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    Chapter 1 
 
    Wake up, Cole, a familiar voice whispered in my head. She’s drawing nearer. 
 
    I roused myself awake and instantly knew without a doubt that the voice belonged to the woman from my dreams, but for some reason she remained as silent as the grave when I tried to speak back to her.  
 
    So, instead of trying uselessly over and over again, I gently pulled off the covers and padded naked and barefoot toward the window while my women slept and dreamt of dark, demonic, and beautiful things. The floor was freezing cold, and there was an icy draft wafting through the bedroom, but it didn’t bother me. I could have returned to the bed, where my naked coven kept each other warm, but I knew in my heart I had to wake up because something unusual was drawing me to the window. It was a powerful urge, and one I could not ignore. 
 
    I gazed out of the frost-covered window and gazed at the blood orange horizon and the lake of red fire. I stood there and marveled at the contrasting beauty of this holy realm, and I wondered where or how we’d be able to locate the next artifact, but deep in my bones, I knew there had to be a way. We’d already come so far, and there was no way in hell I’d ever give up now or doubt myself or my women. We were growing more powerful each day, and I knew the elder goddess Samara was aware of this as well.  
 
    She was certainly afraid of us, even if she’d never admit to it.  
 
    A small smile crept across my face as I thought about her waning powers and undeniable beauty. I knew once we found the last artifact, she would be mine, and I couldn’t wait to see the submission in her ocean-colored eyes once I had her down on her knees bowing before me.  
 
    I continued to stand there gazing upon the northern realm of fire and ice, but I noticed something was dangerously different. At first, I couldn’t tell what it was. Then I suddenly sensed an abhorrent and holy manifestation surround me, and the unwelcome sanctity penetrated my entire body and soul. It made me gasp for air, and my head spun like a tumultuous spell, but then I felt her presence like a holy ghost.  
 
    I could feel Samara like she was standing right next to me, but this time, it felt like I was invading her mind, rather than the other way around.  
 
    “Hello, Samara,” I said aloud in a taunting voice. “I can feel your mind… and I’d ask how you are, but I already know the answer. I can feel your rage like a brewing sea storm, and it’s overcoming your entire soul.”  
 
    Goddamn you, Cole, the elder goddess snapped in her stern but sultry voice. You think you’re so fucking clever, don’t you? But you only have the two artifacts… I doubt you’ll be able to retrieve the third. I’ve kept it in a place where no Wicca has ever set foot. You will surely die before you come close to it. I guarantee it. 
 
    “Oh, we’ll see about that,” I whispered so I wouldn’t wake up the women. “But guess what? I can feel your power growing weaker… you’re like a flower, slowly dying in the winter as the frost eats away at your petals and kills your life force. You’re slowly fading from the light, and you know it.”  
 
    You don’t know what you’re talking about, she said, but there was a quiver in her voice, and I knew she didn’t even believe her own words. You will die by my hand. Just wait and see. 
 
    “Samara,” I purred. “We both know that’s not true. I’ll find the third artifact, and then you’ll be completely vulnerable to me… it’s only a matter of time.”  
 
    So you say, she uttered in a venomous tone in my head. Just because you’ve found a way to enter my mind doesn’t mean you’re more powerful than me. I have the magic of the holy elder lord and elder angels by my side… you and your heathens will never overcome my people or me. 
 
    “I don’t think you truly believe that,” I replied, and I could feel her anger growing and surging through her veins as if it were my own. “I think you’re absolutely petrified. You know I’m only getting closer and closer, and I can hear the fear in your voice.”  
 
    Your words mean nothing to me, she growled in my head, and as I continued to stare upon the lake of fire, I thought I could see the water bubbling like molten lava, like her anger was affecting the elements. Cole, I will see the end of you soon enough. 
 
    “If my words are meaningless,” I said, “then why do you continue to talk to me? You try to persuade me that I’m wrong and repeat the same bullshit over and over again. If you’re so powerful, then just push me out of your head. Go on… do it.”  
 
    Goddamn you, she seethed. I can do whatever I please, and you will see what I mean soon enough. 
 
    “Sure,” I deeply chuckled. “Well, I’m sure we’ll talk again soon, now that I can sense you whenever I please. Goodbye, for now, Samara.”  
 
    Then I pushed away from the holy entity and sensed my mind instantly separate from the elder goddess, and once again, I was alone with my thoughts.  
 
    At that moment, I couldn’t help but feel pleased with myself for what I could now do. In the past, the elder woman could enter my mind whenever she desired, but now the tables had turned. I couldn’t understand why, but surely it had something to do with retrieving the second artifact. I knew, whether she wanted to admit it or not, that I was growing stronger, and she was becoming weaker. 
 
    I stood there in front of the window and continued to stare at the icy realm, and I began to ponder over our brief but intense conversation. As content as I was with myself, I wondered what Samara meant when she said she could do whatever she pleased, and we’d see it soon enough. I’d heard her persistent threats before, but this particular one tugged at every nerve inside my body.  
 
    Then, as I looked even closer at the lake of fire, I noticed something incredibly peculiar. The bloody horizon and the bright sun, which was slowly rising only moments ago, now seemed to be fading to black and turning the sky into the night. There were no stars, and suddenly, the lake of fire began to drown into the ice. I watched in horror as the red water dissolved into nothingness, and then I noticed the far edges of the realm were breaking apart. The mountains were collapsing, and their downfall instantly began to shake the palace of ice.  
 
    “Everyone, wake up!” I cried out as I ran to the bed, and the women began to stir awake. 
 
    At first, each gorgeous Wicca rose from the bed with half-hooded lids and parted lips, but when they felt the trembling of the walls and floor, their eyes widened with confusion and fear.  
 
    “W-What’s going on, master?” Beatrix asked in a panicked voice. “Are we under attack?” 
 
    “Clearly something shitty is going on!” Akira shouted with alert, black eyes as she shot up from the bed and began to dress. “Is the castle falling apart, master?” 
 
    “I have a feeling that’s the case,” I said before I grabbed my trousers and put them on. “Hurry, everyone, get dressed!” 
 
    The women asked no more questions as they scrambled to grab their clothes. As they struggled to get dressed, the bedroom door suddenly burst open, and a pale-faced but fully-garbed Vanessa rushed inside with her loyal familiar, Isobel, padding quickly by her side. Then all the other familiars either flew, crawled, or ran inside the bedroom as well.  
 
    “We need to get the hell out of here!” Vanessa snapped as she stared deeply into my eyes. For a moment, she glanced down at my bare chest, blushed, and then shook her head. “I think I know where we need to go, and it’s going to require powerful magic. But first, put on your fucking shirt, Cole, and the rest of you need to hurry it up!”  
 
    “Professor, where are we going?” Penelope asked as she frantically garbed herself in her furs and boots. “And why is the castