactly a lightweight donkey.”  
 
    “No, I think we’re fairly close,” I remarked before I looked behind my shoulder. “Faye, do you want me to pull her? You look wiped out.”  
 
    The redhead’s freckled face was slick with sweat as she tugged the donkey and the cart full of bibles forward, but when I asked if she would rather I take the reins, she fervently shook her head and continued to lug.  
 
    “No, master,” she answered, “I think she would be safest with me… no offense.” 
 
    “None taken,” I chuckled as we continued to venture forward.  
 
    “So, what’s the plan again?” Beatrix asked in a meek voice.  
 
    “I have no doubt there will be a handful of guards at the entrance,” I began. “We shall tell them we come on behalf of the Loreshia kingdom, and we come bearing holy artifacts for the queen on her birthday.” 
 
    “How clever of you,” Circe remarked. “I do admire your ability to lie with such ease… it used to be one of my many talents as well… at least, I think it was. Or was that my great-grandmother, Gurtrude? It could have been my mother or sister, though. I remember one of them lied about my true heritage for years. They said I was part siren, but it turned out my mother fornicated with a serpent before she chopped its head off.” 
 
    “Err, how do you know it’s her birthday?” Beatrix asked in a small, awkward voice as she ignored Circe’s random comment.  
 
    “I--” I started to explain, but then Akira shot her a cold glare. 
 
    “Do not dare question our master,” the black-eyed witch hissed. “If he claims it’s the bitch’s birthday, then his word is final.” 
 
    “But--” the light-haired brunette protested. 
 
    “Akira is right,” Morgana added. “Just follow along and do not ask pointless questions.” 
 
    “Fine,” Beatrix muttered in a bitter tone.  
 
    When we finally reached the castle, I took a quick moment to marvel at its undeniable grandiosity. The snow-white stones stood out against the bright blue sky, and its angelic architecture was the complete opposite of our beloved Scholomance castle. Each stone was perfect and equal in size and shape, and its steadfast walls loomed up high into the sky and nearly reached the misty clouds that hovered above us in white clusters. The entire palace was surrounded by emerald-green grass, and masses of roses clung to the stone walls and clambered up to the stained-glass windows. There must have been thousands of rooms inside, and I knew locating the library would be a challenge, but if we were careful and clever about it, I knew it could be accomplished quickly and efficiently.  
 
    As I scanned the walls, I spotted a handful of guards outside the entranceway, and I was already rehearsing a speech in my head.  
 
    “Alright, Faye,” I said as I turned to face the exhausted redhead. “Be sure to stand by my side when we speak to the guards. They need to see the bibles.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” the redhead responded with a stern nod.  
 
    Before we made our way to the giant metal and wooden portcullis, I took a deep breath and studied the number of guards waltzing in front of the gate. They carried spears and wore silver and gold armor that gleamed under the sun, and as we ventured closer, they stopped dead in their tracks and carefully regarded us. I noticed small doves carved into each soldier’s breastplate, and I briefly wondered if it was their official royal crest.  
 
    I wanted to scoff at the idea. Of course, these pathetic, holy worshippers would select such a feeble creature as their patron animal.  
 
    “Good afternoon!” I called out. “May the Lord of the Elder Gods bless you on this fine and beautiful day.”  
 
    One guard, with dark blond hair and striking blue eyes, stared at us for a long moment before he faintly smiled, lowered his weapon, and then marched toward us. 
 
    “Good afternoon,” he said in a deep voice. “May I ask where you hail from?”  
 
    “We come from the southern kingdom of Loreshia,” I bellowed in my most charismatic and overly cheerful voice, “and we bear holy artifacts for her majesty, Queen Delphina, for her thirtieth birthday.”  
 
    “Gods be good.” The guard grinned. “Her Majesty will be thrilled… I shall summon her at once--”  
 
    “May I ask for one simple favor beforehand, kind sir?” I questioned with a broad smile plastered across my face.  
 
    “By all means, you may.” The guard nodded. “What is it?”  
 
    “Would you permit us to clean ourselves up and just take a moment to rest?” I asked with my hands folded together. “We would greatly appreciate it… as you can imagine, we’ve been traveling for quite some time now.” 
 
    “But of course!” the guard said as he ushered for us to come forward. “I will show you inside and provide you with food, water, and towels before you meet with the queen.” 
 
    “You are most kind.” I smiled.  
 
    “Come along,” he urged, “you can leave your donkey here… our stable boy will feed and water her while the servants collect your bibles and other gifts.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I answered. “We are most grateful.” 
 
    I was smiling so much, the muscles in my face were beginning to feel tense and sore, but I knew I had to keep up this disgusting charade for as long as possible. 
 
    “Please follow me,” the guard instructed before he whistled, and then the portcullis slowly began to rise. “I will take you and your priestesses into a secluded room.” 
 
    I nodded in his direction as we followed him past the gates and across a small, stone bridge. The water below belonged to a quaint little river that ran around the castle, and I could spot large, beautiful fish and water lilies underneath the stream’s crystalline surface.  
 
    Birds were merrily chirping as we strode toward the towering, marble doors covered in wooden crosses. As the doors parted open, a cool breeze wafted from within the castle, and when we stepped into the Great Hall, I couldn’t help but stare at the countless oil paintings that hung against the stone walls. There were hundreds of pictures, and in each one, there was some kind of sacrifice being held. I spotted Elder Gods with giant wings descending from the heavens and tearing Wiccas apart, limb from limb. Other paintings depicted Wiccas burning at the stake, while a crowd of beautiful mortals witnessed their demise with wide eyes and gleaming smiles.  
 
    My blood boiled as I stared long and hard at the repulsive artwork, and it took all my willpower not to clench my fists in anger as the paintings silently mocked me and my own.  
 
    “Glorious collection, is it not?” the guard asked, and his deep voice broke me away from my thoughts.  
 
    “Indeed,” I muttered.  
 
    “Oh, forgive me,” the guard said in a faint voice. “You must be exhausted… please follow me.” 
 
    I faintly nodded in his direction as he led us down the grand hall and toward a small, narrow door by the right side of the lavishly decorated hallway. He pushed the door open and then gestured for us to step inside, and we all strolled in one after the other like a row of obedient ducklings.  
 
    Nyx was the last one to enter the room, and as I watched the guard, I couldn’t help but notice his fierce blue eyes lasting a moment too long on the naturally blue-skinned witch. Nyx kept her head bowed low, but perhaps there was something in her demeanor that caught his attention, and a sinking feeling settled into the pit of my stomach as he continued to stare at her. 
 
    “Priestess,” he finally said in a concerned voice. “Are you alright?”  
 
    Nyx didn’t reply until Akira gently nudged her in the ribs. 
 
    “Sister,” Akira said in her most sugar-coated tone of voice. “I believe the guard is speaking to you.”  
 
    “Huh?” Nyx muttered with her head still bowed low, but thankfully, she quickly came to her senses. “Oh, right… yes, thank you, sir, I am fine. I just have a terrible headache from the sun.”  
 
    “She’s almost allergic to it, in fact,” Circe added with a serious tone.  
 
    “Err… I see,” the guard replied as he chewed on his lower lip. “If that is the case, there is plenty of water for you in here… make yourselves comfortable, and I shall come to retrieve you shortly so you may have your audience with the queen.”  
 
    “Thank you,” I said, “and again, we deeply appreciate your hospitality… I shall reserve a special place for you in my prayers tonight.” 
 
    “Thank you, oh, holy one,” the guard answered with a sheepish smile. “I shall leave you to it, then.” 
 
    I forced myself to keep smiling until he finally shut the fucking door. We all breathed out a sigh of relief as soon as he disappeared, but Akira whipped around to glare at Nyx. 
 
    “What… the… fuck?” she growled through her teeth. “That was too fucking close, horn head.” 
 
    “Satan,” Nyx sighed. “Can you like… relax? We’re in the clear.” 
 
    “For now,” I muttered as I stared at Nyx, who still had her head bowed low. “Nyx… let me see your face.” 
 
    The newest member of my coven quickly lifted her head, and I repressed a dread-filled sigh when I looked at her. Her red horns were the size of acorns on the top of her head, and her ivory skin had patches of cobalt blue. Her hair at the crown was already turning back into its vibrant shade of sapphire, and I knew we had little time left.  
 
    “Fuck,” I groaned. 
 
    “What?” Nyx asked in a small voice. “Is it that bad?” 
 
    “You look like a fucking freak,” Akira sneered.  
 
    “Why am I the only one changing so quickly, though?” Nyx demanded with her hands on her hips. “That doesn’t seem quite fair.”  
 
    “Maye you really are allergic to the sun.” Circe shrugged.  
 
    “It’s probably those drugs you take daily have probably messed up your body,” Akira grunted. “I’ll bet you three frog legs and a newt toe.”  
 
    “You’re just saying that to be a bitch--” Nyx retorted until Morgana sharply cut in. 
 
    “No,” Morgana groaned with slumped shoulders. “Akira is actually right… sometimes certain substances can affect the way a spell acts on the body.” 
 
    “Ha!” Akira snapped. “I told you.”  
 
    “Well, shit.” Nyx shrugged before she looked at me with her soft, indigo eyes. “I’m sorry, master.” 
 
    “It’s okay,” I said before I rubbed at my throbbing temples. “I’m sure we’ll figure something out.”  
 
    “We’d better be quick about it,” Vesta purred as she twirled a lock of her mousy brown hair through her slender fingers. “My hair is quickly turning back into its vibrant, beautiful sage-green.”  
 
    “Motherfucker,” Akira hissed before she covered her eyes as if this was a nightmare she couldn’t get out of. “What do we do, master?” 
 
    “This doesn’t change anything,” I reminded her. “All we need to do is find the library and retrieve the stone… and the time to move is now.” 
 
     Without hesitation, I swiftly pressed my body against the door and then closed my eyes. I steadied my rapid heartbeat and forced myself to breathe calmly before I willed the darkness to surround me in its unholy and morose glory.  
 
    Periculum. 
 
    In my mind, I saw past the door and into the Great Hall, and to my instant relief, there was no one lingering about. I imagined everyone was busy preparing for the queen’s birthday, so at least we had the upper hand in that regard. I strained my mind to look for a stairwell somewhere within the Great Hall, but my head started to feel as if it were going to split in half. Sweat dripped from my brow as I forced myself to look ahead, and finally, I came across another door just down the hall, past an obscene painting of an Elder God bowing before his one true Lord.  
 
    I studied the painting for a few moments longer, and my stomach coiled when I gazed upon the dead Wiccas who were splattered across the soil at the feet of the bowing Elder. Ravenous ravens devoured their spoiled flesh while the holy Lord smiled down upon them in a smug and supercilious manner. The image made my blood boil like a scorching river, but I did my best to push past the sensation and focus on locating the library.  
 
    As my mind passed through the door, I saw a golden stairwell leading up to the next floor, and I tried my best to move my mind up the stairs, but my mind was swiftly pulled away from the Great Hall, and I stumbled backward as my consciousness returned to my body. I fought the urge to rub at my pulsating temples, and the hot bile rising up my throat. No matter how many times I used the premonition spell to sense possible danger, it always wreaked havoc on my body. 
 
    “Master!” Penelope gasped. “Are you alright?” 
 
    “I’ll be fine,” I breathed, and it felt like daggers were sticking in between my ribs. “I saw a stairwell… just behind one of the doors in the Great Hall. Come, follow me, and for Satan’s sake… keep your heads low.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” the coven replied in a chorus of obedient unison, while Circe and Beatrix simply nodded in agreement.  
 
    I gently pushed the door open, and when we stepped back inside the Great Hall, it was eerily quiet. I welcomed the silence, but I refused to let it deceive me. I’d seen no apparent danger inside my mind, but I knew deep down that could change at any moment. We crept through the marble and stone hallway, and as we passed by the painting, a few of the women scowled at the artwork.  
 
    “I wish this entire place would burn to the ground,” Akira whispered.  
 
    “Perhaps it will,” I said without turning around.  
 
    I pushed the door open, and lo and behold, there was the golden grand stairwell leading up to the second floor. We quickly clambered up the stairs, and when we reached another door, I hesitated before pushing it open. My fingers were extended and about to press against the wood, but something in my gut told me it would be wiser to see past the door and attempt to sense any possible danger. So, I closed my eyes, but before I could mentally incant the spell, the door abruptly swung open, and two guards, dressed in gold and silver armor with the dove crest embedded into their chest plates, nearly collided into us.  
 
    Fuck.  
 
    “Excuse us,” said a guard with glowing ivory skin and wheat-blond hair. “We didn’t see you there… err… priestess, pardon me for asking, but I believe I saw something unusual on your skin. Forgive me, but are you ill? The queen is extremely strict about diseases--” 
 
    Instead of replying, Nyx shoved her hand into her robe and then quickly retrieved something. She pulled out her clenched hand, and when she uncurled her fingers, there was deep green powder in her palm. She blew the substance into the guards’ faces, and as soon as the cloud of shimmering green powder seeped up their nostrils, their pupils shrunk, and a sluggish pair of smiles crept across their faces.  
 
    It all happened within the blink of an eye, and for a moment, I wasn’t sure it happened at all.  
 
    “Could you please tell us where the library is located?” Nyx asked with her head tilted to the side.  
 
    “Just through this door,” they mumbled, “and down the hall at the very end of the corridor. You can’t miss it.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Nyx replied as she pushed past them.  
 
    We followed her, and every now and then, I glanced behind my shoulder to make sure we weren’t being followed.  
 
    “Unholy fuck,” Penelope panted as we swept down the corridor. “I can’t believe you did that… how long will it last?” 
 
    “Hours,” Nyx answered, “but we have to hurry… that was the only batch I had.”  
 
    “Regardless,” I breathed as we hurried down the long hallway. “That was some quick thinking… well done.” 
 
    “Thank you, master.” Nyx smirked as we reached two towering, wooden doors.  
 
    When we pushed them open, we were met with a breathtaking view.  
 
    There before us was a massive library with thousands of books and dozens of floors. When I craned my neck upward, I couldn’t even see the ceiling without straining my eyes, but I could make out a giant, hovering metal and gold chandelier adorned with dozens of glowing candles. Books littered the floor, and there were countless fireplaces placed in different corners of the room. Long, elegant rugs covered the sleek, mahogany wooden floors, and giant red velvet curtains hung from the three-story windows. Carvings of different animals, such as owls, deer, and doves, were etched into the wooden walls, and as much as I hated to admit it, it certainly was a beautiful room to gaze upon. 
 
    “It’s magnificent!” Morgana gasped before she stepped deeper inside the room and began to twirl around. “Oh, if it weren’t for Cole and Scholomance, I would live in this library forever!” 
 
    “I can’t believe I’m saying this,” Akira snorted, “but, Morgana… you need to focus. We’re here for the stone, remember?” 
 
    Morgana stopped twirling and then met my eyes, and the spark of innocent excitement quickly drained away from them as a deep blush spread across her cheeks.  
 
    “Forgive me, master,” she muttered while she looked down at her fingers and began to fiddle with them nervously. “I suppose I got a little carried away.”  
 
    “It’s fine,” I answered with a small chuckle. “I’d have been more shocked if you had no reaction at all.” 
 
    A small smile spread across the bookworm’s face before she flashed Akira a satisfied smirk.  
 
    “Whatever,” Akira said before she flashed her dark eyes in my direction. “Master, how are we going to find the stone inside this library? It’s fucking enormous.” 
 
    “I know,” I answered. “I suppose we--” 
 
    Cole! a familiar voice gasped inside my head. You must hurry… the queen… she is coming!  
 
    “Shit!” I snapped. “How long do we have?” 
 
    “What?” Penelope asked with bright, pinched eyebrows. “Master, who are you talking to?” 
 
    “Shhh,” Circe ordered before she pressed a finger against her lips. “Let him speak.” 
 
    The other women exchanged confused glances with one another as a sharp pain stabbed the sides of my temples.  
 
    I winced and nearly lunged forward from the intense jolt of electricity coursing through my veins.  
 
    Do you see the statue of the Elder God? the woman from the painting echoed. The one by the fireplace in the corner… over there to your right! 
 
    I swerved my head and spotted a giant, white marble statue of an Elder God with broad shoulders and a strong jaw. He held onto a small dove, and his mouth was set into a firm, tight line as if he were silently daring anyone who gazed upon him to touch the precious animal.  
 
    “I see it,” I responded, “but--”  
 
    Twist the head of the dove! she commanded. Hurry!  
 
    I ran over to the statue while the women silently watched in confusion. I placed my hand on the small dove’s head, and sure enough, with one quick twist, its head turned, and a low rumbling sound echoed inside the library.  
 
    “What’s going on?” Beatrix gasped.  
 
    “He’s clearly found the stone!” Akira snapped. “Duh!”  
 
    The bright, yellow and tangerine flames of the fireplace quickly died, and, just like the hidden passageway in Theodora’s office, the stones hastily began to rearrange themselves to create a wide opening. When the fireplace completely split apart, we found ourselves gawking at the vision before us. 
 
    There, on a tall golden podium, was the third and final Defero stone. Even in the darkness, its black and diamond-like texture glistened and shone with undeniable brilliance and glory. It may not have been grand in size, but it radiated power and incredible darkness that pulsated through my entire body.  
 
    Take it! the woman’s voice fiercely resounded inside my head. Now! 
 
    I rushed to grab the stone, and when my fingers curled around the rough texture, another sound came from behind us. My heart began to beat wildly inside my chest, and when we all whipped around, the doors to the library were parted wide open.  
 
    Standing at the threshold among an army of men was a tall and elegantly dressed woman with long, blonde hair and rich green eyes. I couldn’t see her face because she covered it with a pale pink silk veil, adorned with pearls and diamonds sewn along the edges of the flowing fabric. Then her sharp eyes met mine, and even through her cover, I knew she was smiling. I could sense her hatred and contempt for us, even from afar. 
 
    “Well,” she purred in a dangerously low voice. “It seems we have caught a group of thieves in my beloved library. Sir Allen… what is the penalty for trespassing and stealing? Not to mention impersonating a holy member of the Elder church… no true priest would ever steal… especially from a holy queen.”  
 
    A robustly built guard with raven-black hair and chestnut brown eyes smiled savagely at us before he turned obediently to his queen.  
 
    “Death, Your Majesty,” he responded without hesitation.  
 
    Her malevolent eyes bored into mine before she slowly raised her hand into the air and snapped her fingers.  
 
    “Seize them,” she ordered. 
 
    I’m sorry, Cole, the woman from my dreams whispered. This is a battle you must fight on your own… may Satan help you and your women.  
 
    And with those final words, I felt her presence leave my body and soul, and then it was just the nine of us against dozens of Elder worshipping soldiers.  
 
    The time to fight for our lives had arrived once again, and despite the odds, I was ready to spill their Wicca-hating blood and wreak total chaos over their entire fucking kingdom.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
    As the queen’s men rounded in on us, I maintained my stance and regarded the veiled woman with nothing but utter contempt. Even through her cover-up, I could see her wicked and hate-filled smile glowering beneath the beautiful fabric, and I knew she would do everything within her power to see us burn at the stake.  
 
    While the men grew closer, none of my women made a move. They were silently waiting for my command, so I looked up and tried to see what I could use to my advantage, and I quickly studied the massive chandelier that dangled and glowed high above us. I smiled to myself when I pictured the massive ornament falling and crushing the soldiers, but if this was indeed my next plan of attack, I had to be quick.  
 
    Our lives depended on it. 
 
    Even though the men were hastily nearing us with their blades extended, I closed my eyes and forced myself to focus on the darkness that always guarded and guided me. I willed the evil spirits to be with me and summoned my inner wickedness to stand by my side as I controlled the elements to do my unholy bidding. 
 
    When a dozen or so guards were exactly where I wanted them to be, I opened my eyes, narrowed them at the heavy, dangling ornament, and willed it to come crashing down to break bones and take souls.  
 
    Motus.  
 
    In moments, there was a crackling noise, like the sound of metal coming apart, and then the chandelier came cascading down upon the queen’s men. The last and most satisfying sound they made before they were crushed into a pile of broken bones and armor was their terrified and shocked screams.  
 
    I smiled to myself as the queen stumbled backward and then placed a trembling hand over her heart as if Satan himself was standing before her. Her remaining men looked pale faced, and their eyes were glassy and filled with horror. I knew they were in shock and rendered dumbfounded, and a few of them even appeared to be on the verge of fainting.  
 
    “Witchcraft,” she hissed as her snake-green eyes narrowed at me.  
 
    I knew the queen was using all her willpower to glower at me with nothing but disdain, but I thought I saw a tint of fear in those soulless orbs of hers.  
 
    “That’s right, bitch,” Nyx exclaimed before she tossed back her hood. “Motherfucking witchcraft. Hail Satan.”  
 
    The queen took another stumbling step backward, and her men also gasped with horror and shock as they gazed upon the fully blue witch with protruding red horns.  
 
    “Damn Wiccas… kill them!” the queen shrieked, but she didn’t sound like a powerful queen who was in total control of her emotions. Instead, she reminded me of a little girl, terrified of a spider who crawled uninvited into her bedroom in the dead of night. “Kill them all!”  
 
    It took them a moment, but soon, the men were obeying her commands and nearing us once more, and it didn’t take long for one of my women to attack.  
 
    “Volant!” Nyx screamed as she pulled out her wand and aimed it at a handful of guards coming our way.  
 
    They violently flew back into the wall of the library, and those who weren’t wearing their helmets crushed their skulls against the wood and sunk limply to the floor, while their brains and blood covered the walls like a fresh coat of red paint mixed with bits of pink, glistening gore.  
 
    “Fuck this!” one knight yelled before he spun around and fled the library.  
 
    A few others followed him, but a handful remained behind to stay by the queen’s side. 
 
    “You cowards!” the queen bellowed. “I’ll hang you for treason, you ball-less bastards! The rest of you stop gawking and kill them! For the love of God, do something!”  
 
    “Attack with all you’ve got!” I commanded as I stared up at the stone ceiling. “Now! 
 
    The other women whipped out their wands, aimed their steady hands at the Wicca-hating soldiers, and prepared to wreak havoc on each fucker.  
 
    “Dissulto!” Morgana screamed, and a flash of bright red light hit a cluster of men who had listened to their queen and charged in our direction.  
 
    “Stupefaciunt!” Penelope cried out as another group of men went soaring backward.  
 
    “Contundito!” Circe roared, and as her spell hit a guard, his knees gave out, and we could hear the echoing crunch of his bones breaking before he fell to the floor and let out a bloodcurdling scream.  
 
    “Well done!” I cheered, and I was relieved I decided to bring a more mature and advanced Wicca with us, even if we barely knew anything about her or her past.  
 
    While the other women were busy blasting spell after spell, I focused again on the crumbling ceiling and willed the stones to rain down upon the queen’s men, and soon, the room was an explosion of colors and tumbling rocks.  
 
    As the chaos ensued, I knew which ancient and vastly powerful spell would kill the remaining men. I was slightly hesitant to use it since it would take a substantial amount of my energy and willpower, but if it could bring the madness to an end, I was willing to do it. So, as my witches blasted their incantations and took out the soldiers, I stood there and once again summoned my inner darkness and malevolent strength to come to my aid. As I concentrated on the unholy power that had consumed my entire entity, I aimed my wand at the dozens of men left in the chaotic room. Then I took in a deep breath before I shouted with all my strength and determination to see their downfall.  
 
    “Praeteritum!”  
 
    In moments, the room darkened and grew ice-cold, and every man who was still alive and mobile crouched down in utter agony and let out piercing screams as their terrible pasts and former sins came back to haunt them, literally to death. I knew they could feel the flames of every Wicca they’d burned, the last breaths of each citizen they hanged, and the deep, buried regret they harbored for all the pain, loss, and agony they’d inflicted in this world.  
 
    “Noooo!” one guard shrieked while he covered his ears. “Make it stoooooop!”  
 
    I could feel my body weakening as the men slowly turned to ashes and dust, but then a different kind of sensation took over my mind and body. I’d used this spell before, to kill the elder general, and I knew what the side-effects would feel like, but this was something else entirely. It frightened me because I could feel my mind leaving this world and preparing to enter another.  
 
    And I couldn’t leave my women.  
 
    Not now.  
 
    “Cole?” Faye cried out. “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “I-I don’t know,” I replied through gritted teeth.  
 
    As my world darkened, I stared at the lone queen and gazed into her terrified green eyes.  
 
    Show her no mercy, said the woman from my dreams. Look at what she has done to us. Make her pay with fire and blood!  
 
    My entire body convulsed as the library left my eyes and was replaced with the same view I’d witnessed inside Theodora’s office.  
 
    Once again, I found myself standing by the edge of a rugged cliff, where a row of stakes stood before me. The air was frigid, and the sky was a shade of merciless, steel gray. I could hear screams echoing in chorus with the shrill cries of the piercing wind, and when I looked through the mist, I saw another group of women being dragged with rusty chains by a group of cloaked holy men.  
 
    However, this time, instead of a king and pregnant queen leading the men and confined women to the stakes, it was the veiled queen herself, and she had her hands neatly folded in front of her as the witches cried out in agony and struggled to walk to their deaths. 
 
    “Tie them to their posts,” the queen ordered in a low growl. 
 
    Her obedient men didn’t say a word as the group of Wiccas were heartlessly secured to the wooden posts. When the last woman was tied to her fate, she spat at the queen’s feet and then stared straight into her menacing, emerald eyes. 
 
    “You will pay dearly for this, you God-loving bitch,” the Wicca snarled. 
 
    “Oh,” the queen purred, “I have already paid greatly for it.”  
 
    To my shock, the queen slowly unclasped her veil and revealed her face. In my lifetime, I’d seen a great deal of horrendous looking creatures, but I was still taken aback by her hideous appearance. Even Sweeny, the Wicca from our first year, with her scarred skin and gashed mouth, didn’t appear as hideously deformed as the woman in front of me was.  
 
    The queen’s skin was covered in massive boils and seemed to be putrid like a decayed corpse, and two holes in each cheek exposed her rotted, yellow teeth and swollen, bleeding gums. There was also a giant cleft in her mouth, and it made her lips seem twice the average size. 
 
    “As you can see, your kind decided to mark me with your hideous nature, long ago,” she cooed just before she covered her face back up. “Not only did you see fit to deform me, but you also stole the life of my mother. The sight of her gruesome child killed her immediately… do you not think that was punishment enough?”  
 
    “You should have never sought us out,” the Wicca snapped back. “We never disturbed you before your bastard of a father decided to seek us out for his vendetta.”  
 
    “You will do well not to speak ill of my father,” the queen growled before she took a step back. 
 
    As she did so, one of her men began to approach the pyre with a tall, white candle, but then the queen raised her hand to stop him.  
 
    “My queen--?” he began. 
 
    “I will light the flames,” she instructed in a firm voice. “Please, pass me the candle.” 
 
    “Yes, my queen,” he said in a hesitant tone.  
 
    The queen immediately snatched the candle from his withered hands and then gazed upon the helpless women with contempt and satisfaction glowing in her green eyes. She took her time to light each pyre, and as the flames began to lick at the bloody and bruised feet of each witch, the queen began to cackle like a madwoman.  
 
    It took them a good while, but eventually, the witches bellowed from the excruciating pain as the fire devoured their flesh and melted their bones.  
 
    “You should be thanking me!” Delphina screamed over their cries of agony. “I’m sending you back to hell where you belong!” 
 
    The last thing I heard before I was abruptly pulled out the vision was the cruel laughter of the queen resonating above the pain-filled screams of the Wiccas. I could feel their wrath, anguish, and helplessness, even when my soul returned to the cruel domain of Delphina’s realm and body littered library.  
 
    “You,” I snarled as I stared long and hard at the masked queen. “You’re even crueler than the Wiccas you sought out to murder in cold and callous blood… I’ll be sure to see you suffer the same fate as my fellow witches.” 
 
    “What do you--” she began, but it was too late.  
 
    My eyes darted over to the flaming scones along the walls, and with every ounce of strength I had left in my body, I forced them to complete my bidding.  
 
    Motus.  
 
    In the next moment, the flames flew in great balls of fire toward the queen, and her eyes widened in disbelief and horror as the flames climbed up her body and began to scorch her alive. She screamed and waved her hands up into the air as the inferno burned her flesh and clothing, and as her skin blackened and charred, I stood in place and watched her slow and painful demise with pure satisfaction.  
 
    I wanted her death to be agonizing, and I wanted her to feel every nerve ending and fiber burning and melting away into oblivion. Her deafening screams were like music to my ears, and the smile on my face only widened as she collapsed to the floor and feebly attempted to diminish the growing flames that had consumed her entire body.  
 
    There was still life left within her, and even though I knew it would take a heavy toll on my body, I was ready for her to feel another kind of pain.  
 
    I wanted her to feel every ounce of fear she had caused each Wicca in her lifetime.  
 
    She deserved that, and more. 
 
    So, as I stared at her burning body, I narrowed my eyes at her form and willed the dark spirits to consume my body as I tortured her one final time. Then I slowly lifted my wand, and without remorse or hesitation, I uttered the last words she would ever hear.  
 
    “Praeteritum!”  
 
    The spell hit her body, and she let out a feral, ear-splitting scream that echoed throughout the entire castle. Then her body burned and bled from the boils erupting all over her singed skin, and she violently shook and sobbed as the sins from her past came back to collect their due.  
 
    With one final scream, an explosion of blood, guts, and bones filled the air and splattered everywhere. I could feel her gore all over my skin, and as I licked my lips, the taste of her scorched, sour blood filled me with a savage kind of satisfaction.  
 
    “Cole,” Akira whispered as she took a step closer toward me. “That was fucking amazing… but… how are you holding up?” 
 
    “That was an incredible amount of power to use, master,” Morgana added in a faint voice. “Even if it was well overdue.”  
 
    “I know,” I panted. 
 
    I turned around and snatched the precious Defero stone before I shoved it deep inside my cloak pocket. As I did so, my legs felt weak like jelly, and my head was throbbing with an unbearable kind of pain like someone was repeatedly stabbing my skull with a sharpened blade. It was even difficult to breathe normally, but still, I knew my work was not yet finished.  
 
    “We need to get to the roof,” I whispered. 
 
    “What?” Beatrix asked with wide, dark eyes. “No, we should leave… surely there must be more guards on their way--” 
 
    “What did we say about questioning our master?” Akira hissed.  
 
    “But--” the light-haired brunette protested, but I already had my wand aimed at them. 
 
    “Hos parere imperio,” I muttered, and in seconds, we were wrapped in a cloud of shimmering purple smoke.  
 
    As we tumbled through space, I envisioned the castle’s rooftop and willed our bodies to stand on top of the palace safely. Then, in mere moments, we found ourselves exactly where I wanted us to be.  
 
    I gazed down, and we must have been thousands of feet up in the air. The people below us were no bigger than ants, and we were so high up that birds were flying under us. The wispy, white clouds passed by us like a veil of smoke as we stood there, like deadly gods, gazing down upon our mortal slaves. 
 
    “Cole,” Faye whispered as she stood by my side, “so, are you going to do it? Are you going to kill them all?” 
 
    “Yes,” I affirmed. “Every… single… last… one.”  
 
    “Unholy shittttt,” Akira snickered in an exaggerated and excited voice. “This is going to be fucking epic.” 
 
    “Shall we help you, Cole?” Circe asked in a demure voice. “Your body has already taken a great toll… perhaps we should recite the incantation together.”  
 
    “Is it the same one you used earlier?” Beatrix asked in a small, embarrassed voice. “When you stopped the rain?” 
 
    “Yes,” I replied without looking at her. “Everyone, pull out your wands and aim them at the sky. Picture the most chaotic forces of nature obeying your will and bring hell down upon these holy-worshipping motherfuckers.”  
 
    The women did as they were told, and I took a deep, sharp breath as I stared into the open sky and willed the elements to obey my silent commands. I pictured a blood-filled storm, and I imagined the ocean with fire for waves consuming the streets and burning everything in its path.  
 
    When my heart was filled with hate and vengeance, I briefly looked at the others and then nodded.  
 
    “Now,” I commanded as I gazed back down at the holy kingdom of Ved Havet. “Kill them all.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” my coven echoed obediently before they cut their palms open with the secare spell. 
 
    Beatrix and Circe also split their skin open as I cut into my flesh, and when we were all bleeding, I was ready to destroy every last mortal.  
 
    “Interficiam carne mea, mutata tempestate,” we chanted in unison.  
 
    In seconds, the sky darkened to crimson, and soon, the sound of thunder rang through the air. Thick, fat droplets of blood began to pour down onto the kingdom, and the sound of confused and terrified screams echoed up from the ground. As the rain grew heavier, I looked out toward their beloved ocean, and with all my willpower, I beckoned the water to boil enough to melt the skin off people’s bones.  
 
    Soon, the waves grew as tall as buildings and came crashing down upon the streets of Ved Havet. More and more petrified screams reverberated through the blood-filled air, and I watched as the scorching water began to drown and burn people alive.  
 
    No one was safe from our wrath as the scalding water began to bring houses down and crush everyone inside. Churches, inns, taverns, and all forms of livelihood crumbled into the water, and the rancid, overwhelming smell of burned skin filled the air. When the screams slowly died down, and we were left staring out at a flooded, dead city, my heart was filled with peace. Even those who sought refuge in this damn castle would soon have nowhere to go. The entire kingdom was flooded with steaming water, and it would stay that way for all eternity. 
 
    Before anyone could remark on the glorious anarchy we had summoned, I heard a voice inside my head as we were wrapped up in a cloud of familiar purple smoke.  
 
    Well done, Cole, the woman from my dreams echoed. You gave them what they deserved.  
 
    Then we were tossed and turned through realms, and in minutes, we found ourselves back in Theodora’s office, where a warm fire was crackling and soft music was playing. My entire body felt weak, hollow, and exhausted, but I still managed to pull myself up from Theodora’s floor and look around the room. 
 
    “You were successful,” Theodora stated as she sat at her desk.  
 
    She was wearing a deep blue velvet dress, and her dark hair was up in a neat bun. She quickly stepped away from her chair and strolled over to me, with her eyes locked onto my pocket. 
 
    “Yes,” I said.  
 
    “If you’d please, Cole,” she said as she opened her hand. 
 
    “Err, right,” I said as I remembered the stone. 
 
    I reached into my pocket and wrapped my fingers around the cold, rough exterior. Despite its somewhat generous size, the Defero felt light as a feather when I retrieved it from my cloak. For a moment, I studied its extraordinary, exotic beauty, and the small, diamond clusters ebbed within its ebony core. The light refracted off the stone and shone along the wall like starlight, and I found myself unable to look away.  
 
    “Beautiful, is it not?” Theodora chuckled. 
 
    “Yes.” I nodded before I quickly placed it into the palm of her hand.  
 
    “A Defero can have a strange effect on those it comes into contact with,” Headmistress Theodora commented as she twirled the stone in her hand. “The effects are like an intoxicating drug… but alas, you are strong in mind and spirit, and therefore, it does not possess the same power over you, Cole.” 
 
    “Good to know,” I answered with a sigh. 
 
    Theodora glanced at each of us, and a small smile broke across her face.  
 
    “You all must be terribly exhausted,” she remarked. 
 
    “Yes, Headmistress,” Nyx muttered as she rubbed at her temples. “I’m completely drained… I can’t even begin to imagine how Cole must feel.” 
 
    “Pretty wiped,” I chuckled. 
 
    “Then, off with you all.” Theodora smiled and pointed to the door. “Get a good night’s rest… tomorrow will be your first class since the attack.”  
 
    “Yes, Headmistress,” the women responded before we headed toward the door.  
 
    I began to follow the witches out of the office, but then Theodora’s soft voice stopped me in my tracks.  
 
    “Well done, Cole,” she repeated. “I truly mean that.” 
 
    “Of course, Headmistress,” I responded before I turned to flash her a tired but genuine smile. “Goodnight.”  
 
    “Goodnight,” she replied before I left her office and closed the door.  
 
    “Can you guys believe how fucking awesome we are?” Akira squealed in delight as we headed down the empty corridors. “I mean… we took out an entire kingdom.” 
 
    “Your powers are extraordinary for Wiccas your age,” Circe said in a soft voice. “I must admit… I was taken aback. Now, if you don’t mind, I will be heading up to my quarters. Goodnight.” 
 
    Before she turned around, her vibrant, blue, serpentine eyes bored into mine, and then she graced me with an almost seductive smile. My entire body coursed with electricity as I watched her stroll around a corner and then disappear from view.  
 
    “She’s a little weird and quiet,” Nyx said once she was gone, “but I think she’s cool.” 
 
    “She’s more advanced than us,” Morgana said with wide, blue eyes. “I think that’s certainly a benefit… imagine what we can learn from her? Especially in the classroom.”  
 
    “Speaking of classrooms,” Beatrix yawned. “I’d better retire for the night as well… see you all in the morning.” 
 
    We bade the light-haired brunette goodbye before she disappeared down the hall, and when it was just my coven and me, we continued to make our way to the common room.  
 
    As soon as we stepped into our private quarters, Alexander flew by my side and then nipped fiercely at my earlobe. 
 
    “Ouch!” I exclaimed. “Man, what the hell was that for?”  
 
    For disappearing, he yelled. You inconsiderate prick! You had Silvia and I worried sick.  
 
    “Satan, sorry,” I groaned as I rubbed at my throbbing ear. “Next time, a small lecture will do. No need to get physical. 
 
    I should slap you with my wing, he continued, but this time, I’ll let you off with a warning.  
 
    “How considerate,” I muttered. 
 
    Unlike you, he huffed. Well, now that I know you’re alive… we’ll be going back to sleep. 
 
    “Goodnight, asshole.” I smirked as he flew to a corner to snuggle next to Silvia.  
 
    The room was empty aside for the two lovebirds, so I imagined the other familiars were all in their rooms.  
 
    “I’m off to bed,” Akira yawned. “That was one hell of a night… or day… or however time works through that fucking realm.”  
 
    “Me, too,” Faye said as she stretched. “Goodnight, master.” 
 
    “Yeah, goodnight, master,” Morgana added. “Sleep well. We have class tomorrow.” 
 
    “He knows, Morgana,” Vesta purred as she played with a shimmering, sage-green lock of hair. “Thank Satan… I’m back to my beautiful form.” 
 
    “Fucking hell,” Penelope muttered as she rolled her eyes. “Goodnight, master.” 
 
    “Goodnight, everyone,” I replied as they slowly clambered up the stairs and into their bedrooms.  
 
    Because of my exhausted state of mind, it took me a moment to realize Nyx was still standing there at the foot of the stairwell and just looking at me.  
 
    “Err, master,” she said before she looked down at her feet. “I don’t have a room yet…” 
 
    “Oh, of course,” I said as I slapped my forehead. “How could I forget? Sorry, it has been a long night. Come along. I’ll make you one.” 
 
    “But master,” she began, “I don’t want to exert you. You already used so much magic back there.”  
 
    “Do not think twice about it.” I smiled. “I’d be more than happy to provide you with a bedroom. You are one of mine, after all, and I want to take care of you.” 
 
    “Thank you, master,” she answered with a small blush.  
 
    “Let’s go,” I said as I made my way up the stairs.  
 
    We both headed into the narrow hallway, where there was a row of bedroom doors, and I glanced at the sapphire blue witch and then flashed her a warm smile. 
 
    “Well?” I chuckled. “Where do you want yours to be? Between Akira and Morgana… or perhaps between Penelope and Faye… or…?”  
 
    “I think I’ll take a space at the end of the line,” the blue-skinned witch answered with a slow shrug. “Doesn’t matter which one.” 
 
    “Very well,” I said before I rolled up my sleeves and then aimed my wand at the bare space on the right. “Here goes nothing.” 
 
    I cleared my throat and narrowed my eyes at the space. I envisioned a room that would match Nyx’s laid-back personality, but also one that would be both comfortable and stylish for the cool and collected Wicca.  
 
    When I felt as if I was ready, I flicked my wrist and recited the incantation. 
 
    “Crescere per voluntatem meam!” 
 
    Instantly, a door appeared among the others, and I could feel my energy draining as all the items I pictured inside my mind became existent behind the closed door. When the spell was complete, I sucked in a sharp breath of air and then turned to look at Nyx. 
 
    “It’s finished.” I grinned. “Do you want to step inside and take a look?” 
 
    “Only if we do it together,” she murmured with a mischievous glint in her indigo eyes.  
 
    I chuckled before I gently pushed the door open and then stared at a sapphire blue bedroom with a queen-sized bed placed in the center. A sheer canopy hung over the deep blue satin sheets, and the bed was decorated with patterned pillows and woven blankets. There were dozens of herbs hanging from the ceiling, and by a small, wooden desk at the end of the room, I noticed a row of variously shaped pipes. Gold pots and jars of exotic flowers littered the floor, and there were rows of candles glowing in each corner of the room.  
 
    The entire bedroom was tinted a deep blue, just like Nyx’s velvety skin, and the warm glow emitting from the candles along with the scent of spiced herbs sent a pleasant thrill through my body.  
 
    “Do you like it?” I asked as I turned to her.  
 
    “I do,” she breathed with wide eyes. “Thank you, master. It’s… it’s wonderful. Better than I could have even dreamed. You know me so well.” 
 
    “Of course,” I answered. “I’ll leave you to it, then--” 
 
    As I turned around, Nyx reached out to snatch my hand and looked at me with half-hooded eyes. Then she bit down on her lip and took a step closer toward me. 
 
    “I want to thank you properly, master,” she whispered into my ear.  
 
    When she stepped back, she was already unfastening her buttons, and in an instant, all my dwindling energy returned to its full strength. Blood rushed to my cock as she slowly began to strip naked for me, and when she was only garbed in a forest-green lace bralette and panties, I smiled in pure satisfaction. 
 
    Tonight was going to be a very long night.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7 
 
    “Fuck,” I growled as I marveled at Nyx’s slender and perfectly sculpted form.  
 
    Her flat stomach glowed purple beneath the red firelight, and the curves of her perky, but voluptuous breasts moved up and down with each quick breath she took. Her eyes were glistening with lust and desire, and I could see a small wet patch already spreading in between her legs. 
 
    “Do you want me, master?” she asked as she bit down on her blue lip. “Do you want to thrust your thick cock inside my tight wet pussy?”  
 
    Her bright indigo eyes trailed down to the bulge inside my pants, and then a small coquettish smile spread across her flushed face. Before I could respond, she quickly got down on her knees and tried to reach for my zipper, but before she could get carried away, I made sure to remind her who was in charge.  
 
    “I do want you, Nyx,” I said as I placed a finger under her chin and then raised her head to meet my eyes, “but if you want a taste of my cock… you’re going to have to beg for it.”  
 
    “Oh, master,” she pouted. “Please… grace me with your unholy cock. I want to feel your throbbing member inside my cunt and have your hot seed fill me up to the brim. I need you more than any drug, and I haven’t stopped thinking about the night you made me yours. Please, take me tonight and fuck me until the sun rises.”  
 
    “Is that so?” I asked with a raised eyebrow. “You can’t think about anything else other than my cock deep inside your starving pussy?  
 
    “Yes, master,” she sighed as she rocked her hips forward, and I knew she was eager to undress me. “Please, fuck me again. Fuck me until I scream your name and the entire castle is flooded with jealousy.”  
 
    “Well, since you asked so nicely… I suppose I can give in to your wishes.” I grinned. “After all… you did a marvelous job in Ved Havet. It would be a waste not to give in to your desires, and I consider myself to be a benevolent master.” 
 
    “You are, sir,” she purred, “and your cock is just as benevolent, but I need it inside me… more than anything. Please… but before you enter me… I want to suck your delicious dick and take you deep inside my hungry mouth.” 
 
    The desperation in her eyes filled me with a feral kind of thrill, and the way she moaned and begged for my cock only continued to turn me on. However, I wanted to make her squirm with desire before I gave her my answer, and I knew every passing second was slowly killing her inside.  
 
    “Fine… you may proceed,” I answered after a long moment. “Take me into your mouth but be sure to swallow every fucking inch of me. I want to fuck the back of your throat and hear you gag for more.”  
 
    “Oh, yes, master,” Nyx breathed. “I will… I promise you.”  
 
    In seconds, the blue-skinned witch had unzipped my pants while I unbuttoned my shirt and tossed it aside. When my erect cock sprung into view, Nyx’s eyes went as wide as dinner plates, and she licked her lips like there was a five-course meal in front of her and she hadn’t eaten in days.  
 
    “Hmmm, feeling greedy, are we?” I asked with a cocked eyebrow. 
 
    “Ooooh, yessssss, master,” she moaned before she flashed me a small grin. “You’re sooooo hard… and your cock is sooooo beautiful… I need it.”  
 
    Before I could say another word, the horned witch wrapped her soft hands around my shaft, and then, without breaking eye contact with me, she leaned forward and swirled her tongue along my throbbing tip.  
 
    “Hmmmmmm,” she slurped and hummed. “Sooooo delicious.” 
 
    “Shut up and put me into your mouth,” I growled before I grabbed a fistful of her cobalt blue hair.  
 
    “Yes, sir,” she said as her lips curled up into a small smile. 
 
    Then the eager sapphire-skinned witch took me entirely inside her warm, wet mouth and began to bob her head up and down along my length. As she moved in slow motions, her eyes flicked upward to meet mine, and she stared at me with love and devotion as she ran her hot tongue along my underside and then back up to my flared tip. Her eyes were brimming with wild desire as she began to move her head faster, and as she worked her head up and down along my shaft, she took me deeper inside her mouth. When the tip of my cock finally scraped the back of her throat, she gagged, and tears welled up in her eyes.  
 
    “That’s it,” I groaned as I bucked my hips forward and ventured deeper inside her eager throat. “Keep going… that’s it… good girl.”  
 
    The horned witch hummed and glugged along my pulsating shaft, and I continued to guide her head along my cock in faster motions. I didn’t go too quickly, though, because I wanted to savor this moment.  
 
    We had all night long to enjoy ourselves. 
 
    “Hmmmmmmm,” Nyx moaned as I began to move her head in slower motions.  
 
    “Fuuuuuuck,” I grunted. “Satan, your tongue feels fucking incredible, Nyx. Don’t you dare fucking stop… not until I tell you to.”  
 
    My body took control over my senses, and I quickly started to thrust my hips with more fervor and intensity. Each time I managed to fuck the back of her throat, she gagged, but like a good and obedient girl, she continued to slurp and swallow more of my dick. After a couple of minutes, I pushed her head deeper until she reached my balls, and after she gagged and choked for a moment, she moaned for more. My entire body quivered with satisfaction as I continued to weave my fingers through her sapphire-blue hair and thrust my cock deeper down her throat.  
 
    As Nyx continued to pleasure me with her greedy mouth, she also moved her soft hands along my shaft in quick, but expert motions. The sensation was incredible, and it took all my willpower not to explode a bucket-load of cum inside her warm mouth. Still, I rocked my body back and forth and groaned as she continued to slowly lick my throbbing underside and then swirled her tongue along my flared tip in circular motions.  
 
    After I couldn’t hold back any longer, I let go of her hair and then exhaled in a shaky breath.  
 
    “Stop,” I ordered, and when she gently pulled away, a wet, popping sound echoed in the room.  
 
    “But master,” she pouted with glistening lips. “I want moooooore.”  
 
    The horned witch glanced up at me with desperate, glassy eyes, and I couldn’t help but smirk at her eagerness.  
 
    “I don’t want to cum just yet,” I said. “Now, get on the fucking bed and take everything off. I want you wet and ready for me… so you’d better get on all fours like a good, obedient girl.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” Nyx answered with a tiny nod. “Whatever you crave shall totally be yours.”  
 
    I watched with a throbbing cock as the blue-skinned witch quickly unclasped her bra and then slipped out of her panties. She slowly slinked on top of the bed, and her glowing sapphire skin glistened with a light layer of sweat as she steadied herself on all fours.  
 
    “Perfect… stay just like that,” I ordered.  
 
    “As you wish, sir,” she purred with her back fully arched and her pussy glistening like an animal in heat.  
 
    I neared the expansive blue satin bed and slowly crawled behind Nyx, and when I was on my knees, I batted my cock along her blue, wet folds, and each time I teased her, she moaned with delight and arched even lower. I couldn’t help but smirk as I teased the horned, horny witch, and her small, desperate moans made the blood rush to my cock instantly.  
 
    “Please, enter me, master,” she moaned. “Claim my pussy and make it yours… I beg of you, sir. I need you to fuck me sooooo badddd…”  
 
    I hadn’t even slipped inside her yet, and her breathing was already labored. I smirked as she bundled the sheets beneath her, and she panted as I continued to tease her with my cock. Every time I neared her wet opening with my thick, throbbing head, she gasped with pleasure but then whined when I mischievously pulled away. Her desperation and eagerness for my member was like an intoxicating drug, and it was just too damn fun teasing her.  
 
    “Do you want me to spread you wiiiiide open?” I muttered before I slipped a finger inside her sopping wet tunnel.  
 
    “Oooooh!” Nyx squealed when I began to saw in and out of her wet folds. “Fuuuuuck, master… yes, please, spread me open and fill me with your cream. I need your delicious dick inside my tunnel, and I need your hot seed to seep down my thighs after you explode inside me. Satan, you make my head spin better than any puff off my pipe, and I just want moreeee of you. I want you all the time. You are the best drug.”  
 
    “Very well,” I chuckled.  
 
    I gently pulled my fingers out of her opening, and my cock hardened like a metal rod as I rubbed my throbbing head along her soaking cunt. Her deep blue folds were glistening with desire, and when I couldn’t hold back any longer, I slid my dick deep inside her tight tunnel. 
 
    We both gasped with instant pleasure when our bodies were connected, and as I began to rock my hips in a steady motion, the blue-skinned witch panted and dug her fingers into the blue comforter below her.  
 
    “Fuck, fuck, fuck!” she squealed as my balls banged against her ass and clit. “Yes, master! Holy shit! Just like that… please, don’t stooooooop!” 
 
    As I drilled my cock deeper inside her, I grabbed a fistful of her long, luscious blue hair and tugged her backward. Her eyes were squeezed shut, but her mouth was parted open, and her lips were trembling as she struggled to breathe. She was unbelievably tight, and her walls were sweltering as they clamped and clenched around my shaft like a bear trap.  
 
    “Fuuuuuck,” I grunted. “Satan, you’re so fucking tight, Nyx.” 
 
    “D-D-Does it please you, master?” she questioned, and her voice quivered as she spoke.  
 
    “Yes, fuckkkk,” I grunted as my cock ventured deeper inside her hungry hole. “Your pussy was certainly yearning for my dick.” 
 
    “Yeeeeeees, it… w-was,” she stammered as her body rocked back and forth. “Satan… it was worth the waaaaaait. Fuck, fuck, fuck… yes, right there, master! I’m going to cum!” 
 
    “I’ll allow it,” I growled as her walls spasmed violently around my shaft. “You can cum as many times as you want tonight. Cum all over my cock.”  
 
    “Ooooooh, yeeeeees, fuuuuuuuuuuck!” she screamed as her entire body jerked upward, and hot juices spurted out of her sweltering tunnel.  
 
    Her greedy walls continued to clamp and squeeze my cock, like it was demanding for a load of my cum, but I wasn’t finished plowing inside her hot gushing pussy.  
 
    Not by a longshot.  
 
    “Coleeeeeeee,” Nyx continued to cry out in ecstasy from her mind-blowing orgasm, and I bucked my hips and continued to rock my body in rhythmic motions against her skin.  
 
    “Satan, you’ve got such a greedy pussy,” I grunted. Then I angled my cock so it grazed down against the front of her tunnel, and her screams only grew louder with each determined thrust.  
 
    “Yes!” she shrieked. “Pleeeeeease, keep going, master! Make me cum again!”  
 
    I took the blue-skinned witch fast and rough, and each time I thrust deeper inside her wanting tunnel, she gasped and cried out for more. When my cock was deep enough to graze her cervix with the tip of my member, I could feel my cock throbbing uncontrollably, and I knew an explosive orgasm was bubbling to the surface.  
 
    I was fucking her with so much determination and fervor that she nearly lost her balance as I pounded deeper inside her hungry tunnel. As the sound of my hips slamming against her skin filled the room, her breathing grew faster, her moans were louder, and I knew she was on the verge of cumming again.  
 
    “Cum with me,” I ordered as I plowed deeper inside her sopping cave. “Now.” 
 
    “Ooooooooh, Cooooooooole!” Nyx screamed as her walls clenched and unclenched around my throbbing cock. “Fuuuuuuuuuuck!” 
 
    The sensation of her tight wet walls around my dick, and her cries of pleasure sent a spasming shiver through my entire body, and I released my scorching seed inside her hungry tunnel. I groaned as my whole body shook from the overwhelming climax, and my head spun wildly as the blue-skinned witch’s pussy squeezed and sucked the tip of my cock for the last few drops of cum left. Our warm, mixed fluids seeped down her thighs and dripped on to the satin sheets like droplets of white rain, and my shaft gave another valiant pulse at the sight.  
 
    I was still deep inside her while the two of us were desperately gasping for air, and it took a good minute or two before I gently pulled out of her soaking pussy and then edged away so she could face me. 
 
    “Oh, master,” Nyx moaned as her gleaming, indigo eyes met mine. “That was amaaaaaaaazing.” 
 
    Before I could respond, she leaned closer toward me and then brought her hot lips to mine. Her sweet tongue explored the inside of my mouth, and as she moaned and wrapped her fingers through my hair, I could feel the blood rushing back to my cock like a ravenous river. Our tongues wildly snaked together, and without uttering a word, I knew the witch was greedy for more of my cock.  
 
    “I’m not done with you yet.” I grinned as I pulled away. “I’m going to fuck you again, and again, and again…”  
 
    “Oh, but master,” she gasped with eyes as wide as saucers. “What have I done to deserve more?” 
 
    “Don’t question me,” I growled before I moved away from her and then splayed myself down onto the bed. “I order you to climb on top of me. Right fucking now. I want to watch your face squirm with pleasure as you bounce on my cock, and when you cum, I want you to scream my name.”  
 
    “Ooooooh, yes, master,” the eager, blue-skinned witch breathed before she crawled over to me.  
 
    Her bright eyes landed on my erect cock, but before she made a move to climb on top of me, she glanced back at me, and then a small, shy smile spread across her flushed face.  
 
    “May I taste you, first, master?” she begged. “I want to lick every last drop of cum left on your glorious cock. I want to taste my own pussy mixed with your sperm.”  
 
    “You may taste it.” I nodded. 
 
    With eager eyes and a hungry mouth, the sapphire-skinned witch leaned downward, and with her breasts grazing along my thighs, she slowly licked my throbbing underside until she reached my flared tip. Then she began to lightly suck and kiss the head of my cock.  
 
    “Mmmmmmm,” she moaned as she pulled away. “You taste exquisite, master… soooooo delicious.”  
 
    “Stop talking, climb on top, and ride the fuck out of me,” I ordered.  
 
    “Yes, sir,” Nyx answered with a coy smile. 
 
    The horned witch swung one long blue leg over my side, and then her indigo pussy hovered over the tip of my pulsating, erect cock. Her eyes were locked onto mine as she slowly lowered her body, and when she slipped my cock inside her sweltering and soaking cunt, we both groaned with instant gratification.  
 
    “Fuuuuuuuuuuck,” I growled.  
 
    “Does this please you, master?” Nyx whispered in a dream-like voice as she began to rock her body back and forth in slow motions. “Are you going to fill me up again?” 
 
    “I’m going to fill your fucking pussy to the brim over and over again tonight,” I breathed. “Just keep going.” 
 
    “Oooooooh,” she softly moaned before she closed her eyes and then tossed her head back. “Master, you feel so damn gooooooood.” 
 
    I grabbed her narrow hips and then guided her along my shaft in faster motions. She gasped and moaned as I bucked upward and plowed deeper inside her quivering tunnel, and then she slammed her open palms down on my bare chest. As she rode me faster, she dug her nails into my flesh and drew blood.  
 
    “Oh, master,” Nyx gasped as she opened her eyes wide. “I can practically feel the tip of your cock inside my womb. Satan, your cock is all I neeeeeeeed. Pleeeeeease, don’t stop! Whatever you do, I beg you to keep going! Yeeeeeeeees, fuck! Just like that!”  
 
    Sweat dripped between her blue breasts as she began to bounce fervently on my slick, pulsating dick. As she moved up and down, I reached up to pinch one of her budding, swollen, sapphire-tinted nipples, and she squealed with delight as I continued to tweak it between my fingers.  
 
    “Satan,” I growled as she started to change her pace up and grind against my member. “You look fucking magnificent on top of me.” 
 
    “It feels better than any drug,” the stoner witch muttered as she squeezed her eyes shut in pleasure, “but m-m-master, I think I’m going to cum again! I can’t hold back any longer.” 
 
    I already knew she was close. I could tell by the way her walls were clamping tightly around my shaft in pulsating rhythms.  
 
    “So, cum,” I growled. “I already told you to cum as many times as you pleased.” 
 
    “Fuuuuuuuuuuuuck!” Nyx squealed before she cried out in immense pleasure. “Coooooooole! Yes, yes, yeeeeeeeeees!”  
 
    I was sure the other witches would be able to hear her moans and screams, but I knew she didn’t give a troll shit about that. Her walls were squeezing my cock and demanding for a load of cum, but I wasn’t quite there yet.  
 
    Small, delicious moans escaped from her blue lips as she continued to rock her body against mine like an expert horseback rider. I dug my nails deeper into her skin, and as soon as I did, she bit down hard on her bottom lip and then groaned with pleasure and pain. Blood dripped down her chin, and small droplets fell onto my bare chest as she continued to ride me with her eyes squeezed shut.  
 
    “Yeeeeeees, master,” she panted, and I marveled at the way her stomach moved in perfect rhythm as she rode me. “I’m not stopping until you cum inside me, master!” 
 
    “Then you’d better keep going,” I teased before I wrapped a hand around her blue neck and then gently squeezed. 
 
    “Yes, sir,” Nyx gasped with her eyes still closed tightly. “Please, choke me harder!”  
 
    “As you wish,” I chuckled as she began to feverishly bounce up and down on my throbbing cock.  
 
    As I grasped tighter around her delicate neck, her walls clenched even tighter around my slick member, and I could feel my own body on the verge of exploding inside her velvety tunnel. She squealed with delight as I kept my hand wrapped around her neck, and then she opened her bright eyes and stared down at me with complete devotion and desire. 
 
    “M-M-Master,” she panted as her eyes locked onto mine. “I-I-I…”  
 
    “I know,” I grunted. “Me, too… cum with me, Nyx. I command you.” 
 
    “Yesssss, Cooooooooole!” she screamed as my entire body spasmed and shuddered, and then I exploded like a hose inside her hot slit.  
 
    The room spun, and it felt like I’d been drained dry as the two of us struggled to breathe. As promised, I filled the blue-skinned witch with my unholy cream, and as she remained on top of me, her entire body quivered and shook from the mind-exploding orgasm. Her walls continued to clamp and squeeze me for every precious drop of cum I had left, and the room was now filled with the sound of our ragged breathing, heavy panting, and the scent of sweet sex.  
 
    After a minute or two of finally regaining our breaths, Nyx slowly clambered off me and snuggled by my side. She draped an arm around my chest and then looked at me with utter adoration and complete satisfaction. 
 
    “Master,” she muttered in a low and lethargic voice. “That was absolutely amazing… thank you.” 
 
    “Well,” I chuckled. “It doesn’t have to be over just yet… how about we fuck until the sun rises? Who needs sleep anyway? Wouldn’t you prefer to feel my cock inside you for another few hours?”  
 
    “Oh, yes, master,” she said with wide, eager eyes. “Do you mean it?”  
 
    “Of course, I do.” I grinned. “I want my cum to be dripping out of your pussy all day tomorrow.” 
 
    The blue-skinned witch immediately shot up from the bed, and then her glassy eyes flicked down to my cock. 
 
    “Then… with your permission… I’ll get us started again,” she purred in a low and seductive voice.  
 
    I grinned and leaned back as the eager and horny witch started to pleasure me with her warm, wet mouth, and in return, I planned to fuck her brains out until the sun rose.  
 
    I knew we’d be exhausted by the morning, but I also knew it would be worth every damn second.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8 
 
    “Fuuuuuuuck,” Nyx moaned with a wide smile as we finally flopped down onto the sheets. “That was totally amazing… thank you, master.” 
 
    As I promised, we spent the entire night fucking over and over again, and now that she’d reached her umptieth orgasm, pale light was streaming in through the stained-glass window.  
 
    “Of course,” I chuckled, “but I do think you sucked me dry… I probably don’t have one drop of cum left in me.”  
 
    “I was greedy.” The blue-skinned witch grinned before she sprung off the bed. “Do you want a puff of my industria weed before we head to class?” 
 
    “What does it do?” I asked with a raised eyebrow.  
 
    “It will work like three cups of spiced coffee,” she explained and flashed me a cajoling, mischievous grin. “Only this is much stronger… come on, have a puff or two.” 
 
    “Sure,” I said after a long moment, and my lips spread into a smirk. “Why the hell not?” 
 
    The sapphire-skinned Wicca smiled before she handed me a small wooden pipe, and after she placed it into my hands, she turned around to grab one of the candles off the wall. Then, with the candle in her hand, she leaned toward me and carefully lit the pipe.  
 
    Her smile widened as I began to inhale the sweet-smelling drug, and as the smoke built up inside my chest, I thought I could taste a hint of lemon mingled with something that reminded me of pixie cake.  
 
    When I had my fill, I slowly breathed out the smoke, and a rose-pink haze left my lips and clouded the room. The smell of wilted roses instantly filled the air, and when I handed the pipe back to Nyx, I felt a jolt of energy coursing through my body. My sore muscles relaxed, and the stinging behind my tired eyes instantly disappeared.  
 
    In seconds, I felt wide-eyed, rejuvenated, and ready to seize the fucking day. 
 
    “Awesome, isn’t it?” Nyx snickered before she wrapped her blue lips around the pipe and sucked.  
 
    “It’s fucking brilliant.” I grinned and flexed my fingers.  
 
    “Told you,” she coughed. “It’s the best way to start the day.”  
 
    As she took another hit, I looked around the blue room and stared at the morning light flooding in through the window. It grew brighter by the second, and pretty soon, I knew we’d have to haul ass.  
 
    While Nyx finished her last drag, I swung my legs over the bed and planted my feet on the cold floor. I quickly snatched up my clothing and got dressed, and judging by the sunlight’s intensity, we didn’t have time for a bath or a fancy breakfast.  
 
    “Come on,” I said once Nyx set down her pipe. “Let’s get a move on.” 
 
    The blue-skinned witch nodded and quickly snatched up her uniform, and she didn’t bother to put on any undergarments as she slipped on her mini skirt and then buttoned up her blouse. Her deep blue nipples protruded through her white shirt, and her blue breasts were exposed through the thin fabric, but I didn’t think she gave a damn. 
 
    “No panties?” I chuckled. “That’s quite dangerous. What about all the cum I pumped into you last night?” 
 
    “I think it’s pretty hot to drip your seed all over my chair.” She shrugged and tossed back her long cobalt hair. “It will be our naughty little secret.” 
 
    “I love it,” I said, and I glanced down to see a bit of my pearly seed already making a trail down her inner thighs. Of course, I was looking for it, but I doubted anyone else would be staring at Nyx’s legs and looking for my jizz.  
 
    We left the blue drug-filled bedroom and headed toward the small flight of stairs, and when we reached the bottom, all heads turned to us. The coven was already seated around the fireplace, and none of them looked surprised when they saw us. In fact, each witch appeared to be too busy with their breakfasts to ask why I wasn’t coming down from my quarters.  
 
    “Good morning,” Nyx hummed with a lazy smile. “I don’t know about the rest of you, but I had an incredible night.” 
 
    “We know,” Akira chuckled. “In fact, I think the entire castle knows.”  
 
    “Oh… was I that loud?” Nyx questioned with a raised blue eyebrow.  
 
    “Yes,” the coven answered in unison.  
 
    “Oops,” Nyx muttered before she shrugged. “My bad.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” I snickered as I neared the other women. 
 
    They’d nearly cleaned off their plates, and a part of me was disappointed I’d missed breakfast, but then again, it was absolutely worth it, and when I glanced at the smirking and satisfied blue-skinned Nyx, and as she crossed her legs and winked at me, I knew she thought the same thing.  
 
    “Well, we’d better get a move on,” Morgana sighed before she dusted the crumbs off her blouse. “This morning is our first lesson with Professor Olivia… and I don’t know about the rest of you, but I’m thrilled.” 
 
    “When aren’t you thrilled by the prospect of class?” Akira muttered as she rolled her black eyes.  
 
    “Whatever,” Morgana huffed before she grabbed her bag from the floor.  
 
    “I’m excited, too,” Penelope remarked with wide, chestnut brown eyes. “Part of me still can’t believe we’re combining potions and charms.” 
 
    “Let’s just hope Professor Olivia is a decent professor,” Akira said with pinched black eyebrows. “I still can’t forgive her for sending Cole out into that pit when we first arrived at the High Court.” 
 
    “She wasn’t the one who gave the order, Akira,” Morgana reminded her in a sharp tone. “That was Madame Mara Soulton.” 
 
    “Regardless,” Akira snapped. “She was willing to let him die… so in my book, she’s no better than the rest of them.” 
 
    “As much as I admire your heated devotion, Akira,” I said with a small smile, “I think it’s safe to say it’s water under the bridge. I don’t hold any ill will toward her, and neither should you. How about we simply let bygones be bygones?” 
 
    “Yes, master,” the black-eyed witch sighed after a short pause. “You’re right, as always.”  
 
    “Anyway,” I said as I regarded each witch. “We’d better get going. We don’t want to be late, do we?” 
 
    The others nodded as they stood up and grabbed their belongings, and when we left the common room, the halls were crowded with whispering wide-eyed witches. Everyone seemed to be as excited as Morgana and Penelope about the new class and professor, and I briefly wondered what today’s lesson would have in store for us.  
 
    “It should be the classroom at the very end of this hall,” Morgana said as we followed the crowd of students. 
 
    “How do you know?” Nyx asked and blinked at the brunette. 
 
    “You mean aside from the crowd walking in that direction?” the bookish brunette sighed. “There was also a letter on the coffee table this morning before you and Cole woke up, and it explained where the new classroom would be.” 
 
    “Oh.” The blue-skinned witch shrugged. “Cool.”  
 
    “You’re going to be way more excited when you see what we’ll be doing,” Morgana said in a confident voice. “You love herbs, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yeahhhh…” Nyx drawled and pursed her lips. “So, what?” 
 
    “So, charms and potions require plenty of herbs,” Morgana responded in a patient tone. “Just wait, you’ll be a natural. You and Penelope.”  
 
    “Thanks, Morgana,” the orange-haired witch said, and her cheeks flushed a pleased, rosy pink.  
 
    “Of course,” the brunette responded with a supportive smile.  
 
    When we came to a stop, students swarmed inside the massive classroom, but there was still a crowd at the threshold.  
 
    “Everyone, take your seats,” Olivia’s voice called out. “Hurry up now! No dawdling! We have a lot to cover this morning.”  
 
    “Why are people being so fucking slow?” Akira hissed under her breath. “Come on, move it!” 
 
    “I bet everyone wants a seat close to Professor Olivia’s desk,” Morgana said in an excited voice. “I know I would.” 
 
    “Well, I wouldn’t hold your breath,” Penelope sighed. “I’ll bet you three frog legs and a newt eye that all the seats by the front of the room are taken.” 
 
    Sure enough, Penelope was right. When the students finally took their seats, there were no empty tables near Olivia’s desk. The classroom was glorious, though, and quite expansive. Marble statues were situated in every corner of the room, and a massive gold and silver chandelier dangled from a black, shimmering ceiling. Hundreds, or possibly thousands, of books sat in a grand black bookcase pressed against the purple velvet wall, and elegant paintings of the High Court hung all around the classroom.  
 
    When I turned to look at the front of the room, I saw Professor Olivia seated at a giant, midnight black desk with a row of owl heads carved into the wood. A large black cauldron sat on the top of her desk, and a plain wooden spoon stuck out of it.  
 
    The new professor wore a deep green satin gown that clung to her slender but curvaceous frame, and her sleek, shimmering silver hair was loose and hung like a pin-straight curtain around her heart-shaped face. Her nails were painted black, and her pale, slender fingers were adorned with silver and purple rings.  
 
    As I continued to marvel at her appearance, she must have sensed my gaze because, in moments, her teal tinted eyes darted over to me, and she smiled.  
 
    For a moment, I was lost in her vibrant eyes and the shimmering gems permanently embedded into her porcelain skin, and as I stared at her unwavering beauty, I felt relieved to see she was fully recovered after her possession.  
 
    “Over here!” a familiar voice cried out. “Cole!”  
 
    The sudden sound broke me away from my trance, and when I searched the room, I spotted Circe near the back of the classroom seated next to the reserved and oddly quiet Beatrix, who was wearing chains of odd-looking necklaces around her creamy neck. A smile broke across my face as I neared the duo, and when we took a seat at their desk, Beatrix began to tug at her long, light-brown fringe.  
 
    “So…” she began. “Are you guys… erm, excited?” 
 
    “Yes.” Morgana politely nodded. 
 
    “So am I,” Beatrix chuckled, but her eyes kept darting to me and away. “I mean… I kind of have a thing for charms. It’s a hobby of mine… not that it’s anything to brag about… it’s actually kind of weird, I guess… huh?”  
 
    “Not at all.” Penelope shook her head. “I love potions. It’s my hobby, so I’m super excited as well.”  
 
    “Oh, yeah,” Beatrix replied as her face lit up. “I remember.” 
 
    “Well, I remember when this class was pulled from the curriculum,” Circe commented as her serpentine eyes wandered around the classroom. “If memory serves correctly, I still remember a few brews and ancient charms.” 
 
    “Then it’s a good thing we have you at the table.” Akira grinned. “Easy fucking A.”  
 
    “You’re basically a full-fledged Wicca,” I said as I narrowed my eyes at Circe. “Can I ask why you’ve decided to join our classes since you’ve probably obtained far more knowledge than us?”  
 
    “Err, well… my skills are somewhat rusty.” The blonde witch shrugged. “I have been dead for quite some time, you know. You forget a thing or two when you’re buried six feet under and maggots are crawling through your eye sockets and other intrusive areas.” 
 
    “Wait, so you won’t be able to help us cheat?” Akira pouted. “Lame.”  
 
    “Don’t be rude, Akira,” Morgana snapped. 
 
    “Don’t be nosy, Morgana,” Akira replied as she mocked the beautiful brunette’s voice.  
 
    “She’s not just here to benefit us,” Morgana hissed. “She’s probably struggling to adjust to this new era… aren’t you, Circe?” 
 
    “A bit,” the blonde witch said with a small shrug, “but to be honest, it’s not too different.” 
 
    “How old are you, though?” Vesta asked with wide, silver eyes. “If you don’t mind me asking.” 
 
    “I believe I am in my late twenties…” Circe responded as she placed a finger against her lips. “Or perhaps my mid-twenties… I cannot be sure. I honestly don’t remember.” 
 
    “We shouldn’t be prying anyway,” Faye said in an apologetic tone. “Guys, let’s leave her alone.”  
 
    “It’s quite alright.” Circe smiled. “I don’t mind.”  
 
    “Well, anyway,” I said before any of the others could overwhelm her with more questions. “I think Professor Olivia is about to say something… look at her.”  
 
    The table went quiet as we focused on the silver-haired professor. She was on her feet now, with her hands folded in front of her. She observed the classroom with a small smile on her face, but before she could say a word, there was an unusual sound at the door.  
 
    When I averted my eyes, I spotted a giant, black swan hovering in the air by the threshold. Its feathers were dark as night, and its eyes were the same shade of blue-green as Olivia’s.  
 
    “Ah,” Professor Olivia purred. “There you are, Jezebel.”  
 
    The swan bowed her head before she soared toward the professor’s desk and perched on her chair.  
 
    “Jezebel likes to be my extra pair of eyes,” Professor Olivia explained, even though no one asked. “She has a terrible temper, so be sure to be on your best behavior.”  
 
    “Yes, Professor,” the class echoed.  
 
    “Excellent,” the silver-haired witch said. “Now, everyone, please take out a fresh piece of parchment and a quill. You will be taking extensive notes in my lesson… and I want to see those hands scribbling away as I speak, understood?”  
 
    “Yes, Professor,” the class repeated.  
 
    “Lovely,” Professor Olivia cooed before she reached over to pet her swan’s head. “Now… who can tell me what a radix viridi is?”  
 
    As predicted, Morgana’s hand shot up into the air and wildly waved in case the professor couldn’t see her. 
 
    “Oooooh, pick me,” the bookish brunette pleaded under her breath. “Please, pick me!”  
 
    “Sweet baby Satan, Morgana,” Akira grunted. “You’re the only one with your hand up…”  
 
    “Yes, dear?” Professor Olivia smiled when she looked at Morgana.  
 
    “A radix viridi is a form of rare root…” the bookish witch began to explain. “It normally grows in humid conditions… like the Fero Jungle in the south outlander realm of Conitiko.”  
 
    “Precisely!” Professor Olivia exclaimed, and for a moment, her eyes narrowed at Morgana like she suddenly recognized her. “Well done… not many students your age would know the answer to that.”  
 
    “I read a lot,” Morgana said with a proud smile.  
 
    “I’m surprised you didn’t know the answer, Circe,” Penelope remarked quietly.  
 
    “Oh, I did,” the older, golden-haired witch replied with a small smile, “but she seemed so desperate to answer, so I chose not to say anything.” 
 
    “Ha!” Akira giggled as a deep blush crept across Morgana’s face. “Looks like you’re not the only one who’s a know-it-all.”  
 
    “Shut up,” Morgana muttered before she leaned back in her seat.  
 
    “Now, today we will be brewing a special potion that will give us temporary elder wings,” Professor Olivia explained with wide, teal-colored eyes. “It’s a useful brew that can fool even the cleverest of elders.” 
 
    The class burst into excited whispers until the silver-haired professor raised her hands up into the air.  
 
    “Now, now, now,” she said in a sing-song voice. “I know it’s all terribly exciting, but before we carry on, you must all write down each ingredient. The order and overall process are highly crucial components of the spell, and if the brew is not prepared correctly… then the consequences can be severe, if not deadly.”  
 
    “No surprise there,” Penelope whispered into my ear.  
 
    “Now, as you can imagine, the first ingredient shall be the radix viridi root,” Olivia explained before she opened one of her desk drawers and pulled out a long eggplant shaped green root with thick orange veins and small yellow buds. She then retrieved a pale wooden wand from her desk and aimed it at the root. “You will set the root down and then cut it into four equal parts, like so… secare.”  
 
    The professor proceeded to cut the root into four equal sections, and when she was finished, she glanced up at the class to make sure everyone was taking notes. She then took the four pieces of root and tossed it into her cauldron.  
 
    I furiously scribbled away, and the rest of the table also had their heads bowed low as we noted the first step. When I finished writing, I noticed the professor was holding a jar of shimmering dark herbs in her pale hands.  
 
    “Next, you will need a jar of hibil herbs…” Professor Olivia continued. “Who can tell me what hibil herbs do?”  
 
    “Fuck, I know this one!” Nyx gasped with excitement.  
 
    This time, Morgana smiled and let the blue-skinned witch raise her hand. Nyx stretched her entire long body upward as she tried to get the professor’s attention, and she nearly fell out of her seat while doing so.  
 
    “Oh, yes… you over there.” The silver-haired witch grinned. “I’m sorry, I could barely see you.” 
 
    “It’s a growth herb!” Nyx shouted like her life depended on having the correct answer.  
 
    Akira nearly burst out into laughter while the rest of us simply smiled. I’d never seen Nyx so eager to answer a question before in her life, but it was quite endearing.  
 
    “Yes,” Professor Olivia chuckled. “That is correct… my, you are full of energy, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Thanks.” Nyx grinned as she brought her hand back down. “I can’t believe I knew the answer.”  
 
    “I told you!” Morgana whispered with a wide smile.  
 
    “Now,” the silver-haired witch continued. “We shall take a jar of these herbs and sprinkle them into the cauldron… like so.” 
 
    The beautiful and poised witch gently opened the glass jar by twisting the lid open and placing it on her desk. Then she carefully retrieved a pinch of herbs and began to sprinkle them inside the cauldron. The little specs glittered even from afar, and as I watched them fall into the cauldron, I made sure to take another note. 
 
    “Once this step has been completed,” she continued before she snatched her wand and aimed it at the cauldron. “You need to be sure to light the two ingredients on fire… and wait three minutes for it to simmer. Illuminana.”  
 
    The cauldron glowed, and instantly, the smell of lavender and wilted roses filled the air. We all wrote down the next step, and as I did so, I could feel myself growing lightheaded as the smoke clouded the classroom. 
 
    “I know,” the professor said after a long moment. “The smell can be overwhelming, but I promise it only lasts for a while.”  
 
    When the three minutes passed, the professor opened up another one of her drawers and retrieved a small vial of bright, red, glittering liquid. 
 
    “Now, this is the final ingredient…” the teal-eyed professor said. “Does anyone know what this is? If not… that’s perfectly fine. It’s quite a rare ingredient--”  
 
    “Mediocris Sanguinis,” Penelope whispered, but her voice still managed to carry across the room. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Professor Olivia said as she looked around in confusion. “Who said that?” 
 
    “Louder, Penelope,” Morgana urged in a fierce whisper. “Come on, don’t be shy!”  
 
    “Umm,” the bright-haired witch said as she raised her hand up into the air. “It’s fairy blood… or rather, its formal name is Mediocris Sanguinis.” 
 
    “Brilliant!” Professor Olivia clapped. “Now, can you tell me what this blood does?” 
 
    “It gives you the ability to fly,” the orange-haired witch answered with her chin raised. “At least temporarily.” 
 
    “Correct again!” The silver-haired witch smiled. “That table near the back is doing excellent. Keep it up!” 
 
    “Satan, she’s perky,” Akira muttered. “It’s a dead giveaway she’s never taught before… soon the bitterness will creep in, and she’ll turn into Vanessa.”  
 
    “Shhh!” Morgana hissed.  
 
    “Now,” the professor continued with bright eyes. “You shall spill ten drops into the mixture… like so.”  
 
    Professor Olivia proceeded to drop exactly ten shimmering red dewdrops into the black cauldron, and as she did so, puffs of red smoke erupted out from the pot.  
 
    In seconds, an overwhelming smell of floral spices wafted through the classroom, and a light pink smoke drifted through the air.  
 
    “Now that the brew is complete, we shall stir the contents until we reach a lovely consistency,” the silver-haired witch explained as she used her wand to move the wooden spoon in circular motions. “Make sure there are no clumps when you mix.”  
 
    After a minute or two, Professor Olivia took a small step back and pulled open another drawer, and when she found whatever she was looking for, she closed it and then stared at the class.  
 
    “You will only want to take a vial amount’s worth of this brew,” she said as she raised a small glass container into the air. “Any more than that, and well… it can kill you. So, don’t be greedy with it.”  
 
    Next, the professor carefully leaned over the cauldron and placed the vial inside, and then she scooped up just enough to fill the glass container to the brim. Without a moment of hesitation, she quickly tossed back her head and drank the bright orange potion before she made a sour face and wildly shook her head.  
 
    “Satan,” the professor coughed. “Fair warning… this stuff doesn’t taste pleasant. Now, the effects should take a minute or two… and the process is fairly painful, but it will pass.” 
 
    “Unholy fuck,” Morgana whispered. “I didn’t expect her to drink it like that.” 
 
    “Why not?” Beatrix asked with a raised eyebrow.  
 
    “Because as she said, it’s an excruciating process,” the bookish brunette explained. “She’s making light of it, but any shape-shifting spell causes terrible agony.” 
 
    “Good to know,” Akira mumbled. 
 
    “Oh, we’ll be fine,” Circe whispered as her serpentine eyes darted around the table. “If you want to talk about pain, being burned at the stake is no walk through the potion shop.”  
 
    An awkward silence filled the air as the women glanced unknowingly at one another until Nyx clicked her tongue and looked down at her hands.  
 
    “Err, what makes you think we’ll be drinking the brew?” the red-horned witch asked.  
 
    “Yeah.” Beatrix nodded. “Isn’t she simply demonstrating for the class?” 
 
    “Now, what would be the point in that?” Circe responded with a cool smile. “Anyway, you’d all better turn your attention to her… I believe the transformation is about to begin.”  
 
    Everyone’s lips clamped shut as we focused on the silver-haired professor, and in moments, her skin began to glow like a light illuminated inside her. Then her eyes widened with pain as two perfect, black-feathered wings sprouted out from her back and fluttered behind her. She stifled a cry as the appendages grew larger and wider, and when the process was complete, her teal eyes glistened with tears. 
 
    However, despite the pain she was clearly under, there was no denying how magnificent she looked. Her massive swan-like wings fluttered like two giant ebony fans, and her skin was iridescent and as bright as starlight. 
 
    She looked like a goddess of pure evil, ready to wreak havoc and deliver retribution upon her enemies.  
 
    “As you can see,” she breathed. “I wasn’t exaggerating.”  
 
    The entire class broke into thunderous applause, and a small blush spread across the professor’s face as she gazed upon the students. 
 
    “Alright, quite enough of that,” she said with a dismissive wave of her hand. “Now, it’s your turn… are you ready to turn yourselves into the epitome of the Elder Gods?” 
 
    In a flash, the clapping quickly died down, and everyone turned to look at each other with a tint of fear in their eyes. The Elder Gods were our enemy, and turning ourselves into their image didn’t sit well with me, but then again, what choice did we have? 
 
    We’d have to complete the assignment and be careful in doing so. Otherwise, it might cost us our lives. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
    My table stared at each other with pale faces and quivering lips, but the only witch who didn’t seem bothered by the prospect of creating a brew to sprout elder wings was the calm Circe.  
 
    If anything, she looked like an excited young Wicca about to learn her first incantation.  
 
    “Professor Olivia may look stunning,” Vesta whispered as the silver-haired witch began to hand out ingredients to each table, “but I don’t want to even think about turning myself into one of those fucks.”  
 
    “You’re not turning yourself into one,” Morgana reminded her. “You’re just creating the illusion of one.”  
 
    “Still,” the green-haired witch pouted. “It sends a shiver down my spine, and not in a thrilling erotic way. In the bad and disgusting way.” 
 
    “Just think about how beautiful you’ll look,” the bookish brunette teased. “Even more than you already are.”  
 
    Vesta playfully stuck out her tongue, but I could still see the uncertainty in her glittering eyes.  
 
    “It will be fine,” I said as I glanced around the table. “Just trust me.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” my coven echoed as the professor neared our table. 
 
    “Here you are,” the silver-haired witch purred as she set down a cauldron and a handful of the ingredients. “You can begin as soon as you’re ready.”  
 
    “Thank you, Professor,” Morgana replied with a tiny nod. “We’re very excited to have you here in Scholomance.”  
 
    “Why, thank you.” Professor Olivia smiled before she spun her green skirts and made her way back to the front of the room. 
 
    “Kiss ass,” Akira snickered. 
 
    “Shut up,” the brunette snapped with furrowed eyebrows. 
 
    We stared down at the ingredients on the table and waited a moment before Circe reached over, snatched the radix viridi root off the table, and then brought it closer to her.  
 
    “I’ll cut the root if no one has any objections,” the blonde witch drawled.  
 
    “Go for it,” Nyx answered as she reached for the jar of hibil herbs. 
 
    “And I’ll take care of the Mediocris Sanguinis,” Penelope remarked with a small smile.  
 
    “Then, I suppose the rest of us will supervise,” Morgana said as her blue eyes darted around the table. 
 
    “Sounds good to me.” Akira grinned as she leaned back in her chair and folded her hands behind her head.  
 
    “I can be the first one to taste the potion,” I offered. “In case anyone has any fears of going first.” 
 
    “But, master.” Faye frowned. “What if it isn’t safe? One of us should since the blood pact means we won’t die.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Beatrix added as she nervously tugged at one of her necklaces. “You heard what the professor said… if done incorrectly, the side effects can be lethal.” 
 
    “I’m not worried about it.” I smirked. “I trust you all.” 
 
    The women blushed, and a few of them tried to hide their proud smiles as they started to concoct the ancient brew.  
 
    I carefully watched as Circe cut the strange-looking root into four equal parts and placed them into the cauldron. Then Nyx retrieved a small dose of the hibil herbs and let the particles scatter into the pot. Her cobalt eyebrows were pinched in concentration as she let the last bits fall into the pot, and when there were no more herbs left in her blue fingers, Morgana pulled out her wand and then aimed it at the two ingredients inside the cauldron. 
 
    “Illuminana,” the brunette whispered. 
 
    The cauldron glowed with tangerine tinted flames, and soon, the familiar smell of lavender and dying roses wafted up to our nostrils.  
 
    “We need to wait three minutes,” Faye reminded the group.  
 
    “Yep.” Akira leaned forward. “Okay. I’m actually excited about this.” 
 
    We all watched in fascination as smoke erupted from the brew, and once again, I could feel myself growing lightheaded, but I pushed through the sensation and focused on the potion instead.  
 
    After three minutes passed, Penelope reached for the bright red vial of Mediocris Sanguinis and carefully removed the cork before she added ten drops into the concoction.  
 
    Crimson puffs of smoke spurted into her face, and she stifled a cough as a light pink cloud of smoke drifted from the cauldron. The rest of the class completed this step, and now, the smell of roses and spiced florals greatly overpowered the room. It grew more difficult to breathe with each passing second, and soon, the class was covered in a thick pink fog.  
 
    “Well,” Professor Olivia coughed. “It seems we’re all nearly finished… don’t forget to carefully mix the brew once the last ingredient has been added.” 
 
    “I’ll do that part,” Akira insisted before she aimed her wand at the wooden spoon Professor Olivia left us.  
 
    The black-eyed witch muttered a spell, and in seconds the spoon began to swirl the contents together.  
 
    “Make sure it’s an even consistency,” Beatrix reminded her. 
 
    “I know,” Akira snapped. “I also took notes, remember?” 
 
    “I was just saying…” the light-haired brunette mumbled.  
 
    “Okay!” Akira smiled after a minute of stirring. “There are no clumps, and it looks as smooth as silk.”  
 
    “Great,” I commended before I grabbed the empty vial on the table. “Now, for the moment of truth.”  
 
    The women stared at me with concerned eyes as I scooped up a full portion of the mixture into the vial, but before I tossed it down my throat, I looked at the others and then back at the orange brew.  
 
    “Here goes nothing,” I said before I leaned my head back and drank the entire concoction in one go.  
 
    The potion was bitter, sour, spicy, and sweet all at once, and it made my face scrunch up in distaste as the thick liquid slowly seeped down my throat. All my taste buds felt like they were on fire, and my stomach protested when I drank every last drop. 
 
    “Fuck,” I groaned. “She wasn’t kidding… this stuff tastes like demon piss.”  
 
    “How do you feel?” Circe asked after a moment. “I don’t think anyone else has drunk theirs yet.”  
 
    “Well--” I began, but then my entire body violently quivered, and I nearly dropped the vial.  
 
    “Cole?” Morgana gasped with wide, terrified blue eyes. “Are you alright?” 
 
    “Give it a moment,” Circe purred in a slow and calm voice.  
 
    I squeezed my eyes shut as a jolt of fiery energy coursed through my body and overtook my senses. The room spun, my eyes watered, and my mouth felt as dry as sandpaper.  
 
    “Is he going to be okay?” Penelope demanded in a terrified voice. “He can’t even speak.” 
 
    “Just watch,” Circe said in a passive tone. “If he were going to combust, then it would have already happened.” 
 
    I could feel the class watching me as I crouched down in my chair and struggled to breathe. When I gazed down at my trembling hands, they were glowing like fireflies, and I could feel a sharp pain poking at each shoulder blade.  
 
    “Fuck,” I growled through gritted teeth. 
 
    Before the others could say another word, I felt something emerging from my back, and when I stood up from my chair, the entire classroom gasped.  
 
    I knew everyone was staring at my new pair of wings, and when the pain slowly left my body, I could feel the feathered appendages fluttering behind me. They were so enormous that they curled over my body and wrapped around my entire frame like a cocoon. They were a deep crimson shade, and I immediately noticed they were the same color as my red shadow double.  
 
    “Wow,” Akira was the first to comment. “You look badass, master.” 
 
    “Indeed,” Circe whispered as she pushed back her long blonde hair. 
 
    “How do you feel now?” Morgana asked with wide blue eyes.  
 
    “Incredible,” I breathed. “You have to try it.”  
 
    The women turned to look at each other, and not one of us noticed Professor Olivia standing at the edge of our table until she whistled and clapped. 
 
    “Excellent work,” she purred before she met my eyes.  
 
    “Thank you,” I answered as I worked to mantle my wings. “It was a joint effort.”  
 
    “But of course.” She nodded before she quickly turned to look at the rest of the class and place her hands on her wide hips. “Well, what are the rest of you waiting for? Go on and try it!”  
 
    As the silver-haired witch slowly sauntered away from our group, Vesta leaned toward the cauldron and picked up the empty vial I left on the table.  
 
    “Bottoms up!” the elvish witch exclaimed before she scooped up a serving and then tossed it back like a goblet of wine.  
 
    In seconds she went through the same obvious pain I’d just endured, but soon, her vibrant lavender skin glowed like a beam of lilac light, and her eyes widened as large, silver wings sprouted from her back like a flower in bloom.  
 
    Her wings were the same shade of silver as her eyes, and the new appendages sparkled like diamonds under the classroom candlelight while her eyes glowed like silver starlight.  
 
    “Fuck!” Akira grinned as she eyed the elegant witch from head to toe. “Damn, Vesta… I never thought you could look more beautiful than you already do, but Satan… you’re taking my fucking breath away.”  
 
    “It does feel lovely,” Vesta purred as she twirled around in a graceful circle. “The rest of you should try it now before you lose your nerve.” 
 
    The others quickly nodded in agreement, and each one took their turn to sip the potion.  
 
    By the time the cauldron was empty, each witch had a new pair of stunning wings fluttering behind them, and I couldn’t help but gape at their glorious beauty. As they stood before me, I marveled at their glowing skin and eyes, and it was like their blood was made from sunlight. Although I preferred their natural beauty, I had to admit this elder and angelic disguise was a breathtaking sight to behold. 
 
    The clever Morgana ended up with a gleaming purple set of wings that shone like expensive silk under the candlelight, and she grinned from ear to ear as they obediently danced behind her like two giant butterflies. Her pale blue eyes were now glittering like two pools of enchanted water, and her skin was the color of pale moonlight.  
 
    Then Circe sprouted a pair of sunshine yellow wings that almost matched her shimmering blonde hair, and the two extensions glittered like the early morning sun each time she moved her elegant frame. Her pupils were no longer in the shape of slits, but instead, they were wide, round, and as black as night, while the irises shone like raw emeralds.  
 
    Meanwhile, Faye smiled as forest green wings extended out from her back, and the deep earthy color contrasted beautifully against her blood-red hair. It was the perfect color to match her wild, nature-loving character. Now, her natural green eyes were more gold than green, and they dazzled like an enchanted forest under the dim classroom candlelight.  
 
    The orange-haired Penelope giggled in delight as a pair of rose-pink wings fluttered behind her like two giant silken fans, and they danced and caught the light with each light flutter. Her dark doll-like eyes were a shade lighter, and now they twinkled like autumn leaves blowing through the wind beneath a lazy afternoon sun.  
 
    Then, as the remaining witches continued to morph, no one was surprised when Akira ended up with a raven-black pair of goddess-like wings. The dark feathery texture matched her black, glimmering exotic eyes and short ebony hair, and as she marveled at her new features, we could tell how damn pleased she was with herself.  
 
    Soon, Nyx sprouted a set of sapphire blue wings that matched her hair and glowing, velvety cobalt skin, and for some reason, she reminded me of a flying horned demon who roamed the pits of hell. She was a stunning sight to behold, and her indigo eyes sparkled like two gems buried underneath a shimmering surface of clear ocean water.  
 
    Finally, the shy and awkward Beatrix was the last one to sip the brew, and when she did, she grew a pair of pale gold wings that made her dark eyes stand out like two mahogany pools of rich, iridescent dark chocolate.  
 
    “We look fucking incredible!” Akira gushed with excitement as her dark eyes wandered around the table.  
 
    “We really do,” I remarked, and I studied each stunning witch. “Well done.”  
 
    “Thank you, master,” my coven responded in unison.  
 
    We watched as the rest of the class drank their potions and slowly morphed into Elder replicas, and soon, various colored wings shone throughout the classroom. The air buzzed with excitement as students regarded each other with wide eyes and broad grins. 
 
    “Well, look at that,” Circe said with a coy smile. “No one died… you must be relieved.”  
 
    “Did many students die during their lessons when you were studying?” Morgana asked with wide, sky-blue eyes.  
 
    “Mmmmm,” the blonde witch hummed as she placed a finger against her full pink lips. “I can’t fully recall… but probably. Oh, yeah! One time, I remember a best friend of mine, she had long, beautiful red hair… remarkably similar to yours, Faye, but she wasn’t nearly as pretty. Anyway, we were brewing a potion for hexes and curses, and she added a frog’s eye into the mixture instead of a newt eye… and the next thing you know, bam! Her entire face melted right off, and then she died.” 
 
    We all took a moment to absorb the older Wicca’s story, and I noticed Faye’s face went pale as snow and her red lips were parted open in shock. The others also looked utterly taken aback, except for Akira and Nyx, who were both stifling a laugh. 
 
    “It isn’t funny, Akira!” Morgana snapped before she turned to look at the blonde witch with a sympathetic frown. “I’m so sorry about your friend, Circe.”  
 
    “It’s quite alright.” Circe shrugged. “She did steal my favorite quill… so I guess karma can be a bitch, huh?”  
 
    “Not as big of a bitch as Akira,” Morgana mumbled. 
 
    “You know you love me,” the black-eyed witch teased as she blew a kiss at the fuming brunette.  
 
    Before Morgana could offer another insult, the silver-haired professor clapped her hands to get the class’ attention. 
 
    “Now, I know this is all terribly exciting,” Professor Olivia bellowed, “but we need to carry on with the class. You have your wings, but now, it’s time to test them out.” 
 
    “Wait,” Beatrix asked with panic filled eyes. “Does she mean… we’re going to fly?” 
 
    “I fucking hope so,” Akira breathed as she glanced at each of us. “Satan, that would be epic.”  
 
    “So,” the silver-haired witch continued as she rubbed her hands together. “Without further ado, let’s take this lesson outside!”  
 
    Before anyone had time to react, the entire class filled with purple smoke, and I could feel my body tossing and turning as I traveled through the air.  
 
    The sensation finally came to a stop, and when the smoke cleared, we found ourselves standing in a vast open green field with a clear blue sky above us. Each student looked around the empty realm with nervous eyes, and I could feel a mixture of tension and apprehension spreading through the air.  
 
    “Now, stop looking so skittish!” Professor Olivia quipped. “You’ve already gone through the hard part.” 
 
    “She has a point,” Faye muttered as she looked at each of us. “I’ll bet you it’s even easier than riding a dragon.” 
 
    “You’ve ridden dragons?” Circe asked as she flicked her forked tongue like an eager, hungry snake.  
 
    “Err, yeah… we rode them during the battle, remember?” Faye affirmed. “We also rode them during a lesson, just to prepare us.” 
 
    “Faye was a natural,” Morgana mentioned with a proud smile.  
 
    “Ahhh,” Circe cooed under her breath. “Yes, that’s right… I remember now. Sorry, there was just so much going on, and I was on the ground. All I remember was that foul-tempered professor barking orders at everyone. Satan, she was pissy… what was her name again?” 
 
    “Professor Vanessa,” we all responded in unison. 
 
    “Oh, right.” Circe nodded. “What class does she teach?”  
 
    “Hexes, Curses, and Blood-Magic,” Morgana was the first to respond.  
 
    “Well, she must be talented, then, if she can teach three classes,” the blonde witch marveled aloud.  
 
    “She’s the headmistress’ daughter,” I added.  
 
    “Wow,” Circe said as she chewed on her bottom lip. “I’d better stay on her good side, then, huh?” 
 
    “Don’t think she has one,” Akira muttered. 
 
    “Attention everyone, please split up into groups of ten… or at least around that number!” the silver-haired witch commanded. “Quickly now, we don’t have all day!” 
 
    The students all looked at one another before awkwardly shuffling into their small groups. My coven, as well as Beatrix and Circe, remained where they were, and when the silver-haired professor seemed to be contented with the hundreds of groups, she stood before us with her great raven-black wings spread apart.  
 
    “Now,” she began. “Spread your wings as far apart as you can. It’s not difficult… it’s as simple as lifting your arms into the air and stretching them. Go on… try it.” 
 
    As she spoke, her wings extended even further, and several students gasped aloud when her feathers began to flex and flutter. When the professor flapped her wings, a swooshing sound filled the air, and a light breeze swept across our faces.  
 
    At first, no one made a move to play with their new limbs, so I took a few steps away from my group, and then, with all of my strength, I focused on my wings and spread them as far apart as possible. 
 
    It felt strange at first, like a pair of arms had grown out of my back, and the sensation was slightly painful. Still, I pushed through the discomfort, and other students quickly took notice.  
 
    “Wow, Cole,” Circe said as she marveled at my extended wings with her wide serpentine eyes. “Did you notice you’re the only one with red wings?”  
 
    “He’s the only one with a red shadow double as well,” Beatrix added in a small, uneasy voice. “Not that it’s something to be ashamed of… I mean, I’m just pointing it out… err, that’s not rude, is it?”  
 
    “No,” I chuckled. “It’s the truth.”  
 
    “See, class?” Professor Olivia grinned as she pointed to me. “Cole has the hang of it… now, everyone, go on and give it a go! It doesn’t hurt, right, Cole?” 
 
    “Not really,” I reassured the class with a shrug. “I mean, it feels strange and a tad bit uncomfortable, but that’s it.”  
 
    “Well, there you go!” The silver-haired witch smiled. “Go on, class… try it.” 
 
    When no one inched or budged, Professor Olivia rolled her teal eyes and gave an exasperated sigh.  
 
    “Class… this is not a suggestion,” she tutted with her hands on her wide hips. “We need to get this right. Our lives may depend on this one particular skill.” 
 
    “She’s right,” Akira huffed under her breath. “I’m not going to stand here like a little bitch. Cole did it… we can, too.” 
 
    My group nodded in agreement, and without another moment of hesitation, they took a couple of steps away from each other and then gradually spread their wings apart. 
 
    “Unholy fuck!” Akira bellowed as her midnight wings pulled apart like a giant bat. “Check me out! I’ve never felt sexier!”  
 
    “I don’t know if sexy is the word I’d use,” Beatrix mumbled as she spread her golden wings further apart. “Satan… this kind of hurts, huh?” 
 
    “Only if you’re a little bitch,” Akira chortled.  
 
    “Satan, Akira,” Morgana tutted as she squirmed her wings. “What the hell are we going to do with your potty mouth?” 
 
    “Cole knows what to do with it,” the black-eyed witch countered with a small, sexy smile.  
 
    My group managed to extend their new limbs after a moment or two of unease, and now, all we had to do was wait for the others to give it a go.  
 
    So, I watched with curiosity and intent as the rest of the class slowly started to separate themselves and spread their wings apart. Most of the women scrunched up their faces when they started, but soon, many of the Wiccas were already standing in the vast, luscious green field with their new wings extended far apart.  
 
    “Lovely!” Professor Olivia clapped. “I don’t see a lazy pair anywhere… now, let’s move on to the actual flying!” 
 
    “Oh, dear Satan,” I heard Beatrix gulp.  
 
    “The first thing you’re going to do once your wings are spread as far apart as possible is to push up on the balls of your feet,” the teal-eyed professor explained. “Bend those knees and then spring upward like you’re about to jump as high as possible. Then… use those magnificent wings of yours and…” 
 
    Before she could finish her explanation, the silver-haired professor bounced off the grass in one graceful push, and in an instant, she was up in the air. Her wings flapped with ease like she’d done this a thousand times before, and I watched with a gaped mouth and wide eyes as the professor flew through the open sky while her gown ruffled through the wind. Her shimmering hair whipped behind her like a flowing silver river, and we all watched in amazement as she soared like an elegant black swan through the air.  
 
    Students began to clap and cheer as Professor Olivia whirled around the groups in a perfect circle, and finally, she returned to the ground with ease and a broad smile across her flawless face. 
 
    “See?” she remarked, slightly out of breath. “There’s nothing to it really… you just need to be confident in yourself. Now… Cole, since you were the first one to demonstrate, perhaps you’d also like to be the first one to try out your wings?”  
 
    For a moment, I was lost in her magnetic eyes and penetrating smile, and a heavy silence filled the air as I studied her, but I quickly returned to reality, shook my head, and then answered.  
 
    “I’d love to.”  
 
    “Perfect,” she said as her smile widened. “Just do exactly what I did and try not to panic.” 
 
    “I won’t,” I reassured her before I cleared my throat, looked up at the sky, and then steadied my feet. 
 
    I took a deep breath before I repeated each step the professor demonstrated. First, I pushed on the balls of my feet, bent my knees, and then lunged upward.  
 
    And before I knew it, I was up in the air.  
 
    Gasps echoed below me as I fluttered my strong wings and glided seamlessly through the blue sky. I couldn’t help but cry out in ecstasy as hot adrenaline coursed through my entire body, and cold, welcoming air whipped across my face and through my hair. 
 
    Riding a dragon had been one hell of a similar experience, but by Satan, this felt like I was on top of the entire fucking world.  
 
    “Alright, Cole!” Professor Olivia shouted from below. “Come on down! We’re going to try and fly in groups.” 
 
    As much as I wanted to stay up in the air, I descended toward my group and landed perfectly on my feet.  
 
    “Fuck, Cole!” Nyx shouted. “That was fucking awesome… dude, I’m so ready.”  
 
    “Good to hear, Miss Nyx,” the silver-haired professor giggled. “Now, as for the rest of you, be sure not to stray too far away from your group. You must remain where I can see you, but with that said… off with you all!”  
 
    Excitement filled the air as we all lunged from the ground and swarmed the bright blue sky. My group flew close by my side, and their squeals of exhilaration were both endearing and enthralling.  
 
    “Wow!” Circe cried out. “This almost makes up for being dead for so long!”  
 
    “I bet!” Akira yelled. “This is one of the best days of my life… other than the night Cole made me his, of course.” 
 
    “Hell, this is better than the first time I tried dragon breath,” Nyx squealed. “Unholy shit, I never want to fly back down!” 
 
    “I’m right there with you!” Faye gushed with delight.  
 
    “So, am I the only one feeling slightly sick?” Morgana asked as she shakily flapped her plum-colored wings and pursed her lips.  
 
    “Nope,” Beatrix groaned and clapped a hand over her mouth. “I’m right there with you.” 
 
    “You’ll probably get used to it,” Penelope assured them.  
 
    “And if not,” Vesta purred. “That’s perfectly alright, too… I’m sure it’s not a skill meant for everyone.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Morgana said, and I noticed her face was two shades paler than usual. “I think I’m going to be sick.” 
 
    “You can all come down now!” Professor Olivia shouted as she remained on the ground. “The spell should be wearing off in a few minutes. I don’t want to have you fall to a painful death and then return to Scholomance with fewer students.”  
 
    “Yeah, fuck that,” Akira hissed. “I’m not turning into a motherfucking angel pancake.”  
 
    “Let’s go,” I agreed.  
 
    We all swarmed downward as the rest of the class followed, and when we were all safely back on the ground, Professor Olivia flashed us a proud smile before she retrieved her wand and whipped it in a perfect circle above her head. 
 
    We were wrapped up in a cloud of purple smoke, and when it cleared, we were back inside the classroom, and not one student had a pair of wings left.  
 
    “Damn,” Faye whispered with her golden-green eyes downcast. “Well, it was fun while it lasted.” 
 
    “I’m sure we’ll have a chance to try it again,” I said in a comforting voice.  
 
    Before the redhead could reply, something or someone slammed the classroom door open and there, standing at the threshold, was Professor Vanessa. 
 
    She wore a long elegant black gown with deep purple lace sewn on the sleeves, and her creamy white shoulders were exposed. Her straight hair fell along her back, and when her cold, ice-blue eyes met our table, her frown deepened.  
 
    “Has class finished, Professor?” Vanessa demanded without looking at Professor Olivia. 
 
    “Err… yes,” the silver-haired witch began in a hesitant voice. “I’m sorry, but is there a problem, Vanessa--?” 
 
    “I need that group over there to follow me.” The dark-haired professor scowled as she pointed in our direction. “Now.” 
 
    Professor Olivia’s teal eyes shone with confusion and hesitation, but after a moment, she lightly shrugged and then looked at our table.  
 
    “Well, you heard Professor Vanessa,” she said in a firmer tone. “Go on now. You’re dismissed.” 
 
    I silently studied the others before we collected our belongings and headed toward Vanessa. She coldly regarded us before she turned on her heels without a word, and we had no choice but to follow her without asking any questions.  
 
    She didn’t have to say a word, though. I knew that look on her face because I’d seen it countless times before.  
 
    Satan, what were we about to get ourselves into?  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10 
 
    “Quickly now!” Vanessa bellowed as we hurried after her. “We can’t waste a precious second, so move it!”  
 
    “Do we dare ask why we’ve been summoned again?” Akira whispered as quietly as possible. 
 
    “I don’t think that would be wise,” Vesta purred as we followed the ill-tempered professor. 
 
    “She terrifies me,” Circe added in a dramatic whisper. “More than the men who tortured me in rank dungeons and cut bits and pieces off my body and then subjected me to holy crosses and priests.”  
 
    “That’s certainly saying something,” I mumbled. 
 
    But I wasn’t totally surprised. 
 
    “Keep up, for hell’s sake!” Vanessa growled, even though we were right behind her heels.  
 
    “If we edge any closer, we’ll literally be kissing her ass,” Akira grunted with a deep frown. 
 
    “What was that, Miss Akira?” Vanessa snapped without turning around. 
 
    “Err… nothing, Professor,” the black-eyed witch mumbled in an awkward tone.  
 
    No one dared to say another word as we headed back to our common room. My mind was whirling with possibilities, but I refused to say anything, even when we slipped into the living room of our shared quarters.  
 
    Once we were inside, Vanessa looked coldly around the room and then back at us. 
 
    “Retrieve your blood crafted blades and be quick about it,” the dark-haired professor ordered. “You’ll be needing them.”  
 
    “Err, Professor?” Beatrix squeaked in a small voice. “My blade is safely stowed away in my room---” 
 
    “And I don’t even have one,” Circe added with a small shrug. “Mine was lost years ago… or I traded it for some very rare poisonous pearls… I can’t recall which.” 
 
    “Then perhaps you two should just stay here--” Vanessa began, but I cut her off. 
 
    “No, they come, too,” I interjected. “I want them by my side.”  
 
    “Well… I suppose it doesn’t matter,” Vanessa huffed with an impatient sigh. “The coven’s blades will have to do… and Cole, you will do well to not speak to me in such a manner.” 
 
    “Apologies, Vanessa,” I answered with a cool glare.  
 
    An awkward moment hung in the air as she glowered at me, but she quickly clapped her hands and then glared at the women.  
 
    “Did I fucking stutter?” she snapped at them. “Get your damn blades!”  
 
    We quickly parted ways before she could snap at us again, and when I rushed to my bedroom, I wasn’t surprised to see Alexander curled up on my bed in a ball of black fur. As I yanked open my drawer, the sound caused my familiar’s head to shoot up and stare at me with half-hooded eyes. 
 
    Silvia? his sleep-filled voice resonated inside my head. Is that you? 
 
    “No,” I chuckled before I pulled out my silver and leather hilted blade. “I know the resemblance between us is uncanny, so I can understand the confusion.” 
 
    Oh, it’s just you, Cole, he groaned. Sorry… Silvia and I fought, so I thought it was her… coming here to admit she was wrong. 
 
    I couldn’t help but wonder what an oversized flying wolverine and a fat furry bear could possibly argue about, but I chose to keep that question to myself.  
 
    “Sorry, Alexander,” I said before I finally turned around to face him. “It’s just me.”  
 
    Hmmm, he purred. Now, where are you going off to with your precious blade? Off to another one of your secret and deadly missions? 
 
    “I’m not sure yet,” I admitted, “but I wouldn’t be surprised.” 
 
    Can I come with you? he asked. I’m so fucking bored. Plus, I kind of want to make Silvia worry about me… and then be all impressed when I return with a kick ass story to tell her, you know? Pleeeeeeease, take me with you! 
 
    “Not this time, buddy,” I replied in an apologetic tone. “You’re going to have to sit this one out, I’m afraid… something tells me if Vanessa wanted you to come along, she would have made that clear.” 
 
    Damn, he pouted. I miss our adventures… I’m a wild animal, man, I need to fight and drink blood and fuck. Rats aren’t exactly cutting it. I mean, they are for the fighting and eating, not the fucking bit.  
 
    “I’ll do my best to bring you to the next mission or task… or whatever,” I answered as I stuffed the blade into my waistband. “Satan’s word.”  
 
    Pfft… I’ll believe it when I see it, he said before he closed his eyes again. Good luck, though… please don’t die. I’d be bummed out if you never came back. I love you and all that.  
 
    “I’ll try not to die, then,” I chuckled before I raced out of my bedroom and down the stairs. 
 
    Vanessa was waiting by the threshold with her arms crossed over her chest and a small scowl on her beautiful face when I came down. She was also tapping her foot against the floorboards and huffing under her breath.  
 
    Circe and Beatrix were quietly seated on the sofa, and they both fumbled with their hands and stared into the flames with blank expressions on their faces.  
 
    “About damn time,” Vanessa growled as she glowered at me from head to toe. “Now… where are the others?” 
 
    “We might be a coven,” I answered, “but I’m not constantly aware of their whereabouts… I’m sure they’re just grabbing their blades as you asked.” 
 
    As I stared at the beautiful, but ill-tempered professor, I couldn’t help but wonder why she was snappier than usual. She was always on edge, but today it seemed like something had crawled up her ass and refused to budge.  
 
    “Once again, Cole,” Vanessa hissed and narrowed her ice-blue eyes. “I don’t know who the hell you think you are to speak to me in such a manner, but by Satan, I promise you I will not tolerate it.” 
 
    “Isn’t he one of the most powerful, if not most powerful, Wiccas in the entire academy?” Circe asked in a soft, innocent voice. 
 
    “Excuse me?” Vanessa snapped as she turned to glare at the blonde-haired witch. 
 
    “Well, you just said, ‘I don’t know who you think you are,’” Circe clarified. “So… I was just reminding you.” 
 
    The stern-faced professor looked utterly taken aback for a moment, and I was worried for Circe’s sake. No one spoke to Vanessa like that, but before all hell could break loose, the other women clambered down the stairs and nearly tripped as they ran toward Vanessa.  
 
    “We’re here!” Morgana cried out as she waved the blade in her hands. 
 
    “Yes, I can see that, Miss Morgana.” Vanessa rolled her blue eyes. “Come on now, you’ve all wasted enough time.”  
 
    Again, she didn’t grant us the courtesy of telling us what she had in mind, but we had no other choice but to follow her out the door and down the corridors.  
 
    As we wove through the hallways, we had to dodge the crowds because it was supper time, and the halls were filled with students making their way to the Great Hall.  
 
    “Satan, I’m hungry,” Beatrix muttered under her breath. “I can practically smell the roasted quail and mashed pumpkins from here.”  
 
    “Don’t let Vanessa hear you,” Circe warned in a quiet voice. “She might eat you instead. She’s probably starving… I bet that’s why she’s so mean.”  
 
    “What?” Akira chuckled. “Circe… you’re a bit fucking odd, aren’t you?” 
 
    “I suppose it depends on who you ask,” the blonde witch replied with a small shrug.  
 
    “Stop talking!” Vanessa hissed as we turned a sharp corner. “Keep up!”  
 
    We followed the hot-headed professor down another series of corridors until we finally reached her empty classroom.  
 
    When we stepped inside, the room was dark, cold, and devoid of any other students, but without a word, Vanessa pulled out her wand and then flicked her wrist.  
 
    “Illuminana,” the impatient professor snapped.  
 
    In seconds, the room lit up, and a warm, comforting glow surrounded us as the air grew less chilly. The walls were painted deep red, and the floor was made of sleek ebony wood. A dozen bookcases were plastered against the back wall filled with books and other small artifacts, like a golden clock and a silver wolf. There was also another row of identical armoires against the other side of the room, and each one had a heavy gold lock around the door handles.  
 
    However, unlike the other classrooms, this one didn’t have a single desk or table. In fact, the middle of the room was completely empty, and I knew it had to mean something. I knew the others were thinking the same damn thing, too, but no one dared to speak up about it.  
 
    So, instead, we quietly watched as Vanessa strolled over to her massive mahogany desk, pulled open one of her drawers, and then retrieved a heavy, familiar book. She brought the giant book up to her nose and silently but furiously flipped through the pages until she found whatever page she was searching for.  
 
    “Here we go,” she muttered to herself. 
 
    “Professor?” Morgana murmured as she shot her hand up into the air. “I’m sorry… I really did my best not to ask any questions… b-but I’m afraid I can’t hold my tongue any longer.”  
 
    “What is it, Miss Morgana?” Vanessa questioned without lifting her eyes away from the page. 
 
    “What exactly are we doing here?” the bookish brunette asked in a tiny, timid voice. 
 
    “We’re here because Headmistress Theodora specifically asked me to bring you here,” the professor said in an ominous tone.  
 
    “But what for?” Morgana pushed. 
 
    Finally, Vanessa lifted her eyes to meet Morgana’s, and to our surprise, a small smile crept across her face. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know if your master has informed you yet,” Vanessa began, “but Theodora warned him we would need to expand our Scholomance academy. We need more warrior Wiccas to join our ranks, and she believed this was the best way to achieve her goal.” 
 
    “What way is that?” I asked with an arched eyebrow. 
 
    “She wants mystical beings to be transformed into females fit for Satan’s Academy,” Vanessa answered with a straight face.  
 
    “Wait… we can do that?” I questioned with raised eyebrows.  
 
    “Of course.” Vanessa shrugged, like we were discussing something as simple as brewing a cup of spiced coffee.  
 
    “Why does Headmistress Theodora think this is the best course of action to take?” I pushed. “I’ve never heard of this being done before.”  
 
    “Well, by Satan, of course, you haven’t!” Circe gasped before she placed a hand over her chest. “That hasn’t been done in decades… no, wait… centuries!” 
 
    “Exactly.” Vanessa nodded. “Theodora knows this decision is a rash one, but it is also a necessary one. We need to expand Scholomance, and this is one of the ways in which we will accomplish this… which is precisely why I need you all to shut up and pay attention… now… what do you know about sirens?” 
 
    No one said a word for a long moment, until Morgana began to squirm, cough, and tilt her head back like she was in physical pain.  
 
    “Miss Morgana,” Vanessa sighed. “I know you know the answer, so speak up, for hell’s sake!”  
 
    “But, Professor,” the brunette said in a faint voice. “You just said to shut up.” 
 
    Vanessa coolly regarded the clever witch before she rolled her eyes and shook her head. 
 
    “No one likes a smart ass, Morgana,” she snapped. “Just tell us what you know. Pretend this is class, and I’m going to grade you on the quality of your response.”  
 
    “Err, well, in that case,” Morgana gushed as her blue eyes flashed with excitement. “A siren can take a number of various forms… are we talking about land, sky, or sea sirens?” 
 
    “Sea sirens,” Vanessa answered with a dead-pan expression on her face.  
 
    “Ah, well,” Morgana continued as she pressed a finger against her temple. “Sea Sirens are probably the most cunning of all three types. They swim in groups, or rather pools, and they are remarkably beautiful monsters. They obviously cannot survive above the surface, and they thrive only at night. They sleep during the day, but they have been known to lure men into sea storms with their heavenly voices and angelic demeanors during the darkness of night. Sometimes, but not always, one male king rules over a pod of sirens, and he would rather die than part with any of his women. He is known to harbor extraordinary power, and unlike the women, he can walk on land whenever he desires.” 
 
    “Sounds eerily familiar,” Vanessa remarked in a sardonic tone as she glanced at each woman and then at me. “Anyway, yes, well done, as always, Miss Morgana.” 
 
    “Well, aren’t you a walking library, huh?” Circe remarked with a broad smile. “I don’t think I ever met a witch who could recite so much information so quickly… it was like you were reading off a page!”  
 
    “I mean…” Morgana blushed. “I just read a lot… it’s no big deal.” 
 
    “Yes, we all know this, Miss Morgana,” Vanessa huffed as she dismissively waved her hand in the air. “Anyway, you’re all here because I will be teaching you an ancient blood spell that will morph these exquisite female creatures into one of ours. It has not been practiced since the first dawn, and of course, it is considered highly dangerous and potentially deadly.”  
 
    “We understand, Professor.” I nodded. “We’ll do whatever it takes to protect Scholomance.” 
 
    “Yes, I know,” Vanessa grumbled without meeting my eyes. “You have plenty of faults, including being born a male, but I will admit you’ve gone beyond our expectations to protect the academy. All of you have.”  
 
    “Thank you, Professor,” Vesta purred with glittering silver eyes. “We appreciate that.”  
 
    “Yeah,” the older, dark-haired witch awkwardly coughed. “Anyway, let’s continue, shall we? As Morgana mentioned, these sirens only thrive at night, and while this particular realm is quite far away, it also happens to share the same sun and moon as us, so we need to hurry since the sun is already setting… oh, it’s also fairly cold where you’re going, but there’s no time to change clothes, so when you get there, I suggest you act quickly.”  
 
    “Yes, Professor,” we answered without missing a beat.  
 
    “Now, let us begin with the blood sacrifice required for the spell,” Vanessa said before she placed the open book down on her desk. “Hos parere imperio!”  
 
    A giant cloud of purple smoke erupted in the center of the classroom, and suddenly, there in the middle of the room, tied to a wooden chair, was a warlock with deep blue hair and glassy, red-rimmed brown eyes. He was wearing the standard Mors white tuxedo, but it was stained with blood and other bodily fluids. The man was gagged, and thick droplets of sweat trickled down his forehead as he uselessly rocked his starved body back and forth. He was also sobbing uncontrollably, and we looked at him with disgust and hatred as snot bubbles blew from his flared nostrils and tears streamed down his sallow, filthy face.  
 
    “A Mors bastard,” Akira observed through gritted teeth. “Satan… please tell me that’s what the blades are for, Professor. I’m aching to spill some traitor blood.”  
 
    “Yes, but patience first, Miss Akira,” Vanessa reminded the edgy black-eyed witch. “All in good time.”  
 
    Akira nodded, and the rest of us waited as Vanessa turned to look back down at the open book. Her pale blue eyes darted across the text, and her red lips were fluttering as she read incoherently under her breath. 
 
    “Alright… in many of these ancient sacrifices,” Vanessa read aloud, “Wiccas were used as the blood sacrifice because of their magical blood, however, considering what we are facing, we will not be killing any of our own kind since we need every able-bodied witch we can. Thankfully, we still have plenty of traitor warlocks to spare, so this pitiful asshole will have to do.”  
 
    Then we watched as Vanessa slowly stepped away from the book and moved toward the confined sobbing warlock. She glared coldly at him, and then she gently pulled a small shimmering dagger out from underneath her dress. It was secured by a leather strap around her upper thigh, and it was difficult not to marvel at her beautiful, creamy white skin as she let the fabric of her gown fall back over her long, lean leg.  
 
    “I hope you know you deserve this,” the dark-haired professor hissed with venomous, pale blue eyes. “You deserve this and much more. I doubt Satan will have mercy on your soul… and be sure… that will be a conversation you’ll have shortly.” 
 
    The warlock wailed through his gag as he feebly tried to untie himself. It was a pathetic struggle, and we all knew he was done for.  
 
    The thought sent a pleasant shiver up my spine as I tightened my grip on my blade.  
 
    “When can we stab him, professor?” Circe asked in an eager voice. “Oh, wait… I don’t have a blade… how disappointing. I suppose I’ll just watch. Be sure to stab him as deeply as possible. Puncture those organs as best you can now.” 
 
    “Do not worry,” Vanessa replied without looking at the blonde serpentine witch. “It will be an unforgettable show… now, everyone, raise your blades, prepare to sink them into this worthless bastard’s flesh, and then repeat after me… hoc volo perficere sanguine infuso magicenque.”  
 
    We surrounded the confined warlock and formed a perfect circle around him with our blades raised up high in the air. Circe and Beatrix watched with wide, curious eyes as they stood outside our formation, and I could hear them panting with bloodthirsty anticipation as we prepared to make our sacrifice.  
 
    “Now!” Vanessa bellowed in a fierce and commanding voice. 
 
    “Hoc volo perficere sanguine infuso magicenque!” we shouted.  
 
    As the spell left our lips, we plunged our blades into the warlock and stabbed him over and over again. My dagger slipped in and out of his flesh like a knife cutting through butter, and as specs of blood splattered over my face and uniform, I only grew more determined to slash and cut the fucker into bloody ribbons. 
 
    “Hell, yeah!” Circe cackled in glee. “Keep going!”  
 
    The dying warlock barely made a sound as we gouged him with all our force and fervor, and soon, a dark pool of blood began to spread at our feet. The warlock died only after a minute or two, but that didn’t stop us from plunging our sacred weapons into his body again and again.  
 
    “Enough,” Vanessa panted when his skin was covered in deep red holes.  
 
    When we took a step back, the warlock’s eyes were missing, and he was bleeding from every crevice. As we stood there and marveled at our work, the room quickly darkened, and a resounding echo reverberated through the classroom. The candles flickered as a chill swept through the room, but the icy sensation only lasted for mere seconds.  
 
    “It worked,” Vanessa breathed with relief. “Now, one of you… fetch me a vial from my desk drawer and be quick about it!” 
 
    Morgana was the first to react, and she spun on her heels and then ran toward the professor’s desk. The brunette pulled open a drawer, rummaged through the professor’s belongings, and then came back with a medium-sized flask in her hands.  
 
    “Will this do, Professor?” Morgana asked with eager blue eyes.  
 
    “Yes,” Vanessa answered as she snatched the glass from her fingers. 
 
    We watched as Vanessa roughly snatched the limp head of the warlock and tilted his head downward. Thick dark blood dripped from his eye sockets and seeped into the vial until it was filled to the brim.  
 
    Once the professor collected the blood, she closed the vial with a cork and handed it to me.  
 
    “Keep it safe,” she ordered as she looked deeply into my eyes. “If you lose it, you’re all as good as dead.” 
 
    “Understood.” I nodded as I tucked it into my pocket. 
 
    “Once you have gained the sirens’ trust, you must have them drink it,” the dark-haired professor explained.  
 
    “But how will we do that?” Akira demanded as she narrowed her eyes sharply in Vanessa’s direction. “I mean no disrespect, Professor, but that’s a lot of pressure to put on us suddenly. We didn’t even have time to come up with a plan!”  
 
    “That is for you to figure out, Miss Akira,” Vanessa answered in a tactful voice. “I’m sure Miss Morgana or perhaps Miss Faye will be able to think of something, but as I said, time is of the essence, and I must send you now… are you ready?” 
 
    She posed it as a question, but we all knew it wasn’t really up to us. So, we simply nodded and held tightly onto our bloody blades before she raised her hand up into the air and wrapped us up in a thick cloud of purple smoke. 
 
    My body twisted and turned as we passed through realms, and even though we’d been through shadow porting countless times before, this was one hell of a trip. The sensation was rougher, faster, and quicker than usual, and I couldn’t help but wonder if that meant something terrible was awaiting us.  
 
    When we finally came to an abrupt stop, I ended up slamming into something unbearably cold and numbing. I hit my head so hard that bile rose up into my throat, and the world was spinning even before I opened my eyes.  
 
    “Satan,” I heard one of the women breathe. “Where the hell are we?” 
 
    I forced myself to open my eyes, and when I did, I sucked in a sharp breath of air and took in the white wonderland around us.  
 
    We were surrounded by white glistening snow, a raven-black sky filled with twinkling starlight, and light shimmering snowfall. There were no trees, mountains, or hills, and the only sound we could hear was the piercing howl of the bitter wind. The ground was covered in a thick white blanket, and off in the distance, I thought I could make out a glittering pool of deep black water.  
 
    “Welcome to our haunted domain,” a chorus of hauntingly beautiful voices echoed. “If death is what you seek… then you have come to the right place.” 
 
    A choir of shrill giggles echoed through the frigid and bitter winter air, and for a moment, I wondered if we’d made a fatal mistake.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11 
 
    “Come closer, land dwellers,” a hauntingly beautiful voice echoed. “Hmmm… I can smell a man… and he stands among a group of lovely women. How unexpectedly delicious.” 
 
    “F-Fuck,” Akira stuttered through chattering teeth, and all the color drained from her already pale face. “I don’t like this.”  
 
    “Just stay cool,” I ordered under my breath. “We’re going to get through this if you follow my lead. 
 
    “Y-Yes, master,” the black-eyed witch answered as she rubbed her trembling hands together. “I’ll definitely stay cool…”  
 
    “Aww, are you cold?” the voice teased in a seductive tone. “You should come near the water… it’s so warm and refreshing. Just one dip, and we swear you’ll never want to come out. Trust usssssss.” 
 
    “Yesssssss,” another voice rebounded through the raw, bitter air. “Come closer… there’s nothing to fear from us. Just slip inside the pool, and you’ll never be cold again. We promissssssse.”  
 
    A chorus of giggles swirled through the falling snow, and their voices sent an icy chill up my spine. These mysterious women sounded more like a group of deceitful snakes than mesmerizing females with their hissing and snickering, and I refused to play along with their silly little game.  
 
    “I’m sure you’d love that!” I yelled back, but I could feel a strange pull beckoning me toward the black pool of glittering water. “We know of your kind, and you cannot fool us!”  
 
    “Is that so?” they responded in a sing-song chorus.  
 
    “Yes, we know of your tricks and illusions!” Vesta shouted and lifted her pointed chin defiantly. “You cannot deceive us, for we are not of mortal blood.”  
 
    “Oh?” the chorus of voices answered at once. “If you speak the truth… then what is stopping you from coming just a bit closer? If you are immune to our charms, then what’s the risk? We harbor magic, too… of a different kind, of course.” 
 
    “They’re right,” I said before I turned to face the trembling group of women. “We need to get closer. It’s now or never.” 
 
    The air was growing icier by the minute, and the heavy snowfall was increasing as well. All the women’s lips were turning shades of deep blues and purples, and their entire bodies were trembling from the brisk, frozen air. We didn’t even have our cloaks on, and I knew if we wasted any more time standing here in this isolated and wintry realm, we’d become more susceptible to the deadly propositions of the sea women.  
 
    As I lost myself in deep thought, I gazed back at the black pool of water, and its shimmering surface reminded me of ebony silk. It looked so smooth and inviting that a part of me wanted to strip naked and submerge myself into its comforting depths, but I knew those thoughts were nothing but siren magic and deadly illusions. 
 
    “Cole is right,” Morgana said as snow coated her long, thick eyelashes. “If we’re going to do something, now is the time.”  
 
    “But what if they lure us into the water with a melody?” Beatrix asked as if she could read my mind. “They can be crafty things… Morgana, you even said so yourself.”  
 
    “They won’t trick us, though,” Faye replied in a stern voice. “If we stay strong of mind, we cannot be lured in by their magic.” 
 
    “She’s right,” Vesta added as her silver eyes sparkled with determination. “These bitches think they’re the most beautiful beings to grace the realms… all we have to do is remember to resist them and remind ourselves it’s nothing but a fucking illusion. We can certainly do this, and besides, it’s not as if we have a choice. Vanessa made it clear this was what Theodora wanted.”  
 
    “Alright.” Beatrix nodded as she bit down on her bluish lips. “Besides, mermaids can’t be that deadly… right?”  
 
    “Mermaids aren’t considered extremely deadly,” Faye responded with a frown, “but we’re dealing with sirens… not mermaids.”  
 
    “What’s the difference?” I asked.  
 
    “Mermaids are basically the inferior versions of sirens,” Morgana answered. “They possess the same water magic, but it is not as powerful as a siren’s abilities … and mermaids do not obey one master or god like sirens do. They’re also not considered as beautiful or mesmerizing as a siren, so do not make that mistake in front of them, or they will surely be offended.”  
 
    “Ah,” I sighed. “Got it.”  
 
    “So, we’re dealing with a deadlier version of mermaids?” Beatrix whined. “Satan, I hope you know what you’re doing.”  
 
    “We do,” Vesta responded with unmistakable conviction in her voice.  
 
    “So… what are we waiting for?” Circe asked with a trembling smile. “It’s freezing, so I think we’d better carry on with whatever plan you have formulated in that head of yours, Cole.”  
 
    “Blondie has a point,” Akira grunted as she rubbed her arms. “What’s the plan? Just… get closer to them?” 
 
    “Yeah, when you say closer,” Beatrix added softly. “Do you mean--?”  
 
    “We need to get close enough to talk to them, obviously,” I answered, “but follow me closely… don’t you dare wander off, and whatever you do, do not get into the fucking water. That’s an order.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” my coven responded.  
 
    As we trekked closer to the glittering black body of water, the snow continued to coat our eyelashes and trickle down our clothes. My entire body violently trembled from the unforgivable cold, but the weather was the least of my worries.  
 
    I knew these sea women harbored dangerous magic we weren’t familiar with, but still, we had a mission to complete, and I refused to back down now.  
 
    “I can hear them coming closer,” one sea woman chuckled. “I knew they couldn’t resist us. I can’t wait to sink my teeth into their raw, frozen flesh.”  
 
    “I wouldn’t hold my breath, bitch!” Akira’s voice shrieked through the cold. “We may be coming closer, but it’s because of our own damn free will.”  
 
    The sirens began to cackle as we neared their watery domain, and when we reached the edge of the black water, there was an iridescent glow radiating from beneath the surface. The rapturous colors were vivid shades of green, aqua, and teal, and for a brief moment, I wanted to reach down and sink my fingers into the glowing pool, but I knew better.  
 
    “It’s just another illusion,” Vesta growled as she glared into the water. “I’ll bet on a lamb’s heart that it’s even colder down there.”  
 
    “Clever girl,” the voices echoed in a mocking tone.  
 
    As we gazed down at the dark, flowing water, I thought I could see long tails swaying beneath the murky surface. Then I could have sworn I saw different shades of flowing hair swimming back and forth, and my patience was wearing incredibly thin.  
 
    I knew these women were toying with us and waiting until we couldn’t bear the cold any longer.  
 
    “Why don’t you show yourselves?” I yelled into the freezing air, and a cloud of thick white mist left my lips. “Are you so fucking afraid of us? Reveal yourselves now before I resort to my own magic.”  
 
    “If that is what you truly want,” they answered in sing-song voices, “so be it.” 
 
    Soon, dozens of heads slowly emerged from the water, and countless pairs of eyes were staring right at us. They glowed an array of glistening colors, and it appeared like rainbow orbs were floating above the black water. I still couldn’t see their facial features, though, and if I was going to converse with these hypnotizing women, then I wanted to see their faces.  
 
    So, I pulled out my wand and aimed it at their shadowy figures.  
 
    “Illuminana,” I whispered. 
 
    When fire spewed out from my wand, an echoing hiss filled the air, violent splashes came from the pool as the sirens dunked back underwater, and all their eyes disappeared at once.  
 
    “We hate the light!” a feminine voice shrieked from the watery depths. “Please, put it out!”  
 
    “Then how will we see you?” I demanded. “I wish to look at your faces and not your eyes alone. We know of your tricks, and the only way I’m putting this out is if I have your word that we can look upon you!”  
 
    “Fine!” one voice screeched. “Your wish shall be granted… just put it out.” 
 
    “Do I have your word?” I responded.  
 
    “Yes!” they snapped with venom in their voices. 
 
    “How do I know you’re going to keep it?” I insisted. “I swear, if anyone tries anything, I will scorch all of you.”  
 
    “And I fucking love seafood!” Akira shouted. “So, go on… just test our master! You have no idea what he’s capable of!”  
 
    “You have our word,” the sirens answered after a long moment. “We swear by the waves of the sea, the heart of the ocean, and the melody we possess in our siren souls.”  
 
    “Alright,” I sighed as I put out the flame. “Now, show yourselves.”  
 
    This time, when the sea women reappeared, their eyes were no longer pairs of entrancing glowing orbs. Instead, we were gazing upon dozens of stunning serpentine eyes that were quite similar to Circe’s.  
 
    As I stared at the sirens, it was difficult not to have my jaw drop to the ice. These sea creatures were breathtakingly beautiful with glowing skin and cascading hair, and despite the chilling air and freezing water, each of them had blood-red lips, dry hair, and naked chests. As my eyes trailed down their bodies, I couldn’t help but notice their breasts were small and perky, and their nipples were bright pink and swollen from the water. They wore stacks of necklaces around their necks, and I saw most of the jewelry was made from fish bones, seaweed, and what appeared to be human teeth.  
 
    “Now that I can see you,” I started and lowered my wand, “we can finally have a proper conversation.”  
 
    “What even brings you here?” a siren with long lavender hair sneered. “I don’t think we’ve ever had someone willingly come into our deadly domain.”  
 
    Her light purple eyes bored into mine as she asked the question, and for a moment, I was lost in her mesmerizing beauty and captivating gaze, so I had to shake my head before I answered her.  
 
    “I’m here on behalf of Scholomance,” I explained. “I am here to recruit more witches to join our unholy ranks.” 
 
    “What is this Scholomance you speak of?” a siren with golden eyes asked as she licked her rose-red lips.  
 
    “It is a dark academy,” I explained. “We worship Satan and use magic… and we have come here to make you one of us.” 
 
    Cackling laughter filled the ice-cold air, and the sea women regarded each other with bemused smiles and bright, dagger-sharp teeth.  
 
    “You will do well to treat our master with the respect he deserves!” Vesta snarled as she edged closer to the water. “He speaks the truth, and you’re lucky we haven’t just killed you on the spot with our deadly magic! Now, shut up and listen to him!”  
 
    “The audacity!” a siren with deep green hair cried out, but then she narrowed her bright eyes at Vesta and smiled. “Mmmmm, you’re a pretty one, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Wait, did you say master?” the lavender-haired siren asked as she swam closer to the ice and then placed her pale fingers on the edge.  
 
    From this angle, she could have easily snatched someone’s ankle and pulled them under the water.  
 
    “Easy there,” I growled as I glared down at her. “Don’t get any cute ideas.”  
 
    “When we said we would do you no harm, we meant it,” she responded with twinkling purple eyes that were only a few shades lighter than her hair. “When a siren gives her word, she is bound for all eternity and onward.”  
 
    “So you say,” I grunted with my wand aimed between her captivating eyes.  
 
    “You’re their master, then?” she insisted. “Are you a kind master?”  
 
    I thought it was an unusual question to ask, but then I remembered what Morgana said about sirens. They were sometimes slaves to one master, and even though we hadn’t come across him yet, I knew we needed to be on the lookout for him just in case.  
 
    “Yes, Cole is a kind, giving and benevolent master,” Vesta replied in a soft voice, and some of the anger bled out of her expression. “You would be lucky to fight by his side… perhaps one day, he would even decide to make you a part of his blood pact.” 
 
    “Blood pact?” a beautiful blonde with vivid green eyes asked with her head tilted to the side. “What is a blood pact?”  
 
    “Have you never heard of a pact before?” Faye asked as she neared the women.  
 
    “No,” the sirens responded and shook their heads. 
 
    “Wow…” Akira grinned as she took a step closer to the pool. “You have no idea what you’re missing out on.”  
 
    “Like what?” a sea woman with vibrant red hair asked. “Tell us!”  
 
    “Well,” Nyx began as she crouched down lower to be on their level. “He watches over us, protects us all, and our lives our bond to his… meaning we cannot die unless he meets a terrible end.” 
 
    “Oh…” the sirens cooed as they looked at one another. 
 
    “Our master kills us whenever he pleases,” the curious siren with purple eyes blurted out. “He would never dream of bonding our lives with his--”  
 
    “Shhh!” another sea woman with gleaming black hair hissed. “Be quiet, Marina.”  
 
    “But it’s true!” the siren named Marina retorted. “I’m sick to death of his constant threats and curses. Just because he can walk on land, he thinks he’s better than the rest of us… as if Neptune favored him above all else.”  
 
    “Neptune?” I asked with a raised eyebrow. 
 
    “Aye.” Marina nodded. “Neptune.”  
 
    “Who’s that?” Vesta questioned.  
 
    The sea women burst out into shrill giggles and then splashed each other playfully with their multicolored tails like Vesta just told them the best joke they’d ever heard in their lives.  
 
    “You must be kidding!” the siren with purple hair chuckled. “He’s our one true God. We worship him with every watery fiber in our beings.”  
 
    “Ah,” I said as I clucked my tongue. “Oh, well, that’s too bad.” 
 
    “Why?” the curious blonde siren asked with wide, green eyes.  
 
    “Well,” I sighed dramatically. “We worship another lord… one of eternal darkness and malevolence. He constantly surrounds us with his magnetic darkness and pure evil.”  
 
    “Sounds fun!” Marina giggled and batted her lavender eyes at me. “I’d like to know more about him.”  
 
    “Marina, shut your traitorous mouth!” the raven-haired siren chided. “You are dangerously close to uttering words of blasphemy.”  
 
    “And so what if I am?” Marina demanded before she splashed icy water at her ebony-haired sister. “I think their faith sounds exciting. What has Neptune ever done for us? Think about it… we’re the ones who lure men into the storms he creates, and when the riches hit the bottom of the sea, who reaps the rewards?”  
 
    When no one said a word, the outspoken Marina continued without reluctance.  
 
    “That’s right, Boreal does!” she snapped with furrowed eyebrows. “He takes all the gold, diamonds, and gems we collect from sunken ships and rotting corpses and keeps it all for himself! I don’t know about the rest of you, but I’m tired of combing through every grain of sand to search for every fallen jewel and lost golden tooth. It isn’t fair, and I’m sick of pretending like it is!”  
 
    “Is Boreal your master?” Faye asked after a long, awkward pause.  
 
    “Yes,” the raven-haired sea woman answered, “and if you want to live, I’d suggest you make yourself scarce. He could be back any moment now.”  
 
    “We’re not afraid of him,” Akira scoffed.  
 
    “May I ask you something?” Penelope inquired in a small voice. 
 
    “You may,” the raven-haired beauty responded, “but as I said, you must be quick about it… we may not have killed you, but we cannot promise the same if our master returns.”  
 
    “How did you become like this?” the orange-haired witch asked. “I mean… were you always bound to the will of your master and sea-lord?” 
 
    “No,” the outspoken Marina sighed. “We used to be women… mortal women who foolishly followed their husbands and lovers out to sea.” 
 
    “What happened exactly?” Morgana wondered in a whisper.  
 
    “A sea storm took me down into the icy depths,” Marina explained with wide, vacant eyes. “I was sailing the rocky seas with a man I loved… a very long time ago. I can’t even remember his name or the color of his eyes, but I do remember that I adored him with everything I had. I was young, foolish, and willing to follow him anywhere, but I suppose Neptune had other plans for me.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” Beatrix questioned with pale quivering lips.  
 
    “When the water dragged me down, I remember seeing a glowing pair of eyes,” Marina continued in a soft voice. “You must understand and not judge me, for the freezing water was filling my lungs and clouding my judgment… but all I remember was the echo of a voice asking me if I wanted to live or die… and I chose life.”  
 
    “We all did,” the black-haired siren added in a voice filled with regret. “Now, we obey every whim and desire of our sea lord Neptune and our master, Boreal.”  
 
    “Then isn’t it time for a change?” Akira smirked. “We can give you a new life with a new purpose. Join us, and you shall have free will.” 
 
    “Oh, really?” the blonde siren snorted. “It seems like you’re also under the influence of a master. What makes your lives any different from ours?” 
 
    “I never force my women to do anything they aren’t comfortable with,” I said in a sharp tone. “They are free to make their own choices, and they have chosen to follow me.” 
 
    “That’s right,” Faye added in a proud voice. “We’d follow him anywhere, pact or no pact.”  
 
    “Is that so?” the black-haired siren asked with a raised eyebrow. “You say you also possess magic… so how do we know you aren’t under some kind of spell?” 
 
    “You can’t know that for certain,” Morgana jumped in. “You’re just going to have to trust us.” 
 
    “I’ll join,” Marina hollered as she impatiently whipped her tail back and forth. “I’m tired of ice, water, and isolation. I want a life on land again, and I vow to help you in any way I can if you can change me.”  
 
    “Marina!” several sea women gasped at once. 
 
    “You don’t have to follow me,” the purple-eyed siren snapped. “I’ve made my choice. If the rest of you want to remain here in the cold as slaves to your wicked master, then so be it. I’ve already made up my mind.”  
 
    “You’ve made the right choice.” I nodded before I pulled out the flask of gleaming red blood. “Look… this spell will change you, and I have enough for all of you… I can easily spread the blood through the water, and once you drink it… you will become like us. Or I can simply give it to Marina, and she will be the only one to follow us back to Scholomance while the rest of you waste away in a frozen realm with nothing but a pair of selfish lords to answer to. The decision is yours.”  
 
    The sea women looked unknowingly at one another, and then all faces turned to gaze upon the raven-haired siren as if the decision was ultimately hers.  
 
    “What?” she snapped as her violet eyes wandered around the pool of half-naked women. “You’ve lived long enough to make your own decisions… do not look at me as if I am your mother and you need my permission.” 
 
    “But, Ava,” the blonde siren pouted. “You have watched over us since you were the first one to become a slave of Boreal. We trust your judgment. What are you going to do?” 
 
    The raven-haired siren looked around the women and then back at me before she bit down on her lip and swam a little closer. She beckoned for me to come down lower, so none of her sisters could hear her.  
 
    “Cole, be careful,” Beatrix warned.  
 
    “He knows what he’s doing,” Akira muttered. “Just watch.” 
 
    I slowly crouched down to meet Ava’s beautiful eyes, and when she whispered into my ear, a sharp shiver ran down my spine because her breath was so surprisingly warm.  
 
    “I’m scared,” she whispered.  
 
    “Don’t be,” I muttered back. “I vow you’ll be free to make your own choices if you choose to follow us.” 
 
    “You swear it?” she asked.  
 
    “By Satan,” I responded. “I swear it.”  
 
    “Then so be it,” she answered before she swam back to join the others. “Turn us into one of you.” 
 
    I grinned in triumph, but before I could uncork the vial and slip it into the black water, a deep growling voice echoed through the freezing air and made the ice beneath us rumble. 
 
    “You dare to disobey me?” a terrifying voice called out. “I should see you dead for this… each and every one of you.” 
 
    The sea women collectively gasped and wailed like they were being pierced with daggers, and the sound of their horrified voices instantly sent my heart racing.  
 
    “No!” I shouted. “I’m the one who tempted them. Your quarrel is with me… show yourself, you fucking coward.”  
 
    Manic laughter filled the air, and then suddenly, we could hear ice breaking.  
 
    “Behind you!” Marina yelled as she pointed in our direction.  
 
     We whipped around, and standing before us was a towering, muscular man with pale blue skin and glowing yellow eyes. He was only wearing a pair of scaled silver trousers, and despite the bone-numbing cold, he wore nothing on his feet or chest. 
 
    “So,” he chuckled as he brushed specs of ice off his skin. “You’ve come here to steal my women, have you?” 
 
    “They’ve decided to leave of their own free will,” I said before I discreetly handed the vial of blood to Vesta. “They want nothing more to do with you.”  
 
    “We’ll see about that,” the blue-skinned bastard growled before his greedy eyes fell upon my women. “By the time I’m through with you, I’ll own your bitches as well and add them to my collection, you pathetic land dweller.” 
 
    Before I responded, I tightened the grip on my wand until I could feel the splinters digging into my frozen hand and drawing blood.  
 
    “Over my dead body,” I hissed.  
 
    And I meant it.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12 
 
    “Do you even know who I am?” Boreal asked with a wicked grin. “I am the raging sea. I am the commander of waves. I am the lord of all oceans--” 
 
    “Oh, shut the fuck up…” I rolled my eyes. “I didn’t ask for your fucking life’s story. If we’re going to fight, let’s just get it over with, shall we?”  
 
    “I don’t know who you think you are,” Boreal hissed as he took a giant step closer toward me, “but you’ve made a grave mistake.” 
 
    “You’re about to find out who I am, fucker,” I growled as I aimed my wand right between his yellow eyes. “Dissulto!” 
 
    A flash of bright red light hit Boreal right in the face, and his growl echoed through the ice-cold air as he flew back until his massive body landed with a thunderous crunch. The ice beneath him was thick, but his substantial weight caused a few cracks to spread across the surface, and when he realized he could have fallen through, his eyes went wide with shock and rage.  
 
    “Be careful, Cole!” Marina shouted. “If you fall through the ice, you will die instantly! The water is too cold, even if you are not of mortal blood! Only those with gills can survive it.”  
 
    “Noted,” I grunted as I kept my eyes fixated on my foe. “I won’t be the one falling into the water, though.”  
 
    Boreal overheard me and shook with laughter as he struggled to get up, and once he was back on his feet, he narrowed his piss-yellow eyes at me and snarled.  
 
    “You may carry magic with you.” He grinned. “But I have this.”  
 
    In an instant, a glittering blue trident began to form in his hand, and before I could utter another spell, he aimed his weapon at me, and his shit-eating grin grew more triumphant like he’d already won the duel.  
 
    “Look out!” Marina screamed, but he’d already muttered something in a language I’d never heard before.  
 
    The wand in my hand instantly began to shake as Boreal pointed his trident at me, and soon a powerful force shoved me toward the black pool of water. I tried to move my hand, but whatever power he was spewing prevented me from using my own magic.  
 
    “Prohibere!” Circe shouted before she flicked her wand at him. 
 
    “Stupefaciunt!” Morgana screamed at the same time.  
 
    Both spells hit the brutish blue man, and his eyes widened in shock and pain as the two blasts of light hit him in the middle of his muscular chest and sent him stumbling back.  
 
    I tried to open my mouth to say something, but it was challenging to move my lips. Despite the chilling cold, sweat dripped from my brow as I struggled to regain motion in my body, and as I strained to move my hand, my women noticed immediately. Without hesitation, they began to spew out different spells all at once, and I knew it would buy me some time.  
 
    “Volant!” Akira yelled. 
 
    “Glacio!” Faye screamed. 
 
    By now, Boreal realized he needed to guard himself against the women. He’d underestimated them, but a sinking feeling settled into the pit of my stomach when he aimed his trident in their direction. 
 
    I tried to cry out, but I still couldn’t move my wand or lips, and I couldn’t even think of proper incantations I could use in my head.  
 
    I was completely frozen, in every sense of the word.  
 
    What kind of fucking magic was this? 
 
    Boreal blocked the witches’ spells with his trident, but as he did so, he was muttering something inaudible under his breath, and I knew it was some form of sea magic. Then his trident glowed a vibrant blue, and when he aimed it at the witches, they stopped spouting spells and remained frozen in place, just like me.  
 
    “I told you,” Boreal grunted with a wicked smile. “You were no match for me.” 
 
    Hot boiling rage coursed through me, and with all my might and willpower, I urged my own body to move again. 
 
    “Come on,” I muttered to myself, but even moving my lips was still a challenge. “Move.”  
 
    I could feel my fingers slightly flexing, and then, when I knew I could cast another spell, I didn’t waste one damn second.  
 
    “Secare!” I screamed as I aimed my wand at his wrist.  
 
    The next series of events happened in the blink of an eye. When my spell hit his skin, his entire hand fell clean off with a spray of blood, and both his limb and the trident fell onto the ice.  
 
    “Ahhhhh!” Boreal screamed in agony as he stared at the open wound. The deep red blood began to seep into the ice, and the sharp contrast between white and red stood out, even in the darkness of night.  
 
    “Take his trident!” Marina cried out. “He’s powerless without it!”  
 
    Now was my only chance to get rid of this bastard once and for all. As I narrowed my eyes at his weapon, I willed the darkness of Satan to surround me in his unholy glow, and I could feel the evil in my heart growing as my strength returned.  
 
    “Motus!” I shouted with all the determination I had left in my numb body.  
 
    As I focused on the weapon, it shook, and then suddenly, it lifted from the ice and came hovering toward me. Boreal’s severed blue hand was still wrapped tightly around the weapon, and as he clutched feebly onto his open and bleeding wound, I could sense his fear and anger radiating through the air like snowfall.  
 
    “No!” Boreal shouted with eyes as wide as dinner plates. “It is not yours to command!” 
 
    “It is now, fucker,” I growled as soon as the trident was within my reach. 
 
    When my fingers curled around the cold blue pole, I grabbed his severed hand and then tossed it aside as if it were nothing more than a dead rat. Boreal’s eyes grew feral with rage, but I didn’t give a shit because now I could feel a new kind of power surging through my veins. So, without hesitation, I aimed the heavy weapon in his direction and grinned with triumph.  
 
    “You cannot wield it,” he cackled as blood dripped onto the ice. “Your magic is not the same as ours… it will surely kill you.” 
 
    For a moment, I hesitated to use this foreign weapon in my hands as I briefly wondered if he was telling me the truth, but then a familiar voice echoed inside my mind, and a sudden warmth spread throughout my entire body. 
 
    He’s underestimating you, Cole, the woman from my dreams whispered. He has no idea what you’re capable of. Why don’t you show him what real power is? He is no match for the power that flows through your veins. Destroy him. Now!  
 
    “With pleasure,” I whispered aloud.  
 
    As I narrowed my eyes at my bleeding enemy, I could see the uncertainty growing in his yellow eyes. Then his mouth fell open in utter disbelief once the tips of the trident began to glow an iridescent blue.  
 
    “W-What?” he stuttered as he stumbled backward. “No… this is impossible! How can this be?”  
 
    “Satan has power over you,” I growled through my teeth, “and now, you will pay for the grievances you have caused these women…” 
 
    “No,” he begged as he got down on his knees. “Please, show mercy.” 
 
    “Too late,” I grunted as I aimed his trident at him. 
 
    Motus. 
 
    I had no idea how it was possible, but the trident acted like a wand, and in the blink of an eye, Boreal was thrown from the ice and into the water.  
 
    The scorned sea-women gasped with surprise, but then their eyes all shifted from their normal shade to an array of fiery orbs.  
 
    “Kill him!” Ava screamed without hesitation. “Let us feast on our former master and show him just how grateful we truly are!”  
 
    “Nooooooo!” Boreal shouted as the sea-women began to tear into his blue flesh. “You ungrateful sea-cunts! After everything I did for you!” 
 
    “You’ve caused us nothing but misery, you pathetic fool,” Marina hissed with dagger-sharp teeth. “Now, prepare to feel every ounce of pain you’ve caused us over the years, you weak bastard.  
 
    The sea lord let out a bloodcurdling scream as Marina sunk her razor-sharp fangs into his soft, blue flesh and tore out a massive chunk from his broad neck. Her sisters quickly began to follow her lead, and as his screams slowly died down, floating bits and pieces of his body were scattered across the surface of the icy water. We watched as the sirens dug into his floating carcass and sank their teeth into his raw skin, and they giggled and slurped as they ate and tore off every last bit of him.  
 
    “Delicious!” the blonde siren cackled as deep dark blood stained her dagger-sharp teeth. “I’ve never feasted so well in my entire life.”  
 
    “Enjoy every bit,” Ava ordered as her sisters continued to tear into his bleeding body, and the water was filled with nothing but bloody blue ribbons. “Let us devour him until there is nothing left but glistening white bones and broken teeth!”  
 
    “Fuck,” Akira muttered with a small grin plastered on her pale face. “They certainly are a group of bloodthirsty bitches, huh?”  
 
    “Err… shouldn’t we hurry them up, though?” Beatrix asked with raised eyebrows. “If we’re going to transform them, we’d better do it now, right?” 
 
    “Give them a couple more minutes,” I said as I stared at the dark, bloody water. “Something tells me they’ve been waiting an eternity to do this. Let them savor the moment.” 
 
    “And the taste,” Akira added as her black eyes widened with pleasant surprise. “Damn, look at them go.”  
 
    Akira was right. Watching the stunning sirens dig into their former master like a pack of ravenous wolves was a mesmerizing sight to behold, and it was impossible to look away. Their eyes were glowing like the moon, and their skin was slick with blood, even as they swam through the water.  
 
    “I guess Ava wasn’t bullshitting when she instructed them to tear the meat off his bones and leave nothing left,” Penelope muttered as we continued to watch them with pure fascination. 
 
    “Yeah, no shit,” Akira snorted. “Isn’t it awesome?”  
 
    “I think it was a lovely thing we did for them,” Circe commented as she raised her pointed chin with pride. “Boreal seemed like a real bastard, huh? I’m glad he’s nothing but fish food now.”  
 
    “Yeah,” I breathed as I studied the gluttonous sea-women. “Me, too.”  
 
    “Cole,” Beatrix asked in a small voice. “How did you manage to wield the trident? Sea magic is not the same as our own, right, Morgana?” 
 
    “Correct,” Morgana answered with a firm nod. “I was also wondering the same thing, but I suppose Satan was just on our side tonight.”  
 
    For a moment, I stared at the massive blue trident in my hands, but it suddenly felt utterly void. Something in my body told me it was useless now, and that any magic it once possessed was now long gone.  
 
    “Yeah, I suppose he was,” I said as I dropped the trident into the water. “I have no use for that thing anymore… let it die along with him.”  
 
    “Well done, Cole,” Akira said as she placed a hand on my shoulder. “You kicked ass back there.”  
 
    Finally, when the sirens finished every last bite, they swam toward us, licked their lips, and stared up at me with the same adoration and devotion my women bestowed upon me.  
 
    “We’re ready to come with you now,” Ava whispered like it was a secret. “We’re ready to devote our lives to you and the dark lord you speak so fondly of.”  
 
    “So be it,” I answered before Vesta handed me the vial.  
 
    “Will it hurt?” a siren with deep burgundy hair asked as she furrowed her eyebrows.  
 
    “Does it matter?” Ava snapped. “Everything worth having comes at a price. We’ve suffered long enough, and I’m sure we can bear a little pain.”  
 
    “It might hurt,” I admitted.  
 
    “No…” Morgana sighed. “There’s no question about it… the transformation will hurt. I’m sorry, but I think it would only be fair to warn you… it will probably be the most painful experience you’ll ever endure.”  
 
    “Well…” Ava responded slowly and with a deep sigh. “Thank you for warning us, I’m sure we’ll be able to handle it.”  
 
    “Are you ready, then?” I asked as I uncorked the vial and prepared to slip it into the water.  
 
    “Wait!” Beatrix gasped, and everyone turned to look at her with raised eyebrows. “Err… well, I mean… I sort of… what I meant to say is…”  
 
    “Just spit it out for fuck’s sake!” Akira growled. “We’re freezing our tits off here.”  
 
    “I think I-I know a charm?” she squealed like a terrified mouse. 
 
    “What charm?” I asked in a gentler tone.  
 
    “I-It’s a charm meant to reduce pain,” the light-haired brunette muttered through pale quivering lips. “I never had a chance to use it before, though, so I can’t guarantee it’ll work.” 
 
    “It’s still worth a shot, though,” I said with a small, encouraging smile. “C’mon, I have faith in you. Show us what you can do.” 
 
    “Y-You do?” the awkward witch asked with wide dark eyes.  
 
    “Yeah,” I urged. “Go on, give it a go!”  
 
    “Alright,” Beatrix said as she rolled up her sleeves and cleared her throat. Then she squinted her eyes at the water and aimed her wand at the dozens of sirens. “Dolor prohibere!”  
 
    In moments, the black water glowed a vibrant shade of neon green, and the sirens gasped as their veins pulsated the same color. For a second, their skin appeared paper-thin, and we could see the green charm coursing through their entire bodies, like small, thin rivers.  
 
    “Wow,” Marina drawled as she raised her hands into the air and studied the green magic flowing through her body. “I already feel different… are we immune to pain now?” 
 
    “Only temporarily,” Beatrix said as a deep blush spread across her pale face, “and we won’t know if it worked until Cole uses the blood magic.” 
 
    “So, let’s find out,” Ava said with an encouraging grin. “We’re ready.”  
 
    “Alright, here goes nothing,” I said as I crouched down and let the brew seep into the pond.  
 
    I narrowed my eyes at the dark red liquid as it spread across the glowing surface of the water, and with all my strength and willpower, I urged it to spread through the entire pool. 
 
    Motus.  
 
    Seconds later, the entire body of water morphed from a neon shade of green into a deep blood red, and the water instantly began to boil and steam.  
 
    “Drink it,” I urged, “but be sure to crawl out of the water as soon as you do. Hurry!” 
 
    “Why?” Beatrix asked as she tilted her head and peered intently at me.  
 
    “Because they said the water would kill us,” Penelope explained before I could respond. “Right, Cole?”  
 
    “Right.” I nodded. 
 
    “Oh, clever thinking, master,” Morgana remarked as admiration sparkled in her pale blue eyes. “I didn’t even think of that.” 
 
    “Then you would have killed them all,” Circe commented with a straight face. “Wouldn’t that have been funny? In the worst way possible, of course.” 
 
    “Err… sure,” the bookish brunette drawled.  
 
    As soon as the sirens began to drink the water, they crawled out of the pond and dragged their elongated tails across the ice, and once they were all safely out of the pool, we watched with gaped mouths and wide eyes as their tails began to split in two.  
 
    “Satan!” Akira gasped. “Does it hurt?” 
 
    “Not at all,” the blonde and nameless siren responded before she flashed an endearing smile at Beatrix. “It seems your charm worked… thank you.”  
 
    “Oh, don’t m-mention it,” Beatrix said as the corners of her lips tugged up into a small, satisfied smile.  
 
    “Cole,” Vesta whispered into my ear. “We’d better return to Scholomance as soon as the effects take place. They’ll be stark naked in the icy cold, and it won’t be a pleasant feeling for them. Besides, I think we’ve been here long enough. I don’t want to wait around for something else to appear out of thin air… or perhaps I should say ice.” 
 
    “I know.” I nodded. “Me, either… I’ll get us out of here when the spell is complete… don’t worry.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” the elvish witch purred as her shimmering silver eyes darted over to the transforming women.  
 
    We watched with silent fascination as their scale-covered tails continued to split in half from the bottom of their fins up to their waist, and soon, human legs started to form in their place. Their scales melted into porcelain flesh, and after a minute or two, we were staring at a group of beautiful naked women. Their eyes and hair remained the same, and when they smiled, they still had the same sharp teeth, but when they turned their necks, I couldn’t see any gills.  
 
    So, from what I could tell, they still harbored some of the same features, but their water magic was gone and now replaced with Wicca sorcery.  
 
    “I-I can’t believe it w-worked,” Marina said through chattering teeth. “I-I have to admit that a part of m-me didn’t think it would.”  
 
    “It might have worked… but it’s so unbearably cold,” the burgundy-haired woman wailed under her breath. “I-I can’t stand it.” 
 
    “Let’s get you all back to Scholomance,” I said as I waved my wand through the air. “Hos parere imperio!”  
 
    In the next moment, we were all wrapped in a cloud of purple smoke, and in my head, I pictured the banquet hall because it would be large enough to hold dozens of women. I had no idea how many hours had passed since we’d left, but we needed to get these women as warm as possible.  
 
    Finally, we landed with surprising ease and grace in the middle of the banquet hall, and judging by the early morning light seeping into the grandiose room, we arrived just before our next class was set to start. 
 
    “Perfect timing,” Nyx noticed when the purple smoke cleared. 
 
    “Poor things are still freezing,” Vesta said as her silver eyes studied each newly transformed woman.  
 
    “Do not worry about that, Miss Vesta,” purred a voice from the doorway. 
 
    When I turned around, I saw Professor Vanessa and Headmistress Theodora standing at the threshold with two remarkably different expressions plastered across their beautiful and similar faces.  
 
    Vanessa was wearing a deep plum gown with black leather gloves and a velvet choker around her long elegant neck. Her cascading straight hair was up in a half-do, and glittering tear-drop earrings hung from her ears. Her lips and cheeks were tinted with rouge, and per usual, there was her trademark scowl etched across her face.  
 
    Theodora, on the other hand, was brimming with pride and smiled from ear to ear as she studied the naked women who were cluelessly looking around the banquet hall. The headmistress was wearing a blood-red dress, and she also decided to wear leather gloves today. Her hair was up in a demure bun, and her lips were painted the same shade of red as her gown. 
 
    “Wow,” I heard one of the sirens whisper to another. “They’re also quite beautiful, aren’t they?” 
 
    “Thank you very much, dear,” Theodora chuckled. “Let me be the first to welcome you into our academy. I should love to give you all a proper tour when the appropriate time arises, but for now, my daughter will show you all to the infirmary and provide you with warm clothes, food, and any other comforts you may desire. The castle is your home now, so please make yourselves as comfortable as possible.”  
 
    “T-Thank you, Madame,” Marina said as she tried to cover up her bare body. “We appreciate your kindness--”  
 
    “It’s Headmistress,” Vanessa snapped with cold, narrowed eyes. “Not Madame.”  
 
    “It’s quite alright, Professor,” Theodora said in a softer tone. “They’re new and probably freezing. Please… attend to their needs and be quick about it.” 
 
    “Yes, Headmistress,” Vanessa muttered before she clapped her hands, swung her skirts, and then headed down the hall. “Follow me! Quickly now, we don’t have all day!”  
 
    Despite the urgency and tact in Vanessa’s stern voice, all the women turned to look at me as if they needed permission to follow the professor out of the banquet hall.  
 
    “Go ahead,” I urged in a soft voice. “You’ll be fine.” 
 
    “Thank you again,” Marina whispered as she stared deeply into my eyes. “We will never forget this.” 
 
    “She speaks the truth,” Ava added. “We are indebted to you for all eternity.”  
 
    “You’re welcome.” I smiled. “Now, go on… rest and recover… I’m sure we’ll be seeing each other again soon.” 
 
    As I watched the former sirens leave the banquet hall, an overwhelming sense of pride surged through my entire body, and I couldn’t stop the smile from spreading across my face as I imagined these new women roaming the halls of Scholomance.  
 
    I was still deep in thought until Headmistress Theodora waltzed over to me and flashed me a small, proud smile.  
 
    “Well, I’m certainly glad to see you all in one piece,” Theodora remarked as she folded her hands neatly in front of her. “How did it go?”  
 
    “Lovely,” Circe said before anyone else could respond. “They tore their master, Bo-something into bloody ribbons. I haven’t had that much excitement since I died!”  
 
    “Where will you put them, Headmistress?” Morgana asked. “If you don’t mind me asking.” 
 
    “We shall place them in the preschool courses,” Theodora explained. “I think that would be the wisest course of action to take,” 
 
    “Ahh,” I said. “And since we need to focus on recruiting, maybe the punishment for failure shouldn’t be death, but more training?” 
 
    “Hmmmm…” Theodora hummed as her eyes fixed onto me. “Perhaps we can provide a few more safety nets in the classes. Now, if I were you, I’d hurry out of here. Your next class is about to start.” 
 
    “Oh, Satan!” Morgana breathed with wide eyes. “We’d better go! Err… excuse us, Headmistress!” 
 
    I stifled a laugh as the bookish brunette ran out of the banquet hall, and we had no choice but to follow her because Theodora was right. Even though we’d just defeated a sea master and transformed dozens of sirens into Wiccas, we still had to carry on with our class schedule, just like any other ordinary students. 
 
    Even if we were far from ordinary.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 13 
 
    “Which class are we heading to?” Circe asked as we ran down the hallway and past a series of empty rooms. “I never know where we’re going!”  
 
    “Shadow with Professor Luna,” Morgana huffed as sweat dripped down her brow, “and we cannot be late!”  
 
    “Yeah,” Faye panted as we ran even harder. “It’s a general rule never to be late to class, but Professor Luna is one teacher you’d never want to cross.”  
 
    “Why?” Circe wheezed. “Is she as ill-tempered as Vanessa?” 
 
    “No,” Akira answered through labored breaths, “but she’s certainly crazier.”  
 
    “Yeah, she’s not all there,” Vesta added in a smooth voice. “So… be prepared for some weirdness.”  
 
    “Actually…” the black-eyed witch chuckled under her breath. “You two might get along.”  
 
    “Hmmm,” Circe answered with a small smile. “Well, now I’m very excited.” 
 
    “We’ll see about that.” I grinned when we finally reached the classroom door. “Here we are.”  
 
    I pushed the door open, and when we stepped inside, our eyes fell upon a glittering classroom with sleek black floors and twilight blue walls. The desks were made of ebony wood, and a massive silver and diamond chandelier dangled from the ceiling. The dim candle light reflected off the hovering ornament and cast a ray of glowing specs across the walls. The classroom was already filled with students, and the only empty desk I spotted was at the very back of the room.  
 
    “Wow,” Circe breathed in fascination as she gazed around the class. “Oh, look! An owl!” 
 
    When I followed the blonde’s serpentine eyes, I spotted Silverstone, Luna’s loyal white familiar, perched on her velvet desk chair. Its shimmering eyes met ours, and it cooed like it was telling us to take a seat, and the entire class began to giggle as it continued to spurt deep hoos in our direction.  
 
    “Oh, shut up,” Akira mumbled. “It’s been a long night.”  
 
    “She can’t understand you, remember?” Faye rolled her golden-green eyes.  
 
    “I don’t give a shit,” the black-eyed witch snapped. “She’s annoying as fuck, and I like telling her to shut up, even if she can’t understand one damn word.”  
 
    “Now, that’s not a very polite way to speak to my darling, is it?” Professor Luna’s voice echoed through the classroom.  
 
    In the next second, a great cloud of smoke erupted in the middle of the classroom, and when the mist cleared, Professor Luna stood in its place. This morning she was dressed in a long silver gown with a deep plunging neckline, lace sleeves, and a wide shimmering skirt, and her flowing, luscious pale blonde hair tumbled over her shoulders and down to her slim, hourglass waist. Her lavender eyes glowed with mischief as she regarded the entire classroom with her hands folded neatly in front of her, and as she studied the room, her owl flew onto her shoulder and rubbed its head along her chin.  
 
    “Yes, that’s a very wise idea, isn’t it?” the pale blonde Professor purred as she petted her owl. “You’re just full of brilliant ideas, aren’t you, my darling?”  
 
    “What did she say?” Circe asked with wide serpentine eyes. 
 
    “She wants to know why you aren’t in your seats,” Luna answered without meeting Circe’s eyes, “so she suggests you all sit at a table before I lose my patience.”  
 
    “I can’t even remember what my familiar looked like,” Circe remarked as she ignored the professor’s warning. “I think it might have been a snake… or a cougar. One or the other.”  
 
    Professor Luna abruptly stopped petting her owl and turned to study Circe with wide, curious eyes. 
 
    “You’re a strange one, aren’t you?” she asked with a pale arched eyebrow. “I like that… what’s your name?”  
 
    “Circe,” the blonde serpentine witch responded. “Please forgive us for almost being late, but we spent the night in a frozen realm where a group of sirens tore into their former master and ate him down to the bone, and then we had to--”  
 
    “Err, Circe,” Morgana whispered in an awkward voice. “I think we’d better take a seat and let Professor Luna carry on with the lesson.”  
 
    “Oh, right!” Circe smiled. “Sorry about that… I guess I’m still rusty when it comes to picking up on social queues.”  
 
    “No fucking shit,” Akira snickered under her breath.  
 
    “Do not fret,” Luna answered with twinkling lavender eyes. “I’d love to chat with you sometime, though, outside of class… but as Miss Morgana wisely pointed out, it’s time for class to begin.” 
 
    “Thank you, Professor,” I said as I tried to lead Circe away from Luna. “We’ll be taking our seats now.” 
 
    “Lovely idea,” Professor Luna answered with a tiny nod. “I see one table at the back there… I know you normally like to sit up front, but since you were the last ones to arrive, it will have to do.”  
 
    “Yes, Professor,” we responded in unison.  
 
    We quickly turned around and headed toward the only available desk in the classroom, but as soon as we took a seat, something grabbed Circe’s long blonde hair and tugged. 
 
    “Ouch!” the blonde witch cried out. “What the hell was that?”  
 
    “What was what?” Professor Luna asked with wandering eyes. “Did something creep into the room again? Damn boggarts.” 
 
    “Err… no,” I said slowly. “Actually, I think it was something else--” 
 
    “Hey!” Circe shrieked again as something pulled even harder on her hair. “Whatever it is, it has something against my beautiful mane. Please, stop! I just grew this back.”  
 
    “Oh, it must be my bitch of a shadow, huh?” Luna demanded with her hands on her wide hips. “Why don’t you show yourself, you little pest! We know it’s you! Just because you don’t have hair doesn’t mean you can go around making people bald. Come on out now! I’m not in the mood to play games.”  
 
    A disturbing giggle filled the air, and in moments, a shimmering dark shadow appeared by Circe’s side. Its black, misty fingers reached for her golden-blonde hair again, and its long digits were like wisps of smoke as they slowly curled around one of her long locks. 
 
    “Look out!” I warned. “She’s about to snatch you again, Circe.”  
 
    “No!” Circe hissed as she tried to swat at the shadow. “Shoo!”  
 
    Another snicker echoed from the shadow, but before it could tug on Circe’s mane, Professor Luna’s eyes narrowed at her silhouette, and the room quickly darkened. Soon, a deep rumbling sound echoed throughout the classroom, and the desks and chandelier began to tremble. An icy sensation instantly filled the air, and I could feel goosebumps prickling along my skin as Professor Luna’s eyes began to blaze a pale green.  
 
    “Enough,” the blonde professor growled, and deep, unwavering contempt sparkled in her glowing eyes. “You obey me, remember?”  
 
    The shadow moaned in protest, but it slowly floated away from Circe and hovered by Professor Luna’s side. It bowed its shadowy head in shame and remained still and steady, ready to obey her next command. 
 
    In seconds, the room slowly returned to normal, and a pleasant warmth radiated through the air. I could hear several students breathing sighs of relief like they half-expected Professor Luna to explode with rage, or perhaps they thought her shadow would cause some deadly mischief.  
 
    “Please, do not be so rude,” Professor Luna demanded as she wagged a finger in her shadow’s murky face. “We need to treat our students with respect… even if they can be extremely irritating.”  
 
    An awkward air filled the room as the students looked at each other with raised eyebrows and small frowns.  
 
    “I wonder who she’s referring to specifically,” Akira chuckled under her breath.  
 
    “Oh, no one in particular, Miss Akira, do not worry,” Professor Luna responded without looking at the black-eyed witch, and Akira blushed a deep shade of crimson. “Anyway, let’s carry on with the lesson, hopefully without any shadowy disturbances, shall we? Now, to begin, who can tell me what sustains a shadow… Miss Morgana?”  
 
    “Oh!” The bookish brunette gasped. “A-Apologies, Professor, but I didn’t raise my hand--”  
 
    “But you know the answer?” the blonde professor asked with a raised eyebrow. “Don’t you?”  
 
    “Err… yes…” Morgana answered in a small voice. “I’m just not used to--”  
 
    “Then for hell’s sake!” Professor Luna yelled as she dramatically tossed her hands into the air. “What is it?”  
 
    “Err, blood!” Morgana blurted out in a nervous voice. “Blood keeps a shadow alive… or as alive as they can be.”  
 
    “Right!” The erratic professor grinned. “See? I knew you knew the answer. Anyway, as Miss Morgana just said, shadows need blood to stay alive, so I figured we would join our advanced and ancient shadows on a little hunting expedition. Now, prepare yourselves for a little trip!”  
 
    Before anyone could respond, Professor Luna snapped her fingers, and when the world stopped spinning, we were standing in the middle of a deep green forest.  
 
    The pale morning sun seeped between the black tree trunks, a light silver mist spread through the pine-scented air, and fragments of light blue sky hovered above us, but just barely. The vast canopy of leaves included various shades of green, and the floor was littered with fallen foliage and thick woven roots.  
 
    The air hummed with the natural voices of the woodland, and I could sense life all around us. A light melody filled the tranquil ambiance, and as I looked around, I thought I spotted glowing, rainbow-colored flecks against the black bark.  
 
    “Woodland fairies,” Faye whispered into my ear like she could read my mind.  
 
    “Wow.” I whistled as I looked around the enchanted emerald forest.  
 
    “It’s so beautiful,” Vesta breathed as she gazed around the woods with her rosy-pink lips slightly parted open. “I could paint a picture of it and hang it up in my bedroom… it’s absolutely mesmerizing.”  
 
    “It’s quite stunning,” Faye agreed as she brushed a loose strand of red hair out of her green eyes. “Judging by the trees… I’ll bet there are several species of newt living here… maybe even pixies.”  
 
    “I think there’s also a special kind of cinnamon root here,” Nyx said as she sniffed the air. “If you brew it right, it can cause the coolest hallucinations.” 
 
    “Why would you want to hallucinate and destroy your brain cells?” Akira snorted with a raised black eyebrow. 
 
    “Because it’s fun.” The blue-skinned witch rolled her indigo eyes. “Duh… Satan, Akira, don’t suck the life out of everything… you’re just like a sacculus.”  
 
    “Don’t you mean succubus?” Akira cackled. “If so, I’ll take the compliment.”  
 
    “I said what I said--” Nyx argued with furrowed eyebrows until Morgana snapped her head in their direction.  
 
    “Shhh!” the brunette hissed. “We need to pay attention, be quiet!”  
 
    Morgana was right, because when I turned to look at Professor Luna, she was eyeing our group with an impatient arched eyebrow.  
 
    “Now, are we ready to continue?” the pale-haired witch purred as she studied us and tapped her foot against the forest floor.  
 
    “Yes, Professor,” we responded.  
 
    “Good,” the lavender-eyed witch snapped. “Now, I’ve relocated the shadows and sent them here… which, let me tell you, was no easy endeavor. Now, who wants to guess what we’ll be doing next? Any wild guesses or educated assumptions?  
 
    “Hunting!” Morgana said as her hand shot up into the air.  
 
    “Precisely.” The pale-haired professor grinned from ear to ear. “Now, I think this lesson should be quite entertaining as well as educational. So… the first thing you’ll need to do is summon your shadows. I’ve been reading the ancient texts from dusk until dawn, and I’ve come across a word that is supposed to summon your deadly half in one swift command, no matter where they are. I know you’ve been able to call upon your double before, but this is a new and more sophisticated method I want you to learn by heart. Any questions?”  
 
    “Yes!” Circe called out as her hand shot up. “I do! Professor, I have a question!”  
 
    “I can’t wait to hear this,” Professor Luna chuckled before her eyes fell upon the blonde witch. “What is it?” 
 
    “I don’t have a shadow,” Circe answered with wide serpentine eyes. “I’m not even sure if I ever had one. So… I guess my question is… who do I summon?”  
 
    “Ah,” Luna responded as she rubbed her chin. “Well, I suppose we have time for a small ritual. Come over here, Circe.”  
 
    A wide smile broke across the serpentine witch’s face as she approached the professor, and Luna patiently stood between two trees and waited until Circe was right by her side.  
 
    “Now what?” Circe asked with wide eyes. 
 
    “Now, shadow splitting is no easy endeavor,” Professor Luna warned the eager witch. “There’s a good chance it could kill you, and even though I just met you, I sincerely hope you don’t die trying to accomplish this… and believe me… I don’t say that to everyone.”  
 
    “Oh, I really hope I don’t die as well.” Circe nodded quickly. “Especially since I just came back from the dead… and I don’t feel as though the humor in the irony is worth it.”  
 
    “Indeed,” Professor Luna agreed with wide lavender eyes. “Alright, first things first… in order to split from your shadow, you must raise your wand high above your head and recite the words, ‘qui vocat umbra mea.’ Do not cloud your mind with any doubt or fear as you do so. Understood?”  
 
    “Yep!” Circe answered with a bright smile.  
 
    Without any hesitation, the golden-blonde witch raised her wand high into the air and repeated the spell in a firm, clear voice. Once the incantation left her lips, the air grew ice-cold, and a cloud of darkness overtook the bright emerald forest. Then the trees began to sway violently in the blowing wind, and we all watched as inky smoke seeped out of Circe’s wand and began to take a womanly form.  
 
    “Take control of her,” Professor Luna commanded under her breath. “Speak the word: ‘vinculum.’”  
 
    “Vinculum!” Circe repeated in a confident voice.  
 
    The shadow double screamed as Circe continued to stare at it with pursed lips and narrowed eyes, but from where I stood, I knew the blonde witch held no fear in her heart. She’d seen death once before, and deep down, I knew she wasn’t afraid to die.  
 
    Which only made me feel more attracted to her.  
 
    The serpentine witch’s shadow cried out again, and as it did so, a flock of birds shrieked in surprise and flew up into the clouds. Circe’s dark double was edging closer toward her, but the blonde witch didn’t falter or show any signs of backing down. 
 
    “Vinculum!” Circe shouted again, and there was no trace of fear or doubt in her soothing voice. “You are mine to command, slave! Obey my every whim and desire, or so help me, I will send you back into cold, numbing darkness!”  
 
    Gasps filled the air as Circe’s shadow immediately cowered back and lowered its wispy head. Then the darkness of the forest quickly evaporated, and pale, warm sunlight quickly returned and washed over us. A sense of calmness filled the void. Everyone was incredibly quiet as the air settled, and the shadow patiently hovered by Circe and awaited her next command. 
 
    “Oh, well done there, Miss Circe!” Luna clapped with excitement. “That was most impressive.”  
 
    “Thank you, Professor.” Circe grinned, and her serpentine eyes sparkled with pride. “Perhaps I was a shadow master in my previous life, and I didn’t even know it.”  
 
    “You never know,” the lavender-eyed witch laughed. “Well, now that we’ve covered that, let’s move on to the hunt! Firstly, for you to call upon your shadow, you must shed yourself of any doubt and fill your heart with the wrath of Satan. Let the darkness penetrate your soul and overcome your mind. Then, when you feel like you’re ready, you must mentally utter the words, ‘nunc apparet.’ Is that clear?”  
 
    “Yes, Professor,” we answered in unison.  
 
    “Great,” she said as she looked around the crowd of students. “Well, what are you all waiting for? Summon them, for hell’s sake! Circe already has hers… just do it!”  
 
    As I looked around the sea of students, there was no way to tell if anyone was summoning their other half, but I wasn’t going to just stand here and wait to find out. So, I closed my eyes and took in a deep, steady breath before I willed the dark lord to take control over my senses and penetrate my heart.  
 
    When I felt like I was ready, I uttered the words inside my mind. 
 
    Nunc apparet. 
 
    In mere seconds, my crimson silhouette swept like a bolt of lightning through the trees and hovered in front of me like a blood tinted phantom. His glowing eyes bored into mine, and as he floated in front of me, I couldn’t help but stare at his protruding horns and wonder why I was the only one with a horned shadow.  
 
    “Well done, Cole!” Professor Luna cheered. “Now, what are the rest of you waiting for? Summon your damn doubles so we may proceed with the lesson!”  
 
    It took them another minute or two, but the rest of the students silently eventually called upon their shadowy silhouettes, and soon, we were surrounded by flying dark doubles.  
 
    “Excellent!” Luna squealed as she bounced up and down on the balls of her feet. “Now, this next part may be a bit more complicated, but what we’re going to do next is bind ourselves to our doubles. I know the concept seems redundant, since technically your shadow is a part of your soul, but you must understand that once a shadow is split from your consciousness, it develops immense powers far beyond your own. By binding ourselves to our split selves, we are inheriting their energy for as long as they will allow, and it’s important we learn how to connect with our shadows and not let them overpower us. Now, it will be a little painful, and it will feel invasive, but if done correctly, the discomfort won’t last awfully long, I assure you. It’s almost the same feeling you experience when you bond with your familiar… a little strange at first, but I’m sure you’ll get the hang of it.”  
 
    “Um, Professor, has this ever been done before?” Beatrix asked as her wide eyes darted around the students. “I’m just curious.”  
 
    “Nope,” Professor Luna answered with a light chuckle, “but there is a first for everything, right? Now, I believe the incantation is ‘tena corpus tuum.’ No, wait, sorry, actually it’s ‘teneat corpus tuum.’ I think.”  
 
    “We’re all going to die,” Akira muttered.  
 
    “Does everyone think they’ve got it down?” the blonde professor asked as she blankly stared at the sea of students.  
 
    “Yes, Professor Luna,” everyone responded at the same time.  
 
    “Fantastic,” Luna giggled with delight. “I cannot wait to see how this turns out… go on and tether yourselves to your shadows when you’re ready! But don’t take too long now! Time is of the essence.”  
 
    Everyone slowly turned to look at their shadowy silhouettes, and as my horned double hovered in front of me, I carefully studied his wispy, red shadow and wondered what it would feel like to be tethered to his misty and hellish form.  
 
    “I hope you’re ready for this,” I said as I stared into his glowing yellow eyes. Then I took a slow, deep breath and aimed my wand right where his heart would be if he had one. “Teneat corpus tuum.”  
 
    In the next moment, a bright yellow flash hit him in his translucent chest, and suddenly, I could feel my body jerking forward. It felt like I was floating away for a second, and I could feel myself drifting into my double’s body. The sensation was fleeting but still uncomfortable, and when I stared down at my new form, I was surprised to see my own body. The only physical difference was the red mist emitting from my flesh like a scarlet glow.  
 
    However, despite the minor change on the outside, I felt completely different on the inside. My lungs, heart, and muscles seemed stronger, like they were made of the purest and sturdiest form of metal or steel. My senses were also in overdrive, and I could hear everything around me. I could listen to the insects crawling along the forest floor, the birds nesting in hidden branches, the fawns hiding behind their mothers, and the fairies spying from their groves.  
 
    “Unholy fuck, Cole!” Akira gasped when she looked at me. “You look hot! You should see yourself with those horns.” 
 
    “She’s right, and your eyes are truly captivating,” Circe added as she narrowed her serpentine gaze at me. “What a lovely shade of red.” 
 
    “My eyes are red?” I asked with a half-smile.  
 
    “Go and see,” Faye said as she pointed to a small puddle of water not too far away from us.  
 
    When I lifted one of my legs to walk over to the water, my body jerked upward, and I found myself drifting toward the puddle instead of walking.  
 
    “Whoa!” I breathed. “This feels incredible.” 
 
    It does, doesn’t it? a voice that sounded exactly like my own asked. Just wait until you see what else we can do. 
 
    I nearly jolted from surprise because I had no idea my shadow would have a voice, let alone a voice that sounded exactly like mine.  
 
    Before I could respond, I was already hovering over to the small shimmering pool of water, and when I glanced down, my entire body was floating in the air while bright red smoke wafted from my skin like I was half-ghost and half-man.  
 
    But what really stood out to me were my soulless red eyes and giant curled horns, and the more I stared down at my new form, the wider my smile grew. To my pleasant surprise, my teeth had also been sharpened and were as long as wolf fangs, and when I studied my hands, I noticed my nails were longer, like a bear’s claws.  
 
    As I admired my new form, I could feel another sensation taking over my body. This was a feral feeling I’d never felt so intensely before, and all I knew was that I needed to sink my teeth into some warm, raw flesh. The feeling was so overwhelming, I could hear my heart and blood pumping inside my ears, but if I was going to rummage for meat, I didn’t want to experience it alone. 
 
    “I order you to morph with your doubles,” I growled as I turned to look at my coven. “We’re going on a fucking hunt.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 14 
 
    “Hell, yeah, master!” Akira was the first one to squeal with delight. “That was fucking awesome!”  
 
    The rest of my women nodded, and once everyone realized it could be done, I noticed other witches preparing to morph with their shadows as well. 
 
    “Finally!” Professor Luna cried out with satisfaction. “Why does Cole always have to be the one to finally push you ladies into doing what you’re supposed to do? Satan… maybe he should run the class.”  
 
    “No, professor!” Circe called out. “We love you, don’t worry!”  
 
    “Err, well… thank you, dear,” Professor Luna chuckled as she regarded the students. “Easy does it now… be sure to free your heart from any fear. Yes, that’s it! Well done!”  
 
    I watched with fascination as witches began to morph with their doubles, and their transformations were similar to mine. However, instead of red mist emitting from their skin, their bodies were surrounded by ebony smoke, and their eyes turned completely black. And like mine, even their scleras had changed. Now, each witch possessed pitch black eyes, and once again, I was the only one with red smoke and eyes, but I wasn’t surprised. 
 
    “Wow,” Vesta marveled as she stared at her purple hand surrounded by thin black smoke. “I feel… wide awake… as if all my senses have been placed into overdrive or something. It’s a glorious sensation!”  
 
    “I second that!” Circe added with wide black eyes, and it was unusual to see her without her snake-like orbs. 
 
    “Yeah… I’ve never felt so powerful in my life,” Beatrix mused aloud. “I don’t feel any self-doubt or fear.” 
 
    “Neither do I,” Morgana added as she floated above the forest floor.  
 
    “This is cooler than helix powder,” Nyx giggled as she waved her smoky hand in the air as if she were waving to someone. 
 
    “It may be super fucking cool,” Akira said with her black eyes darting around the forest, “but it’s also making me strangely hungry.”  
 
    “Yeah, I’m fucking starving,” Faye growled as she licked her wispy lips, and I caught a glimpse of her protruding fangs.  
 
    “So, go off and hunt, for Satan’s sake!” Professor Luna urged with wide lavender eyes. “Gooooo! Find something to tear apart and devour!” 
 
    “You heard the woman,” I said with a wide grin. “Let’s fucking do this!” 
 
    I flew upward through the trees and gracefully dodged the cluster of branches in my way, and as I did so, I could hear the women right behind me as they screamed with adrenaline and joy. The air whipped past my shadowy face, and it was like every nerve was on fire as I sped through the woodland.  
 
    I knew at this rate, we’d never be able to see anything down below, so when I saw a tree with multiple branches, I decided it would be a fantastic place to hover and scan the floor for food.  
 
    “Follow me!” I ordered.  
 
    “Yes, master!” I heard my women call back.  
 
    I floated toward the towering tree, and with my half-shadow, half-flesh hand, I grasped the branch and took a seat. The others also situated themselves on the tree limbs, and when we were comfortable, we began to scan the ground for some game.  
 
    Blood pumped through my ears as I sniffed the air and then marveled at everything around me. All my senses were on high alert, and I could feel the entire forest flowing through my veins as I hovered above the ground and sniffed the air. Then, after a minute or two, I thought I could smell blood and fur.  
 
    “Do you smell that?” I grinned as I looked at the others. “I think I can smell meat.”  
 
    “Me, too!” Faye gasped, and when I looked into her black eyes, a pleasant shiver ran up my spine. “I cannot wait to sink my teeth into some warm, raw flesh and rip the meat off the bone.” 
 
    “Just like the sirens did!” Circe chuckled as her black orbs wandered around the woods. “Oh, I can practically smell the blood already! We must be close to a herd of antelope… or maybe elk… possibly unicorn?”  
 
    “Wait, I think I hear something,” Akira snapped as she turned her shadowy head in different directions. “Listen!”  
 
    “I hear it, too,” Morgana added as her ebony eyes glanced up and down. “It sounds like a stampede… down below.”  
 
    My improved vision scanned the forest floor as we remained high above the canopy. I strained to listen for any signs of prey, and again, it felt like my shadow double was trying to merge his thoughts with my own. 
 
    Indeed, it is a herd, his deep voice echoed inside my mind. It sounded exactly like my own, and it was unnerving and strangely entrancing at the same time. Why don’t we fly down there and take what is ours? Let us stain the earth with fresh blood and fill the forest with the dying screams of our kill! You know you want to… you’ve always harbored a thirst for blood and violence. Together, we can cause unwavering chaos and glorious destruction. Let us wreak havoc upon these pathetic beings, rip their hearts from their chest, and drink the blood from their thin veins! We’ll do it together… you and I… we will become death itself and drain the life out of the woodland. 
 
    “Let’s fucking do it,” I answered in a low growl that sounded like a starving wolf. “Whatever is approaching, I’m ready to taste blood.”  
 
    “Me, too,” Nyx giggled. “I must say… this shadow bonding makes me feel even higher than dragon breath.”  
 
    “I’ll bet it does!” Circe laughed. “Satan, I feel incredible… like three times more powerful and feral.” 
 
    “True, but I wouldn’t want to stay like this forever,” Vesta said as her black eyes wandered around us. “I think my silver eyes are far more attractive than these lifeless black ones.” 
 
    “Of course, that’s your only concern,” Akira mumbled.  
 
    “Guys!” Penelope snapped. “Pay attention… the meat we desire lies just below us… I can sense a herd of antelope approaching, so if you’re hungry, you need to be quick when we make a dive for it.” 
 
    “And try to aim for their arteries and veins, too,” I added. “One quick bite to the jugular and bam… you have yourself a meal.”  
 
    “He’s right.” Morgana nodded. “It will be an easy kill if done properly.”  
 
    “So, what are we waiting for?” Faye demanded with sleek black eyes. “Let’s goooooo!”  
 
    We all laughed as the shadow-bonded redhead swarmed down through the canopy and toward the forest floor, and in seconds, we could see her misty body speeding toward a herd of galloping antelopes.  
 
    “How the hell did she do that?” Akira asked in a surprised voice. “She was totally right… it was a herd of fucking antelopes!”  
 
    “Are you really surprised?” Morgana giggled. “It’s Faye! She’s practically made out of the forest.”  
 
    “Hey!” I clapped with my new hands. “Do you want her to have all the fun?” 
 
    “No!” they all gasped at once.  
 
    “Then let’s snatch our kills!” I chuckled before I dove down and followed the bloodthirsty Faye. “Come on!”  
 
    I could hear the others laughing as they headed after me, and soon, we were all flying in a straight line behind the massive herd of galloping and terrified antelopes. Faye was already hot on their tails, and as she sped up, the antelope began to cry out in fear and instinct. 
 
    They knew death was literally behind them.  
 
    As we drew closer to their heavy hides, I found myself licking my lips and extending my shadowy claws. With each passing second, I envisioned myself bringing down the creature, digging into its flesh, and ripping out its intestines and thick, juicy heart. I couldn’t wait to tear their furry bodies apart, drink their blood, and feast on their warm, red, soaked meat.  
 
    After a minute or two, I was just above a large antelope, and when I glanced down at its moving body, I could feel my eyes focusing on the pulsating veins in its neck. The blood vessel thumped through its thick fur, and I could practically see the warm, titillating blood coursing through its neck.  
 
    Dive down and bite his neck, my shadow’s voice urged. Do it! Drain him dry! 
 
    Without another moment of hesitation, I swarmed downward, wrapped my wispy hands around the thick, furry neck, and squeezed it with all my strength. It felt as easy as squishing a piece of soft fruit, and I watched with feral anticipation as the animal’s terrified eyes bulged out of its head. The antelope tried to cry out in pain, but I was holding it so tight, it couldn’t scream or make any noise at all. As I kept my fingers wrapped around its neck, it quickly came to a halt, and as it did so, I swiftly bent down and sank my elongated teeth into its warm pulsating neck.  
 
    A cry of pain reverberated in its throat, and its eyes nearly popped out of their sockets. As I dug even deeper into its fur, its body crashed down into the earth and tumbled forward with my teeth still in its neck. The other antelopes were running off, but I began to feast upon my prize. I tore its neck wide open and started to drink the blood from its flowing, open wound like I hadn’t had a drink in weeks.  
 
    “Nice work, Cole!” Faye shouted. 
 
    When I looked up, I saw the redhead on the back of an antelope, and I watched in fascination as the redhead gouged the animal’s neck out and nearly decapitated the thing with one swift bite.  
 
    Her meal also came crashing down, and Faye quickly began to dig into its swollen belly and pull out its stomach, intestines, and other organs. As she ate, the sound of her chewing and slurping echoed throughout the forest, and it reminded me of a lioness feasting on a deer for the first time.  
 
    “That was hot, Faye!” Akira called out before she grabbed an antelope and snapped its neck with one quick turn, and then it fell to the ground with a loud crash. “Fuck, yeah!”  
 
    As I ate my meal, my eyes wandered between Faye and Akira while they both ripped their kills into bloody ribbons and devoured their rewards until there was nothing left but bones and bloodstained earth.  
 
    While I finished my meal, Beatrix, Morgana, Nyx, Circe, Penelope, and Vesta had conquered their own kills and proceeded to dig into the fresh meat without hesitation. Once we tore the flesh and muscle clean off the bone with our teeth and hands, we hovered in the air and wiped the blood off from our lips.  
 
    How did it taste? the voice inside my head asked. It was delicious, no? 
 
    “I think it was the best meal I’d ever had,” I answered under my breath.  
 
    And it was true. I’d eaten freshly killed meat before, but something about the raw, warm, salty blood seeping down my throat set every nerve on fire. I knew the others had enjoyed themselves as well because they’d moaned and slurped when they tore the juicy, bloody flesh into shreds. It was like every bite was an orgasm, and now we were relishing in the aftermath of the mind-blowing sensations.  
 
    “Fuck…” Akira grunted as her black eyes met mine. “That was fucking amazing.” 
 
    “I second that,” Penelope moaned as she licked her bloody lips.  
 
    “Mmmm, indeed,” Vesta purred. “Truly, darkly divine.”  
 
    “Err… but what now?” Beatrix asked in a tense voice. “I mean… we made the kill like Professor Luna suggested, but now what do we do?”  
 
    “That’s actually a good question,” I said as I sucked the blood off my shadowy fingers. “Perhaps we should just fly around until we find Professor Luna again?” 
 
    “She didn’t morph into her shadow, did she?” Nyx asked in a lethargic voice. “I can’t even remember.”  
 
    “No, I don’t believe so,” Morgana responded as her black eyes wandered around the woods. “We’d better do as Cole suggested and try to find her.”  
 
    “Yeah, I think that’s the only option.” I shrugged. “Come on, let’s go!”  
 
    In the next second, we all drifted away from the cleaned bones of our meals and soared up into the blue sky, way above the canopy and just below the wispy, white clouds.  
 
    “We can search through the gaps of the trees to try and spot them!” Penelope suggested. “It’s easier to fly up here than to keep dodging tree trunks down there!” 
 
    “And with our improved vision, I’ll bet we’ll be able to see them!” Morgana added.  
 
    “So, let’s gooooo!” Akira screamed with delight as she sped past the trees’ tips and through the clear blue sky. “This is fucking awesome!”  
 
    “She’s going too fast,” Morgana sighed in irritation. “How will she be able to see anything at that rate?” 
 
    “It’s fine,” I chuckled. “Let her have some fun.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” Morgana huffed with impatience. “I suppose you’re right.”  
 
    I also wanted to take a moment to enjoy this marvelous sensation, because with a full belly and heightened senses, I felt like a demon flying high above his domain.  
 
    Amazing, isn’t it? my shadow’s voice asked. It feels like you hold all the power in the universe, doesn’t it?  
 
    “It does,” I whispered.  
 
    “Wooooooo!” Circe cried out as she soared up into the clouds and then dove back down. “This is so much fun!” 
 
    “We need to find the others, though!” Morgana insisted. “I want to make sure we get a full grade for this assignment.” 
 
    “If it’s causing you so much worry,” I said, “then let’s start searching more carefully for them. Everyone keep your eyes peeled as you cover the ground.”  
 
    “Yes, master!” my coven yelled back.  
 
    As we continued to fly above the trees, I thought I could spot other flying witches with dark mist radiating off their bodies down below. They were weaving in between tree trunks and gliding just a few feet above the forest floor.  
 
    “Look!” I called out. “Down there! I think I can see some students.”  
 
    “Nice one, Cole!” Akira called back. “I see them, too!”  
 
    Then Akira made a quick dive before we could lose them, and I swiftly followed her lead. As we flew downward, I could hear the others whipping through the wind right behind me, hot on my tail. 
 
    When we finally reached the forest floor, we spotted the shadowy witches just a few feet ahead of us, and we sped up to meet them.  
 
    “Hey!” I called out. “Wait up!”  
 
    The group of witches came to an abrupt halt and turned around to face us. There were three of them, and each one had a different hairstyle and color. One was a bright redhead, the other had a black pixie cut, and the third had straight lime-green hair that grazed her shoulders. 
 
    “Hi!” The pixie-haired witch grinned. “Did you manage to make a kill? I got a rabbit.” 
 
    “That’s it?” Akira snorted until Morgana nudged her in the ribs. “I mean… nice work.”  
 
    “Whatever.” The witch rolled her black eyes.  
 
    “Anyway, the reason I stopped you is because I wanted to ask you something,” I began.  
 
    “Sure.” The green-haired witch shrugged. “Shoot.”  
 
    “Did Professor Luna ever mention where we’d have to meet up?” I asked. “I wondered if she might still be back where we started--”  
 
    “Nope,” two of them replied as they shook their heads. “She’s not there. We’ve been flying around trying to find her as well--” 
 
    “Yoo-hoo!” Luna’s voice suddenly echoed around us, and we all fell silent at once. “Follow the sound of my voice!”  
 
    “She must have realized her mistake,” Morgana chuckled. “Or… maybe she did it on purpose to fuck with us.”  
 
    “She’s crazy, we’ve already established that.” Akira rolled her black eyes. “Come on, let’s go find her.” 
 
    We all nodded our shadowy heads in agreement before we followed the sound of Luna’s voice. The witches we just met also trailed after us, and it didn’t take long before we found Luna’s half-wispy form hovering between two trees. She smiled at us with cold black eyes and beckoned us to come closer. 
 
    “I guess she did decide to morph with her shadow,” Nyx muttered.  
 
    “She probably wanted to wait until everyone else changed to make sure it was safe,” Akira commented quietly. “Is it weird that I’m both impressed and pissed off at the same time?” 
 
    “Just let it go,” Vesta sighed. “You know she’s an odd one… come on, let’s just return to our normal selves, shall we?”  
 
    “Agreed.” I nodded as we drifted over toward Professor Luna.  
 
    “Now, did everyone have a pleasant hunt?” the blonde professor asked. 
 
    “Yes, Professor,” we echoed.  
 
    “What did you end up killing?” she asked as she gazed at our group with black, soulless eyes.  
 
    “We attacked a herd of antelopes, Professor,” Morgana answered with her shadowy chin raised in pride.  
 
    “Ah, well done,” Luna said as the other students began to float toward our group. “Full marks for that.” 
 
    You did all of this for a good fucking grade? my own shadow’s voice echoed inside my mind. I think we could use our joint power for something else entirely. Imagine my power combined with yours… we could wreak havoc down upon your greatest enemy… I’m sure you have something or someone in mind, don’t you, Cole? 
 
    “I do,” I muttered as I thought about the fucking warlocks who still lived in their Mors castle.  
 
    I’d been craving to attack them for a long time now, but I never thought about how I’d do it.  
 
    Until now.  
 
    “Great, well, now after that fruitful lesson,” Professor Luna continued. “I think it would be best if we returned to our former selves--”  
 
    “Wait!” I cut in. “Let’s not change just yet.”  
 
    “And why not, Mr. Cole?” Luna asked as she placed one hand on her shadowy hip. “We’ve completed the lesson. You and your group have full marks! What else could you possibly want?”  
 
    “Well, think about it… we could use these powers for so much more!” I grinned with excitement. “For example, wouldn’t it be useful to take down an enemy? We are twice as strong right now, and when was the last time a witch or warlock bound themselves to their shadow like this?” 
 
    “Why do I feel like you have a certain enemy in mind?” Luna asked with a half-smile. “Oh, Cole… always thinking of the bigger picture. I’m not sure if that’s a good or irritating quality.”  
 
    “I’m thinking about the Mors Academy,” I answered as I ignored her last remark. “I think we should use our new forms and attack them. They won’t expect it, and we can finish them off once and for all.”  
 
    Excited whispers, shocked gasps, and chitter-chatter filled the air as soon as the idea left my lips, and at that moment, I knew everyone else was already on board with the idea. We all loathed the Mors students for their betrayal, and I knew everyone was willing to spill the rest of their traitorous blood.  
 
    “Cole, I don’t know,” Professor Luna said slowly. “I mean, I love a good bloodbath as much as the next witch, but Headmistress Theodora never gave us permission--”  
 
    “Do you think she’d disagree with the idea?” I pushed. “You know her even better than we do!”  
 
    “Well, I can’t speak for her, Cole,” the blonde witch answered with her hands back on her lips. “You know that!”  
 
    “But think about it, Professor,” I continued. “It would be another enemy to wipe off her list completely. I think she would appreciate us taking the initiative… don’t you? She might even reward you for it.”  
 
    Professor Luna opened her shadowy mouth to say something, but instead, she placed a finger against her lips, and her black eyes looked up toward the sky.  
 
    “I suppose we could pay them a little visit…” she said after a long moment. “We could invade the halls and rip out the throats and hearts of all those who survived and then bring down the entire castle… eat a few warlocks and surprise Theodora.”  
 
    “Exactly!” I grinned. “I think it’s a great idea, and trust me, Theodora will think so as well.”  
 
    “But I cannot force anyone to come along,” Luna continued with pale furrowed eyebrows. Then she raised a shadowy hand into the air, spun in a smoky circle, and began to count all the students around her. “Oh, Satan… I lost count… I’d say a few hundred are here… now, does anyone object to visiting the Mors Academy? Err… I suppose visit is the wrong word, but you know what I mean. If so, this is your last and only chance to say something!”  
 
    When no one said a word, I rubbed my hands together and licked my lips with bloodthirsty anticipation.  
 
    “Well, then…” I said as a smirk spread across my face. “What are we waiting for? Let’s kill some Mors bastards!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 15 
 
    “Well, it’s settled, then, isn’t it?” Professor Luna called out. “Everyone, come together and brace yourselves… we’re about to shadow port to the Mors Academy!”  
 
    As everyone formed a shadowy group, cheers rang through the air, and I knew everyone was eager to kick some fucking ass. I wasn’t sure if it was because of our new powerful forms, or because every witch had been secretly yearning to do this for quite some time.  
 
    Either way, I was fucking ready to kill every last Mors warlock.  
 
    In seconds, a cloud of purple smoke wrapped around us while the forest faded away from view. Then I could feel my shadowy figure tossing and turning through realms, and in mere moments, we were all hovering just outside of the Mors castle.  
 
    I’d never seen it from the outside before, since the last time we visited, we’d been transported straight into their dungeons. The academy’s entire exterior was made from ebony stone, and each one was a distinct size and shape. The architecture was not as grandiose or as elegant as Scholomance, but it was still a reasonably massive fortress. Black gargoyles were perched along the front doors, and each window was made out of muted stained glass. The sky was the color of steel, and charcoal clouds hovered over the pointed towers. We could hear a trace of thunder off in the distance, and the promise of rain hung in the air. 
 
    “What’s the plan, Cole?” Akira asked as we all hovered near the towers and away from the windows. “Should we just burst in and attack?” 
 
    Yes, my shadow’s voice echoed inside my head. That’s precisely what you should do.  
 
    “What if we burst one of these windows open and attack the hell out of them?” I suggested as Professor Luna looked all around her.  
 
    “Hmmm,” the blonde professor pondered with wide black eyes. “I do like a spontaneous attack… by Satan… this is all happening rather quickly, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Just to be on the safe side, though, I’ll use my premonition to sense any possible dangers lurking behind this window,” I said as I pointed to the nearest stained-glass window. “If the coast is clear, I’ll break the glass using motus, and then we devour those bastards using our teeth, claws, and feral strength.”  
 
    “Excellent idea, Cole,” Professor Luna agreed. “Go on, then… do what you must.” 
 
    I nodded before I closed my eyes and forced myself to turn my mind into a completely blank slate. As I focused on what laid beyond the window, I freed my mind from any sense of doubt or fear and then recited the incantation inside my head. 
 
    Periculum. 
 
    Suddenly, my mind wandered past the stained-glass window and through the corridors. There were only a few warlocks dressed in those hideous white suits walking down the bare hallways. No paintings hung against the walls, and the place was unbearably dreary and depressing, but the good news was I couldn’t sense any impending danger. 
 
    We were in the clear.  
 
    My mind pulled away from the corridors, and when I returned to my shadowy form, a smile broke across my face. 
 
    “They have no barriers I can sense, nor do they possess any sort of defenses.” I grinned. “They must still be in the process of rebuilding their student body.”  
 
    “And failing miserably, it would seem,” Akira snickered with bloodthirsty glee. “Ooooh, I can’t wait to eat some Mors flesh.”  
 
    “Now, remember, in our shadowy forms, we are nearly invincible… however, the bond won’t last forever,” Professor Luna explained.  
 
    “Wait,” Morgana said with wide black eyes. “When does it fade?” 
 
    “It can fade at any moment,” Professor Luna answered with a small shrug. “It all depends on how well you can control your shadow and force it to share power.”  
 
    “Professor, with all due respect,” Penelope said in a tight voice. “Don’t you think you should have warned us about that little detail before we decided to kill off an entire academy?”  
 
    “I was so excited by Cole’s prospect that it must have slipped my mind!” Professor Luna responded in a defensive tone. “Besides, no one bothered to ask, so you’re all to blame as well.”  
 
    “That’s some messed up logic,” Akira mumbled.  
 
    “Miss Akira!” Professor Luna snapped. “I’m still your professor, so you would do well to remember your respect.”  
 
    “Yes, Professor,” the short-haired witch answered in a small voice. “My apologies.” 
 
    “Hey!” I said as I waved a shadowy hand in their faces. “If what you’re saying is accurate, Professor Luna, then shouldn’t we move with a little more haste?”  
 
    “Oh, right,” the pale-haired witch responded as she shook her head. “Let’s proceed.”  
 
    “Excellent,” I said before I rubbed my hands together.  
 
    Without wasting any more time, I swiftly turned around and focused on the stained-glass window, and I used all my mental strength to picture shards of colored glass breaking apart and flying into the hallways. Once I opened my mind to the power of Satan and felt no ounce of fear or doubt, I narrowed my eyes at the glass and raised my shadowy hand.  
 
    Motus.  
 
    The window immediately shattered, and shards of pointed glass went soaring backward into the halls. A few students were passing by, and as soon as the window broke, the bits and pieces of dagger-sharp glass penetrated their bodies and cut clean through their skin.  
 
    I grinned in murderous satisfaction as I watched one fragment of glass soar right through one warlock’s eye and killed him instantly.  
 
    “Attack!” Professor Luna screamed.  
 
    The Mors students who hadn’t been killed by the flying, broken glass gaped in horror when they saw an army of fleshed filled shadows soaring through the hallways like a horde of hungry, bloodthirsty ghosts. As we flew down the corridors, cries of terror instantly filled the air, and it sounded like music to my fucking ears.  
 
    “Attack!” I called out before I hovered over the head of a green-haired warlock and then snapped his head clean off with my mighty claws. “Don’t leave anyone behind!”  
 
    Shall we destroy them all? my shadow’s voice echoed inside my mind. I vow not to leave your side until we kill every single one of them.  
 
    “Then let’s do it,” I growled as I spotted another crowd of students sprinting down the hallway.  
 
    Before I followed them, I turned around to see where my coven, Beatrix, and Circe were. They were just behind me, though, and they all had sunk their teeth into warlock necks and ripped their tendons out from their bodies.  
 
    “Delicious meat!” I heard Akira growl through a mouthful of raw flesh.  
 
    “Hey!” I called out. “Follow me! There’s a crowd trying to escape!”  
 
    “I’m right behind you!” Nyx said as she flew in my direction. 
 
    The others stopped what they were doing and joined us as we flew after the fleeing Mors students. It didn’t take long for us to reach the sprinting crowd of warlocks and swiftly take them down, and they cried out in fear and pain as we sunk our teeth into their sweet and salty flesh.  
 
    “Who knew such shitty warlocks would turn out to be so delicious!” Akira growled like a ravenous wolf. “I need more!”  
 
    We laughed as our Scholomance sisters roamed the hallways taking down every warlock they could find. As my group followed closely, we tore through the tuxedo-wearing students, ripped their heads from their bodies, or sank our teeth into their pulsating necks. Each bastard we killed felt like a victory, and I relished in the taste of their traitorous blood.  
 
    “Should we go upstairs?” Penelope purred once we came across a stairwell. “There could be more hiding up there.” 
 
    “Good idea,” I remarked before I turned to look at the others. “Come on, let’s go!”  
 
    We flew up the stairs, and within seconds, we were on the second floor. 
 
    “Wow,” Morgana breathed in fascination. “It would have taken us at least ten minutes to climb up those stairs by foot, huh?”  
 
    “Yeah, probably.” Vesta nodded in agreement. “I’ll admit, I’m not a huge fan of the black eyes, but I do love flying.” 
 
    “Me, too!” Nyx squealed with joy. “It’s so much fucking fun.” 
 
    “You’d know what would be even more fun, though?” Akira grinned, and her black eyes flashed with bloodlust. “Finding more Mors students to drain dry.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m inclined to agree,” Circe added with a pointy smile.  
 
    “So, let’s go,” I agreed. “I can smell them… they’re close.” 
 
    We only came across one or two students as we wandered through the corridors, and it didn’t take us long to rip their heads from their bodies. Most students tried to use their magic against us, but we were either too quick, or they were too slow.  
 
    “Hey, wait a minute…” Morgana said as we quickly floated down the hall. “Isn’t this the second floor with the study hall? Do you think warlocks could be hiding in there?”  
 
    “Hmmm,” I pondered aloud. “Perhaps… come on, let’s go and check it out.”  
 
    We flew down to the very end of the hallway, and once we burst through the doorway, we looked around their study hall. It appeared the same as before, but now there were even fewer books in here. The room was still in pristine and neat condition, but it was relatively empty and all too quiet for my liking.  
 
    “It doesn’t seem like anyone is in here, Cole,” Beatrix pouted as her black eyes wandered around the expansive room.  
 
    “No,” I said after a long moment. “Wait… I can sense something.” 
 
    “What?” Beatrix asked. 
 
    “Shhhh!” the others all ordered at once. 
 
    “Let him focus, for Satan’s sake!” Akira snapped.  
 
    Can you sense them, too? my own shadow’s voice asked. I can smell them as well… we should kill them and rip their limbs from their bodies.  
 
    As I narrowed my eyes and searched around the room, I felt a powerful force drawing me toward a bookcase in the very back of the room. Its pull was almost magnetic, and without a word, I found myself floating toward it.  
 
    “Oooh, look,” Circe gasped. “He must have sensed something!”  
 
    “I did,” I muttered as I edged closer to the simple bookcase. “Look… there are only two books on the shelf.”  
 
    “And?” Beatrix asked with raised eyebrows. “This place barely has any books at all, so I’m not that surprised--” 
 
    “It’s a secret passageway!” Penelope gasped. “Isn’t it?”  
 
    “That’s what I’m thinking,” I growled before I yanked back both spines. 
 
    Nothing happened at first, but just before disappointment could wash over my senses, there was a low rumbling sound, and then the bookcase slowly started to swing open. There in its place was a dark entranceway, and I could hear water dripping inside. The air was cold and dank, and I knew something or someone was inside.  
 
    Yes, a feast lies down there, my shadow’s voice resounded inside my head. If you want to claim it… you’re going to have to put up a fight.  
 
    “We can do it,” I said in a firm voice.  
 
    “Do what?” Morgana asked with wide dark eyes.  
 
    “There’s something down there,” I responded, “and it’s not going to go down without a fight.”  
 
    “How do you know?” Beatrix gulped. “Your premonition skills?” 
 
    “No.” I shook my shadowy head. “My shadow told me.” 
 
    “Your shadow told you?” Penelope questioned, and there was a trace of shock in her voice. 
 
    “Err… yeah,” I answered. “Haven’t you been able to converse with your shadows inside your minds?” 
 
    “Nope,” Circe said before anyone else could. “It must only be you… what does it sound like?”  
 
    “Strangely, he sounds exactly like me.” I shrugged. I wanted to question why I was the only one who could hear their shadow’s voices, but I knew now wasn’t the time or place, so instead, I took a deep breath and looked at the others. “Let’s go.”  
 
    The others all nodded in agreement before we swiftly headed into the mysterious, dark entranceway. As we ventured deeper, the air grew colder and darker, but we could still see thanks to our heightened senses. 
 
    “What are we looking for?” Circe’s voice echoed. 
 
    “Hey!” a panicked voice called out and echoed down the passageway ahead of us. “Professor Nicholas, I thought I heard something!”  
 
    Fuck.  
 
    “Oops,” Circe whispered as soon as we stepped into a dark, dank room. 
 
    For some reason, the name Nicholas sounded strangely familiar to me. I wasn’t sure why for a moment, but then I remembered where I heard the name before. It was when we used the ‘secretum mentis’ spell on the warlock we interrogated in the storage closet when we came back for the forbidden books.  
 
    If my memory was correct, he was the premonition professor who would take on the role of headmaster.  
 
    If so, why was he hiding in a secret room while his students were being slaughtered like lambs?  
 
    Because he’s a coward, my shadow answered.  
 
    Before any of my women could say another word or move an inch, a deep voice rang through the air. 
 
    “Illuminana!”  
 
    A bright light shone through the stone room, and when I looked around, I realized we were surrounded by warlocks and one professor. The older warlock was a tall, lanky man with a salt and pepper goatee and dark beady eyes, and unlike his students, he wore an ebony suit with a sheer black tie and a small golden crest sewn into his breast pocket. His bony fingers were adorned with gold rings and red rubies, and there was a small diamond earring in one large, mole covered ear.  
 
    “Wait a fucking minute,” the rat-eyed professor snarled as he stared right at me. “I’ve seen you before… in my visions… you are the male witch they speak of… but you’ve been shadow tethered?” 
 
    “That’s right, asshole,” I laughed before I swiftly flew toward him.  
 
    “Umbra subsisto!” he shouted as he pointed his wand right at me. 
 
    A blast of light spurted out from the tip of his wand, and I was sent flying back until my head hit the stone wall behind me. My vision went hazy, and I could feel bile rising into my throat like I was made solely out of flesh and bone and not a mighty shadow.  
 
    “Cole!” my coven screamed before they turned to face the smug professor.  
 
    They tried to pull out their wands, but for some reason, their hands couldn’t grasp the rods that stuck out of their waistbands.  
 
    “What the hell?” I muttered as I rubbed my head. 
 
    You can’t use wands while tethered to a shadow, my dark doppelgänger’s voice explained. You can only use the natural powers we harbor as dark doubles.  
 
    “Ah,” I grunted. “Of course, Luna forgot to mention that as well.”  
 
    “Umbra subsisto!” the lanky premonition professor screamed again as he aimed his wand at the women.  
 
    They were thrown backward, and as I watched their shadowy bodies slump against the wall, I could feel hot rage coursing through my body.  
 
    “Hey, you piece of shit!” I clenched my fist by my side and hovered up into the air.  
 
    “I’m sure you’re wondering how I can harm you when no one else can?” Nicholas grinned.  
 
    His students slowly crept behind him as I neared the smug professor, but he seemed too confident and cocksure to even notice his students cowering behind him like a pack of terrified rats.  
 
    “The thought did cross my mind,” I answered.  
 
    “I am a master of premonition,” the professor proclaimed with a wide smile. “I have as much power as your fucking bitch of a Headmistress… maybe even more.”  
 
    “Her name is Theodora,” I growled, “and she’s far more powerful than you.” 
 
    And so are you, my shadow reminded me. I never said you couldn’t use other forms of magic, Cole… remember your skills of premonition far outweigh his. Use it!  
 
    “Theo-fucking-dora,” Nicholas cackled, and I could see his yellow, rotting teeth. “Whatever her fucking name is… it doesn’t matter. Soon, the elders will have her, and Scholomance will be theirs.”  
 
    “I don’t think so,” I snarled as I stared at the stones all around him. “Turns out… I also have a knack for premonition.” 
 
    “What--?” he began, but it was too late. 
 
    I was already focusing on the moss-covered stones, and when I pictured them falling apart and crushing each filthy, cowardly warlock inside this hiding room, the stones quickly began to vibrate and crack.  
 
    Motus.  
 
    In seconds, the walls collapsed, and panicked screams filled the air as the room caved in.  
 
    “Let’s fly out of here!” I commanded as the roof gave out, and I could spot a sliver of grey sky above us. 
 
    As we swarmed through the small opening, I looked down just in time to see all the stones crushing the warlocks into a pile of bloody bones. The women continued to fly upward, but as I studied the crumbling room, I thought I could see a hand sticking out of the mass of rubble.  
 
    When I looked closer, I saw the same rings Professor Nicholas was wearing, and I could have sworn I saw his fingers twitching as he tried to climb out of the mess.  
 
    The bastard was still alive.  
 
    “Cole, what are you doing?” Morgana called out as she looked down at me. “We should go and find the others before our shadows grow sick of us!”  
 
    “One moment,” I grunted before I dove toward the shattered room.  
 
    As I hovered above the stony rubble, I narrowed my eyes at the pile that crushed the Mors Professor but didn’t kill him. Then I used all my willpower to separate the stones and reveal his broken body.  
 
    Motus.  
 
    When the stones spread apart, I spotted Nicholas lying in between two large rocks with a few of his students dead beside him. His body was broken in different places, and his eyes were half-shut as he tried to look at me. His wand was broken in half by his side, too, and his other hand was utterly crushed into blood and bones.  
 
    “N-N-No,” he coughed as blood dripped from the corner of his lips. “Have mercy… please. Satan, have mercy.” 
 
    “Betrayer, you can answer to Satan when you meet him,” I growled as I stared down at his broken body with not an ounce of pity in my heart. “Ladies… would you like to help me finish this fucker off?” 
 
    “With pleasure,” Akira growled.  
 
    We dove toward his limp body, and as the women dug into his chest and stomach, I wrapped my hands around his neck. Then, with one quick hard pull, I separated his head from his neck and tossed it aside. Blood spurted out from the opening like a red waterfall, and I watched with desire and pride as my women tore his body into bits. Akira was clawing through his stomach and digging out his intestines until they spilled out like pink snakes from his open gut, and meanwhile, the others were ripping off arms, legs, and Nyx even managed to pry his ribcage apart and rip out his heart.  
 
    “Hey, I want a bite, too!” Circe moaned as Nyx helped herself. 
 
    “Oh, sure,” the shadowy blue witch replied as she handed the purplish-red organ to the blonde witch. 
 
    “Yummy,” Circe giggled before she sank her sharp teeth into the muscle.  
 
    “I think we’d better go,” Morgana said after she took a massive bite out of his lung. “Who knows how much longer our shadows will remain with us.” 
 
    “We’re feeding them, for fucks sake,” Akira grunted as she slurped some small intestine. “I’m sure they’re grateful.”  
 
    “Still, Morgana is right,” I remarked in a stern voice. “We’ve killed the Mors’ soon to be headmaster, and I’m sure everyone’s had their fun by now. I say we’d better find Luna.”  
 
    “You’re right, master,” Akira sighed as she looked at the half-eaten body. “He doesn’t taste that great anyway… the younger meat was far juicier.”  
 
    Before we left, I decided to grab Nicholas’ head and take it with me to show Professor Luna, just so she knew he was taken care of, once and for all.  
 
    As the women wiped their mouths and flew up into the opening, we swarmed around the castle until we found the broken window again. When we flew inside, we were lucky enough to find Professor Luna hovering in the same corridor.  
 
    “Ah!” she gasped as she looked at us. “Did you have fun… my, what in hell’s name are you carrying with you, Cole?” 
 
    “It’s Professor Nicholas’ head.” I grinned as I held it up, and blood dripped to the floor.  
 
    “You seem to have a talent for ripping Mors heads off,” the blonde professor remarked as she studied the head in my hands. “Satan… he was an ugly fellow, huh? Well, excellent work. Headmistress Theodora will be most pleased.”  
 
    “Um, Professor?” Morgana spoke up in a small, timid voice. “Shouldn’t we be heading back to Scholomance now?” 
 
    “Oh, indeed!” Professor Luna nodded. “We’ve been here for far too long… and judging by the lack of screaming… I’d say most of the warlocks have been wiped out.” 
 
    “There’s one way to ensure none of them survived,” I said with my chin raised up into the air. “I can bring down the entire castle using my premonition power.” 
 
    “Cole!” Morgana gasped. “That will take an immense toll on you.” 
 
    “I can do it,” I said. “I know I can.”  
 
    “Very well,” Professor Luna sighed before she placed her shadowy fingers in between her lips and then whistled.  
 
    The noise was so loud and high-pitched, we all crouched down and covered our ears from the shrill sound. 
 
    “Broom fucker!” Akira snapped.  
 
    “Sorry about that!” Professor Luna called out. “Now that I have everyone’s attention, I’ll be shadow porting us all back outside… in three…two…” 
 
    Then we found ourselves briefly moving through space, and in a second or two, the whole class was flying outside of the castle and staring at its looming towers and uneven stones. The bleak gray sky was growing darker, and as the wind swept across my misty skin, I could feel unlimited power surging through my body. 
 
    Let’s take this fucking castle down, my voice echoed inside my mind. Leave nothing but rubble behind.  
 
    “Well, Cole?” Professor Luna asked as she hovered by my side. “Are you going to take it down or what?” 
 
    Instead of responding, I narrowed my eyes at the stone castle, and with all my might, willpower, and fortitude, I willed it to come crashing down into a mass of rubble and stones.  
 
    Motus.  
 
    In seconds, the entire school came crumbling down, and my whole body shook as the stones disintegrated down into the earth until there was nothing left but a giant pile of rubble. 
 
    “It’s done,” I breathed when my hands finally stopped shaking. Damn, I felt fucking exhausted.  
 
    “Well done, Cole,” Professor Luna said before she snapped her fingers. “Let’s return to Scholomance.” 
 
    A giant cloud of purple smoke surrounded us, and when we returned to the academy, we found ourselves back in Professor Luna’s classroom.  
 
    “Why do I feel so exhausted all of a sudden?” Akira asked as she placed a suddenly fully fleshed hand against her forehead.  
 
    “Because you and your shadows are no longer tethered,” Professor Luna explained as the class continued to groan. “When we shadow ported, they decided to head back into the forest… I think they like it there.” 
 
    My own body felt weak and woozy as I tried to keep my knees from buckling out beneath me. The room was spinning, and I knew everyone was feeling just as exhausted and drained. 
 
    “Now, all of you go and rest!” Professor Luna commanded as she clapped her hands. “I will inform Headmistress Theodora about the Mors Academy, but for now, I want you all to return to your quarters and get a good night’s sleep. You’ve earned it.”  
 
    Everyone mumbled their goodbyes as they headed out of the classroom and down the halls.  
 
    “I’ll be heading my own way now,” Beatrix grunted before she turned a corner and slumped off.  
 
    “Me, too,” Circe remarked before she parted ways. “Have a good night, everyone! That was awesome.” 
 
    “Glad to see she’s in such a good mood,” Akira muttered as we headed to our common room.  
 
    “I feel fine, actually,” Morgana said with a wide smile. 
 
    “Me, too!” Faye added with glittering eyes. “I guess it doesn’t affect everyone the same way, huh?”  
 
    “Well, don’t rub it in,” the black-eyed witch snapped.  
 
    “Sorry,” the two of them responded with small shrugs.  
 
    When we slipped into the common room, Akira, Vesta, Penelope, and Nyx mumbled their goodnights before they slowly sauntered upstairs, but for some reason, Morgana and Vesta remained behind. The two remaining witches stared at me, and then they bit down on their lips and blushed as their eyes trailed up and down my body. 
 
    “Master,” Morgana purred. “How tired are you feeling?” 
 
    I could practically smell their sweet arousal from here, and when I realized what they had in mind, my heart began to race, and blood rushed down to my cock. 
 
    I didn’t get any sleep last night because I’d fucked Nyx silly, but I never wanted to refuse my women when they were begging for my cock. 
 
    “I’m not tired at all.” I grinned. “Not anymore, anyway… let’s go up to my bedroom, shall we?”  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 16 
 
    When I closed the bedroom door, both women were already fumbling with their buttons, and they were clearly itching to rip off their clothes. A hungry smirk broke across my face as they desperately tried to take off their uniforms, and as much as I wanted to see them naked, I had to remind the eager duo who was still in charge.  
 
    “Patience,” I growled with a raised hand. “We have all night to enjoy ourselves… now, did I say you could get undressed?”  
 
    “No, master,” they answered in quiet voices before they stopped fidgeting with their buttons.  
 
    “We’re sorry, master… how can we make it up to you?” Vesta asked with wide, eager eyes. “We’ll do whatever you ask of us.”  
 
    “Yes, of course, master,” Morgana added as she chewed thoughtfully on her lower lip. “What can we do?”  
 
    “Hmmm,” I pondered as I neared the mesmerizing duo. “I think I might have an idea… Vesta, take off your top… I want to see those beautiful breasts of yours. Morgana, I want you to take off allll your clothes, and then I want you both to stay right where you are. Don’t move until I tell you to.”  
 
    “Yes, of course, master,” the elvish witch purred as she gracefully and slowly unbuttoned her blouse.  
 
    “Whatever you desire, master,” Morgana answered as she began to squirm out of her plaid mini skirt. “It shall be yours.” 
 
    Once the elvish witch was half-naked, she began to tweak her purple, swollen nipples, and lick her moist pink lips. I never gave her permission to tease me, but I had to admit the sight was more than pleasurable, and as much as I wanted to grab her full, voluptuous breast and place her bud between my teeth, I held back and kept my distance. 
 
    After all, a meal always tasted better when you were starving.  
 
    As Vesta fiddled with her full breasts, Morgana continued to undress, and soon the sexy brunette only wore a pair of small black panties.  
 
    I bit down on my lower lip as she slowly shimmied out of her underwear and stood stark naked in front of the fireplace. The light from the flames highlighted her entire frame and cast a fiery glow along her long, chocolate-brown hair, and I could feel the blood rushing to my cock as I marveled at her full breasts and the small patch of dark hair in between her legs.  
 
    “Perfect,” I grunted as I stared at the two gorgeous women. “Now… Vesta, I want you to get onto the bed, take off the rest of your clothes, and sit with your legs spread wide open for me.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” the elvish witch purred with bright silver eyes.  
 
    I licked my lips as I watched Vesta crawl onto the bed like a cat in heat, and as she prowled over to the pillows, she took care to stretch out her long, lavender legs with each crawl. The elvish witch locked eyes with me as she began to peel off the rest of her clothing, and I could feel the blood rushing to my cock as her full pink lips curved up into a seductive smile. She hooked her thumbs into the edges of her lace panties, and when I got a full view of her bare, lilac pussy, I couldn’t bear it any longer. My cock grew as hard as a titanium rod as the elvish witch sat naked on the bed and spread her long legs apart, and then I grinned with satisfaction when I got a full view of her glistening, plum-colored folds.  
 
    “Does the view please you, master?” Vesta sighed as one of her hands reached up to squeeze a plump tit, and the other ventured down to touch herself.  
 
    “It does,” I growled as the blood continued to rush to my cock. “Fuck… you look delicious.” 
 
    “Why don’t you come for a taste, then?” the elvish witch asked with an arched eyebrow.  
 
    “I think I will.” I grinned. “Morgana… get on the bed and let Vesta’s head rest on your lap… I want you to watch everything I’m about to do to her.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” the bookish brunette responded as she sauntered over to the bed. “With pleasure.”  
 
    As Morgana climbed onto the bed and situated herself behind Vesta, I began to strip myself naked, and then, when my fully erect cock sprang into view, both women’s eyes went as wide as saucers.  
 
    “Oh, master,” Vesta moaned as she licked her lips. “I don’t think I can wait to feel you inside me. I need you now. Pleeeeeease, fuck me with your huge cock.”  
 
    “In time,” I chuckled as I slowly approached the foot of the bed. “You need to be a patient girl before I give you what you desire… and that goes for both of you.” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” the duo responded with flushed cheeks and glassy eyes.  
 
    “Vesta,” I growled. “Lay your head down on Morgana’s lap… don’t make me repeat myself again.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” the elvish witch purred as she obeyed my command.  
 
    I took my time to crawl toward the two witches, and as I neared the inside of Vesta’s thighs, her legs began to tremble violently, even before I licked her warm, wet pussy. Then her entire body shivered, and a small moan escaped her lips as I took another taste of her sweet and salty cunt. As I continued to lick her, the lavender witch arched her back and leaned her head further into Morgana’s lap.  
 
    “Oh, master,” she panted as her chest heaved up and down, and her legs spread open even wider. “You feel soooooo gooood. Pleeeeease, keep moving your tongue like that… yes, just like that! Oh, fuuuuuck, master! Just like t-t-that.”  
 
    “Are you enjoying yourself?” I chuckled before I plunged my tongue inside her slick opening.  
 
    The lavender witch jolted upward as I ventured deeper inside her sopping wet tunnel, and her entire body convulsed as I swirled my tongue in various directions. I could taste her warm juices as she grew wetter and wetter, and the deeper I went, the louder she squealed and moaned.  
 
    “Fuuuuuuuuuuuck,” Vesta hummed with pleasure. “Yeeeeeees, master! Please, don’t stoooopppp!”  
 
    As Vesta’s slim, lavender body shivered with untamed contentment, I started to lick and suck on her throbbing clit, and the purple witch gasped, shuddered with delight, and then arched her back even higher. Her sweet pussy quivered with pleasure, and she began to rake her slender fingers through my hair as I swirled my tongue in perfect motions along her sopping wet cunt.  
 
    “I think that’s enough for now,” I growled before I pulled away from her wet folds, but as soon as I did, the elvish witch pouted and moaned in protest.  
 
    “Master, please don’t stop,” she begged with wide, desperate eyes. “I need you nooooow.” 
 
     “I’m still the one in charge,” I said as I crawled on top of her and looked into her glassy, silver eyes.  
 
    “Yes, master,” Vesta gasped as she locked eyes with me. “I-I promise to behave.”  
 
    “She wants you, master,” Morgana whispered with desire and eagerness. “She needs your unholy cock to spread her wide open, and she craves for your cream.”  
 
    “I know,” I whispered as I rubbed my throbbing head along her folds, “and she will have it.”  
 
    As we looked deeply into each other’s eyes, I slid my slick cock into Vesta’s sweltering, tight pussy, and the eager elvish witch gasped with instant pleasure the moment our bodies were connected. I grunted with feral pleasure and began to rock my body back and forth in steady motions while her tight walls clenched around my throbbing member. Small, delicious moans escaped from her pink lips as I began to thrust deeper inside her hot tunnel, and as I drilled her with more force, she began to scream for more. 
 
    “Oh, yeeeeees, master!” the lavender witch gasped as I angled the tip of my cock, and it scraped down against the front of her sopping tunnel. “Just like that! Fuck meeeeee!”  
 
    “Fuck, Vesta,” I grunted as her body rocked back and forth. “You’re so fucking tight and wet.”  
 
    “Just for you, master,” the purple witch squealed with delight. “I’m drenched. By Satan, I love your cock so muchhhhh…”  
 
    “I can see her juices dripping down her thighs from here,” Morgana purred in a low voice. “She needs you, master… she can’t live without your stunning cock.”  
 
    Vesta’s lilac cheeks were flushed as I plowed deeper inside her hungry pussy, and as I fucked her senseless, her tight walls continued to clamp tightly around my shaft. Then she wrapped her long lavender legs around my waist, and as I plowed deeper inside her, I stared down into her adoring silver eyes until she moaned even louder.  
 
    “Do you want more?” I teased before I drilled deeper inside her. “I can tell you need more, don’t you?”  
 
    “Y-Y-Yes,” the purple witch squealed before her mouth widened in surprise and pleasure. “Oh, master, yes! I am yours and only yours… please fill me up with your unholy seed! I’m yours to fuck and claim. Ravish me until I scream your name over and over again! I beeeeeeg you!”  
 
    “Satan!” Morgana breathed. “Look how much she needs you, master… I think you should give into her wishes.”  
 
    In response, I went deeper and deeper inside her hungry hole, and each time I bucked my hips against her lavender skin and sped up my movements, her walls grew tighter, and her moans became louder.  
 
    “Do you want to cum?” I grunted as my hips slammed into her skin, over and over again.  
 
    “Yes, master!” the elvish witch cried out. “I dooooo! I want the entire castle to hear my beautiful climax! Please, just don’t s-s-stop! I-I-I--”  
 
    “Only because you asked so nicely,” I chuckled before I plowed deeper inside her gyrating body. “Now, cum for me. Cum as hard as you can.”  
 
    “Ooooooo, yes!” Vesta screamed as she tossed her head back into Morgana’s lap. “Yes, fuuuuuuuuuck, Cooooooooole!” 
 
    Vesta’s silver eyes went as wide as saucers as her entire body jerked upward, and her walls spasmed uncontrollably around my throbbing, slick length. Then hot fluid dripped from her plush, purple thighs and soaked my cock, but I didn’t dare pull out.  
 
    I wasn’t done with the elvish vixen just yet.  
 
    “Fuck, you’re soaked, Vesta,” I grunted as I raised her legs over her head so I could drill deeper inside her hungry pussy. “You’ve made quite a mess.”  
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry, master,” the lavender witch moaned as she bit down on her lip. “You just make me sooooo wet… I couldn’t help m-m-myself.”  
 
    “Yeah?” I grinned as I pushed deeper, and her eyes rolled back. “So, should I keep going?”  
 
    “Yes, master,” Vesta replied as her breathing grew more labored. “Please… don’t stop! Make me cum again! I beg of you!”  
 
    “Good girl,” I growled with pleasure. 
 
    As my cock ventured deeper inside her sopping cunt, her breathing grew so erratic that it sounded like she was on the verge of a heart attack. Her breasts bounced up and down with each demanding thrust, and as I plowed deeper inside her, she bit down on her lip and squeezed her eyes shut.  
 
    “I think she’s going to cum… and hard,” Morgana mused. “I can see it building in her expression.” 
 
    “Oooooh, fuuuuuuck, yes… I am!” Vesta cried out. “I’m going to cum again!”  
 
    “Not just yet,” I ordered. “I’ll tell you when you can cum for me.”  
 
    “Y-Y-Yes, master,” Vesta panted as I sped up my movements.  
 
    As I prodded deeper inside the elvish witch’s soaking cunt, I could feel my orgasm bubbling to the surface, and my entire body shuddered as Vesta dug her nails into my back and wrapped her legs even tighter around my waist. My cock twitched with built-up tension as her velvety walls clamped tighter around my throbbing shaft, and each time she moaned and pleaded for more, I could feel myself nearing my threshold.  
 
    As our breathing grew more erratic, and our bodies rocked wildly against each other, my cock twitched and throbbed, and I knew I needed my sweet release.  
 
    “Cum with me… right now,” I ordered when I was balls deep inside her tunnel. “I want you to scream as loud as you desire. Let’s make the entire school envious of us. That’s an order.”  
 
    “Yeeeeeeeeeeees!” the elvish witch screamed with delight and lust as her walls violently clamped and unclamped around my cock. “Cooooooooooole! Fuuuuuuuuck! Yes, master!”  
 
    When she screamed my name, my entire body convulsed with instant gratification as I exploded my hot cum inside her starving womb.  
 
    “Yesss… take all of my seedddd…” my voice was a growl as I spurted inside her like a hot hose.  
 
    “Ohh… ohhhh… ohhhh!” Her greedy pussy continued to suck and drink every drop of my seed as we both gasped and struggled to breathe. Her entire body trembled beneath me as we remained connected for another minute or two, and then she let out a small gasp as I gently pulled my slick cock out of her cream filled pussy. 
 
    “Hmmmm…” I purred as I kissed Vesta’s beautiful lips. “You’ve pleased me.” 
 
    “Yes…” Vesta panted. “And… you’ve filled me up. Thank you, master. I love the feeling of your warm sperm deep inside of me.” 
 
    “Oh, master,” Morgana breathed with eyes as wide as dinner plates. “That was soooooo hot. I’m already soaking wet.” 
 
    “So, I guess that means you’re ready for your turn?” I asked the brunette with a half-smile. “You’ve been a good, patient girl, so I’m prepared to give you a fantastic reward. Do you think you can handle it?”  
 
    “Oh, yes, Cole!” the brunette answered with shimmering blue eyes. “I’ve been soaking wet and ready for you all this time… please fuck me senseless. I need your delicious dick more than anything.” 
 
    “Well, if you want to feel my cock inside you, there’s something I need you to do first,” I taunted.  
 
    “What is it, master?” the sexy brunette asked as she chewed on her bottom lip. “I’ll do anything.” 
 
    “I want you to lick Vesta’s pussy clean for me,” I ordered. “I want you to suck every bit of my cream out from her cunt.”  
 
    “Of course, master,” Morgana said with a small nod. “With pleasure.”  
 
    The bookish brunette gently pulled away from the limp, starstruck witch and slowly crawled down to feast on the cream-gushing pussy. Then a small, delicious gasp escaped from Vesta’s pink lips as Morgana used her tongue to lick along her plum-colored folds.  
 
    “Ohhh… that’s quite delightful, Morgana,” Vesta purred. “Yesss… drink all of our master’s cum from me.” 
 
    As I watched the sexy brunette pleasure the cum-filled Vesta, I could already feel my blood rushing south again, and I knew I needed to feel Morgana’s full lips around my cock.  
 
    “Good girl,” I grunted as Vesta softly moaned with desire. 
 
    “Should I keep going, master?” Morgana asked as she pulled away, and she licked a drop of my cum off her lips. “I think I’ve cleaned all of your seed out of her pussy.” 
 
    “No, that’s enough,” I ordered before I crawled over to the other pillow and laid down. “Now, come over here and wrap those red lips around my cock. I want you to take me deep inside your warm mouth and swallow me whole.”  
 
    “I’d love to, master,” the bookish brunette purred as she crawled over to me, and her pale blue eyes locked onto mine as she wrapped her delicate hands around my shaft and licked my throbbing head.  
 
    I grunted with desire as her tongue skillfully swirled around my flared tip and along my underside, and when she tasted every inch of my pulsating dick, she moaned with pleasure and longing until I couldn’t take it anymore.  
 
    I needed her to take me inside.  
 
    “Good girl,” I panted. “Now, put me inside your pretty mouth… I want you to swallow every inch of me.” 
 
    Without a word, Morgana wrapped her moist lips around my member and took me inside her warm mouth.  
 
    “Yesssss,” I grunted, tossed my head back, and wove my fingers through her long dark hair as she bobbed back and forth in slow, precise motions.  
 
    “Oh, master,” Vesta purred as she watched us with half-hooded eyelids. “She looks so beautiful tasting your cock.” 
 
    “She does,” I growled. “Doesn’t she?” 
 
    “Yes,” the elvish witch sighed in a dream-like voice. “She’s taking it soooooo deep.”  
 
    Morgana hummed and slurped as she continued to move her head up and down along my slick shaft, and as she sped up her movements, I thrust deeper inside her mouth until my tip fucked the back of her throat and she gagged.  
 
    “Deeper, Morgana,” I instructed. “Be a good girl and take me all the way down your throat. I know you can do it.”  
 
    The obedient brunette wriggled her head down my member until she reached my balls, and as she went deeper, my grip on her luscious brown locks tightened. Then I bucked my hips upward, and when the sound of her greedy slurps and sucking echoed through the room, it only made me harder.  
 
    I turned to look at Vesta, and she watched us with hungry anticipation. Then I glanced back at Morgana, and her eyes were filled with loving devotion and an eagerness to please me. As I grunted with immense pleasure, the brunette started to lick along my underside and back to my flared tip with long, perfect, circular motions. Then she ran her tongue along my throbbing member, and I could feel myself nearing another orgasm. 
 
    But I didn’t want to cum. Not just yet.  
 
    “Morgana, stop,” I breathed. “Get on all fours. Right now. I’m going to fuck you like a bitch in heat.” 
 
    Morgana pulled away from my cock, and a wet popping sound echoed in the room as she licked her wet lips. When she ran a thumb along her moist mouth, she smiled and eye-fucked me, and I could see her entire body trembling with anticipation.  
 
    “Yes, master.” She grinned from ear to ear. “I’d love that more than anything. Please ride me hard and deep.”  
 
    As Morgana slowly turned around, I stared at her glistening pink pussy lips, and once I got on my knees behind her, I batted my hard, slick cock around her soaking opening, and she instantly shuddered with feral pleasure.  
 
    “Ooooooh, master,” the brunette moaned as she arched her back even lower. “Pleeeeeease, slip inside me and fill me to the brim with your cream. I neeeeed it.”  
 
    “How badly do you need my cock inside you?” I asked as I rubbed my throbbing head along her clit.  
 
    “I need it with every fiber of my being,” she gasped as I neared her sopping, hungry hole. “I need you to fuck me, please, master… I can’t wait any longer. Take me… fill me up… ohhh… I need it…”  
 
    “Well, since you begged so sweetly… I think I can do that.” I smirked before I slid my dick inside her slippery tunnel, and we both gasped and groaned with instant pleasure.  
 
    I quickly began to thrust deep inside the tight, sexy brunette, and as I did so, I grabbed her long, luscious hair and gently pulled it back until she cried out for more.  
 
    “Ah, yes!” the eager brunette squealed. “Please go harder, master! Faster! Fuck me like a wild animal!”  
 
    In response, I bucked my hips forward, and as I thrust deeper inside her sopping slit, my balls banged against her clit, and she started to scream out for more. My throbbing cock pulsated with feral hunger and deep desire as I ventured further inside her velvety, soaked tunnel. She was gushing wet as I hammered deep inside her starving cave, and as I plowed further inside her spasming pussy, I slapped her ass with my other hand until her body jerked forward.  
 
    “Oh!” she gasped. “Yes, master! Punish meeeee!”  
 
    “Fuuuuck,” I groaned before I smacked her ample ass again. “Your pussy feels fucking incredible.”  
 
    “T-T-Thank you, master!” Morgana panted as her body rocked back and forth. “Is it n-n-nice and t-tight?”  
 
    “Ooooh, yeah,” I grunted as I grabbed her hair even tighter, and then I pulled her back so I was inside deep enough to touch her cervix with the tip of my pulsating cock.  
 
    “M-M-Master,” she screamed. “I-I think I’m going to cum!” 
 
    “So cum,” I growled. “Cum as loud as you please.”  
 
    “Yeeeeees!” the brunette cried out as her walls violently clenched and unclenched around my throbbing cock like a bear trap. “Master! Fuuuuuuuuuuck!”  
 
    As Morgana cried out, my entire body shuddered before my cock spasmed, twitched, and shot hot cream inside her soaking wet tunnel. I grunted and gasped as I filled up her hungry womb with my scorching seed, and the brunette continued to scream and struggle for air as both our bodies quivered from their explosive orgasms. As we remained connected, her walls continued to clench and drain my cock dry, like a plant soaking up water in the desert sand. My head spun, our breathing was labored, and the brunette nearly collapsed onto the sheets as she trembled violently on all fours.  
 
    “Satan,” I panted as I gently pulled out of Morgana’s drenched tunnel, and thick white fluid dripped out from her glistening opening. “You were so hungry for my cock, weren’t you?”  
 
    “Oh, yes, master,” the brunette sighed in a dream-like voice. “My body was craving your seed, more than anything else in all the realms.” 
 
    “I could tell,” I growled with a satisfied smile. “You sucked me dry.”  
 
    “You two were magnificent to watch,” Vesta purred as her eyes fluttered with exhaustion and satisfaction. “I couldn’t look away… not even for a second. Quite beautiful.”  
 
    “I’m glad you enjoyed the show,” I chuckled as I crawled over to her and situated myself on a pillow. “Morgana, come here. Lay with us.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” the brunette replied with a lazy smile.  
 
    As I laid my sore body down onto the soft pillows, the two witches curled up on each side of me and nestled themselves into the crooks of my arms. The room was sweltering hot and smelled of sex and perfume, and I could feel the blood rushing back to my cock as I stared at the two naked witches by my side. Their slick, curvaceous bodies were impossible to resist, and judging by the way they were glancing up at me with pure adoration and arousal, I knew they had the same idea in mind.  
 
    “So,” I drawled with a wide smile. “Who’s ready for another round?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 17 
 
    Even before I opened my eyes, I could feel warm sunlight seeping into the bedroom, and I knew it was time to wake up. The faint smell of sex and spiced perfume still wafted through the air, and when I slowly peeled my eyes open, a small satisfied smile broke across my face.  
 
    Morgana and Vesta were deep asleep on each side of me, and they both had their slender arms draped over my scarred chest. The two of them reminded me of sleeping statues with their long, silken eyelashes, rosy cheeks, and slightly parted lips. Their sweet-scented bodies were pressed tightly against my skin, and as much as I wanted to let them sleep, I knew it was time to rouse them awake.  
 
    We had another class to get to, and this time, I wanted to be the first one to arrive, especially since it was premonition class with Headmistress Theodora.  
 
    “Hey,” I whispered as I brushed the hair out of the sleeping witches’ closed eyes. “It’s time to wake up. We have class.” 
 
    “Class?” Morgana mumbled, and her voice was thick with sleep.  
 
    “Yeah,” I chuckled. “Premonition.”  
 
    “Satan!” the brunette squealed before her eyes wildly fluttered open, and she looked around the room. “What time is it? Are we late? Didn’t the others think to wake us--”  
 
    “Easy there.” I grinned. “We still have time… look at the sun… it’s barely risen.”  
 
    “Oh,” the bookish brunette sighed with relief. “Still, I suppose I’d better get to my room and find a fresh uniform… Vesta, are you awake?” 
 
    “Barely,” the elvish witch sighed with her eyes still tightly squeezed shut. “You heard what Cole said… we still have time.” 
 
    “But I want to clean up and get dressed before we head to class,” Morgana insisted as she pulled off the sheets. “Remember, it’s not just any class, it’s premonition with Headmistress Theodora!”  
 
    “I know that,” Vesta mumbled with her head buried deep into the pillow. “There’s no need to raise your voice.” 
 
    “Sorry,” Morgana replied as she picked up her discarded clothing, “but we really should get going.” 
 
    “Fiiiiiine,” the lavender witch moaned before she pulled herself upright and turned to look at me with half-hooded eyelids. “Thank you for the amazing night, master… even when I fell asleep, I still dreamt of your glorious cock.”  
 
    “I’m glad you enjoyed yourself.” I smirked. “I had quite a fun time as well.”  
 
    Vesta flashed me a sexy wink before she climbed out of bed and collected her scattered clothing, and then the two witches both blew kisses in my direction before they slipped out the door.  
 
    When they were both out of sight, I chuckled to myself, tossed the sheets off my naked body, planted my feet on the floor, and then stretched.  
 
    “Shall I prepare a bath for you, sir?” Cordelia’s high-pitched voice rang through the air. 
 
    “Ah!” I gasped. “Sorry, Cordelia… sometimes I forget you’re there.” 
 
    “It happens more often than you’d think, sir,” the old, invisible maid responded. “Anyway, no matter… would you still care for a bath?” 
 
    “Yes, thank you, Cordelia,” I responded. “A bath would be perfect.”  
 
    “Excellent, sir,” she said as the water began to run. “I’ll have breakfast prepared for you and your ladies as well.” 
 
    “What would I do without you?” I grinned.  
 
    “I’m sure you’d manage,” the maid giggled, and if she were visible, I’d bet she would be blushing.  
 
    I chuckled to myself as I stepped into the bathroom, and when the bathtub was filled with warm, light-blue water, I submerged myself in its ecstasy. My body instantly relaxed, and all my tight muscles seemed to uncoil at once. The room smelled of rosewood, lavender, and lemon, and it flooded all my senses as I leaned back and enjoyed this small morning pleasure.  
 
    After I washed my hair and scrubbed myself clean, I forced myself to step out of the water and dried off with a towel, and when I returned to the bedroom, there was a clean uniform waiting for me on the bed.  
 
    “Thank you, Cordelia,” I said as I dressed.  
 
    “Of course, sir,” she answered. “Breakfast is ready and served down in the common room… I believe the others are already digging in.” 
 
    “Perfect.” I smirked as I neared the sea-glass mirror, and I thought I caught a flash of movement from the corner of the glass, but perhaps I was just imagining things. 
 
    “You look well, Cole,” a familiar voice said from behind me, and when I spun around, Headmistress Theodora stood in front of me, dressed in a tight white gown, with a small smile plastered on her beautiful face.  
 
    “Headmistress!” I gasped. “You startled me for a moment there… err, can I help you with something?”  
 
    “I just wanted to thank you for what you did to the Mors Academy,” Theodora answered before she tucked back a loose strand of hair behind her ear. “Luna informed me it was your idea to attack the treacherous school with the shadow doubles, so I gathered I’d personally thank you before class began.”  
 
    “Oh… well, you’re welcome,” I chuckled as I stared at her form fitting gown. “You didn’t have to come all the way here for that.” 
 
    “You know it’s no trouble at all…” She grinned before her pale blue eyes trailed down my body, and for some reason, a twinge of arousal coursed through my veins, but I quickly shoved the feeling aside. “Well, I’ll see you in class, then. Enjoy your breakfast.”  
 
    Before I could answer, she snapped her fingers and evaporated into a cloud of purple smoke, and as the mist cleared, I shook my head and chuckled softly to myself. I thought it was strange she would want to thank me in my bedroom, but perhaps she had an ulterior motive. The idea that she wanted more from me than she was letting on sent pleasant shivers down my spine, but I also knew the thought was something I’d have to set aside for now.  
 
    I had a class to focus on, and other delicious ideas could wait for now, so I brushed my long, black hair out of my pale blue eyes and adjusted my collar before I spun on my heels and headed out the door.  
 
    When I stepped into the common room, all the women were dressed and spoiling themselves with a full breakfast. They were so immersed in their food, they didn’t even hear me approaching, and I couldn’t blame them. 
 
    The food looked absolutely divine, and I wondered if it was because we were in for one hell of a class.  
 
    “Good morning, master,” Akira said after she plopped a berry into her mouth. “Grab a plate… Cordelia truly outdid herself this morning.”  
 
    “Don’t mind if I do,” I said as I looked around the crowded coffee table. 
 
    I spotted plates of pumpkin pancakes, stacks of wild berry pixie muffins, boiled and scrambled griffin eggs, freshly baked cinnamon toast, pitchers of exotic fruit juices, and pots of spiced coffee.  
 
    As I fixed myself a plate and situated myself comfortably on the sofa, I briefly wondered what today would hold. What else could we learn about ancient premonition? It was no secret premonition was my favorite class, and as I filled my belly, I grew more and more excited.  
 
    “I’m nervous,” Morgana said as she set her empty plate down on the table. “Am I the only one?” 
 
    “No.” Penelope shook her head. “I am, too… not only is premonition a difficult class, but now we’re facing ancient premonition, and the last thing I want to do is choke in front of Headmistress Theodora.”  
 
    “I agree,” Vesta purred as she ran her slender fingers through her gleaming green locks. “My nerves are completely shot… I can’t even eat a bite of this delicious meal… my stomach is in knots.” 
 
    “Maybe you could use a hit of my dragon breath,” Nyx suggested with a coy smile. “It does wonders for uncontrollable nerves.”  
 
    “Oh, come on,” Akira said as she dismissively waved her hand through the air. “You’re all overthinking it… the best strategy is to go in with a clear head.”  
 
    “Easy for you to say, Akira,” Morgana huffed with furrowed eyebrows. “You never worry about anything.” 
 
    “That’s not true,” the black-eyed witch retorted. “I do worry about things… I just don’t feel the need to express it all the fucking time.” 
 
    “Besides,” I cut in before the two witches could continue hounding each other. “Akira is right… the best way to go into this class is with a cool, calm, and collected attitude. So, I order all of you to relax before we head to class. Understood?” 
 
    “Yes, master,” the women responded in unison, and their shoulders collectively slumped as the effects of the blood pact kicked in. 
 
    “Great,” I sighed. “Now, let’s go… I want to grab a table near the front of the room this time.”  
 
    The women all nodded in agreement before they collected their bags, and we headed out the door. As we trailed down the corridors, I could tell my women weren’t the only ones who were worried about ancient premonition because each passing student either had a pair of furrowed eyebrows or small frowns plastered across their faces as they headed toward class. The energy was tense and so thick I could have cut it with my bonded blade.  
 
    “Well, here we are,” I said as we stepped inside Theodora’s cluttered but beautifully adorned classroom.  
 
    The walls were made of deep red velvet, and rows of intricately carved bookcases were lined against the back of the room. The floors were made out of deep, dark mahogany wood, and piles of patterned carpets covered the center of the room. A black diamond chandelier dangled from the ceiling, and the tall red candles lit up the classroom. Theodora’s desk was at the front of the room, per usual, and it was almost bare, aside from a roll of parchment, a feathered quill, and a small gold goblet.  
 
    However, the one thing that stood out the most were the small gold cages hanging from the ceiling. They were filled with little critters like colorful birds, silver mice, dust-gray rats, chubby possums, and black bats. 
 
    “What a lovely room,” Morgana marveled as she spun in a small circle. “Look at all the books!”  
 
    “Yeah, but Satan… look at the students,” Akira chuckled under her breath. “They look like they’ve seen their own ghosts.” 
 
    “I’ve seen my own ghost,” a familiar voice said from behind us.  
 
    When we spun around, the beautiful blonde Circe stood there with a small smile etched across her face. Beatrix stood by her side, and when the honeyed-brunette met my eyes, she quickly looked down and fumbled with the unusual charms on her necklace.  
 
    “You’ve seen your own ghost?” Morgana repeated in a skeptical tone. “How?” 
 
    “Duh, I died,” Circe giggled as she looked around the room. “What a lovely room… but I can’t help but feel like everyone is on edge… am I right, or is it just me?”  
 
    The serpentine witch was right. As we stared at the beautifully decorated room, I couldn’t help but notice the air was still thick with tension. The class wasn’t flooded with students just yet, but still, each pupil had eyes as wide as saucers, and their lips were quivering with anticipation.  
 
    “Everyone is worried about how they’re going to do in class today,” Faye explained as her golden-green eyes darted in different directions. 
 
    “Ah.” Circe smirked. “Well, if they keep a cool head, there’s nothing to worry about.”  
 
    “That’s what I said,” I muttered as my eyes fell on an empty desk by the front of the room. “We should probably take a seat.” 
 
    “Oh, yes, how lovely,” Circe agreed. “We’ve had to sit in the back for the past few lessons, and I much prefer to sit closer where I can hear better.” 
 
    I chuckled and shook my head as I stared around the classroom. It was filling up quickly, and judging by the strange owl clock above Theodora’s desk, it was almost time for class to begin.  
 
    Then, as I pulled out a piece of parchment from my bag, a gust of wind whipped through the classroom, and a small cloud of purple smoke erupted in the middle of the room.  
 
    When the mist cleared, Headmistress Theodora stood there dressed in a different, auburn gown, and her dark hair was piled up into a mass of curls on top of her head. Her cheeks and lips were painted with rouge, and her bright eyes were filled with mischief as she glanced around the classroom. 
 
    “Well, well, well,” she purred with a small smile. “Everyone’s a little bundle of nerves this morning… no need to strain yourselves with concern. If you pay close attention, take your notes, and follow instructions… all will be well.” 
 
    Just the sound of her soothing voice seemed to be enough for the class to relax. In moments, I could feel the tension leaving the air and soft sighs filled the room as Theodora paced back and forth with her hands folded neatly behind her back.  
 
    “That’s much better.” The headmistress smiled. “Now… before we begin… who would like to remind the class what the four levels of psychic abilities are? You should all know them by now… ah, yes, Miss Morgana?”  
 
    “The four levels are apportation, telesthesia, psychoscopy, and telepathy,” Morgana recited with her chin raised up in triumph.  
 
    “Yes, we’ve gone over these before,” Theodora remarked as she studied the class, “but perhaps Miss Morgana should remind the class what each ability specifically focuses on?”  
 
    “I’d love to,” the bookish brunette said with a keen sparkle in her eyes. “Apportation is the ability to manipulate any object with your mind, which can be achieved through the motus spell. Telepathy is the skill of mind-reading… which is arguably one of the most difficult aspects of premonition. Thirdly, telesthesia is the skill of seeing or sensing danger or obstacles before they appear, which we have learned through the periculum spell. Finally, we have psychopathy, and that is the talent of acquiring information through touch… and the spell for that is ‘secretum mentis.’” 
 
    “Excellent as always, Miss Morgana.” The headmistress nodded. “Now, as you all know, the ancient spells are far more difficult to perfect than what we’re normally accustomed to teaching, but I have faith in all of you. With the right amount of practice, I know you will be able to achieve greatness… so, without further ado, the first spell we’ll be performing is an older and far more powerful version of motus. With this spell, you will not only be able to control the elements, but you’ll also be able to burst heads open and rip hearts out from rib cages.” 
 
    As soon as the headmistress uttered those words, the entire class erupted into excited whispers and soft giggles. When I glanced around my table, each witch had a giant smile splashed across her face, and all sense of foreboding and concern had utterly washed away.  
 
    Now, the room was filled with bloodthirsty excitement, and I relished in it. 
 
    “Yes, yes, yes,” Theodora chuckled as she waved her hand through the air. “It’s all exhilarating, I know. But if we want to perfect the ancient spell, we must pay close attention. If you utter one word incorrectly or mispronounce a single vowel, your head will be the one exploding into a thousand bloody bits and pieces… understood?”  
 
    The room fell deadly silent at once, and Theodora nodded when all eyes were solely focused on her. 
 
    “I’ll take that as a yes,” she chuckled before she edged over to her desk and then pulled open one of the drawers.  
 
    We watched in silence as the headmistress retrieved the crimson book of ancient spells and carefully set it down on her desk. Then, with the power of her mind, she flipped the pages until she found whatever she was looking for. 
 
    “Ah,” she purred. “Here we go… yes… lovely… alright.”  
 
    “Stay calm, stay calm, stay calm,” Morgana whispered under her breath as Akira rolled her black eyes.  
 
    “Here we are!” Theodora said as she tossed her hands up into the air. “Now… before we begin, I’d like everyone to close their eyes and take in a deep, steady breath. Feel the darkness all around you and relish in our lord’s evil grace. Let his unholiness penetrate your soul and enter your minds… yes, that’s it. Can you feel it?”  
 
    As I remained still in my seat and closed my eyes, I could feel an icy, comforting chill creeping up my spine, and in moments I could sense deep darkness penetrating my open mind and sweeping over my entire consciousness.  
 
    “Now…” Theodora said after a minute or two. “Open your eyes… doesn’t that feel so much better?” 
 
    I smiled to myself as a cloud of darkness hovered over the entire class, and I could feel pure evil seeping into my bones and taking over my whole body. I’d opened my mind to Satan and allowed the dark powers that be to take total control.  
 
    And now, I was ready for fucking anything. 
 
    “I can feel a shift in the air,” the headmistress purred as she carefully studied the entire room. “Now that we have the perfect setting, let us move onto the actual spell, ‘modus antiquorum.’” 
 
    When the spell left her red lips, an ear-splitting screech instantly filled the air. The entire class groaned, and when I looked up, a bat inside a gold cage was violently trembling. Its shrill cries penetrated our eardrums right before it burst into a cloud of red gore and tiny bones.  
 
    “Ewww,” Akira snickered. “That was fucking awesome.”  
 
    “I hope everyone was paying close attention.” Theodora smiled as cages of different animals floated down and were set in front of us.  
 
    When my cage landed on my desk, I saw a starved, withered rat scurrying around in a frantic circle, and when its beady eyes looked into mine, it opened its ugly mouth and snarled at me, like the pathetic thing stood a chance. 
 
    “Alright,” Theodora said as she folded her hands in front of her. “Go on, then… destroy whichever animal has been set in front of you using the ancient motus spell.”  
 
    Before I even had a chance to utter a word, I heard a small explosion from behind me, followed by a short scream. 
 
    When I whipped around, a witch with short, dark-green hair trembled in her seat and was covered in thick red blood and brain matter. Next to her, a headless student was splattered over the desk as wisps of smoke seeped out from her gory opening.  
 
    “Oh, dear,” Theodora sighed as the decapitated body finally slumped to the floor. “I supposed she didn’t pronounce it correctly… see what I mean? Now, please proceed with caution. I don’t want to lose any more witches, for Satan’s sake! We are trying to grow the academy!”  
 
    My entire table gulped as they stared down at their trapped animals, and before anyone could utter a word, I leaned in and beckoned them to come closer.  
 
    “You’re going to be fine,” I reminded them. “You have the pact to protect you… and Beatrix, Circe, you two will do an excellent job as well. Just focus, okay?”  
 
    “You’re right, master,” Faye said, and her mouth was set into a firm line. “I’m not afraid.” 
 
    “Neither am I,” Akira added with a fervent nod. “Let’s fucking do this.”  
 
    “Yeah,” Circe chuckled before she rolled up her sleeves and tossed back her beautiful blonde hair. “I died once, and it wasn’t so bad… if I die again, then it’s Satan’s will.”  
 
    While the others prepared to utter the spell, I narrowed my eyes at the pathetic rat in front of me and willed it to blow up into a million bloody pieces. I thought of nothing except the blood running through its tiny veins, and I pictured its beady eyes popping out of their gooey sockets. I relished in the thought of its small, fragile bones exploding into a thousand pieces, and when I felt like I was ready, I took a deep breath, and then the corners of my lips pulled up into a grin. 
 
    Modus antiquorum. 
 
    In seconds, the filthy, starved rat started to shake within its confinements, and its small withered body burst into countless bloody bits and pieces. Gore, blood, and bone splattered all over my desk, shirt, and face as a putrid stench wafted through the air, and the others all stared at me with wide, delighted gazes.  
 
    “Well done, Cole!” Theodora praised with bright, gleaming eyes.  
 
    “Master!” Akira grinned. “That was amazing.” 
 
    “Give it a try,” I suggested as I wiped a severed rat tail off from my table. “It feels incredible.”  
 
    The other women narrowed their eyes at their own confined animals, and without further hesitation or an ounce of fear, they focused on their target. Within seconds, each small animal combusted into a cloud of red smoke.  
 
    The rest of the students took notice, and quickly, the classroom was covered in splashes of animal blood.  
 
    “Fuck, yeah!” Penelope shrieked with pride. “That did feel amazing.” 
 
    “It almost felt like an orgasm,” Akira added with a small smirk. “Just not as great, of course.”  
 
    “I want to do it again,” Circe giggled. “Satan, I can’t remember the last time I felt so powerful.”  
 
    “Now that we’ve all mastered the art of ancient motus… let’s move on, shall we?” Headmistress Theodora purred. “As Morgana mentioned, another ability we’ve covered is the art of retrieving secrets and information through touch. We’re all familiar with ‘secretum mentis’… now just imagine what can be possible when touch isn’t even required? All you have to do is open your mind to the darkness and mentally utter the words, ‘aperire secreta.’ Then all secrets you wish to obtain shall be revealed.”  
 
    As the headmistress smiled coyly around at the class, she snapped her fingers, and in the next moment, a giant cloud of purple smoke erupted near her desk. The smoke cleared after a few seconds, and in its place was a warlock tied to a chair. He had deep, plum-colored hair, sallow skin, and red-rimmed brown eyes, and he was covered in blood, dirt, and Satan only knows what else.  
 
    “No!” The filthy warlock squirmed as he looked pathetically around the room. “Please, let me go!” 
 
    “And where would you run off to?” Theodora asked in a saccharine tone. “Your entire academy is gone. We’ve ensured each brother of yours met a terrible, cruel, and unforgivable end.”  
 
    When the headmistress uttered those words, she turned around to meet my gaze, and I saw the corners of her lips twitch up into a small smile. Then she flashed me a discreet wink before she turned to look back down at the warlock.  
 
    “You’re lying!” he spat as saliva dripped from the corners of his lips. “Why should I believe a word you say?” 
 
    “I don’t give a damn what you believe,” she chuckled, “but I will believe anything that comes out of your mouth… and trust me when I say… the pain you’re about to endure will be like nothing else you’ve ever experienced.” 
 
    “Wait… no!” he screamed, and the veins in his forehead began to visibly throb.  
 
    “Tell me… when did your beloved and deceased headmaster decide he was going to worship the elder gods instead of our one true lord?” Theodora asked with her head tilted to the side. “There’s really no point in lying… none of your comrades are alive.”  
 
    Instead of being smart, the idiotic warlock spat at the headmistress’ feet and narrowed his eyes as he glared up at her. 
 
    “Fuck you,” he growled. “I’d rather die.” 
 
    “Oh,” Theodora said in a sweet voice. “That’s perfectly alright with me…”  
 
    We all held our breath as the headmistress raised her hand into the air and aimed it right at the warlock. His pale, sallow face quickly grew red, and his features twisted into an expression of pure pain and undeniable anguish.  
 
    “Now,” Theodora purred. “Let’s try this again. When did Headmaster Ravana decide to turn to the elders?” 
 
    “H-H-He… changed the curriculum during m-m-my preschool year,” the warlock stuttered. “I-I-I… that’s all I know… please.”  
 
    “It doesn’t even matter.” Theodora smiled. “Now… let’s send you back into the dungeons. We’re running low on your kind.” 
 
    “Wait, no!” he squealed like one of the mice inside the cages. “Please don’t send me ba--” 
 
    Before he could finish his plea for mercy, Theodora snapped her fingers, and the treacherous bastard was sent back into the dungeons to suffer and rot.  
 
    “Well, now that we’ve covered two crucial components of ancient premonition,” Theodora said, “I think we’d better end the lesson there.”  
 
    A chorus of disappointed groans filled the air, but Theodora paid no mind to it. Instead, she turned to her desk and began to look through her book, which was odd, since the class was supposedly finished.  
 
    “Excuse me, Headmistress?” Circe said with her hand raised up into the air. “What about the other two abilities?” 
 
    “We’ll try and cover that as well,” Theodora answered with a small smile. “In time… but for now, practice what we’ve already learned.”  
 
    The class murmured their agreements, and we spent the rest of the class period practicing our spells on different creatures of various sizes.  
 
    Finally, Theodora clapped her hands and looked around the classroom. “I think we’ve exercised enough of your power and energy for one class. Now, off with you all. Don’t make me repeat myself.”  
 
    As students began to collect their belongings and head for the door, my coven took their time to pack their quills and parchment.  
 
    “I’m starving,” Akira said as she brushed a chunk of furry flesh out of her hair. 
 
    “Me, too,” Faye grunted, and she pressed her hand against her stomach. “That spell really drained me.” 
 
    “Yeah, we just had a huge breakfast,” Nyx mumbled, “but for some reason, I feel the need to gorge on a whole unicorn.” 
 
    “Even the horn?” Circe giggled.  
 
    “Sure, why not?” the blue-skinned witch chuckled.  
 
    “I used to collect dead unicorn horns and hooves,” the serpentine witch sighed. “Now, the more I think about it, the more I’m craving meat.”  
 
    “Let’s just get to the banquet hall before you eat each other,” I laughed.  
 
    “Cole,” Headmistress Theodora interjected. “Would you stay behind? I need to speak with you.”  
 
    “Sure,” I said as I looked at the others. “Go on… I’ll meet you later.” 
 
    The women nodded in agreement, but I could see a mixture of curiosity and confusion in their eyes as they slowly left the classroom. When we were alone, I turned to look at Theodora, and I thought I recognized the sparkle of mischief in her pale blue eyes.  
 
    “What’s going on, Headmistress?” I asked as I set down my bag on a nearby desk.  
 
    “Well,” Theodora began, “Perhaps Professor Crimson would like to explain.”  
 
    When I turned to the doorway, I saw the necromancy professor standing at the threshold, and she wore a long red gown that was the same shade of ruby red as her hair. She had her hands folded in front of her, and a small smile crept across her face when she met my eyes. 
 
    “Hello, Cole,” the redheaded professor purred. “Are you in the mood for a little adventure?” 
 
    “Err… well… where am I going?” I asked with an awkward smile. “I need to know that before I can answer.”  
 
    “You’re going to hell,” both witches responded in unison, and my heart just about stopped inside my chest. 
 
    I could feel the smile on my face die as I dropped my belongings, and a cold chill swept over my entire body. No Wicca as far as I knew ever ventured to hell and lived to tell the tale. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 18 
 
    I thought I’d misheard them for a moment, but when I saw the small, sympathetic smiles on their faces, I knew they weren’t joking. These women were seriously planning on sending me to hell. 
 
    I had so many questions, I didn’t even know where to begin.  
 
    “To hell?” I repeated with wide eyes and a gaping mouth. “I mean no disrespect, but… what the hell do you mean I’m going to hell? Are you planning on killing me and then resurrecting me after I’ve visited the afterlife? I don’t understand what you’re talking about.”  
 
    Both women started to laugh, but when they realized how serious I was, they quickly composed themselves, and their expressions turned to stone. 
 
    “My sincerest apologies, Cole,” Theodora said in a grave tone as she tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear. “It’s not a laughing matter at all… but rest assured, we would never dream of killing you.” 
 
    “The very idea is completely absurd and almost comical,” Professor Crimson added with a tiny nod. “You’re probably the most powerful student we have. We wouldn’t dream of ending your life… even if we do ask you to do dangerous things every now and then.”  
 
    “Then what is going on?” I demanded in a sharp tone. “You’re not making very much sense right now.”  
 
    “Well, Cole, as you know, I have been aiming to increase our Scholomance student body count,” Theodora explained as her blue eyes locked onto mine. “If we’re to fight in a war against the elders, then the academy needs more Wiccas, and I’m afraid we must resort to collecting women from another rather… desperate source… so… we need you to go down to the first sphere of hell and retrieve the souls who dwell down there.”  
 
    “Excuse me?” I asked with an arched eyebrow. 
 
    “Yes, you heard us correctly,” Crimson sighed. “Now, retrieving souls from hell is much different from resurrecting bodies from the dead or turning sirens into witches. It is far more difficult, and only those with exceptional premonition and necromancy skills may achieve this, and it just so happens you possess both.”  
 
    “Which is why your coven cannot come along,” Theodora added in a stern voice. “I know it seems strange, and I cannot explain everything in full detail, but please trust me when I say that only you can make this mission possible. Your coven may be strong, and your pact makes them immortal, but just because they’re unable to die doesn’t mean they can’t be trapped in hell. It would be wiser for you to go alone and not risk a terrible fate for them.”  
 
    “There are certainly fates worse than death,” Crimson added.  
 
    Before I answered, I took a deep breath and tried to clear my head. This seemed like a completely wild scenario, but I had to keep my cool and remind myself Theodora always had my best interests at heart, and if she believed I could do this, then I’d do whatever I could to protect and aid Scholomance. 
 
    Even if it meant literally going to hell.  
 
    “Alright,” I said as I looked at the two beautiful women. “So… what do we have to do? I can only imagine this won’t be an easy endeavor.”  
 
    “Well, first of all,” Professor Crimson began, “let me explain what kind of souls linger in the first realm of hell. These souls belong to Wiccas who no longer have physical bodies left in this world, and they are trapped there. The first realm is reserved for those who either didn’t commit enough evil deeds in their lifetime or died before a great accomplishment could be achieved. It is not as dreadful as purgatory, but still, it is not what a Wicca truly desires.” 
 
    “And all Wiccas desire--?” I started, but Theodora cut in before I could finish.  
 
    “To be reunited with Satan,” she finished. “Yes. Our lord Satan does not dwell within the first realm of hell, and if you gently remind the women of that, they will surely listen to what you have to say. They might act as if they don’t care, but trust me, all Wiccas desire the same thing. So, do not be fooled by anything they have to say.”  
 
    “Understood,” I replied as I looked between the two women. “Is there anything else I should know?” 
 
    “Yes, these women will be extremely skeptical of you,” Professor Crimson warned. “This ritual has not been performed for centuries, and most of the history behind this ancient spell revolves around fables and Wicca folklore… so we’re taking a leap of faith here.”  
 
    “Not to mention the fact that you’re a man,” Theodora continued as she rubbed at her temples. “They will not take kindly to that… all forms of mankind who dwell within the first realm of hell are there as prisoners. They serve as entertainment for the women, and I’m sure you can only imagine what they do to them for fun.”  
 
    “What about warlocks?” I asked with furrowed eyebrows. “Do they not also go to hell?”  
 
    “There is a different realm for warlocks,” Professor Crimson explained as she ran a hand through her flaming red hair. “We don’t know much about it, since it is not of our concern, but the point is you’re a male Wicca, and they will find that hard to believe at first. In fact, you will have to use all your power to persuade them you’re telling the truth.” 
 
    “So, I’ll have to prove myself,” I said with a long, drawn-out sigh. “Got it.”  
 
    “Precisely,” Theodora confirmed with a firm nod. “This won’t be the first time you’ve had to prove your worth, and I promise it won’t be the last.”  
 
    “I believe you,” I said without missing a beat, “and I’m not afraid.”  
 
    “Well, that’s good to hear, even though you should be--” Professor Crimson added, but Theodora shot her a cold glare, and the redheaded professor clamped her mouth shut and looked down at her feet.  
 
    “What Professor Crimson means to say,” Theodora said through gritted teeth, “is that you should be wary and extremely cautious. These women are full of tricks and deceit. They will want to keep you there for their own entertainment, just like the other men who dwell there.”  
 
    “Understood,” I replied. “Now, what do we have to do to send me there… I assume it will not be as easy as shadow porting. Correct?”  
 
    “You assume correctly,” Professor Crimson chuckled. “We will need to perform an ancient ritual… I found it after spending many long nights reading through the forbidden books. The ritual itself is easy enough to enact, however, we have no idea where you’ll land once we send you there. It could be in the actual pit of hell… or somewhere nearby.”  
 
    “So be it,” I answered with my chin raised. “I understand the risks, and I’m still willing to go.” 
 
    “We knew you’d say that.” Theodora flashed me a small smile.  
 
    “Okay… let’s do this, then,” I said as I exhaled long and hard. “What are we waiting for?” 
 
    “Not just yet, Cole,” Theodora said as she shook her head. “First, you must learn the spell which will bring you and these women back, both in body and soul. This is the only way to leave hell, and the incantation only works on those who are willing to return to the living world… it will not work on those who wish to remain in hell, so you must be persuasive. Again, you must remind them that if they wish to live their afterlife in the heart of hell with their lord and master, they must follow you back into the living world and complete a truly evil deed.”  
 
    “Alright,” I said with a small sigh. “Understood.” 
 
    As the women explained the task at hand, I realized this mission seemed to be growing more complicated by the second, but I reminded myself I had to keep a cool and level head.  
 
    The fate of Scholomance was counting on me once again.  
 
    “Now,” Professor Crimson continued, “the spell you must recite when the time is right is ‘alio forte tuus dabit tibi.’ Repeat it so I can ensure you know it. I realize you’re incredibly talented when it comes to spells, but I’d rather play it safe. I’m sure you understand.” 
 
    “Of course.” I nodded. “Alio forte tuus dabit tibi.”  
 
    “Excellent,” Headmistress Theodora responded with a proud grin, but then her features faltered, and her smile turned into a small frown. “Now, for the actual ritual. Cole… are you ready? Obviously, once we begin, we cannot turn back.” 
 
    “Yes,” I said without breaking eye contact with her. “I’m ready… can you please let the others know where I’m going? I don’t want them to worry… or try to find me.”  
 
    “Of course, Cole,” Theodora responded as she continued to stare deeply into my eyes. “Crimson, will you please retrieve the blade?”  
 
    Without a word, Professor Crimson waltzed over to Theodora’s desk and pulled open one of the drawers. I was surprised when the redheaded professor retrieved my bonded weapon, and when her bright red eyes met mine, her lips curled up into a small, knowing smile.  
 
    “We took the liberty of taking your weapon,” Crimson explained as she returned with the blade, placed it carefully into my hand, and took a small step back. “You’re going to need it for the ritual.”  
 
    “Cut as deeply as you can into the palm of your hand,” Theodora instructed. “You need to draw as much blood as possible.”  
 
    “Yes, Headmistress,” I said before I pressed the tip of the blade into my skin and dragged it across. I winced as my flesh split open, and deep warm blood began to drip down my wrist and spill onto the floor.  
 
    “Perfect, now keep the weapon on you… ” Crimson said as I tucked the blade into my waistband, “and squeeze your hand tight. Try not to waste a drop.” 
 
    I nodded and closed my hand while Theodora retrieved the book from her desk and returned to face me.  
 
    “Now, please stand in the middle of the room,” Theodora instructed before her eyes landed on the cluttered, bloody desks. “Oh, one moment, please.”  
 
    As Theodora stared at the messy furniture, all the desks suddenly shot toward the walls to create a wide-open space in the middle of the room, but when I made a move to step toward the center, Theodora grabbed my arm to stop me.  
 
    “Just one more second, Cole,” she muttered. “Hos parere imperio!”  
 
    I watched as a giant cloud of purple smoke erupted in the middle of the room, and when the mist cleared, a three-horned goat was standing in its place. It was a well-fed creature with gleaming deep brown fur mixed with a few small black patches on its hide and legs. As it stood there, dumbfounded and confused, its black eyes wandered curiously around the room before it bleated and tossed its head back, as if to ask what the hell it was doing here. As the animal grew more nervous, I noticed that no matter how hard it tried, it couldn’t move its hooves, so I assumed it was placed under some kind of spell to keep it in place.  
 
    “Alright Cole, now before you take another step, please take off your shirt,” Theodora ordered. “Once you do, kneel in front of the goat and remain completely still.”  
 
    “Yes, Headmistress,” I answered as I quickly began to unbutton my shirt. 
 
    Once I finished fumbling with my buttons, I quickly tossed the blood-stained shirt aside, but I couldn’t help but notice the women’s eyes trailing down my body, and it sent a pleasant shiver down my spine. As much as I relished in their apparent appreciation for my half-naked physique, I had more important things to concern myself with, so I quickly shook my head and focused my attention on the task at hand. 
 
    “Alright,” Theodora breathed as she looked away. “Cole, please do your best not to move once we begin the ritual… you must stay as still as possible. One small twitch of your hand or even a parting of your lips could ruin the entire ceremony. Understood?” 
 
    “Yes, Headmistress,” I said as I neared the goat. “I’ll be as still as a statue.”  
 
    “Excellent,” Theodora commended, and she gestured for me to step near the trembling animal.  
 
    As I situated myself in front of the terrified, crying goat, its black eyes stared deeply into mine before it tossed back its head and bleated so loud, I thought the entire castle would hear.  
 
    “Filthy animal,” Professor Crimson sneered as she regarded the small beast with nothing but utter contempt.  
 
    “Don’t worry,” Theodora muttered. “We’ll be rid of it soon enough. Now, let us begin… time is of the essence.”  
 
    “Yes, Headmistress,” the redheaded professor answered with a small bow.  
 
    I remained as still as stone as I watched the two women approach the quivering beast with cold, calculated eyes, and I barely breathed as Professor Crimson neared the screaming animal. I watched with morbid fascination and a tint of arousal as the gorgeous, bright-haired professor pulled out a sharpened dagger from her long, red sleeve and held it with such a firm grasp that her knuckles turned white. Meanwhile, Theodora flipped through the ancient book in her hands, and as she began to recite the incantation, Crimson placed the knife under the animal’s throat, and before it could cry out one more time, she sliced the three-horned goat’s throat with one quick and precise slice.  
 
    The defenseless beast barely had time to jerk as the blade cut deeply into its flesh, and when the blood spurted out like a red fountain and coated my entire face and upper body, I didn’t budge an inch. I watched as the goat dropped dead to the floor while its tongue lolled out of its mouth, and blood continued to pool around my knees, but still, I didn’t dare move.  
 
    “Et suscipe benedictionem hanc sanguinem, dominus tenebris,” Theodora chanted as the room quickly darkened and grew ice cold. “Hoc incolumi anima primo gradu inferiori!” 
 
    A gust of violent wind swept through the room, and it nearly knocked me off my knees, but I managed to keep myself upright. As the sinister chill crept up my spine, I fought against the icy, invisible fingers that curled around my throat and threatened to choke the life out of me. The sensation was overwhelming, but I used all my strength to fight against it and stayed still. I knew if I even coughed or sneezed, I could destroy the entire ritual, and I refused to falter now, even if every bone in my body was begging for warmth.  
 
    “Totum lumen ad suos amores infernales,” the beautiful headmistress continued in a voice that didn’t sound like her own. “Non est alienum in magna potentia Dei!”  
 
    A shrill, high-pitched scream echoed through the dark classroom, and when I lifted my eyes to look at Theodora, her eyes went completely black, and a green glow was emitting from her skin as she continued to chant in a deep, echoing voice. Professor Crimson was fighting against the wind that swept through the room, and her bright red hair was flying into her face as she struggled to remain on her feet. As she did her best to stay upright, I noticed her red lips had turned a pale blue as her teeth violently chattered, and her body trembled from the unforgiving cold.  
 
    “Unum erit omnibus nobis!” Theodora’s commanding voice echoed. “Exaudi preces meas tenebris et clamat!” 
 
    As the headmistress continued to spurt the unholy words of the ritual, the floorboards began to shake, and the walls were trembling as the room grew as cold as death. I could feel furious shivers running up my spine, and it took all my willpower to not react to the violent cold.  
 
    “Nunc accipere eum in tenebras brachium tuum!” Theodora’s sonorous voice bellowed before the entire room vanished from view, and I could feel myself twisting and turning through unknown realms.  
 
    As soon as I was thrown into a vortex of the unknown, I could feel my chest tightening and hot bile rising up into my throat. The feeling was incredibly different from mere shadow porting, and this ritual was far more violent, demanding, and unpredictable. For a moment, I thought I was going to pass out before I even arrived in hell. 
 
    Which was something I never thought would cross my mind.  
 
    Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, I came to an abrupt halt and landed with a painful thud against something that felt like grainy powder. My entire body ached with terrible pain, it felt like my skull had been split in two, and I could taste metallic blood in my mouth. It took me a long, grueling moment before I found the strength to slowly sit up and open my eyes, and then, when I did, I found myself sitting on a stretch of black sand. There were ebony grains for as far as the eye could see, the sky above me was a deep shade of crimson, and the clouds were as dark as the earth beneath me. Small bolts of lightning lit up the sky, but there was no trace of thunder or rain. 
 
    In fact, there was no sound at all.  
 
    The air was incredibly still, silent, and unnervingly calm, and I wondered for a brief moment if Crimson and Theodora had sent me to the wrong place. I looked down into the black sand, and my stomach coiled with concern as I searched for any signs of life.  
 
    “Hello?” I called out. “Is anyone there?” 
 
    When nothing happened, my concern intensified as my throat tightened, but then I thought I heard a rumbling echo in front of me, and I watched with fascination as the sand rose from the earth and began to construct a solid black door.  
 
    I winced as I reached behind me to grab my wand, which was tucked safely next to my dagger, from my waistband, and as I took a couple steps forward, I made sure to keep my weapon aimed true and steady. Wherever this door may lead, I knew unwavering danger and darkness lurked behind it, and as crazy as this whole idea was, I also knew I had to keep a calm and level head. If I showed any ounce of fear or doubt, I knew I’d be dead within a matter of seconds.  
 
    Go inside, the woman from my dreams suddenly urged. You have no other choice, Cole.  
 
    “Easy for you to say,” I chuckled aloud. “Have you ever been to hell?”  
 
    That’s a discussion for another time, her soothing voice resounded inside my head. Just trust your instincts, Cole. They’ve gotten you this far, haven’t they? 
 
    “I don’t even know how far I’ve really gotten,” I replied as I reached for the sleek, black door knob but hesitated. “Death may be behind this door for all I know.”  
 
    That is true, she answered, but you have faced that many times before.  
 
    I took in a deep breath as her wise words rang through my head. She was right, I didn’t have another choice, and I’d already come this far. 
 
    The time to act was now, and there was no more time to waste.  
 
    I took a deep breath and reached for the door again, but when I touched the doorknob, the metal quickly scorched my skin. I instinctively flinched backward, and when I looked down, my entire palm was bright red and already covered in boils and scabs.  
 
    “Fuck,” I growled. “What the actual fuck--?”  
 
    Before I could finish my thought, a shrill chorus of giggles filled the air, and even though the sinister sounds should have sent shivers up my spine, all I could feel was my blood boiling.  
 
    “Oh, you think this is fucking funny, huh?” I snapped as I clutched onto my burned hand. “Let’s see who’s laughing once I get inside.”  
 
    Another round of high-pitched laughter filled the air, and whatever invisible entities were watching, they were clearly fucking with me. My patience was wearing incredibly thin, and I wasn’t in the mood to play any more games.  
 
    “Fuck this,” I growled as I stared at the knob.  
 
    Since there was no way I could physically touch it, I decided on pursuing another course of action, so with all my willpower and internal fervor, I summoned my inner darkness and narrowed my eyes at the fucking door. I willed it to open, and even though anything could be behind it, I refused to let any ounce of fear seep into my mind.  
 
    I was going to walk through the door, and not even Satan could stop me.  
 
    Modus antiquorum. 
 
    In moments, the door burst wide open, and the doorknob shattered into a thousand shards of metal. I took a small step back, and once the air settled, I stared inside the opening.  
 
    To my surprise, there was only darkness within, and a cold numbing breeze blew into my face when I slowly stepped inside the void.  
 
    But when my foot passed the threshold, I found myself falling deeper and deeper into the unknown. I was so shocked by the sudden sensation, I didn’t utter a word, and as I continued to fly downward, darkness enraptured my entire body until I couldn’t help but wonder if this was the end.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 19 
 
    My body continued to descend into darkness, and as I fell, it felt like nothing else existed except me and the empty void that was swallowing me whole. I surrendered myself to the black nothingness, and the further and longer I fell, the more I was willing to accept I might never stop falling. The sensation prickled at my skin and made my chest swell while my stomach churned, but there was nothing I could do.  
 
    I simply had to await my fate.  
 
    As I drifted downward, I thought of the woman from the painting and my dreams. I thought about her soothing voice and her constant companionship, and I wondered if she was with me right now.  
 
    Of course, I’m with you, she answered, and her voice was as clear as day. I wouldn’t leave you now. Not when you’re about to venture into the unknown. We’ll get through this. 
 
    The sound of her voice was instant relief, and I clung onto it like a lifeline as I fell through the empty, dark oblivion.  
 
    Then, finally, I thought I saw something within the darkness, far down below. When I strained my eyes, I realized it was a patch of bright red ground, and it was coming close and fast. So, before I landed in what I could only imagine was the first pit of hell, I braced myself for impact, squeezed my eyes shut, and prepared to hit the ground with a painful and possibly deadly thud.  
 
    But instead of breaking all my bones against the hard earth, my body stopped midair and hovered above the ground, like I suddenly had a pair of invisible wings to support me.  
 
    “What the fuck?” I muttered when I opened my eyes, and I found myself staring down at a patch of shimmering, red soil.  
 
    It’s alright, the woman from my dreams muttered. You’ve made it… now be wary. Danger lurks all around you. Do not be deceived by the stillness… it won’t last for long.  
 
    My body then drifted onto the soft, warm ground, and I waited for something to happen, but nothing attacked me. My wand had landed a few feet away from me, and as I began to move my body, a black skeletal hand shot up from the sand and wrapped its searing hot fingers around my neck.  
 
    “Shit!” I cried out in shock and agony as the scorching digits pressed tighter against my throat, and I struggled to breathe as it tried to drain the breath from my body. I wriggled and thrashed, but its grip was made of metal, and I knew if I didn’t do something soon, I was going to choke to death.  
 
    As the hand tightened its hold on me, and the world grew dizzy, I tried to use my free hand to retrieve my bonded weapon from my waistband. It took me a moment to reach behind and curl my fingers around the leather hilt, but when I did, I pulled the blade out, and with one quick and brutal slash, I cut the bony hand from its skeletal wrist, and its grip immediately loosened.  
 
    Well done, Cole! the woman in my mind praised as I quickly stood up.  
 
    A painful screech echoed around me, and the sound was so high-pitched, I could feel my eardrums vibrating, and I knew they were on the verge of splitting open. As the sound continued to ring through the warm, thick air, I pressed my hands against my ears and took a quick step back while the severed hand fell away from my throat and down into the red earth. Then I watched in horror as another skeletal hand dug itself out from beneath the soil and started to swiftly crawl toward me, like a giant bloodthirsty spider. I took several quick steps toward my wand, and before the limb had a chance to spring up into the air and latch itself onto me, I snatched up my wand and aimed it at the animated limb.  
 
    “Glacio!” I cried out.  
 
    A blast of cool blue light hit the skeletal hand right as it was jumping toward me, and the screeching died as soon as the limb turned into a block of black ice. The frozen hand landed by my feet, and without hesitation, I stomped on top of it with my boot and crushed it into hundreds of frozen shards.  
 
    “Fucker,” I growled before I took a small step back and caught my breath.  
 
    That was only the beginning, the woman’s voice reverberated inside my head. Be on the lookout, Cole. I can feel them... they can sense that something or someone has crossed into their world.  
 
    “I know,” I whispered. “I knew this wasn’t going to be easy.”  
 
    Then my heart suddenly jumped, and my skin prickled when a chorus of high-pitched laughter and music echoed all around me. It was a fast, heart-thumping melody followed by a choir of giggles and long, loud, satisfied female moans.  
 
    The chaos of mixed noises sent a violent shiver down my spine, and I could feel a light film of sweat covering my entire body as I stood my ground. I’d been so focused on the deadly limb that I hadn’t even had a chance to study my new surroundings, and as I stood in place, I could feel hundreds, if not thousands, of haunted souls surrounding me.  
 
    Sweat continued to drip down my forehead and sting my eyes as I clenched my jaw, tightened my grip on my weapons, and then tried to take a deep, steady breath. As grueling seconds passed by, my heart thumped painfully against my chest, and my instinctive fear was causing my stomach to coil into aching knots. I wanted to keep staring at the red soil and pretend like this was only a nightmare, but I knew I had to look up.  
 
    There was no other way around it.  
 
    When I finally lifted my head to absorb my surroundings, my entire mouth fell open, and I nearly dropped my weapons.  
 
    Welcome to the first realm of hell, Cole, the woman inside my head said in a bitter tone, and for a moment, I really did believe I was in some kind of dream.  
 
    I found myself standing in a massive, crimson-hued banquet hall that was ten times the size of the Scholomance dining room, and the entire chamber was packed with gorgeous half-naked women, vile demons, and imprisoned men. Giant balls of fire spurted from every corner of the hall and covered the entire ceiling, and the air was so hot and thick, I found myself struggling to breathe.  
 
    My mouth hung open as I continued to take in the chaotic vision before me, and when I tried to figure out where the music was coming from, I noticed a band of horned, naked women in one corner of the grand hall. They were playing a cluster of bone-like instruments, and as they played, their fingers bled onto their instruments, but it didn’t seem to faze them. In fact, they laughed maniacally as they performed with all their fortitude and fervor.  
 
    As the women entertained and bled, other Wiccas were busy dancing, feasting, or fucking throughout the outstretched, fiery hall. There were rows of men tethered to a back wall, and they were completely naked with thick, silver chains wrapped tightly around their necks, wrists, and ankles. I couldn’t help but stare at their raw, shiny, pink skin, blistering with boils and sores, and at their pus-filled, open wounds. Their red-rimmed eyes were filled with terror as the hellish women either used their exposed members for pleasure or cut them off with rusty blades or sharpened teeth.  
 
    I tried to ignore their deep screams as I studied the walls all around me. They were painted with coagulated blood, and various body parts were used as decorations, including what looked like rows of human penises nailed to the partitions.  
 
    Another shudder crept down my spine as I studied the elongated black table stretched out in front of me. It could have held a thousand people, and it was laden with various platters of unusual substances. As I scanned the glorious feast, I spotted hundreds of dishes of the strangest food I’d ever seen. There were children’s feet, unicorn horns, elvish ears, griffin wings, platters of mermaid or siren tails, bowls of black claws and eyeballs, and plates of assorted severed human limbs. I also couldn’t help but notice that men’s heads were used as bowls, and each rotting face was set into an expression of pure shock and absolute terror as maggots crawled in and out of their crevasses. Plates were made from dried human skin, and all the utensils seemed to be crafted out of human bones.  
 
    I didn’t have to wonder where the human assortments came from because when I glanced past the women, I realized several of the naked men who were strung up by chains against the fiery wall at the back of the banquet hall were also missing their heads and other body parts.  
 
    “What do we have here?” a woman with long, flowing blonde hair cooed as she drifted toward me.  
 
    This woman wasn’t walking on the soil, in fact, all the women were hovering above the red earth as they slowly turned to study me. As the blonde Wicca neared me, I noticed her eyes were the brightest shade of orange I’d ever seen, and it reminded me of the flames that burned behind her.  
 
    Beware of her, the woman’s voice echoed inside my head. She holds great authority down here… the others will listen to her. Sway her, and perhaps you can convince the rest.  
 
    “Easier said than done,” I muttered under my breath.  
 
    “How did you get past Death’s hands?” the beautiful but terrifying blonde sneered with her nose curled up into disgust.  
 
    Her voluptuous breasts were protruding through a black leather pentagram harness, and her long legs were peeking through a sheer ebony skirt with two slits on the side. Her lips were also painted midnight black, and she was completely splattered in blood, and when I stared deeply into her eyes, I could see flecks of flames illuminating through her irises.  
 
    “I froze one hand,” I hissed as I rubbed at my throbbing throat. “Right after I cut the other from its wrist.”  
 
    “Lies!” the blonde vixen snapped as her eyes burned brighter orange. “It’s not possible unless you possess magic.”  
 
    “Who are you?” one woman with copper-brown hair purred as she floated next to me and licked my face. “You’re not dead… at least, not yet.” 
 
    I did my best not to shudder from her sudden touch, and despite the sweltering heat, she was freezing. The sensation of her deathly cold tongue against my skin sent a violent shiver coursing through my entire body, and goosebumps coated every inch of my skin.  
 
    “He’s certainly not dead,” a Wicca with icy blue eyes hissed as she floated around me in a perfect circle. “You smell like fresh, sweet blood… how delicious. I say we nail him to the wall with the others, but I call first dibs on his cock. No doubt he’s well endowed… I can see it in his lively eyes and firm chest.”  
 
    Careful, Cole, the woman from my dreams warned. They’re surrounding you… stand your ground and try to reason with them, but do not show them any sign of weakness as you do. Choose your next words very carefully.  
 
    “I can see it, too,” another woman with short, pitch-black hair cackled before she floated toward me and placed an icy hand against my cheek. “He’s quite a handsome man… I could just eat those saccharine red lips of his… but wait… how did he come to us alive?” 
 
    “Who cares!” another Wicca with bright crimson eyes giggled as she hovered toward me. “Let’s cut him up and squeeze the juices from his bones!”  
 
    “Don’t even think about it,” I growled as I stared into her deep red eyes and raised my wand. “I’ll rip your tongue right out of your mouth, bitch. Don’t think I won’t.” 
 
    Easy, Cole, the dream woman reminded me.  
 
    The women surrounding me burst into uncontrollable laughter and studied me with raised eyebrows and seductive smiles. I knew they were curious about me, which was the only reason I wasn’t dead just yet.  
 
    “You know it’s not very often we have someone willingly wander into our domain,” a woman with long, deep emerald hair chuckled. “I must say… I’m a little bit curious. How did you get here alive? There’s no point in lying… because we’ll know and then kill you slowly if you try to fib your way out of this one.”  
 
    “I was sent here,” I answered with my chin and wand raised. “From what I understood, I was the only one who could enter your realm unscathed.”  
 
    “You were sent here?” another voice in the back chortled. “By whom?”  
 
    “By--” I started, but then someone else interrupted me.  
 
    “I have trouble believing someone would send you here and expect you to return,” a gorgeous brunette with vivid hazel eyes chuckled. “Whoever they are, they must not care much about you. From what I can see, you’re nothing but a worthless man, and whoever was the one who sent you here was the one with extraordinary power… which is why you’re still alive.”  
 
    “I’m a Wicca,” I responded in a stern voice, “and I’m a student from Scholomance.”  
 
    Again, wild laughter broke out, and I waited patiently for them to simmer down.  
 
    “He’s a man,” one witch shrieked with laughter. “There’s no way he could be a student there. Maybe one of the warlock schools…”  
 
    “But he did arrive here alive…” the blonde woman with bright eyes added as her pale eyebrows pinched together. “Even if someone else sent him here, he must possess magic… no mortal men can get into our realm of hell with their soul still intact… but you’re no warlock. I’ve seen many in my day, and I’m not sensing the male magic on you. Your power is… strange. Neither female nor male.”  
 
    Keep engaging with them! the dream woman’s voice echoed. Now! They’re starting to show more interest in you.  
 
    “How did those bastards get in here?” I asked as I pointed to the rows of men chained to the wall. “What did they do? I’m just curious.”  
 
    “They were evil men who did unspeakable things in the living world,” the blonde woman with piercing orange eyes answered. “Now, we use them however we desire… and the more I look at you, the more I’d love to add you to the collection.”  
 
    “Yes, ooooh, please,” another woman hooted. “We can fuck or feast on him… whichever we desire.”  
 
    “How about both at the same time!” another voice rang through the air, and the women burst into laughter once more.  
 
    “I wouldn’t do that,” I said. “Not unless you want to remain here for the rest of eternity.”  
 
    “What would you know about eternity?” a redheaded beauty snapped with searing venom in her eyes.  
 
    “More than you know,” I replied in a cold tone. “I know what you desire, and it’s not an eternity spent in here.”  
 
    “Why are we still talking to this liar?” a Wicca with dark hair and black eyes demanded in an impatient tone. “I say we kill him now and eat his guts while they’re still warm.”  
 
    “I agree,” another woman said as she licked her full red lips. “I call the eyes… they’re the prettiest shade of blue I’ve ever seen”  
 
    “I want his tongue,” another one giggled. “I want to play with it in my mouth and suck the juices from its buds.”  
 
    “You’d be making a huge--” I tried to interject, but there were too many of them speaking at once. 
 
    “Now, ladies,” the blonde Wicca said with her hands raised up into the air. “There’s plenty enough to go around… I say we hang him up with the others and then vote.”  
 
    “Yes!” a redhead squealed with pure delight. “Let’s keep him as a souvenir! We can eat him little by little!” 
 
    “But be sure to leave the penis!” someone screamed from the back of the crowd. “I hope you’re well endowed… it’s been a while since I’ve had a good fuck.”  
 
    “Haven’t we already been over this?” the redhead demanded. “Let’s stop teasing and get to it. I’m fucking bored!” 
 
    “Yeah!” another voice shrieked. “Enough foreplay… let’s tear this man apart. I don’t give a fuck where he comes from, or if he possesses magic.”  
 
    As the bloodthirsty women hovered even closer toward me, I knew if I didn’t start persuading them to join me in the living world, they would capture me for all eternity. I’d never see my coven or Scholomance again, and that wasn’t an option.  
 
    Yet, these women were clearly not interested in my background or my reason for being here, so I knew I had to take another approach.  
 
    As I stared at the fire in the corners of the banquet hall, I willed the flames to burst into balls of fire and scorch the men who hung along the walls. I forced all sense of fear and doubt out of my mind and summoned Satan’s wrath and darkness to consume my entire body and senses.  
 
    Motus.  
 
    In seconds, the flames exploded, and the sudden sound caused all the women to stop staring at me and whip around. They all gasped with shock as the fire began to devour the severed bodies, and the men’s screams rang through the air as all the music died at once.  
 
    “Satan,” the blonde woman with bright orange eyes gasped as she turned back to face me. “So, you do possess magic… and quite powerful sorcery at that.”  
 
    You’ve hooked them, Cole, the woman inside my head whispered. Now, tell them why you’re here and be quick about it! 
 
    “That’s fucking right,” I said with my hands raised up into the air. “I don’t want to hurt you… and I came here with a proposition. I just need you to shut up and listen. Do you think you could do that for at least one minute?” 
 
    “My, my, my,” the witch with emerald-green hair said as she clucked a purple tongue. “You have quite the pair on you… I’d like to see more of that.” 
 
    “Yeah, you’ve already made that perfectly fucking clear,” I growled, “but I’m serious. I came here with a deal… one that you probably won’t ever receive again in your lifetime… or perhaps lifetime is the wrong word to use. Existence?”  
 
    “And what could that possibly be?” the blonde witch snapped.  
 
    “Are you actually going to listen to him, Lavender?” a black-haired Wicca snarled. “He’s a man… the only thing that sprouts from his full, delicious lips are filthy lies.”  
 
    “But aren’t you wondering why I’m the only man who’s ever entered your pit of hell by choice?” I demanded with an arched eyebrow. “Don’t you think it’s a little fucking unusual? Or are you that fucking stupid? You even said so yourself, I possess magic, and you’ve already seen what I can do with your own eyes.”  
 
    “So what if you came here by choice?” the ebony-haired witch snapped. “So what if you possess magic? We hate men, and I say we go with the original plan and tear him apart right now. Let’s just leave his head and penis for fucking.” 
 
    As the women drew closer again, I narrowed my eyes at the stubborn, ebony-haired witch and pictured what her dead, lifeless heart would look like inside her body. Then, as clear as day, I saw a dusty, shriveled heart, still as stone within her ribcage. It didn’t beat or move, since she was long dead, but I knew if I could use my ancient premonition power to retrieve the lifeless organ, perhaps these women would finally listen to reason.  
 
    So, without missing a beat, I cleared my mind of any fear and willed her heart to come to me.  
 
    Modus antiquorum. 
 
    When I uttered the incantation inside my mind, the dark-haired witch’s eyes widened, and she gasped before her withered heart burst out from her chest and landed within my grasp. Then the Wicca cried out in shock as I held onto her muscle and squeezed it until it exploded into a cloud of gray dust, and as the sooty particles sprinkled like ashy snowfall from my hands, the others all took a step back and stared at me with petrified eyes and parted lips.  
 
    “Satan,” the blonde Wicca breathed. “How was that possible? He used ancient premonition…” 
 
    “Don’t ask me,” the black-haired witch groaned as she stared down at the gory opening in between her full breasts. “I didn’t even know that thing was still in there… Satan, that fucking hurt!” 
 
    “Like I said,” I growled as the witches stared unknowingly at one another. “I didn’t come here to fuck around.”  
 
    “You said you come from Scholomance,” an older Wicca with long auburn hair said as she neared me. “Who is the headmistress now?” 
 
    “Her name is Theodora,” I answered with unwavering pride, “and she personally sent me down here because we need your help. The elder gods are growing more powerful, and we need to build our school. We need you, and if you come back with me and fulfill a great deed… you will eventually be reunited with your Lord Satan in the heart of hell.”  
 
    “Well, you do show exceptional power…” the blonde woman mused aloud after a pregnant pause, “and your offer sounds tempting, but if we are to follow you back into the world of the living, you must first prove yourself.”  
 
    “I’m not surprised,” I sighed. “Fine… what else do I have to do to prove my worth to you crazy bitches?”  
 
    The women all smiled coyly at me before the blonde witch snapped her fingers, and suddenly, a low, rumbling sound erupted from beneath my feet. I could feel the earth shifting from underneath me, and when I saw the soil splitting open, I jumped back while the women hovered in the air and laughed. 
 
    “You’ll face one of the most ancient creatures known to the Wicca world.” The blonde beauty grinned. “He’s been alive for longer than any of us.” 
 
    “And what is that?” I growled as I held tightly onto my wand. 
 
    “Et messorem,” she answered with a dark twinkle in her flaming eyes. “Or otherwise known as Reaper. No being has ever been able to defeat him… not even Satan.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 20 
 
    The women all cackled with bloodthirsty glee as they swarmed around me, and the mysterious opening grew wider.  
 
    I took several cautious steps back, and I tucked my weapon into my waistband because I had a feeling that whatever this Reaper was, a bonded blade was not going to destroy it.  
 
    The growling grew even more intense, and I steadied my feet and grasped my wand with all my force as a towering creature emerged from below. My eyes widened in shock, and my heart pounded against my chest as I gazed upon a dark, glorious, and terrifying magnificence.  
 
    I stood my ground as I stared upon a great beastly creature, shrouded in fire, darkness, and ebony shadows. It had a pair of glowing, menacing red eyes, brighter than fire and deeper than blood. Its giant black body towered high above me, and enormous, wispy swords were attached to each of its shadowy skeletal fingers. It also possessed a pair of massive, black horns that were so long, they curled over like an evil ram. When the beast shrieked, I could see fire glowing within its throat, exactly like one of the dragons I’d ridden during the battle against the elders, and its piercing cry was so loud, blood began to drip from my ears and seep down my nose. It felt like my entire body was shattering with its unbearable cries, and if I didn’t do something soon, it would kill me with its voice alone.  
 
    As I took another step back and looked up at the beast, I knew I had to shut it up somehow, so I prepared to use the ancient spell to stun all its senses and movement, at least for now.  
 
    “Tardesco!” I screamed as I aimed my wand at its fiery mouth.  
 
    Several women gasped as the shadowy beast’s mouth clamped shut, and its shrill cries died at once. Its malevolent, fire-filled eyes seared with utter contempt and loathing as it glared down at me with bitter confusion and fury.  
 
    Cole, look out! the woman inside my head screamed.  
 
    In the blink of an eye, the beast’s power returned, and it swung one of its shadowy blades downward and tried to take off my head.  
 
    I quickly rolled out of the way but kept a tight grip on my wand as I tumbled to the side.  
 
    “Get him!” a woman shrieked in a murderous tone. “Kill the man, Reaper!”  
 
    As I struggled to get back onto my feet, the murky creature tried to take another swing at me, but I quickly narrowed my eyes at the blades and gritted my teeth. I’d just used my strength to perform the ancient version of motus, and I knew I had to buy some time before I could use any more ancient magic, so I quickly pictured ripping the weapons from the beast’s claws and sending them fly across this fucking, fiery banquet hall.  
 
    Motus.  
 
    In seconds, the beast’s shadowy blades were torn away from its body and soared through the air. They flew right into the rows of men who were pinned against the walls, and each one penetrated their burned, bare chests.  
 
    The Reaper let out an agonizing scream, and as much as I wanted to cover my ears and shield myself from its ear-splitting cries, I stood my ground and kept my eyes focused on its giant, ethereal body. I knew these ancient spells were taking a toll on the unwavering beast, but they were also weakening my own body, and I had to end the Reaper as quickly as possible before I had no strength left.  
 
    And the only way to achieve that was through discovering its one true weakness. So, with as clear of a mind as I could muster, I opened my heart and soul and tried to peer into the evil entity to discover its one vulnerability. 
 
    Apertum. 
 
    In a flash, I saw its fiery, beating heart inside my mind, and it was pounding faster than a drum. It was situated in between its giant rib cage, and I knew deep within my dark soul that ripping it out would be the only way to end this once and for all.  
 
    Yes, Cole, the woman’s voice slipped into my mind, but you’ll need more than just your premonition power to save you. Summon the shadow… he can help you… after all… he is you.  
 
    As the mysterious woman’s voice rang through my mind, the Reaper took the opening and swung a giant, shadowy hand in my direction. I tried to dive out of the way, but one of his claws slashed me across my shoulder, and I cried out in pain as I fell to the ground.  
 
    “Yes!” a woman screamed. “Now, finish him!”  
 
    As I laid there, the shadowy beast took its time to approach me and relish in its glory, but I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. A part of me wasn’t certain if my shadow could reach me in the pits of hell, but it was that kind of mindset that would prevent any chance of him helping me at all, and the woman from my dreams was right. I needed his aid, and I needed it right now.  
 
    So, with every ounce of strength left in my body, I willed the dark lord to take control over my senses and penetrate my black, beating heart.  
 
    And that’s when I called upon my demonic brother. 
 
    Nunc apparet. 
 
    The crimson-hued banquet hall suddenly turned dark, and the hot air quickly turned ice-cold as a violent, abrupt wind swept through the chamber and caused everything to tremble.  
 
    The beast took a step back, and all the women began to scream. 
 
    “What’s happening?” someone roared in a feral panic. “I don’t understand! This has never happened before!”  
 
    “Look!” another voice shrieked. “Behind him!”  
 
    When I turned around, I saw my red shadow hovering above me with a menacing smile plastered across his crimson face. His bright glowing eyes bored into mine, and when I stared into his evil facade, I felt like I was gazing into a flaming mirror. Before I uttered my next words, I aimed my wand and nodded at him, and he bowed like I was his unholy master. 
 
    Which I supposed I was.  
 
    Then I took a slow, deep breath and spoke as firmly and loudly as possible.  
 
    “Teneat corpus tuum!” 
 
    A flash of yellow light blasted my shadow right in his transparent chest, and my entire body lurched forward as my flesh bound itself to his form. A chorus of shrill gasps echoed throughout the hall as I felt my undeniable, connected power surging through my body, and when I glanced down at my hand, I saw the fiery red glow emitting from my skin. 
 
    A satisfied smile broke across my face. 
 
    Let’s finish this once and for all, my voice echoed with a sinister laugh.  
 
    With our combined powers, I hovered into the air until my eyes were staring into the Reaper’s black wispy chest, and I could feel its flaming heart pumping molten blood through the great, towering man-shaped shadow. It snarled at me as I hovered close to its body, but I could also tell it was confused and stunned. Without wasting a moment, and with all my willpower and lust for utter destruction, I opened my mouth and let out an ear-splitting scream that caused the beast to take a stumbling step back and cry out in agony.  
 
    I glared at my foe, and I pictured snatching its flaring, beating heart and squeezing it with my long red talons. Then I stretched out my claws and narrowed my burning eyes at the Reaper’s wispy chest.  
 
    Modus antiquorum. 
 
    All the women in the banquet hall screamed at once as the Reaper’s heart exploded out from its black chest and landed in the palm of my red, wraithlike hand. With my elongated, sharpened claws, I squeezed the muscle with all my might until it burst into a ball of bloody flames, and the beast cried out one last time before it slipped backward, crashed into the black table, and snapped the entire thing in two.  
 
    A long, heavy silence filled the air as I hovered above the dead Reaper, and as I gazed down upon the thousands of women, they stared up at me with newfound appreciation and revelation.  
 
    “Do you believe me now?” I asked in a thunderous, echoing voice. “Or shall I rip your limbs from your bodies and scatter them around the banquet hall? You can spend the rest of your pathetic existences attempting to put the pieces back together, or you can follow me back into the living world.”  
 
    A haunting hush continued to surround me until the blonde woman with flaming eyes took a small step forward. Then she lowered her body into a deep bow until she was practically lying in the red soil. 
 
    “We’ll follow you anywhere,” she answered in a small, meek voice. “Please, forgive us…” 
 
    “Cole,” I finished. “My name is Cole, and from this moment on, you will not question or doubt me.”  
 
    “We understand,” the black-haired woman with the hole in between her naked breasts added as she also fell to her knees in supplication. “We will sin, pillage, and bleed for you until we help you fulfill your unholy purpose.”  
 
    Then the sea of women all got down on their knees and stared up at me as if I were Satan himself, and pride swelled through my entire body as I stared down at the beautiful bowing women.  
 
    “I will take us back into the world of the living, but you must be willing to join me. I will not force you, but as you know, it would be the smarter decision to make.”  
 
    Without hesitation, the women all stood up from where they were kneeling and gaped up at me with glassy eyes and parted lips, and my heart was filled with satisfaction when I realized I’d won each of their souls and created another army for Scholomance.  
 
    Before I uttered the spell to take us back to the academy, I took one last look around the quiet banquet hall and closed my eyes.  
 
    “Alio forte tuus dabit tibi,” I cried out with my hands raised up into the air. 
 
    Farewell, for now, Cole, my shadow’s voice echoed before the entire red hall slowly vanished from view. We’ll be seeing each other again soon. 
 
    My body violently twisted, turned, spun, and thrashed as I plummeted back into the world of the living, and even through the pain and motion, I did my best to picture the Scholomance banquet hall where all the women could fit.  
 
    When the world came to a sudden standstill, I found myself in the middle of our warm hall, surrounded by naked women, and before I had time to even collect my rapid thoughts or steady my labored breathing, applause echoed from the threshold.  
 
    When I spun around, I saw Headmistress Theodora standing by the doorway with all the professors gathered by her side, and each one of them was gawking at me with wide, proud eyes and relieved smiles.  
 
    “Welcome back, Cole,” Theodora purred as her blue eyes scanned around the room. “Ladies… I’m sure you’d like to clean yourselves up and get some rest. Once you’ve adjusted yourselves to the world of the living, I will answer any questions you might have.”  
 
    “T-T-Thank you,” the blonde woman with orange eyes answered, only now, her eyes were a shade of pale tangerine instead of flaming fire. “I must admit… I’m not feeling myself. I feel… different.” 
 
    “You’re adjusting to the blood flowing through your body and the heart beating inside your chest,” Theodora explained in a soft, kind tone. “Now, come along… my professors will escort you to the infirmary.”  
 
    The professors all silently nodded in agreement as they approached the naked, weakened women and gently guided them out of the hall, but before they swept out of the expansive room, the beautiful blonde woman turned to look at me and softly smiled. 
 
    “Thank you,” she whispered before the silver-haired Olivia placed a hand on the small of her back and led her away with the others. 
 
    When the room was empty, aside for Theodora and me, she turned to look at me with concerned eyes and a deep frown. 
 
    “How are you feeling, Cole?” she asked in a gentle voice.  
 
    “Like shit,” I sighed as I placed a hand over my throbbing head.  
 
    “You should probably rest as well,” Theodora insisted. “Whatever you did to bring these women back… you must have used an unimaginable sum of energy and power.”  
 
    I chuckled. “That would be putting it mildly… I think I’m--” 
 
    Before I could finish my train of thought, a sudden wave of nausea washed over me, my entire body turned ice cold and numb, and the last thing I saw before my world turned completely black was Theodora’s concerned face as she tried to reach out for me.  
 
    When I finally came to, I slowly peeled my eyes open, and the first thing I saw was my beautiful coven, as well as the enchanting Circe and lovely Beatrix. They were all sitting on my bed, and a warm fire was crackling in the fireplace.  
 
    Morgana was the first to look in my direction, and when she realized I was awake, her pale blue eyes widened with relief and pure exhilaration.  
 
    “Cole!” the beautiful brunette gasped. “Look, he’s awake!”  
 
    The others all turned to look at me, and each witch kneeled on the floor and stared into my face with glassy eyes and broad smiles. 
 
    “Oh, master,” Akira breathed in a shaky voice. “Satan, for a moment… we were pretty worried about you there.”  
 
    “How are you feeling?” Faye asked in a smooth voice.  
 
    “You’re looking a little less pale,” Vesta purred as she brushed the hair out of my eyes.  
 
    “How long have I been out?” I asked, and my voice was so hoarse, each word came out as a whisper.  
 
    “For a couple of days now,” Nyx responded as she narrowed her indigo eyes at me.  
 
    “Headmistress Theodora told us everything,” Penelope whispered, and her brown eyes gazed down at my wrapped-up shoulder. “She told us how you went to hell.” 
 
    “And brought back more Wiccas,” Beatrix continued. “It’s fucking incredible, Cole. The whole school is talking about it.”  
 
    “Who knew such a thing was even possible?” Circe sighed in a dream-like voice. “I wish we could have gone with you.” 
 
    “A part of me wished the same thing,” I replied as I stared at each woman, “but Theodora insisted it was a mission for me and me alone… and honestly, I’m glad you didn’t go. It was one hell of a trip… no pun intended.”  
 
    The women softly giggled, but then there was a small knock on the door. Before I could ask who it was, it swung open, and Headmistress Theodora waltzed inside holding a tray loaded with potions.  
 
    “Ah, Cole,” the blue-eyed headmistress purred in a soft voice. “I’m glad to see you’re finally awake. I had a feeling you were… and it’s lovely to see the rest of you here as well, keeping him company and comfort.”  
 
    “Headmistress,” I croaked. “I-I don’t know what happened… one moment I was feeling incredibly fine, and the next…”  
 
    “You’ll be alright,” she reassured me with a kind smile. “That’s all that matters… now, I’m afraid you’ll have to drink a few nasty concoctions to get your full strength back. Ladies, would you please give me some room?” 
 
    The witches quickly moved away from my side and stood by the fireplace as Theodora sat at the foot of the bed and began to lift different vials up to her eye level. She swirled a few potions together and hummed to herself as she devised some kind of remedy.  
 
    “I think this should do the trick,” she said after she handed me a small goblet. “Now, be sure to drink every last drop. With this, you should be feeling as good as new in no time.”  
 
    “Thanks,” I chuckled before I downed the sour liquid.  
 
    As the brew seeped down my throat, I could feel my sore muscles relax, and the thick cloud in my head quickly dispersed. Every single ache in my body disappeared, my vision cleared, and suddenly, the only thing I wanted to do was jump out of bed and run through the hallways.  
 
    “How do you feel, master?” Penelope asked in a small voice. 
 
    “Fucking amazing.” I grinned as I stared at the headmistress. “Thank you.”  
 
    “Well, it was the least I could do,” Theodora said as she stood up from the bed and collected her brews. “Now that your energy has returned, I think some warm food and chilled wine is in order. Ladies, I think it would be best if you give Cole some time to wash up and get dressed. We’ll be serving dinner momentarily, and I want you all to be there.”  
 
    “Yes, Headmistress,” the women responded before they all stood up and headed for the door.  
 
    I watched them leave, and when they shut the door behind them, Theodora looked down at me with a small smile before she placed a warm hand against my cheek. 
 
    “I’m glad to see you’re feeling like yourself again,” she whispered. “Now… I’ll leave you to it. Try not to take too long. I’m sure our new students would like to see you again. Lavender has been asking about you since you’ve passed out.”  
 
    “Lavender?” I repeated with pinched eyebrows. “Is she the one with the orange eyes and blonde hair?”  
 
    “Yes,” Theodora responded with a small laugh before she pulled away and headed for the door. “Now, don’t dawdle! Cordelia has already prepared you a bath.”  
 
    “Thank you, Headmistress,” I said before she flashed me another smile and slipped through the door.  
 
    As soon as I was alone, I tore the bedsheets off my body and quickly headed into the bathroom. As Theodora said, the bath was already filled with warm, sweet, and spicy scented water, and after I quickly washed myself off and got dressed, I headed down into the common room. The women weren’t there, so I supposed they were already in the banquet hall, and my stomach growled as I thought about a hot, delicious meal.  
 
    I quickly left the common room, but the halls were empty, and when I approached the banquet door halls, I took a deep breath before I pushed them open and stepped inside. 
 
    The entire room was crowded with women, but all the voices died at once when all heads turned in my direction. As I scanned the hall, I spotted the new women sitting at a table near the front of the hall, and they were all dressed in Scholomance uniforms. Lavender’s tangerine eyes quickly met mine, and a small smile crept across her face as she looked in my direction.  
 
    The sirens were also gathered at a nearby table, situated close to the resurrected Wiccas we retrieved before the last battle, and as I stared at the crowded banquet hall, immense pride filled my heart. We had expanded Scholomance, just as Theodora had wished, and now I felt prepared for anything. When I averted my eyes, I stared upon my own coven, Circe, and Beatrix, who were seated at a nearby table, and they were staring at me with adoration and pride as I made my way toward them.  
 
    The professors all smiled at me, and even Vanessa gave me a small nod as I took my seat.  
 
    “Attention everyone!” Headmistress Theodora roared as she stood up from the table. “Before I summon our feast, I’d love to formally welcome our new students. I know you’ve seen them before, but I never properly introduced—” 
 
    Before Theodora could finish her sentence, a dark cloud hovered over the entire hall, and a blast of light filled the room. A high-pitched scream blasted through the air, and when I glanced at Vanessa, my stomach dropped as my heart began to violently pound inside my chest.  
 
    The beautiful professor trembled like her entire body was burning from the inside, and her blue eyes rolled into the back of her head. We watched in horror as her mouth parted wide open, and a low growl erupted from her throat. 
 
    “You!” a foreign voice roared from her red lips. “The man who calls himself a Wicca… I know exactly who you are! You’ve slaughtered my noble general, drowned and burned one of my ally kingdoms, and destroyed the Mors Academy! Your deeds have not gone unseen, and I vow to rip your beating heart from your chest while your bitches watch! All those you care for will die by my hand, and you will finally understand the meaning of true pain. By my holy word… you shall all die a most terrible, agonizing death, and all Wicca blood will be on your hands, Cole. I vow to destroy another beloved academy of yours… and there is nothing you can do to stop my unholy army from wreaking havoc upon your beloved sisters. Mark my words and remember my voice, because it will be the last thing you hear before I eat your heart and devour your soul. May the gods show you no mercy.” 
 
    With those final words, Vanessa’s mouth clamped shut, but her body remained upright as she stared at the sea of students. Then, without warning, the gorgeous professor collapsed to the floor with her eyes wide open and blood pooling from her head like a limp, lifeless doll. 
 
    And that’s when the screaming began.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 21 
 
    “Enough!” Theodora bellowed as the candle flames flickered at once. “I will have order and composure, like the Scholomance students that you are! Now… please escort yourselves back to your quarters at once. There will be no dinner tonight… lock your doors and pray to Satan… we may need it.” 
 
    When no one made a move to get up, I could have sworn I saw a bright flame of fury flash across Theodora’s sky-blue eyes, and the ground began to rumble as her temper quickly escalated. 
 
    “Did I stutter?” the headmistress roared as she gazed upon the students with harsh contempt. “Go to your rooms! Now!”  
 
    Without missing a beat, the students quickly and quietly left their seats and headed for the door, but despite Theodora’s demands, I remained still as stone. I watched as the headmistress stared down at her beloved daughter’s limp body on the floor, and in the next second, Vanessa quickly evaporated into a cloud of purple smoke. Then Theodora whispered something into Olivia’s ear, and the silver-haired witch quickly nodded before she also vanished into a thick cloud of smoke.  
 
    “Cole?” Faye whispered into my ear. “Come along… you heard the headmistress… we should go.”  
 
    “No, wait!” Nyx interjected in a firm voice. “I want to speak to her.”  
 
    “What?” Beatrix asked with wide, dark eyes. “Why?”  
 
    “You heard what the voice said,” the blue-skinned witch answered, “and we all know who it belonged to.” 
 
    “King Donovan,” Morgana said in a soft voice. “Yes… we heard it before… when Olivia was possessed.” 
 
    “But that still doesn’t answer my question,” Beatrix added in a confused voice. “Why do you need to speak to Theodora?” 
 
    You know why, Cole, the woman from my dreams echoed. You know very well who King Donovan intends to attack next, and you know you can’t stand by while he tears those Vipera women apart. They might not be your school, but they share the same abilities and faith. You must help them! 
 
    “I know,” I whispered to myself. “Nyx is right.”  
 
    “What did you say, master?” Vesta asked as she cocked her head to the side.  
 
    “I said Nyx is right,” I repeated as I stood up and regarded each beautiful and strong Wicca. “Come on… we need to speak with Theodora… we all know which academy that bastard was threatening to attack.” 
 
    “Fuck…” Akira said as her black eyes grew wide with realization. “Vipera.” 
 
     “Yeah,” I growled, “and we can’t just go back to our rooms and pretend everything is fine and fucking dandy… we need to do something. Vipera is a school devoted to Satan, so we should help them.”  
 
    “Cole’s right, and I refuse to let them get away with this,” Nyx hissed as she bared her teeth. “I know my home is with all of you now… but that doesn’t erase the time I spent at Vipera. I can’t abandon my other sisters.” 
 
    “And you won’t,” I said with unwavering vindication in my voice. “Come on, we’ll speak to Theodora together. I promise we won’t stand back while Vipera suffers.”  
 
    The others nodded, stood up, and trailed after me as I slowly approached the headmistress and the other professors, but the dark-haired Theodora was so immersed in conversation with the other women that she didn’t even hear my footsteps.  
 
    “Headmistress?” I said with her back turned to me. “May we have a word?” 
 
    When Theodora spun around to look at me, there was a concoction of emotions swirling in her glassy, blue eyes. I could feel her wrath, her concern, and her aching heart as she stared back at me, and it stung my soul to see her hurting so. I knew her heart was bleeding for her beloved daughter, but we had to prepare for battle right now.  
 
    “Yes, Cole?” Theodora asked in a firm voice. “I think I know what you’re about to say.”  
 
    “Well, we need to discuss what just occurred,” I said in a gentle tone. “I know you’re probably worried about Vanessa, but knowing her, she will recover stronger than ever--”  
 
    “Yes, I’m sure she will,” Theodora answered with a small smile, “and you’re correct… we do need to discuss what happened. These possessions have been happening a little too frequently for my liking, and even with the protective charms and spells we’ve placed around Scholomance, it would seem the elders are only growing in power when it comes to infiltrating the minds of even the greatest Wiccas. We’re just waiting for Professor Olivia to return from the High Court.” 
 
    “The High Court?” Beatrix repeated with wide brown eyes.  
 
    “Do you think they’ll help us, Headmistress?” Morgana asked in a small voice. “I mean… I’m assuming we’re going to help whoever that bastard was threatening, but surely the High Court women would want to help their sisters? No matter where they come from?”  
 
    “It’s difficult to say,” Theodora responded without missing a beat. “I do hope they’ll come to our aid, but I cannot say for certain… my powers, as strong as they may be, are currently unclear when it comes to the women of the High Court. What I do know is that they do care for our well-being, but it is unusual for them to leave their posts to come to the aid of others… but hopefully, Olivia can use her powers of persuasion to convince them we’ll need their help. King Donovan is a powerful foe. We will need all the help we can find, and we both know who he was threatening--”  
 
    “Vipera,” Nyx interjected with wide eyes. “He was totally threatening Vipera, wasn’t he, Headmistress?”  
 
    “My premonition instincts would indicate yes,” Theodora sighed heavily. “I’ve been sensing a heavy cloud over their domain for quite some time now… but no matter how many owls I’ve sent to the Vipera headmistress, I haven’t heard a word. She is a strong woman, but she is also a stubborn one.”  
 
    “Well, it doesn’t matter!” Akira added in an agitated tone. “We have to do something! Forgive me for being so blunt, Headmistress, but we can’t just stand by and let that asshole kill our sisters! Nyx may be one of us now, but she was a part of the Vipera Academy not so long ago. As a coven sister, I’m forced to voice my opinion on the matter… no matter how bold.” 
 
    “No, I fully agree with you, Miss Akira,” Theodora said as she shook her head. “We’ll have to get there before the elder gods do… I have no idea how much time we have, but I know it’s not much… ”  
 
    “So, let’s organize!” I prompted. “We’ve done it before, and we can do it again.”  
 
    “Only this time, things will have to be a little different,” Theodora said as her unwavering eyes bored into mine. “Instead of using our students as soldiers, we will use our new armies to defend the walls of Vipera. As much as I want to protect my sisters, I will not use any more Scholomance students… other than you lot, of course. I have a feeling you would find a way to rush to their aid, even if I tied you all inside the forbidden dungeons.” 
 
    Before any of us could utter another word, Headmistress Theodora snapped her fingers. After a moment or two, a giant cloud of smoke erupted in the middle of the banquet hall, and when the mist dispersed, the room was crowded with resurrected Wiccas, transformed sirens, and all the women from hell. They were all looking at one another in confusion, and as they stared upon the headmistress and each other, frantic muttering broke out.  
 
    “Silence!” Theodora bellowed as she raised her hands up into the air. “I demand silence!”  
 
    All the women’s mouths clamped shut simultaneously, but their eyes were still dark with surprise as the headmistress regarded every one with narrowed eyes and pursed lips.  
 
    “I have summoned you all here with a great purpose,” Theodora finally explained as thick silence fell upon everyone like a heavy curtain. “We will be heading for battle… I know some of you have just grown accustomed to life in Scholomance, but we need your help. Another sister academy is in grave danger, and we need to rush to their aid. I know it’s sudden, but we must act swiftly.”  
 
    “We would follow you anywhere,” the former siren with the long, light purple hair said as she got down on her knees, and the rest of the women followed her lead. “After what you did for us, it’s the least we can do.”  
 
    As I stared upon the loyal women, I knew the transformed siren meant every word she said. All these Wiccas were grateful for the second chance of a new life, even if it would come to an end. I knew they were all yearning to show their appreciation, but also, there was an undeniable sense of bloodlust glittering deep within their eyes.  
 
    “Excellent.” I grinned as my eyes scanned the room filled with dedicated, bloodthirsty women. “Now that we have an army… we can devise a plan and get a move on.”  
 
    “Firstly, we must agree upon our mode of travel,” Theodora mused aloud.  
 
    “Shall we attack with shadows then, Headmistress?” Luna asked with wide, lavender eyes. “I’d love to attack those men with an army of dark, deadly silhouettes. We can bond ourselves to our doubles’ forms and fly there.”  
 
    “Or perhaps we can ride dragons?” Evanora suggested as she pulled up her long, pink hair. “We can tear through those bastards and cause a rain of blood to shower from the clouds.”  
 
    “Well, firstly, we have no idea if we can use either,” I interjected as I stared between the two professors.  
 
    “Whatever do you mean?” Evanora asked with a raised pink eyebrow.  
 
    “We have no idea which women are capable of dragon-riding or shadow bonding,” I explained.  
 
    “Actually, we do.” Luna smirked with twinkling, proud eyes. “The sirens show tremendous talent when it comes to shadow bonding. I was incredibly impressed when they mastered the skill on the first try.”  
 
    “I thought they were solely assigned to preschool lessons?” Morgana asked with an arched eyebrow.  
 
    “They were at first,” the pale-haired professor responded as she carefully studied the bookworm, “but they demonstrated so much talent in so little time that I decided to move them onto advanced, ancient magic.” 
 
    “So, why don’t we assign the sirens to their shadow doubles?” Faye recommended. “And others can ride on dragons… Professor Evanora, who showed the most promise when it came to dragon riding?”  
 
    “Oh, I would say the resurrected women Crimson retrieved,” Evanora responded without missing a beat.  
 
    “What about the women from hell?” I asked. “What can we assign them to?” 
 
    “Well, since they just arrived… I have no idea who is capable of riding a dragon…” the pink-haired professor answered, “and as for the sirens… let’s just say dragon-riding wasn’t exactly their forte.”  
 
    “Probably since they’re still getting used to their legs,” Vesta mused aloud. “That makes sense.” 
 
    “But that still doesn’t answer the question about the women from hell,” I sighed. “Shall we simply arm them with weapons?”  
 
    “Why don’t you just ask us?” a voice demanded from afar. “Instead of assuming what we’re capable of.”  
 
    When I turned around, all the women were back on their feet and gathered into a tight-knit crowd. When my eyes darted around the expansive cluster, I realized the blonde-haired Wicca with the pale, tangerine eyes was the one who had spoken up. She was gazing upon me with her chin raised, and her eyes were brimming with savagery. 
 
    “Lavender is right,” a black-haired woman added, and I quickly recognized her as the witch whose heart I had ripped from her chest. “Some of us might have no recollection of our former talents and abilities, but that doesn’t apply to all of us. In fact, some of us are more than capable of using dark, ancient magic. Hell, we are full Wiccan and have already graduated from an academy.” 
 
    “That’s right.” A green-haired woman with shimmering blue eyes smiled. “For instance, I happen to be an excellent dragon rider. I used to tame and ride them for sport when I was a student, many, many years ago.” 
 
    “And I used to get full marks in my shadow classes,” added another voice from the crowd. 
 
    “Me, too!” another one said.  
 
    “And me!” someone else cried from afar.  
 
    The entire room was soon filled with frantic voices and overwhelming noise, and I couldn’t hear a word in edgewise. Judging by the headmistress’ face, I knew she was pleased by this outcome, but she still needed order and silence.  
 
    “Quiet!” Theodora commanded as she raised her hands up into the air, but a small satisfied smile was playing on her lips. “I see your point… you’re all capable, strong witches, and we’ll need that moving forward.” 
 
    The headmistress then turned to look at my coven and me, and as she folded her hands in front of her, she looked at each of us carefully before she continued. 
 
    “Well, it would seem Satan has heard our prayers,” she purred with shimmering blue eyes.  
 
    “And now that we have that sorted,” I said as I looked deeply at the headmistress. “Let’s give them the freedom to place themselves into whichever group they see fit.” 
 
    “I wholeheartedly agree,” Theodora responded after a moment of silence, and then she turned to look at the vast group of women before she cleared her throat. “All those who consider themselves to be expert dragon riders, please stand at the far end of the hall… and all those who are familiar with the art of ancient shadow bonding can stand on the right. All those who would prefer to use a weapon and or wand while being shadow ported into the Vipera Academy… stay where you are.” 
 
    Soon, the room began to divide, and I was more than pleased to see hundreds of hell-risen women following the resurrected witches toward the back of the room, while countless others situated themselves at the right end of the hall. A few witches remained in place with vacant looks in their eyes, but despite the loss they must have felt for not remembering their skills or knowing what talents they possessed, they didn’t show any signs of fear. Finally, when the room was still, and hundreds of Wiccas were collected in different sections of the room, a broad smile broke across my face, and I could feel my entire heart swelling with pride, hope, and lust for elder blood.  
 
    “Lovely,” Theodora purred as she gazed around the room. “I suppose that means we won’t have to shadow port too many Wiccas. This certainly makes devising a plan even easier.”  
 
    “So, now that we know who can ride dragons, shadow bond, and fight with wands and weapons, what’s the first step, Headmistress?” Beatrix asked with eager brown eyes. 
 
    “Well,” Theodora sighed as she folded her hands neatly in front of her, “I’ll take a quick trip over to the academy and inform the headmistress we’re there to help. She’s a stubborn one, but I’m sure once she sees the reinforcements we’re bringing, she’ll realize just how grave the situation truly is. And if she refuses our help, which is a slim possibility, we still won’t leave until we slaughter every elder bastard.”  
 
    “And after you inform the headmistress, then what?” I asked. “We need to situate ourselves on the perimeter, in the skies, and inside the castle.”  
 
    “Yes.” Theodora nodded in agreement. “Once I’ve got the Vipera women armed and ready, we will set up defenses along the ground and up in the sky. Now… I hope you’re all well rested because it’s going to be an exceptionally long, long night.”  
 
    “Yes, Headmistress,” we answered in unison.  
 
     “Now, of course, we cannot leave the academy defenseless, so--” Headmistress Theodora began until someone’s stern sounding voice interrupted her.  
 
    “Which is why we’ll be here to take care of the students should anything happen.”  
 
    When we spun around, I was both surprised and beyond pleased to see the High Court women all standing by the threshold with Professor Olivia by their sides.  
 
    “Madame Soulton!” Theodora gasped. “I didn’t sense you there.”  
 
    The beautiful, pale blonde Wicca with snake-green eyes smiled at Theodora as she waltzed toward us, and the other women all parted out of the way as she floated across the banquet hall and approached Theodora before she planted a small kiss on her cheek.  
 
    “After what happened last time, we decided it would be craven of us not to contribute in some way,” the beautiful blonde explained as she smiled at Theodora. “Olivia already informed us about your dear Vanessa… we vow to protect her and all the students here while you help defend the walls of Vipera. It’s not much, but we hope it will suffice.”  
 
    “Thank you,” Theodora breathed as she stared at the women of the High Court. “We truly appreciate it… in fact, I cannot thank you enough.” 
 
    “Well, now that we know Scholomance will be protected,” I started. “We have to get a move on… and quickly.”  
 
    “With that being said,” Vesta purred. “Shall I fetch the armor? I kept it in a safe room after the last attack.”  
 
    “We’ll also need weapons,” Akira added with a blood-thirsty grin. “I can grab them as well.”  
 
    “Yes, please, ladies… and be quick about it,” Headmistress Theodora answered before she turned to look at me. “Cole, before we proceed, may I please have a word with you in private?”  
 
    “Of course, Headmistress,” I responded.  
 
    Theodora smiled as she placed her hand on my back and gently led me away from the others, but as she did so, my coven stared at me with furrowed eyebrows and small frowns. I could tell by Theodora’s tone there was something else weighing heavily on her mind, and I had a feeling it had something to do with me and me alone.  
 
    “Cole,” she said when we were in a quiet corner and away from the others. “I need you to understand something before we carry on. It might not be easy to hear, but after everything you’ve endured, I’m sure this won’t come as a surprise to you… in fact, I have a feeling you already know what I’m about to tell you.” 
 
    “What is it?” I said as I narrowed my eyes at her. “I’m sure whatever it is, I can handle it.”  
 
    “Well,” she began as she pursed her lips. “This entire warning… King Donovan is toying with you… he spoke your name… I wasn’t even aware he knew you by name. This is concerning enough, but the point is, as soon as he spoke through Vanessa’s lips, I knew he was solely speaking to you. This whole attack is just to lure you into Vipera so he may face you.” 
 
    “Headmistress, with all due respect,” I said. “So what? I’m sure it’s nothing I haven’t faced before.”  
 
    “Ah, be careful, Cole,” Theodora warned as her pale eyes bored into mine. “King Donovan knows you will do whatever you can to protect and aid your fellow Wiccas, no matter what. He’s using Vipera to confront you specifically, and I sense he will do anything within his power to tear you into pieces in front of your beloved coven. He knows the Vipera women aren’t as equipped to deal with an attack, and he’s not only seeking revenge… he is specifically seeking you. He will stop at nothing to kill you, and facing him is in your future. I can feel it, but I’m afraid I cannot sense the outcome. You may be heading straight for death, and I know there’s nothing I can do or say to stop you from going into battle.”  
 
    “I figured,” I answered without hesitation. “I know he wants to kill me with his bare hands… he made that perfectly clear when he possessed Vanessa, and I’m not afraid. I will be prepared to face him, man to… well, you know what I mean.”  
 
    “Cole,” Theodora sighed as she rubbed at her temples. “I know your heart is filled with courage and determination… but do not underestimate him. Not for one second. He is powerful beyond measure… perhaps more powerful than anything you’ve ever encountered.” 
 
    “Perhaps he should be the one not to underestimate me,” I responded. “Please, Headmistress… I will be sure not to misjudge him. I know he harbors great power, but so do I. I’m ready.”  
 
    “Yes, I know,” Theodora said with a small smile. “Just please… be alert the entire time and do not falter in any way. Promise me.” 
 
    “I promise I won’t,” I vowed as I took a step closer toward her. “Now… let’s prepare the Wiccas with armor and weapons, and meanwhile, you can warn the Vipera headmistress about what’s to come.” 
 
    “Yes, I shall leave at once--” Theodora began, but she suddenly doubled over and pressed her fingers against her temples, like her head was going to explode.  
 
    Then she screamed out in agony, and her face turned deathly pale as she fell forward and into my arms.  
 
    “Headmistress?” I cried out as I caught her. “What’s wrong?” 
 
    Fearful eyes turned to Theodora as the headmistress breathed heavily in my arms and tried to look up at me with wide, panic filled eyes. Her entire body was violently trembling as she sucked in quick breaths and grasped tightly onto my arms.  
 
    Finally, she caught her breath and managed to stand upright before she turned to look at the sea of women all gawking helplessly in our direction.  
 
    “The Vipera Headmistress,” Theodora gasped as she placed a hand over her heart. “She’s already dead. King Donovan and his army have already penetrated the walls of Vipera.”  
 
    When I looked over at Nyx, her indigo eyes were swelling with horror, and I could feel a sudden shift in the air. It felt as if someone had knocked the wind right out of me as I stared at the resilient but slightly worried women before me.  
 
    “Then we need to leave,” I finally declared. “Right now.”  
 
    It was time to go to war.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 22 
 
    As Akira and Vesta ran off to fetch the weapons and armor, I glanced at the professors and took a deep breath. I saw the muddled confusion and concern embedded deep within their eyes, but I still knew they were prepared for anything.  
 
    Even if the possibility of death lurked on the horizon. 
 
    “It seems we have no time to devise a proper plan,” I explained in a rushed voice. “So, we won’t be flying the dragons directly to Vipera… we clearly don’t have enough time. Headmistress Theodora, if we work together, surely we can transport every dragon, shadow, and Wicca all at once?”  
 
    “It can be done,” Theodora answered as she chewed on her bottom lip, “but it certainly won’t be easy… in fact, it will take a great sum of power and energy.”  
 
    “It’s our only chance,” I said as I glanced around the room. “We’re running out of time and options, Headmistress.”  
 
    “I know,” she sighed, and her blue eyes darted around the banquet hall. “This is certainly not how I wanted things to pan out, but perhaps the dark spirits have another plan for us.”  
 
    “We’re here!” Vesta called out with Akira by her side. “We come bearing arms!”  
 
    Together, the two witches commanded a stream of weapons and armor to float into the banquet hall, and as they narrowed their eyes at the artifacts of warfare, they managed to guide them toward the tables and then carefully set them down. As I stared at the weapons, I spotted silver daggers, gold lances, longswords, granite-tinted axes, and other deadly arms I knew the women could handle.  
 
    Even if we were acting with haste, we wouldn’t be traveling unprepared.  
 
    “Excellent!” Theodora cried out as she clasped her hands together. “Now, everyone, gear up and be quick about it… time is of the essence.”  
 
    Without missing a beat, all the women gathered around the table and began to dress in shimmering gold and silver armor. As they quickly adorned themselves with assorted weapons, I followed suit and grabbed the largest silver breastplate I could find and secured it across my waist with brown leather straps.  
 
    “Um, Headmistress?” Beatrix peeped as she struggled to secure her own armor across her voluptuous breasts.  
 
    “Yes, Miss Beatrix?” Theodora responded as she stared at the light-haired witch with curious eyes.  
 
    “I-I-I think I know a protection charm…” she stuttered as a deep blush crept across her cheeks. “I’d been reading about one used during the First Dawn… you know, when witches still garbed armor?” 
 
    “And?” Theodora gently pushed.  
 
    “I-I think I can cast it upon our breastplates,” Beatrix struggled to explain. “It won’t protect us from all sorts of spells, but I think it would be better than nothing.”  
 
    “Well, then.” Theodora smiled with shimmering eyes. “What are you waiting for? Cast it upon the women.” 
 
    “Err,” Beatrix said in a faint voice as she glanced around the room. “Excuse me? Everyone…?”  
 
    “Hey!” I cried out in a commanding voice, and all motion stopped at once. “Beatrix believes she knows of a charm that will keep you safe from certain spells. Once you have put on your armor, gather around her… Beatrix, do you think it will take long?”  
 
    “No.” She shook her head. “It’s a very simple incantation.”  
 
    “Perfect,” I replied as armored women started to approach the light-haired brunette.  
 
    When everyone was dressed and geared up, we huddled in a group and faced Beatrix and Theodora, but before the knowledgeable charm witch cast her spell, she turned awkwardly to look at the older woman.  
 
    “Headmistress?” she asked in a quiet voice. “Are you not going to gear up as well?” 
 
    “I’m afraid not,” Theodora responded with a small smile. “It is seen as a weakness for the leader of a Wicca legion to garb themselves in armor. But please, do not concern yourself with my well-being. I can take care of myself. Now, go on and enact the charm if you please.” 
 
    “Err, right,” Beatrix muttered before she cleared her throat and stared upon the crowd. Then she raised her wand, aimed it above us, and closed her eyes. “Praesidio!”  
 
    Suddenly, a blast of shimmering purple light spurted out from the tip of her wand and exploded right above us, and witches gasped and awed as the light turned into glittering specks that fell upon us like snowfall and coated our armor.  
 
    “I don’t feel any different,” Akira grunted by my side. 
 
    “I don’t think you’re supposed to, Akira,” Morgana huffed. “It simply coats the armor. Duh.” 
 
    “Thank you, Miss Beatrix.” Theodora smiled. “Now, before we go, you’d better place the charm on yourself.” 
 
    “Oh, right.” Beatrix blushed before she repeated the incantation above her head.  
 
    “Alright,” I sighed as I turned to look at my coven and Circe. “Are you ready to kick some elder ass?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” Circe said as she bounced on her feet. “I’m thoroughly excited.”  
 
    “Of course, you are,” Akira snickered. 
 
    “I swear, when this is over, I’m smoking an entire bowl of pixie hash,” Nyx muttered as she adjusted her breastplate.  
 
    “Oh, master… before I forget,” Vesta purred as she reached behind her waistband. “I brought your bonded weapon… after you collapsed, I took it and put it in a safe place for you.” 
 
    “Thank you, Vesta.” I winked before I took the blade from her delicate hand and sheathed it. “I don’t know what I’d do without any of you.”  
 
    “Of course, master,” the elvish witch responded as she blushed a deep lilac-rose.  
 
    “Now, I need you all to quickly ensure everyone is geared up and ready to go,” I instructed before I looked around the banquet hall and spotted the pale-blonde Shadow professor, “and while you do that, I need to have a brief moment with Professor Luna.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” my women echoed as I parted from them and approached the Shadow professor.  
 
    “Ah, Cole,” Luna said as soon as she saw me. “I assume you’re about to ask me about the shadows?”  
 
    “Yes, as a matter of fact… I am,” I replied. “Will you be able to transport all the shadows from their dwelling within the woods? Last time we had to go to them… but perhaps we can bring them here to save time?”  
 
    “Yes, I’m sure I’ll be able to manage, Cole,” the blonde-haired Wicca responded in an offended tone. “I just need a little room to breathe… summoning your own shadow is one thing, but summoning groups of shadows all at once… that’s something else entirely. It’s an ancient incantation that takes an immense amount of energy and power, and although shadows are ours to control by nature, they are complicated beings, and the longer they thrive outside of our bodies, the more they try to become their own being entirely. But it’s me… and really, there’s nothing I can’t handle.” 
 
    I was about to offer her my help, but judging by her cocked eyebrow and the hand on her hip, I had a feeling she wanted me to take a step back and let her work. So, I raised my hands in defense and took a small step back. 
 
    “I’ll let you work your magic  then,” I said, “but please be quick about it.”  
 
    In response, Luna glared at me, rolled up her sleeves, and glanced around the room before she took in a deep breath. She then tilted her head back and raised her hands high into the air.  
 
    “Ego convocabo omnes untethered vocem meam obumbratio,” the blonde-haired professor chanted as the room quickly darkened, and a deep green hue swallowed the banquet hall whole. “Adhuc enim, et non ex nobis pars obliviscatur eius.”  
 
    In moments, everything trembled, and a deep chill swept through the entire room and killed all the candles. Then a giant black cloud spewed in the air and drifted toward the center of the room. When it finally cleared, a deep groan sounded and penetrated my eardrums, and then thousands of black silhouettes were flying through the hall and drifting like black ghosts above our heads. Through the dark fog, I spotted one enormous crimson shadow hovering closer toward me, and when his glowing eyes bored into mine, I felt the strangest sense of comfort wash over me.  
 
    Now, after everything we’d been through, he felt like my unholy guardian, ever watchful and diligent, even if he was technically a part of me. It was the oddest connection, but I didn’t question it any further because we had another battle to win.  
 
    “Hello, brother.” I smiled as I stared upon his red, ethereal magnificence. “We need your help once more. War is on the horizon, and I will need you to fight for me, along with all your shadow sisters. When we leave the Scholomance dwelling, I give you permission to rip through the throats of elder men and other soldiers who fight by their side. Then, when the time is right, I will call upon you to help me, but in the meantime, kill as many enemies as you can. That’s an order.” 
 
    Without missing a beat, my ghost-like companion bowed before me, and for a moment, I wondered if I was imagining things. His horns looked even larger than the last time I saw him, and I wondered if he could be growing in both strength and power, but I knew that was a conversation for another time.  
 
    “Look, the dragons are outside!” Faye cried out as she and Professor Evanora ran into the banquet hall.  
 
    I was so deeply immersed with the other tasks at hand, I didn’t even notice that my redheaded Wicca and the pink-haired professor had left the room and summoned the great beasts.  
 
    “Well done!” Theodora and I responded at the same time.  
 
    I felt a swell of pride as the winged beasts growled with feral grace outside of the academy, and as I gazed upon the thousands of armed women and our shadow doubles, I knew we’d be able to burn those elder bastards to charred smithereens. 
 
    They had underestimated us once more, and I couldn’t wait to see the look on their angelic fucking faces when they realized we’d built an entire army.  
 
    “The dragons are ready to taste blood and scorch flesh,” Evanora’s voice echoed with absolute pride. “I think we should leave soon… they are growing more impatient by the second. I can feel it.”  
 
    Evanora was right. Although we didn’t have time to formulate a proper plan, I knew we were fucking ready to take on the elder asshole king and his bastard minions. Time might not have been on our sides, but we had other and more powerful reinforcements to fight with, and the only thing we had left to do was to shadow port the hell out of here and get to Vipera.  
 
    “Headmistress,” I said as I stared at her beautiful but exhausted face. “Excuse me for being so forward, but I think we’d better get our asses to Vipera.”  
 
    “Agreed,” Theodora said without hesitation. “Now, for this shadow transportation, we’re going to need more than two minds to send everything and everyone to the Vipera realm. Cole… you and your coven must join the professors and me in a line. Then we must link hands… I know it will be difficult to transport everything and everyone when you’ve never been to Vipera’s realm, except for Nyx, of course, so that is why we must connect to one another so my knowledge might transform into your consciousness. Once that is accomplished, you must focus on the women before you… the shadows above us… and the dragons swarming around the castle just outside. Then utter the shadow porting incantation when I say so. Understood?” 
 
    “Yes, Headmistress,” we answered all at once.  
 
    As Theodora instructed, we all linked hands and formed a line in the front of the room, and I could feel everyone taking in a deep breath as we welcomed the darkness into our hearts. We stared upon the armed and armored women, and they all studied us with wide eyes and tightly pursed lips as they grasped firmly onto their weapons and wands. As I continued to peer into their warmongering eyes, I took another deep breath and welcomed Satan into my core. Then, before I prepared myself to utter the words which would send us off into the heart of battle, I prayed to the dark lord to watch over the women and protect my coven.  
 
    I knew He would be with us every step of the way.  
 
    Once my heart was open to deep, utter darkness, I closed my eyes and felt Theodora’s knowledge coursing through my hands, up to my arms, through my veins, and into my vast, open mind. As the image of the Vipera Academy pooled into my consciousness, I could feel searing power crawling beneath my skin and penetrating my bones, and I equipped myself to gather all our reinforcements to this other realm. 
 
    “Now!” Theodora bellowed.  
 
    “Hos parere imperio!” we all shouted at once, and then the entire packed banquet hall disappeared from view.  
 
    My body violently tossed, turned, and tumbled through realms, and when the world came to a halt, we all landed feet first on the outskirts of a cold, misty emerald green forest. The women, dragons, and shadows were surrounding us, and everyone took a brief moment to catch their breaths and look around. 
 
    The sky above us was deep, burnt orange, and the clouds were as red as fresh blood. The pine trees behind us were a pale olive-green, and a light film of snow coated their leaves. The soil beneath us was as black as night, but specks of frost made it appear like it was covered with diamonds.  
 
    As beautiful as the scenery was, what truly caught my attention was the towering charcoal-black castle in front of us and the giant, white beasts that were flying around it. Parts of the academy were on fire, and the mysterious, ivory creatures were perched on pointed towers while others were flying near the ground. It seemed like the winged creatures were scouring for witches to snatch from the earth and tear them to pieces like terrified lambs. Even from afar, we could hear screaming, and the smell of smoke was wafting through the evening winter sky.  
 
    My heart sank because, as fast as we had acted, I knew we couldn’t save everyone.  
 
    “What are those creatures?” Beatrix breathed as she stood by my side. “I’ve never seen them before.”  
 
    “Serpens,” Faye said in a small, terrified voice. “They are ancient, holy white beasts… made from the blood of dragons but transformed to obey elder orders. I never thought I’d see one in my lifetime.”  
 
    The creatures were unquestionably enormous, even from afar, and it was clear to me that they once derived from dragons since there were certain similarities in their features. Both were covered from head to toe in shimmering scales, but these elder-made creatures possessed ivory white scales, and their necks were slimmer and longer than a dragon’s. Their wings were different in form as well, and they resembled elder feathery appendages more than anything. As far as I could tell, these serpens did not breathe fire, but I could still tell they were swift, deadly, and cunning animals. Elders garbed in shimmering armor were sitting on their steeds and carrying bows and arrows as they flew through the sky, and they killed witches who were fighting for their lives by windows and on the roof.  
 
    “Well,” Akira sighed as she stood diligently by my side. “It seems they upgraded from a herd of horses to a cluster of serpens…”  
 
    “And, so what?” Professor Evanora smirked with her chin raised. “I say we attack them with our dragons and see just whose beasts are more powerful.”  
 
    “Meanwhile, I will take those who choose to bond with their shadows, and we will tear through the hallways and rip the elders apart,” Luna added as she looked at Crimson and Olivia.  
 
    “I’ll join you, Luna,” Crimson said as she stared at the dark shadows. “I harbor more skill when it comes to shadows… the abilities between shadow and necromancy are immensely similar, as you know.”  
 
    “Of course.” Luna nodded. “Olivia? Will you join the dragon riders?”  
 
    “Yes,” the silver-haired professor responded. “I am an excellent rider if I do say so myself.” 
 
    “Very well… in the meantime, I will shadow port myself and the armed women inside the castle,” Theodora said, and for some reason, I could feel my heart drop with terrifying dread because I could sense what she was about to say next. “Should I run into the king… I cannot say what will happen, but I will use all my power and might against him.”  
 
    “Headmistress?” I asked with raised eyebrows. “No… the king wants me… I can’t let you fight him in my stead.” 
 
    “Cole,” Theodora said in a firm voice. “We have no idea what Satan plans for my fate… now, forget about me and focus on your task. For now, you and the others will ride the dragons and rid those bastards from the sky. Then… you may enter the castle and do whatever must be done inside the walls of Vipera. Do not question my commands, for even if you are powerful, I still hold more experience than you.”  
 
    I thought about arguing with Theodora, but I knew better than to contradict her wishes. After all, she was still my headmistress, and the last thing I wanted to do was disobey or disrespect her wishes in front of the others.  
 
    “Yes, Headmistress,” I answered after a moment before I turned to our gathered army and raised my voice. “Come on! All those who will ride the skies with me… climb onto a dragon and let’s get a move on! We have blood to spill, souls to take, and beasts to tear apart.”  
 
    As the women cried out in a bloodthirsty roar, my crimson double hovered in front of me, and his eyes glowed with savagery and a thirst for elder souls. Without sharing a word, I knew what he was thinking. Even after voicing my orders, he still wanted to bond with me and combine our abilities, but now was not the time.  
 
    “Not yet,” I whispered. “What I need you to do is take all the shadows, both bonded and single, to rid the skies, halls, and grounds of any elders you can find. Now, go! Hurry!” 
 
    My towering red brother bowed slowly before he briefly turned to look at the others, and Luna and Crimson quickly gathered the women who were masters at the skill of ancient shadow bonding. Before they all departed, they uttered the ancient incantation to bind themselves to their black shadows and fly off into the sky, with my red silhouette leading the way.  
 
    “Excellent,” I breathed before I turned to the dragons. “Now, let’s climb on.” 
 
    “I’ll lead,” Evanora instructed as we ran to climb on top of the beasts.  
 
    “Err, Cole!” Circe called out as she sprinted toward me. “I’m still not familiar with dragon riding… perhaps I could join you?” 
 
    “Of course,” I said before I narrowed my eyes at her. 
 
    Motus. 
 
    The serpentine witch gasped as her body ascended into the sky, and I willed her to sit on my dragon.  
 
    “Let’s fucking do this!” she cried out, and her eyes were filled with exhilaration as she stared down at me with an eager smile.  
 
    Before I hooked my feet into the scales of my dragon, I glanced upon his great emerald magnificence and his glowing, serpentine eyes. As I clambered on top of the beast, I could feel a resonating growl deep within his chest, but it was not a menacing sound. In fact, it felt as if he were welcoming me onto his back because he was eager to tear through the sky. I could feel his heart beating and thriving for blood and flesh, and as soon as I was on his back, I turned to look at my coven, the other women, and Evanora and Olivia. Then we all silently nodded at each other before we all leaned forward on our dragons.  
 
    “Fly!” I commanded, and my stomach lunged upward and then violently dropped as my loyal beast flew into the sky and soared toward the castle.  
 
    “Woohoooooo!” Circe cried out in elation as we swept through the crimson clouds, and I could feel everyone’s lust for elder blood as we drew closer toward the serpens and their masters. Then our dragons let out a thunderous chorus of roars as we neared the white soaring beasts, and suddenly, the elders who were riding their serpens turned sharply to gawk at us, right before we began to tear them into bloody ribbons. 
 
    “Look out!” an elder soldier cried out right before Faye swooped down and used her dragon’s claws to knock him right off his serpen’s back.  
 
    “Too fucking late!” the redhead shouted as she flew upward and began to rip soldiers from their beasts and tear into the necks of the white serpens.  
 
    I watched with immense pride as my dragon snatched a white serpen by its long neck and chomped down on its scaled flesh. As the two animals danced a bloody waltz through the heavens, the elder with deep brown hair riding the ivory creature stared at me with wide, furious eyes, and the corners of his lips twitched down into a deep, trembling frown. 
 
    “You!” he snarled with pure contempt. “It’s you!”  
 
    “That’s right, fucker,” I growled just before I pulled out my wand and aimed it right in between his eyes. “Dissulto!”  
 
    Bright crimson light hit the elder right in his forehead, and a scream left his lips as he tumbled downward and impaled himself on a giant pike on top of a lower tower.  
 
    I stared down at the elder’s lifeless body, and I had to steady myself on my dragon as he tore red and white chunks out from the neck of the wriggling serpen. Circe tightened her grasp around my waist as I held onto my dragon’s hide, and the blonde Wicca cried out in glee as my beast sunk his teeth right into the gorge of the ivory creature, and then, with one quick tear, finally ripped its whole throat out and tossed it aside. The serpen couldn’t even cry out in pain as its massive body descended toward the ground while thick blood rained through the sky, and he crashed to his death.  
 
    “Well done, master!” Morgana cried out, and when I turned around, I saw the bookworm hovering above me, and her dragon had chunks of white meat in its jaws while a thick trail of blood seeped out from the corners of its giant mouth. 
 
    “You, too!” I laughed with pride. “Keep going! Let’s bring hell down upon these fuckers!”  
 
    Morgana firmly nodded in my direction before she guided her dragon higher into the sky and swarmed toward another elder, and then her beast tore straight through the serpen’s chest. I watched with morbid fascination as the wingless elder tumbled from the back of his creature, and he screamed in terror as he descended out of sight.  
 
    As I flew through the blood-hued sky, I realized the other women were just as skilled when it came to murdering elders and their serpens, but as with war, luck wasn’t totally on everyone’s side. Before I could even cry out to warn a risen Wicca in front of me, an elder shot an arrow in her direction, and it plunged right through her left eye. I winced as she looked at me with pure shock, right before the spark of life completely drained from her other eye, and she fell from her dragon.  
 
    “Oh, no,” Circe whispered behind me, but then I felt her hand rise as she aimed her wand at the arrow shooting elder. “Impes!”  
 
    A neon yellow light spurted past my face and hit the elder right in his chest, and I watched with fascination as his entire body convulsed, and his veins glowed bright red before he tumbled from his serpen and fell through the scarlet clouds.  
 
    “Well done!” I commended. “Where have you been hiding that spell, Circe?”  
 
    “I have no idea!” she giggled with glee. “I suppose it was embedded deep within my memories!”  
 
    As I glanced all around me, I could see elders and serpens being ripped into shreds, but my heart fell when I saw a few dragons flying without Wiccas on their backs.  
 
    “Stay alert,” I cried out as screams echoed through the clouds, “and burn them all! Command your beasts to spew fire and light up the entire fucking sky with flames! Let’s bring hell down upon these fucking holy worshippers!”  
 
    As soon as the command left my lips, all the dragons began to stream rivers of fire out from their snouts, and elder screams filled the air as their charred and blackened bodies tumbled down to the ground. I could feel my own dragon’s body sweltering with heat as I pressed my hands against his scaled covered neck, and a low growl resonated inside his chest. Then he spouted out a cloud of blistering flames in the direction of another elder with wheat-blond hair and wide silver eyes.  
 
    The elder desperately tried to swerve his beast out of the way, but he was too fucking slow. A broad, bloodthirsty smile broke across my face as his pain-filled screams filled the air, and both he and his serpen turned into plummeting charcoal corpses.  
 
    “I think we’ve killed them all!” Circe cried out, and when I studied the sky, I realized she was right.  
 
    There were no more serpens or elders in sight.  
 
    “Hell, yeah!” I called back before I glanced around to summon my coven and Beatrix. “Morgana, Faye, Vesta, Nyx, Akira, Beatrix, follow me!”  
 
    No matter how far away they were, my coven was able to hear my command, and within seconds, they all soared in our direction and hovered nearby on their dragons to await my next order. Beatrix happened to be nearby, too, and when they were all listening, I took a deep breath and focused on each one of them. 
 
    “We need to get inside the castle,” I explained. “We have to help Theodora and the other women take out any soldiers remaining inside.”  
 
    “How do you want to slip inside, master?” Morgana asked. 
 
    “We can break one of the windows using motus,” Penelope suggested with wide eyes.  
 
    “Good idea,” I answered.  
 
    “And while you do that, we’ll stay outside and ensure no more soldiers or beasts invade the skies,” a familiar voice said from behind me.  
 
    When I swerved my head around, I saw Evanora and Olivia hovering on their dragons with determined eyes and clenched jaws. 
 
    “Alright,” I agreed. “We never know if the elders will be sending more reinforcements, so be on the lookout… and be careful!”  
 
    “You, too,” Olivia responded as she firmly nodded in our direction.  
 
    As they took off, I glanced down at the burning castle and found a window high up off the ground but just below us. I could hear screaming echoing from inside, and I knew we had to act quickly to save as many Vipera women as possible.  
 
    I swiftly narrowed my eyes at the tall, stained glass window and cleared my mind before I imagined the entire thing shattering into a thousand colorful shards of glass. 
 
    Motus. 
 
    In the next moment, the entire window exploded into pieces, and the smell of burned flesh quickly intensified as wisps of dark smoke seeped out from the opening.  
 
    “Fly down to that window,” I whispered to my dragon.  
 
    The beast growled before he carefully floated down toward the opening, and when I was close enough to slip inside, I peered in through the broken window.  
 
    Inside, absolute chaos was brewing. Witches and soldiers were frantically running in every direction, and blasts of color erupted anarchically throughout the hallways. Screams and voices echoed above the madness, and the crackling of fire intensified with each passing second.  
 
    “I’ll go first,” I instructed as I stared at the other witches. “There’s fire and utter madness within, but not enough to deter us from going inside and fighting.”  
 
    As I began to slip inside the crumbling Vipera Academy, I might have spoken too soon because in the next moment, out of nowhere, I felt someone grab onto my arm and yank me forward. He was incredibly strong, and his tug sent me tumbling to the ground and crashing against a stone wall. My head hit the wall with so much force my vision instantly blurred, and I could feel warm blood soaking the back of my head.  
 
    “Master!” I heard my coven scream. 
 
    When my vision cleared, I saw a towering man with pale, porcelain skin and shoulder-length blond hair approaching me. He wore a golden-breastplate and knee-high brown boots, and there was a satisfied smirk playing on his lips as he took giant steps toward me.  
 
    “The king will be pleased when I tell him I have crushed your skull with my boot,” his deep voice growled.  
 
    Without waiting another second, I pulled out my wand and aimed it right between his glowing green eyes. 
 
    “Tardesco!” I screamed.  
 
    A blast of light hit the giant elder, and he stumbled back as the other women began spilling into the sweltering corridor. The elder’s eyes narrowed in confusion as his movements grew slower, and then, as he stumbled closer to the open window, the women quickly moved out of the way.  
 
    But whoever this man was, his body must have been more resistant to the ancient spell because I could see his fingers twitching as he fought against the paralyzing incantation. 
 
    “Hey, asshole!” Nyx shouted before she stepped in front of him. “Have a nice trip.” 
 
    Before the giant elder could react, the blue-skinned witch blew a cloud of green smoke into his face, and in seconds, his expression went completely slack-jawed. Then he stopped moving entirely, and Nyx used all her force to shove him out the window.  
 
    The bastard couldn’t even cry out in shock as he fell to his death, and the women all regarded the blue-skinned witch with proud smiles and bright eyes as she dusted off her hands.  
 
    “Nice one, horns.” Akira grinned.  
 
    “Thanks,” Nyx snickered. “I decided after the last attack to always carry a little bit of this numbing powder with me.” 
 
    “Excellent thinking,” I groaned as I stood up and rubbed at the back of my throbbing head.  
 
    Before anyone could respond, I sensed something coming our way, and when I turned to the left, a cluster of soldiers were heading in our direction, and one of them had already notched an arrow. I aimed my wand at them, but before I could utter a word, the arrow shot through the air. The projectile whipped past me and toward Circe, but Faye shoved the blonde serpentine witch out of the way, and the weapon pierced the redhead right in her chest. 
 
    “Faye!” I shouted as she screamed out in pain, and the others huddled around her.  
 
    Boiling blood coursed through my veins, and without wasting another moment, I turned to face the group of men who dared to attack my women. The ground trembled as my rage grew, and the elders’ faces all fell as a cold chill swept over them. I pictured ripping their elder hearts from their shielded chests, and with all my willpower and strength, I summoned the darkness to come to my aid and kill these motherfuckers.  
 
    Modus antiquorum. 
 
    All the soldiers stopped moving, and their faces turned pale as they clutched onto their chests with twitching mouths and tear-filled eyes. They screamed out as their armor violently trembled, and then, all at once, giant gold-hued hearts spewed out from their chests and splattered onto the floor. Deep red blood covered their deviant-looking hearts, and to my surprise, they still pumped, even outside of their elder bodies.  
 
    As I neared the elders who were all buckled over and whimpering in agony, I slowly bent down to pick up one of the hearts, and the man who had shot the arrow looked at me with pleading, glassy eyes as I held onto his beating heart. 
 
    “Your king decided to fuck with the wrong Wiccas,” I growled just before I crushed the entire organ in the palm of my hand, and hot blood trickled down my wrist as the arrow wielding elder burst into blue flames.  
 
    “Conflo!” Circe’s voice echoed from behind me, and all the hearts exploded into ashes.  
 
    Then all the elders cried out one last time before they combusted into a blue inferno.  
 
    “Fuck,” Akira breathed as we stared at the remaining azure embers. “How…?”  
 
    “They can live for a while after their golden hearts are separated from their bodies,” Morgana explained, “but not for long.” 
 
    “Fucking roaches,” Akira grunted as her black eyes shone with roused hatred. “Why am I not surprised?” 
 
    “Well, either way,” I growled. “That was a hell of a lot more satisfying.”  
 
    Cole! the woman’s voice from my dreams rebounded inside my mind. You must find the banquet hall at once! Theodora is in danger… the king has found her!  
 
    “Fuck,” I breathed in sheer panic before I turned to the others. “Listen, we need to go! We have to help Theodora. I think the king has her.”  
 
    “Then let’s go!” Morgana urged with wide blue eyes. 
 
    “Faye,” I said as I stared at the bleeding redhead. “Will you be able to run?” 
 
    “Yes, master,” she responded with a weak smile before she ripped the still protruding arrow out of her chest. “You should know by now I’m much stronger than I look.”  
 
    “I know the way!” Nyx offered as she looked at each of us. “Come on!”  
 
    The others nodded before we sprinted down the hall with our wands extended in front of us. Shadows, students, and soldiers were running in every direction as we headed for the Vipera banquet hall, and as we fled to help our headmistress, we made sure to take out as many elders and mortal men as possible along the way.  
 
    “How close are we, Nyx?” I asked as Morgana used the ancient spell of dissulto to knock out an elder who sharply turned the corner and tried to surprise us. 
 
    “Not far!” the blue-skinned witch panted. “We’re almost there!”  
 
    Then we turned a corner, and just a few feet in front of us was a large mahogany door with gold embellishments carved along the sides. I didn’t need Nyx to tell me these were the doors leading to the banquet hall because not only could I sense a great danger lurking from within, but there were two elders standing watch at each side of the grand entranceway. 
 
    As soon as they saw us, they narrowed their bright eyes in our direction and curled up their lips in disgust. One of them had bright red hair and shimmering amber-toned eyes, while the other was a tad bit shorter with close-cropped brown hair and silver-blue eyes.  
 
    “It’s him.” The tall elder with the crimson hair scowled. “Let’s kill the male witch.”  
 
    “The king will certainly be pleased if we do,” the other cackled. “Let’s make it slow.”  
 
    “Or not,” I growled before we all aimed our wands at the duo. “It’s all of us against you two, morons.”  
 
    No one needed instruction before we all blasted different incantations in the elders’ direction. Each of us emitted a different spell simultaneously, and both men hit the wall with a thunderous thump as their bodies convulsed, spasmed, and twitched like spiders were crawling through their veins.  
 
    When they went entirely limp, Akira stood by my side and then whispered into my ear. 
 
    “May I cut their throats with my bonded blade, master?” she begged. “I’d love to watch the life drain out from their holy bodies.” 
 
    “You may.” I nodded. 
 
    Arousal and satisfaction coursed through my entire body as the black-haired beauty lowered herself to the fallen elders’ level, and without hesitation, she pulled out her dagger and slashed deeply across their throats one by one.  
 
    “What a neat and steady hand you have, Akira,” Vesta purred. “I do believe you are getting quite talented when it comes to throat-slitting.” 
 
    “Thank you, Vesta.” The black-eyed witch grinned before she tucked her blade back into her waistband.  
 
    “Alright,” I said as I studied the door. “There’s no need to use the periculum incantation to sense what’s behind these doors. We all know who’s waiting for me, so I need you to stay close and alert. We have no idea just how powerful Donovan truly is.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” my coven answered in unison while Circe and Beatrix nodded in agreement.  
 
    “We can do this,” Beatrix added with a small smile. “Can’t we?” 
 
    “That’s fucking right,” I said before I pushed back my shoulders, took a deep breath, and then opened the door. 
 
    The first thing I noticed was that the Vipera banquet hall was quite expansive and remarkably similar to the one in Scholomance. Long, white candles hovered in the air while patterned, bloody rugs swept across the black marble floors.  
 
    “So, you’ve decided to make your grand entrance,” a familiar voice echoed, and my entire body instantly flooded with searing rage. “I was wondering when you’d finally show up.” 
 
    “I can’t exactly say the same for you,” I shouted with my wand aimed in front of me. “Per usual, I can only hear your annoying voice. Why don’t you man up and show yourself?”  
 
    “But of course,” the king chuckled. “How terribly rude of me.”  
 
    In seconds, a golden cloud of dust erupted before us, and the shimmering particles stung my eyes and blocked my throat. The women violently began to cough and gasp for air, and the sensation was almost too much to bear.  
 
    “Does that sting?” his menacing voice cackled. “Don’t worry… you’ll only feel it for a bit.”  
 
    Before I could answer, a giant thump echoed from behind me, and when I spun around, I was horrified to see the women lying unconscious on the ground with their wands still held tightly within their grasps. They looked like a group of sleeping statues, with their lips parted open and their chests rising and falling with each steady breath. 
 
    Thank Satan, they seemed to simply be in a deep sleep and nothing worse.  
 
    “Sorry about that,” the king muttered from behind me. “A part of me wanted your damn bitches to watch you die… but I think they would have just gotten in the way, don’t you? Now, face me… man to elder.”  
 
    When I slowly turned around, I was finally able to see King Donovan’s fucking face. The man was tall, about my height, with piercing yellow-green eyes and snow-white hair. He had a strong jaw and a robust build, and he was dressed in a blinding gold armor that stung my eyes like the sun. To my surprise, he barely had any weapons on him, except for one small dagger dangling by his side.  
 
    “Where’s Theodora?” I growled.  
 
    “It doesn’t matter,” he replied with a gleaming white smile. “What only matters now is you and me… I’ve been waiting a long time to face you, Cole. Your name has been a poison on everyone’s lips, and I think it’s time we put an end to your little charade once and for all… don’t you?”  
 
    “Just shut the fuck up,” I snarled as I aimed my wand in between his eyes and summoned the darkness to come rushing to my side. “Praeteritum!”  
 
    As the room grew dark, a sudden glow surrounded the king, and my heart sank with dread when nothing happened to him. His taunting smile widened, even though I expected him to scream and beg for mercy like his general did when I used the same incantation to destroy him. 
 
    “Did you think I would be as careless and as weak as my general?” King Donovan chuckled. “No, I came prepared this time… and Cole, I promise you… I will make you suffer. Praevolo.”  
 
    Suddenly, a blast of blinding red light spurted out from the palm of his hand and hit me straight in the chest. Even with Beatrix’s charm, it sent me flying back into a stone wall behind me, and I landed with a painful thud as I reopened my wound until hot blood trickled down the back of my head. My eyesight instantly grew hazy as hot bile rose up into my throat, but I still forced myself to get back up onto my feet.  
 
    “I knew I was going to enjoy killing you little by little, Cole,” King Donovan taunted as he raised his hand in my direction once more. “Tragicum.” 
 
    As a searing red light came speeding in my direction, I quickly closed my eyes and opened my black heart to the darkness. No matter how strong he was, I refused to let him win, and I knew I only stood a chance with joint, hellish power at my side. 
 
    I needed my shadow, or rather, I needed myself in full force, no matter how power-draining it would be.  
 
    I had to finish this once and for all.  
 
    Nunc apparet. 
 
    I’m coming, my shadow’s voice echoed. Just hold on, Cole.  
 
    Right before the crimson beam could hit me and cause any more damage, the air suddenly turned dark. Then a cold chill crept through the entire banquet hall, and shivers ran down my skin as my red shadow darted over and blocked the spell from killing me. His body turned into flames, and I knew that if it hadn’t been for him and our connection, my body would have instantly turned into ashes.  
 
    “No!” King Donovan screamed. “This can’t be… you should be burning! No Wicca has ever blocked my flaming curse before!” 
 
    Let’s kill this fucker, my shadow chuckled inside my head. Slowly.  
 
    I had no idea how his voice could seep into my mind without our bodies and soul bonded as one, but I knew that was a question best saved for another time. So, without any further hesitation, I took a deep breath and steadied my rapidly beating heart before I raised my wand and looked at my hellish half.  
 
    “Teneat corpus tuum!” I cried out with all my strength. 
 
    As my shadow crept into my body, and my skin turned to red mist, I could feel our great power connecting and flowing through my veins like a searing river. My heart pounded fiercely inside my body, and I could feel myself growing larger and towering above the elder as my horns, hands, and entire frame grew in size and supremacy.  
 
    “No!” King Donovan shouted. “God’s power flows through me!” 
 
    “And the Devil’s command flows in me, motherfucker,” I retorted, and my voice was much deeper and louder, like a monstrous echo within the deepest cavern of hell.  
 
    As I stared down at the elder king, all my rage, power, and lust for death took over my senses, and for a moment, I felt like I could command oceans, burn realms, conquer kingdoms, and devour the souls of every single last elder in the heavens.  
 
    For at that moment, I was death incarnate. And King Donovan was about to taste my wrath, fury, and vengeance.  
 
    As I raised my giant, ghostly hand, the elder’s silver eyes widened in disbelief and horror, right before I uttered the incantation to put this all to a fucking end.  
 
    “Modus antiquorum!” 
 
    As the spell left my wispy lips, I pictured consuming the heart, flesh, and bones from his entire fucking soul.  
 
    Soon, the room darkened until it was blacker than night, and everything began to shake. Rubble cascaded from the ceiling and tumbled downward, and even through the darkness, I could see King Donovan’s glowing eyes widen with terror as he opened his mouth to cry out. Then he tried to raise a trembling hand in front of him as if he could stop me from stealing his soul. He fought back as much as he could, but once I penetrated his glowing aura, I could see how truly malicious he was. The elder might have been masking himself as an angel of purity and good, but deep down, he was just as evil as I was.  
 
    But it didn’t matter because, in the end, I was far more powerful than he ever anticipated, and now, he was paying for it, both in body and soul.  
 
    A final, long drawn out scream left his lips as his radiant soul seeped out from his gaping mouth and into my own body. As I devoured his entity, he slowly began to turn into an ashy skeleton, but before he crumbled into a pile of dust, the remnants of his glowing eyes bored into mine, and with the last ounce of strength he had left, he uttered his final words. 
 
    “God warned me about you… I should have listened.”  
 
    Then he turned into nothingness, and when I was staring down at nothing but a pile of ashes, I took in a long, deep breath and let the calm wash over me. 
 
    We did it, Cole, my shadow echoed. We’ve killed God’s right-hand man. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 23 
 
    Before I even had a chance to ask what he meant, I could feel my shadow leaving my body and floating away to be free. 
 
    At least for now.  
 
    “Cole!” Theodora’s voice echoed from the doorway, and when I spun around, I felt a mixture of relief and confusion wash over my body as I stared upon the unharmed headmistress. “I felt it in my heart… I knew it! You’ve destroyed the king!”  
 
    “Headmistress?” I breathed. “I… thought King Donovan took you. I heard the woman from my dreams. She told me you were taken.” 
 
    I’m so sorry, Cole, the woman’s voice suddenly said inside my head. I tried to push him out, but he overpowered me. 
 
    “Push who out?” I muttered.  
 
    “King Donovan,” Theodora sighed with wide eyes. “He masked his voice as someone close to you and convinced you to rush to the banquet hall.” 
 
    “What?” I gawked as the women began to stir awake. “He could do that?” 
 
    “All powerful elders can,” the headmistress replied as her eyes flicked around the room, “but we’ll discuss it later.”  
 
    “What the fuck happened?” Akira grunted as she rubbed furiously at her eyes and then looked between Theodora and me.  
 
    “Is the castle still under attack?” Beatrix asked in a trembling voice. 
 
    “Was the king in here?” Circe questioned with wandering serpentine eyes.  
 
    “One at a time,” Theodora quietly chuckled. “There is no need to panic any longer. The elders are dead, and Vipera has been saved.”  
 
    There was another crash by the door, and when we spun around, the professors were swarming inside with groups of Vipera students and newly reformed Scholomance students by their sides.  
 
    “We did it!” Evanora cried out, and her beautiful face was covered in black ash and specks of blood. “We slaughtered them all.” 
 
    “For now.” Theodora nodded. “In the meantime, I want everyone to listen to me carefully. I need you to shadow port all Scholomance women and beasts back to the castle. Then please inform the High Court that a new headmistress will need to be appointed to Vipera. But first… you all need an immense amount of rest and recovery.”  
 
    “You’re staying here, Headmistress?” Beatrix asked.  
 
    “For the time being,” Theodora responded. “I’ll have to help rebuild Vipera, and I do not have the heart to abandon their professors just yet. Cole, may I have a word with you before you depart?” 
 
    “Of course, Headmistress,” I answered as I followed her into a corner of the room.  
 
    When we were alone, Theodora looked deeply into my eyes, and a small smile played on the corners of her lips. 
 
    “Well done,” she whispered, but then her face slightly fell. “You defeated Donovan… but… there a few things I should warn you about.” 
 
    “What is it?” I asked, and I could feel deep concern swelling inside the pit of my stomach.  
 
    “I told you we’d discuss the voice you heard later, but I feel that in the meantime, I should warn you to be careful whenever the woman speaks to you,” she explained. “Without the proper instruction, you never know who is truly connecting with you… I feared this would happen, and I should have warned you earlier. Donovan was powerful, and he used an immense amount of his power to penetrate your mind. Be wary from here on out… and do not listen to her. At least not until you’ve learned how to control outside forces.”  
 
    “Understood, Headmistress,” I replied.  
 
    “Now,” she sighed as she stared deeply into my eyes. “You’d better rest as soon as you return to Scholomance. We’ll have plenty of work to do once you’ve recovered your strength.”  
 
    “I know,” I said as I rubbed the back of my throbbing head. “Are you sure you don’t need me to stay and help you rebuild?” 
 
    “No,” Theodora answered with a grateful smile, “but I do appreciate your offer. Now, please, join the others and return to Scholomance. I have plenty of work to do here… and my first order of business is to get up onto the roof and repair the exterior of the castle, so if you’ll excuse me.”  
 
    “Of course,” I said with my chin raised. “May Satan give you strength.”  
 
    “Thank you, Cole,” Theodora replied before she raised her hands up into the air and disappeared into a cloud of purple smoke.  
 
    When I returned to the blood-stained and exhausted women, we all joined hands and closed our eyes as we pictured the warmth and comfort of our beloved Scholomance, and in seconds, I could feel my body drifting through realms and returning to our own banquet hall.  
 
    “Fuck,” Akira sighed with relief once we were standing on familiar ground. “I’ve never been so grateful to be back at school.”  
 
    “Me, too,” Morgana added as she rubbed at her temples. “I’d be more grateful if we could go to bed, though.”  
 
    “Well, you heard what the headmistress said,” Evanora sighed as she glanced around the packed banquet hall. “Everyone deserves to clean up and rest. Intense courses will resume tomorrow, so enjoy your night as much as you can.”  
 
    As everyone slowly filed out of the banquet hall, my coven followed closely behind while Circe and Beatrix weakly bade us a pleasant rest before heading into their own quarters.  
 
    After I departed from my coven in the common room, I weakly climbed up the stairs, and as soon as I closed the door behind me, Cordelia’s shrill voice cut through the air.  
 
    “Ah, Mister Cole,” she said. “Shall I draw you a bath with some rejuvenates?”  
 
    “Yes, please, Cordelia,” I faintly answered. “I need it.” 
 
    I didn’t even wait until the tub was filled up to the brim before I tore off my clothes and breastplate and submerged myself into its pure comfort. The smell of lavender, lilac, and rose drifted through the air, and the aromatic scent made all my muscles instantly relax. Even my throbbing head was starting to heal, and after an hour or so, I found the last ounce of energy I had left, dried myself off, and then crawled into my bed, naked and utterly exhausted.  
 
    An abrupt, impatient knock roused me from my deep sleep, and before I could answer, another forceful knock followed.  
 
    “Master!” Akira’s voice called from behind the door. “May we please come in?”  
 
    “Of course,” I replied as I sat up and gingerly rubbed my eyes.  
 
    When the door opened, my mouth instantly dropped as I stared at the gorgeous, semi-naked women before me. Each witch from my coven was garbed in a different set of lace lingerie, and their cheeks were flushed as they slowly approached the foot of the bed.  
 
    “Master,” Morgana purred as she bowed before me. “We’ve brought you a gift… we’d meant to give it to you for quite some time now.”  
 
    “What is it?” I asked as my cock hardened like a titanium rod.  
 
    “You can come in now,” Vesta purred as she cocked her head toward the door.  
 
    In the next moment, Circe came floating inside the bedroom dressed in a sheer lavender gown that exposed her entire naked body, and my eyes trailed along her perfectly sculpted, porcelain frame, her bouncing breasts, rosy nipples, toned stomach, and plush thighs with a small patch of blonde hair in between her legs. Her lips were painted red, her serpentine eyes were lined with black eyeliner, and her long golden hair spilled across her shoulders and down to her hourglass waist.  
 
    “Fuck,” I growled. “You look incredible, Circe… all of you do.” 
 
    “Thank you, master,” Vesta purred as her silver eyes shone with pride. “We also brought you this.” 
 
    Vesta’s lavender arms had been folded behind her back, and when she brought her hands forward, I saw she grasped a beautifully crafted dagger. The hilt was made of deep, green leather and woven with strings of silver silk. The blade gleamed like moonlight, and each time it caught the light, it glittered like the stars.  
 
    “We made her a bonded weapon.” Akira smiled coyly. “We knew by the way you looked at her that you wanted her… both in body and soul.”  
 
    “And you were correct,” I grunted as I stared at the blonde witch’s perfect body. “Are you ready for what’s about to come, Circe? Once we begin… there will be no turning back, and then you will be mine forever.” 
 
    “Yes, Cole,” the serpentine witch answered without hesitation. “After the battle… when I nearly encountered death once more, I realized I didn’t want to return to the world of the dead. Instead, I want to be yours. You’re stronger than anyone I’ve ever met, even from what I remember from my past life. Please, take me tonight and ravish me in every way possible. I need you, Cole… more than anything. Fill me with your darkness, your seed, your essence, and I will be yours forever.”  
 
    A smirk played on my lips as I stood up from the bed and padded barefoot and naked toward the women, and Circe quickly got down on her knees and bowed before me while Akira and Faye held onto her shoulders.  
 
    “Stay just like that,” I ordered. “Now… hand me the blade so we may begin the ritual.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” Vesta sighed dreamily as she placed it into my hand.  
 
    I lowered myself to the serpentine woman’s level, and I raised her chin so I could look deep into her snake-like eyes as I pressed the end of the dagger along her collarbone and then cut into her porcelain flesh. Circe moaned with arousal as I dragged the sharpened end along her skin, and when thick red blood dripped down to her breasts, she licked her full lips with her forked tongue and stared up at me with lust-filled eyes.  
 
    “Don’t move a fucking inch,” I ordered, “and close your eyes.”  
 
    “Yes--” she started, but then I pressed a finger against her moist lips. 
 
    “Don’t say a word,” I commanded before I trailed down to her open cut and swiped the blood off from her skin. “Not until I tell you to.”  
 
    I swiftly but carefully started to draw the bloody pentagram on the wooden floor, and when the symbol was complete, I turned to look upon the blonde Wicca and raised my hands up into the air.  
 
    “Open your heart to the darkness,” I began. “Allow yourself to feel the power of Satan as he seeps into the depths of your soul and every corner of your heart. Nothing else matters now except for the darkness and me. You will be mine to own, body and soul, and you will obey my every command.” 
 
    I raised my arms up higher into the air, and the room soon grew icier and darker, even before I began to utter the unholy, blood-bonding incantation.  
 
    “Vocai, et tenebras petere quod sit conjunctio fiet, et anima per sanguinem,” I chanted, and the flames from the candlelight and fireplace began to flicker. “Hae mulieres serve meus, et me in vita mea voluntati parere… now, say you are mine for all eternity.”  
 
    “I’m yours for all eternity, Cole,” the blonde witch repeated with a small smile, but her eyes were still tightly shut. “From here henceforward, I vow to call you my master, my king, and my husband.” 
 
    “In the ancient tongue, say you’re mine, and you will serve me for all eternity,” I commanded as I pressed my hand against her forehead.  
 
    “Si audierint et observaverint illum sicut animam meam in dominum!” the serpentine witch gasped in a breathy voice as a violent breeze swept throughout the room and nearly killed all the light.  
 
    “Et nos in viam diabolum malum,” I bellowed. “Nos gratias ago vos omnem virum robustum!”  
 
    The blonde witch was slightly trembling as I completed the pact, and even when the air grew warm and still once more, she kept her eyes squeezed tightly shut. 
 
    “Now, open your eyes,” I said. “That’s an order.”  
 
    Circe’s serpentine eyes fluttered open, and she studied me with utter adoration and devotion.  
 
    “Now what, master?” the blonde witch questioned as her eyes trailed down to my erect cock. “May… may I finally taste you?”  
 
    “Only after the others rip that gown off you,” I growled as I regarded the other women. “Tear this off her… she won’t be needing it.”  
 
    Without hesitation, the others began to rip off Circe’s sheer dress from her slim body, and the blonde Wicca gasped as she stood completely naked before me. Again, she licked her lips and studied my form with feral desperation and desire, like she was parched for water after being stranded in the desert for days.  
 
    “Master?” the blonde breathed with glassy eyes. “Now… may I begin?”  
 
    “Slowly,” I grunted before I placed my hand on her head. “Don’t be too greedy… this is our first time together after all. Now… as Circe takes me deep into her lovely mouth, I want you all to watch. Don’t even fucking blink.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” the rest of my coven answered simultaneously.  
 
    Finally, I guided Circe toward my dick, and before she took me deep inside her wanting mouth, she used her forked tongue to swirl along my tip and underside. My entire body shuddered with pleasure, and the serpentine witch smiled before she wrapped her soft lips around my cock and took me in. 
 
    “Fuuuuuck,” I growled as she began to bob her head back and forth in slow motions.  
 
    Circe greedily slurped and hummed as she took me deeper inside her warm mouth, and when she wriggled her head all the way down to my balls, the tip of my cock scraped the back of her throat until she gently gagged.  
 
    “She looks incredible swallowing your cock, master,” Vesta purred as her glassy silver eyes focused on the eager blonde. “Look how deep she’s taking you.” 
 
    “She has been waiting a long time for this, I’m sure,” Akira giggled, and her black eyes shone with lust and impatience. “Look at her. Such a thirsty bitch.”  
 
    “The sight is already making me soaked,” Nyx pouted as her indigo eyes followed Circe’s bobbing head.  
 
    “It’s making her soaked, too,” Faye chuckled as her golden-green eyes flicked down to the floor. “She’s even dripping.” 
 
    Surely enough, when I glanced down to the blood-covered wooden floor, there was a puddle growing beneath the blonde’s pussy. My cock throbbed uncontrollably as she began to move her head in faster motions, and without thinking, I reached over and intertwined my fingers through her golden-blonde locks. As I tightened my hold on her, she moaned with sheer delight, and I guided her along my cock as I bucked my hips forward. Then I thrust deeper into her mouth until she quietly gagged again, and when she stared up at me, her eyes were brimming with tears. 
 
    “Deeper,” I commanded. “I know you can do it… be good, or you won’t get to feel me deep inside your pussy.”  
 
    “Mmmmmmm,” Circe moaned as she ventured deeper and swirled her tongue in expert motions along my length.  
 
    “That’s it,” I breathed heavily. “Keep going… just like that. Take all of me.”  
 
    “She’s a fast learner,” Nyx commented as I guided the blonde witch deeper along my cock and thrust my hips with more fervor.  
 
    When I tossed my head back, I grew lightheaded, and my entire body quivered as I neared my threshold. Then I glanced down at the others, and each woman stared up at me with pure longing and desire. The room echoed with the sound of Circe slurping along my dick, and I shuddered as I went even faster and harder inside her ravenous mouth.  
 
    “I’m almost there,” I grunted. “Now… when I cum… you need to swallow every single last drop. That’s an order.”  
 
    As soon as I uttered the command, my entire body violently quivered before I exploded my seed into her mouth. I quickly gasped for air, and my head was spinning as I continued to spray my hot cream down her throat.  
 
    Circe squealed and whined with delight as she slurped down every single drop as if her life depended on it.  
 
    “Perfect,” I panted. “Swallow every single drop. You’d better not waste any of it… or I won’t be pleased.” 
 
    “Good girl,” Vesta purred as she ran her fingers through Circe’s luminous blonde locks. “Look at her drink your seed, master… it’s like she’s dying of thirst.”  
 
    “Mmmmmm,” Circe hummed as I gently untangled my fingers from her hair and pulled away from her full, wet mouth.  
 
    “You did well.” I smirked before I turned to look at the others. “Now, each of you may take a taste.”  
 
    As each woman got down on her knees and licked my flared tip, I groaned in satisfaction, and my cock slowly hardened once more. The women continued to lick every drop of my cream along my dick, but then Circe bit down on her lip and rocked her hips back and forth.  
 
    “Don’t think I’ve forgotten about you, Circe,” I chuckled. “Ladies… when you’ve finished licking my cock clean… I want you to hold her down on the bed. Spread her wide open for me so she may reap her reward.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” each woman responded before they smiled mischievously up at me.  
 
    I watched with feral pleasure as the women led Circe onto the massive bed, and when her body was pressed down into the red silk sheets, Akira and Vesta held onto her wrists while Faye and Morgana grasped tightly onto her ankles. Penelope and Nyx rested Circe’s head on their laps, and when the serpentine woman was spread open for me, I crept onto the bed and crawled toward her.  
 
    The insides of her thighs were violently trembling, even before I hovered over her and pressed my body against hers. Her nipples were taut and swollen against my skin, and as I locked eyes with her, I reached in between her legs and felt her soaking wet pussy. She was thoroughly drenched, and she gasped loudly as I brushed my thumb along her pulsating clit.  
 
    “Yessssss,” Circe groaned as I pleasured her with my hand. “Please, master… make me yours. Slip inside me and fill me up with your hot cream.”  
 
    “Is that what you want?” I teased as I moved my hand and grasped my cock to bat it along her sopping folds. “Do you want me?” 
 
    “No, I need you!” the serpentine witch gasped as I neared her hungry hole. “Please enter me, master.”  
 
    “She begs so sweetly,” Vesta sighed. “I think she needs you more than anything, master, just as we all do.”  
 
    “Very well,” I grunted before I slipped my tip inside Circe’s warm, wanting tunnel.  
 
    We both cried out in pleasure when our bodies connected, and her pussy was gushing wet and trembling as I slowly thrust deep inside her accepting body. Our grunts echoed in the room as I rocked my body against hers, and her serpentine eyes grew as wide as dinner plates when I ventured deeper inside her. She was so fucking tight and warm, and her walls were like silk as they clamped tightly around my throbbing length.  
 
    “Satan,” I panted as I thrust deeper and harder inside her.  
 
    “Fuuuuuuuuck!” the blonde screamed as she tossed her head from side to side. “I-I’ve never felt anything like this before!” 
 
    “Just be sure you remember to call him your master,” Akira growled. “You must obey his every whim and desire.”  
 
    “And one day, you will bear his children,” Faye added in a soft voice. “He’ll fill your empty womb with his unholy seed.”  
 
    “As long as you remember your loyalty to him,” Morgana reminded the blonde in a stern voice. “For you are his for all eternity.”  
 
    “Oh, yeeeeeees!” Circe screamed with unwavering enthusiasm. “Please, master… make me yours. Fill me up!”  
 
    “She’s close, master,” Penelope cooed. “I can see it in her eyes. She’s begging for release. This first climax will blow her mind.” 
 
    “So close,” Nyx added with a chuckle. “Look, she’s even drawing blood.” 
 
    The blue-skinned witch was right. When I glanced back down at the blonde Wicca, she had bit down so hard on her lip that blood was trickling down her chin. I lowered myself down to her beautiful face and licked her lips, and in response, she pressed her mouth against mine. Our tongues snaked together, and a pleasant shiver ran down my spine as her forked tongue explored the inside of my mouth. Then I pushed and thrust even deeper inside her hot velvety tunnel, and she moaned inside my mouth and wove her fingers through my hair. 
 
    When I finally pulled away for air, the serpentine witch stared up at me with bright eyes and parted lips. Her mouth trembled, her body rocked up and down, her plump breasts moved in motion, and her cheeks burned bright red.  
 
    “I-I-I’m going to cum!” Circe gasped as her snake-eyes bored into mine. “Oh, master… please, can I cum?”  
 
    “Mmmm, since it’s your first time…” I purred. “I’ll allow it.”  
 
    “Fuuuuuuuuuuuuck!” the blonde witch screamed as her entire body trembled, and her tight walls spasmed around my cock. “Oh, Satan… I can see starsssss!”  
 
    My entire body shuddered with desire as I plunged my dick in and out of her hot cunt, and I was going so fast and hard, I could feel myself on the verge of another mind-blowing orgasm. Then my head spun, my joints turned to jelly, and my entire body convulsed as I spurted like a burning hose inside of her spasming tunnel.  
 
    “Oooooh,” Circe moaned as I gushed my load inside her. “Yes, master… pour your seed deep inside my womb. Ohhh… there is so much of it! Yessss!”  
 
    “They’re both soaked,” Faye grunted from behind. “Look at her thighs. She’s dripping so much.”  
 
    “Mmmm,” Vesta purred. “I can’t wait to be filled up to the brim as well… I need your thick, full cock inside me, too, master.” 
 
    “Yeah?” I grunted as I cocked an eyebrow at the beautiful elvish witch and then at Akira. “I want both of you to undress for me and get down on the floor on your knees… I want you to face the bed so I can watch the others while I fuck you both from behind. Understood?” 
 
    “Yes, master,” the women answered as I gently pulled myself out of Circe’s cream-filled tunnel.  
 
    “What should I do, master?” the blonde Wicca asked as she laid beneath me and struggled to breathe.  
 
    “Just lay there while Penelope, Morgana, Faye, and Nyx take their turns licking you clean,” I ordered. “I want them to savor every last drop of my cum inside your pussy.”  
 
    “But of course, master,” Penelope chuckled with a suggestive smile. 
 
    “We’d be more than happy to,” Morgana added as her blue eyes shimmered. 
 
    “It’s important that we don’t waste a single, precious drop of our master’s seed,” Nyx cooed, and she licked her blue lips. 
 
    “Absolutely,” Faye growled like a hungry animal.  
 
    Then Vesta and Akira both sauntered over to the floor, and I watched as they peeled off their lace bras and underwear. When both women were as naked as newborn babes, the blood rushed down to my cock like a ravenous river, and I didn’t dare look away as they both got down on their knees and obediently waited for me.  
 
    Circe’s satisfied groans echoed within the bedroom as each witch took their turn to plunge their tongues into her cream filled cunt, and when I left the bed and turned my attention to the black-haired vixen and the elvish beauty, both of them were waiting for me with their backs arched and asses up.  
 
    “Are you ready for me?” I growled as I got down on my knees and positioned myself behind them.  
 
    “Yes, master,” Akira groaned as she wriggled her ample ass in anticipation. “I want you to fuck me until I’m screaming your name, and everyone hears.”  
 
    “I can’t wait to feel you inside me again, master,” Vesta added as she arched her back even lower. “I’ve been longing for your delicious dick every night.”  
 
    “Well, your wishes are about to come true,” I chuckled as I looked between them.  
 
    Both women gasped with enthusiasm and utter delight as I began to rub the tip of my throbbing cock along each woman’s sopping wet folds. Both of them cast curious glances over their shoulders, and the excited duo waited with anticipation as my eyes darted between the two of them. 
 
    I couldn’t decide which woman to pleasure first, but when my eyes landed on Vesta’s lilac folds and shimmering green hair, I decided not to waste any time choosing between the two.  
 
    Not when I could fuck them at the same time.  
 
    So, without wasting another moment, I plunged my cock deep inside Vesta’s warm, wet tunnel, and when I was balls deep inside her, she rocked her body back and forth. Small, delicious grunts escaped out from her lips as I took her fast and rough, and as I angled my cock to scrape down against the front of her velvety tunnel, she cried out with each determined thrust.  
 
    “Yes, yes, yes!” the elvish witch shrieked. “Master! Pleeeeeeease, don’t stop. I need you more than anything, please keep fucking me…. just like that! Yeeeeeees!”  
 
    I fucked her with all my fervor and intensity until my balls banged against her clit, and I ran my hand across her lavender back before I grabbed her long green locks and gently pulled her back. Then I thrust deeper inside her warm, wet, spasming pussy, and she struggled to breathe and stay upright.  
 
    “She looks like a bitch in heat,” Akira chuckled as she watched us. “It looks like she can barely breathe.”  
 
     I ventured further and further inside Vesta’s velvety tunnel as my cock throbbed with hunger and desire, and I could feel the elvish witch’s walls spasming with each plow as they clenched tighter around my member. Akira was right, too. Vesta struggled to breathe as I sped up my movements and yanked back her hair even harder, and her labored breaths only turned me on more.  
 
    “M-M-Master!” Vesta panted as her entire frame trembled. “I-I-I’m going to cum!”  
 
    “So cum for me,” I growled as she screamed out in delight, and her walls clenched and unclenched around my length. “Let’s cum together.”  
 
    “Cooooooooole!” the elvish beauty cried out as her pussy violently spasmed around my twitching cock.  
 
    As I unloaded my seed deep within her soaking slit, my body shook uncontrollably, and my head spun like I was under a spell. Her hot juices and my cum overflowed from her tunnel and dripped down her thighs, and our heavy, frantic breathing echoed through the room as I gently slipped out of her and then began to tease Akira with my slick, juice covered cock. 
 
    “Do you want to feel me inside you as well, Akira?” I teased as I rubbed my tip around her folds and waited for my cock to harden once more. “I can make you spurt and scream… is that what you want?” 
 
    “Yes, master,” the black-haired witch gasped. “Fill me up, spread me wide open, and fuck me like a wild animal. I need your thick cock deep, deep inside me.”  
 
    “How badly?” I grunted as I looked at the black-haired witch’s soaked pussy lips, then at the panting Vesta, and finally at the women on the bed. “How badly do you need me, Akira?” 
 
    “Ooooh, more than anything,” she growled. “I need your cock to spread me wiiiide open. I promise to scream for you, master. Just please, fuck my brains out!”  
 
    “Alright, then,” I chuckled before I slipped my rock-hard dick inside her gushing folds.  
 
    The ebony-eyed witch gasped and shuddered with pleasure as I slowly slid inside her hungry tunnel.  
 
    “Ohhh! That’s what I love. Yessss…” The dark-haired Wicca squealed with satisfaction and shock as I slapped her ass and thrust deep inside her sopping slit, and each time I plunged my throbbing member deeper inside her, her moans grew louder and more erratic. 
 
    “Fuck,” I groaned. “You are always so tight and wet for me, Akira.” 
 
    “Yes, yes, yes,” she groaned as I pounded deeper inside her, and then a feral, resonating groan echoed inside her chest as we rocked our bodies together in perfect motion.  
 
    Her knees almost slipped on the bloody pentagram as I pushed against her hips with more intensity and fervor. Then, as I picked up the pace and plowed deeper inside the ebony-haired witch, she cried out for more and more.  
 
    “I can feel… I’m… cummingggg!” Akira screamed as I thrust deep inside her fast and rough. Her walls clenched violently around my shaft, and I knew she was ready to explode. “Fuuuuuuuuuuuck!”  
 
    My body quivered as sweat dripped down my forehead, and I could feel my cock twitching right before I filled the ebony-haired beauty up to the brim with my thick, creamy semen. Then we both panted and struggled to breathe, and my head spun in furious circles while Akira struggled to keep herself steady. We remained connected, and my cock twitched while her convulsing pussy greedily squeezed and sucked the last drops of seed I had left. Her pussy was starving for every last bit, and after a minute or two, I gently pulled out, and she gasped in satisfaction. 
 
    “Thank you, master,” Akira groaned with pleasure. “That was fucking fantastic.”  
 
    “It certainly was,” I replied as I smacked her ass one more time, and she jerked forward with a cute little gasp. 
 
    “Now…” I growled as I stared up at the rest of my women, and my eyes landed on the blue-skinned witch. “Nyx, come here. I want you to get undressed, press your body against the wall, and wait for me. Meanwhile, Circe…I want you to crawl down here and lick Akira and Vesta clean. Faye and Morgana… you can keep pleasuring each other, but don’t you dare cum.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” the serpentine witch squealed with delight. 
 
    As the blonde witch rushed toward the two women, I slowly stood up and waited for the blue-horned witch to wait for me against the wall. My eyes never left hers as she smiled coyly in my direction and then leaned against the red, velvet wall. I sauntered toward her, and her deep indigo eyes flashed with desire as I grabbed her roughly by the waist and then nuzzled my mouth in between her neck and collar bone. She gasped with surprise, and I sunk my teeth into the soft spot and sucked on her deep-blue skin. 
 
    “Oh, master,” she purred as I bit and sucked on her flesh. “Yeeeeees… please take me. You make me feel higher than any drug. I need your cock inside me… right now… I can’t wait a moment longer.”  
 
    “Very well,” I chuckled as I pulled away from her and reached in between her legs. 
 
    Her pussy was absolutely drenched, and she cried out in surprise and pleasure as I slithered two digits inside her wet, hot cunt. As I sawed my fingers in and out of her hole, she panted and smiled with delight before she dug her long nails into my back.  
 
    “My, my, my. So excited,” I teased. “Yes,” she moaned with delight as I pressed my body against hers. “Make me yours… please.”  
 
    “Very well,” I replied as I retracted my fingers from her yearning pussy. “I’ll give you what you need since you asked so nicely… no more teasing.”  
 
    My hardened cock was ready to explore her velvety insides, so without further hesitation, I grabbed her from underneath her plush blue thighs and lifted her up. Then, as she wrapped her long legs around my waist, I slid my rock-hard cock inside her warm, wet pussy. We both groaned with instant pleasure and feral gratification as soon as I penetrated her, and I began to rock my hips against her skin and plow deeper inside her sopping tunnel.  
 
    “Oh, fuuuuuck,” I grunted. “You’re so fucking wet and tight.” 
 
    “Only for you, master,” the blue-skinned witch gasped as I prodded myself deeper inside her needy cave. “Your cock is so slick with Akira and Vesta’s juices. Satan… make me scream like them, please, master!”  
 
    In response, I picked up the pace and thrust hard and fast inside of her, and the horned witch’s mouth gaped open as she clenched her long, lean legs even tighter around my waist. My dick pulsated with savage desire as I stared into her shimmering indigo eyes and wide, gaping mouth. Her silky, sweltering walls were tightly squeezing along my length like a bear trap, and as I went even faster, she gasped with pleasure and surprise before she dug her long nails even deeper into my back. Then she tossed back her head in pure ecstasy, and she stared up at the ceiling and squealed with each forceful thrust.  
 
    “I-I-I think I’m going to cum!” the blue witch mewled as I ventured deeper inside her thirsty tunnel. “Fuuuuuuuck! Coooooooooole!”  
 
    When she screamed my name, her velvety walls spasmed violently around my cock, and I exploded like a hot hose inside her starving slit. Her slender, blue body trembled in my hold as I unloaded my cream inside her sopping wet pussy, and as I filled her to the brim, we both struggled to breathe. Even after I unleashed a bucket load of my seed deep inside her hot tunnel, her walls clenched around my shaft and squeezed desperately for any creamy drops left.  
 
    “Hmmmmm. That was wonderful.” I gently pulled my slick cock from her full hole as my head spun and my body quivered, and when I set her down, we were still gasping for air and violently trembling.  
 
    “T-Thank you, master,” Nyx stuttered as she placed a hand on her head. “Wow… the entire world is spinning… what can I do for you now, master? I still yearn to please you in any way I can.”  
 
    “How about you lay down on the bed and let Morgana and Faye take turns licking your cream filled pussy?” I suggested with a cocked eyebrow. 
 
    “And what should I do, master?” Penelope asked from the bed in an eager voice.  
 
    “You can lay down on the bed,” I instructed. “Take off your bra, lay on your back, and don’t move until I’m deep inside you… I’ll take care of everything else.” 
 
    “Oh, yes, master!” the bright-haired witch purred before she tore off her bra and adjusted herself on the pillows. 
 
    Meanwhile, I watched as the blue-skinned witch sauntered lazily over to the bed, and when she placed herself next to Penelope and spread her blue legs wide open to reveal her cum filled cunt, I could feel the blood rushing back to my cock once more. Morgana and Faye wasted no time taking turns licking the cream out from her soaked pussy, and as I drew closer to the bed, I saw Penelope’s hand slowly moving down in between her legs.  
 
    “What did I say?” I growled before I viciously tore off her underwear and tossed the ripped fabric aside. “Did I say you could move yet?” 
 
    “No, master,” Penelope whined as she stared up at me with her chestnut-brown eyes. “Forgive me… I was just too impatient.” 
 
    “I’m going to have to punish you for that…” I growled as I crawled on top of the orange-haired witch.  
 
    Penelope gasped as I began to rub my member along the insides of her thighs. She moaned as I grazed my head along her sopping folds, and she squeezed her eyes shut each time I mischievously pulled away from her entrance.  
 
    “Keep your eyes open,” I ordered. “I want you to look at me when I slide inside your hungry pussy. Understood?” 
 
    “Yes, master,” she breathed as her brown eyes fluttered open. “I’m yours to command… body and soul.” 
 
    “And you’d better listen,” I growled as my cock grew harder and harder.  
 
    I tapped my pulsating, flared head along her wet folds once more, and as her desperate whimpering grew louder, I knew she couldn’t wait any longer. So, without wasting another second, I slowly slipped my cock inside her wanting body and claimed her.  
 
    “Yeeeeeeeees!” the bright-haired witch cried out. “Master! Fuck! You’re huge… ahh… just like I remembered!” 
 
    “And you’re already soaked,” I grunted as I sawed in and out of her drenched folds. “Fuuuuck.”  
 
    “I told you I needed you,” she gasped as I delved deeper inside her. “Your cock makes me feel complete… yes… please, don’t stop, master!”  
 
    Penelope’s deep brown eyes widened like saucers as I drilled my cock deeper inside her tight, warm walls. I went deeper and deeper into her hungry body, and her pussy clenched and unclenched as my member sawed in and out of her soaking cunt. As I continued to move my hips against hers, I grunted and lowered my mouth to suck and swirl my tongue along her swollen nipples.  
 
    “Master!” she gasped as I nibbled on her bud. “Oh! Fuuuuuuck… Satan, help me… I can’t breathe… j-j-just like that!”  
 
    The bright-haired witch screamed as she came over and over again, and I chuckled as her juices dripped from her thighs like a fountain. Even if she was soaked, I didn’t pull out.  
 
    Not yet. 
 
    “Are you mine?” I grunted after I pulled away from her salty nipples and then moved my hips with even more intensity.  
 
    “Yes!” she screamed until her voice cracked. “I’m yours for all eternity! I swear I’m only yours! You’re my unholy blessing.”  
 
    I could feel myself nearing my own explosive threshold, and when I sawed in and out of her folds in faster and fiercer motions, my entire body violently trembled as her walls clenched around my shaft for dear life. Her breathing was labored, and sweat dripped from her neck and in between her full breasts as I plunged my cock deeper inside her tunnel.  
 
    “Cooooooooole!” Penelope squealed. “I-I-I can’t hold back!”  
 
    Her walls squeezed my throbbing member as her entire body jerked upward, and I spurted my sweltering cum inside her hungry womb. Our bodies both quivered as I leaked my seed inside her, and her walls milked my cock for every single drop of semen I had to give. The world was spinning as I filled her pussy with my cream, and when I pulled my slick cock out of her sopping wet opening, she gasped and then smiled in pleasure. 
 
    “Thank you, m-master,” she panted as her dark eyes bored into mine. 
 
    “Of course,” I chuckled as I turned my attention to the other women. “Now… Faye… get away from Nyx. I want you to lick Penelope’s pussy clean of cum. Circe… you can continue to play with Vesta and Akira, but only tease… no cumming unless I say so. Nyx may also join them.” 
 
    “And what should I do, master?” Morgana asked as she bit down on her rosy lip.  
 
    “I want you to undress and then climb on top of me.” I grinned. “I’m a little sore at the moment, and I’d love to watch you ride the fuck out of me.”  
 
    “Of course, master,” the sexy brunette purred before she unclasped her bra, tore off her underwear, and crawled toward me.  
 
    As Penelope moved aside, and I took her place on the bed, the brunette neared my cock, and her pale eyes glittered with excitement as she stared at my generous length. She licked her lips before she rubbed her voluptuous tits along my skin and moaned with anticipation.  
 
    “So eager,” I chuckled as I brushed a strand of dark hair out of her eyes.  
 
    “You know I can’t survive without your cock, master,” Morgana grunted as she stared at my dick. “May I put you into my mouth before I climb on top of you?”  
 
    “Yes,” I replied. “Savor the taste as much as you please. 
 
    Morgana’s pale blue eyes shimmered with delight as she grasped my member with her soft, delicate hands and began to stroke up and down in slow motions.  
 
    “Satan,” I grunted with feral pleasure as she sped up her movements and started to lick slowly around my flared tip and then along my cock’s underside.  
 
    I shuddered with sheer delight and closed my eyes as she continued to tease me with her long, warm tongue. Then, as Morgana slurped all the juices from my shaft, I opened my eyes just in time to lock eyes with her as she wrapped her red lips around my head. Her beautiful eyes watered as she gently bobbed her head back and forth along my cock, and each time I hit the back of her throat, she gently gagged but kept going even deeper.  
 
    “Fuck,” I groaned as I grabbed a handful of her hair and pushed her head further down to my balls. “Just like that… good girl. 
 
    “Mmmmmm,” she moaned as her head went up and down my shaft.  
 
    “She looks so lovely sucking your cock, master,” Vesta’s voice echoed from the floor. 
 
    “Yes, I can’t get enough of the view,” Akira chuckled. “She loves your cock more than she loves her fucking books.” 
 
    When I cocked my head to the side, Vesta, Nyx, and Akira were all fondling their pussies and kissing each other’s necks. Each woman was covered in a light film of sweat, and their eyes were filled with glassy desire and anticipation. 
 
    “Do you want to fuck yourselves while Morgana rides me?” I chuckled as I looked around the room and each woman.  
 
    “Yes, please,” they answered in unison.  
 
    “We want to watch you explode your unholy seed inside her hungry little pussy,” Akira suggested with a wicked grin.  
 
    “Yes, master,” Circe purred as she sawed her fingers in and out of her glistening folds. “I’d love to watch her climb on top of you.” 
 
    “You should ride him like a wild stallion,” Faye suggested in a hungry growl. “Please, master… let her ride you.” 
 
    “Very well,” I chuckled before I released my hold on Morgana. “Stop sucking my cock and ride the fuck out of me… that’s an order.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” Morgana answered after she gently pulled away from my slick, rock-hard dick. 
 
    I watched with hungry eyes as Morgana’s curvaceous body hovered above me, and when we locked eyes with each other, she slid her sopping pussy onto my erect member. We both groaned with instant satisfaction as she began to slowly ride my pole, and as every woman in the room carefully watched us, heavy breathing filled the air, and the scent of sex and perfume intensified.  
 
    “Just like that,” I grunted as I grabbed onto the brunette’s wide hips and guided her along my throbbing shaft.  
 
    “Cooooooooooole!” Morgana mewled as her breasts bounced up and down, and her dark hair tumbled over her shoulders like spilled dark chocolate. “Fuck! Master! Ahhhhh… you feel so damn gooooooood! Satan… I needed you soooo much! I-I think I feel you in my womb… you’re sooooo deep!” 
 
    “Oh, yeah?” I grunted as I tightened my hold on her full hips and dug my nails into her soft flesh. “Keep bouncing… just like a good girl. Fuuuuuck… yes, just like that.”  
 
    As her hot bouncing pussy slid up and down along my pulsating dick, I could feel my cock twitching with wild desire, and she moved up and down in faster, more demanding motions. Morgana bobbed her body with more determination, and I bucked my hips upward and plowed deeper into her hungry hole. Her cheeks flushed deep crimson as she bit down on her full lip, and when I reached up to squeeze her breast, she gasped, and her breathing grew even more erratic.  
 
    “Are you going to cum for me?” I teased as I pinched one of her rosy buds.  
 
    “Yes, master!” she panted, and her pale blue eyes rolled into the back of her head. “I-I can’t hold back any longer!”  
 
    “So scream for me,” I ordered as I felt my own orgasm bubbling to the surface. “Let the entire castle hear you.”  
 
    “Fuuuuuuuuck!” the feverish brunette screamed as she passionately bounced up and down on my dick. “I-I’m going to cum all over your cock!”  
 
    Her tight walls spasmed violently around my shaft, and warm liquid gushed from her sweltering slit as her trembling hips clumsily bucked along my skin. As she came over and over again and screamed my name, my entire body shuddered with wild desire, and I unloaded my creamy seed inside her throbbing pussy.  
 
    “Fuuuuuck!” I grunted as I spurted my cum inside her.  
 
    Her walls greedily clenched tightly around my shaft as we both struggled to breathe, and we both sighed in satisfaction when I sprayed every drop of hot cum inside her hungry pussy. Her entire body was trembling as she slowly clambered off me, and without a moment of hesitation, I glanced over at Faye and grinned. 
 
    “Lick my cock clean, Faye,” I said. “Then you shall have your reward.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” the impish redhead replied before she parted from the bright-haired Penelope.  
 
    As the redhead neared my cock, my eyes wandered around the room, I could already feel my blood rushing south. No matter how busy each Wicca was, each pair of eyes were fixated on me, and at that moment, I felt like the luckiest bastard in all the realms. 
 
    “Now, I want all of you to watch while I finish Faye off,” I growled as I looked carefully around the room. “Keep your hands to yourself and enjoy the fucking show.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” the women answered in unison. 
 
    The beautiful redhead crawled toward me and wrapped her full lips around my cock, and I shuddered with instant pleasure as she used her long, hot tongue to lick my member clean. As she bobbed her head up and down along my length, the women all crowded around me, and they watched as the redhead took me deep inside her mouth.  
 
    “She looks so beautiful, master,” Akira sighed, and her black eyes glittered with unrestrained lust.  
 
    “Her hair looks like a bloody river,” Vesta purred as she bit down on her rosy-pink lips.  
 
    “Look how much she enjoys the taste of you, master,” Circe cooed as she rocked her hips back and forth. “It’s making me wet all over again.” 
 
    “Me, too,” Penelope sighed in a dream-like voice.  
 
    “She’s been waiting so patiently,” Nyx chuckled. “I’m sure she’s grateful for each lick.”  
 
    “How will you fuck her, master?” Morgana asked in a soft voice.  
 
    “From behind… just like an animal,” I grunted as she took me in further. “Is that what you want, Faye?” 
 
    “Hmmmmmmmm,” the redhead moaned as she bobbed her head in faster motions along my rock-hard cock.  
 
    “Very well,” I chuckled. “Then stop what you’re doing, undress, and get on all fours… the rest of you can form a circle on the bed and watch.” 
 
    As Faye pulled away from my slick dick, a wet popping sound echoed in the room, and her mischievous, golden-green eyes glittered with longing as she slowly peeled off her olive-toned bra and underwear and carelessly tossed them aside.  
 
    I groaned with desire as I sat up from the bed and situated myself behind the freckled redhead, and when she was on all fours, I marveled at her glistening pink folds. As she presented herself to me like a bitch in heat, I crawled closer to her opening, and without warning, I slid my tongue inside her moist slit. 
 
    “Ooooh!” the redhead gasped with instant pleasure. “Master! Oooooooh, your tongue feels amazing… yes… fuuuuuuuck!”  
 
    As I explored her insides, her entire frame quivered with sheer desire and wanting. She tasted musky and sweet, and as I licked her sopping folds, her squeals and moans grew louder with each passing second. 
 
    “Look how badly she needs you, master,” Nyx mused. “I can see it all over her face.” 
 
    “Well, she’s been a patient girl,” Akira snickered. “I don’t know how she managed to wait for his glorious cock… even the taste and sight alone is enough to make me soaking wet.”  
 
    “Me, too,” Circe mewled. “I had no idea what I’d been missing all these years.” 
 
    I retracted my tongue from her hot tunnel, and the redhead pouted in disappointment, but then, as I neared her hole with my throbbing cock, she instantly gasped with pleasure and arched her back even further.  
 
    “Do you want it?” I teased as I rubbed my head along her sopping folds. “If so… you’re going to have to beg for it.” 
 
    “Yes!” the redhead gasped with desperate longing. “Please… enter me, master. Make me all yours! Take me like an animal in heat… and fill me up with your unholy seed.” 
 
    “With pleasure,” I grunted just before I inserted myself into her soaked opening. 
 
    The redhead gasped as I slipped my wet, flared tip inside her wanting pussy, and when I thrust my entire member deep inside her slim body, she moaned and screamed my name. Her body and soul had been desperate for the feel of my full cock, and as her velvety walls clamped tightly around my pulsating length, I ventured further and deeper inside her soaking tunnel. Her body rocked back and forth as I slammed my hips against her skin, and she cried out for more as my balls banged against her throbbing clit.  
 
    “Yes, master!” she screamed with delight. “Fuck me until you explode inside my womb!”  
 
    I gave in to her wishes and hammered my hips against her smooth, freckled skin, and she took the initiative to wriggle herself closer and rock her porcelain hips even faster. Her abused pussy clamped tighter around me, and the sound of our drenched bodies slamming against each other echoed in the room. 
 
    “Are you going to cum for me?” I grunted as I reached over to pull her long, red hair.  
 
    “Fuck!” she squealed as I banged even harder against her wide hips. “Yes, master! Fuuuuuuck! Yes, I am!”  
 
    “Then cum with me,” I ordered before I tightened my hold on her hair and roughly yanked her back.  
 
    “Cooooooooole!” the redhead screamed before her walls spasmed violently around my pulsating pole. “Spill your seed inside of meeeeeeeee!”  
 
    Our bodies shuddered and swayed as my cock erupted a massive, creamy load inside her demanding, drenched pussy. Her breathing was labored and erratic, and she squealed and bunched the sheets beneath her as she came hard. My entire head spun as my cock twitched and leaked every last drop of semen I had left inside my body, and as I did so, her walls sucked and clamped around me like a ravenous, thirsty trap.  
 
    Now, as I intended, my entire coven was filled with my seed.  
 
    I gently pulled out of the redhead, and we both greedily gasped for air before I collapsed in the middle of the bed.  
 
    “You may all rest now.” I grinned as I stared at the women around me. “You certainly did well.”  
 
    The women all giggled as they nestled themselves in around me. It was too hot for sheets, and I marveled at their beautiful, sweat covered bodies as they situated themselves comfortably on the bed.  
 
    “By the time we bring in another woman, we’ll have to expand the bed,” Akira chuckled as her black eyes danced around the room. “We just barely fit… but I enjoy the tight squeeze.” 
 
    “Agreed,” I breathed as I ran my fingers through her hair.  
 
    “Who will we summon next, master?” Penelope whispered before she gently nibbled on my earlobe.  
 
    “Well, we have plenty of women to choose from, don’t we?” I smirked. “Now that we’ve expanded Scholomance, the possibilities are endless.”  
 
    “The idea makes me wet all over again,” Nyx snorted. “Can you imagine? Cole… the master of Scholomance? Holding all dominion over every woman here? Each one waiting for her turn to take his cock and receive the blessing of his seed deep within her womb…” 
 
    “I can certainly picture it,” Morgana sighed in a dream-like voice, “but remember… we were the first ones to join the pact.” 
 
    “Yes, we were certainly blessed,” Vesta purred.  
 
    “Master?” Faye cooed. “Have we pleased you tonight with our choice?” 
 
    “I hope I did well,” Circe added before I could respond.  
 
    “You did exceptionally well, Circe,” I replied as I stared at the naked serpentine witch curled up at the end of the bed. “You pleased me well.” 
 
    “And it’s an unholy honor to call you master,” the blonde Wicca replied with half-hooded eyelids.  
 
    As I stared at our new addition and the beautiful women surrounding me, my heart swelled with pride, and I felt a power unlike any other.  
 
    With time, my pact and powers would only grow, too, even if there were new threats and possibilities on the horizon. In my black heart, I knew the war between the elders and Wiccas was only beginning, but I also knew that together, we could face anything. I realized there would be a time and a place to worry about the future, but as I glanced at my women once more, I knew tonight was not that night. 
 
    For now, I decided I would ravish each woman again and again until dawn. I’d make them scream my name over and over again until the entire castle was envious of our bond. And then, by morning, we would decide which woman was worthy enough to join our unholy pact next.  
 
    Because at this point, I would not stop until all of Scholomance was mine. 
 
      
 
    End of Book 6 
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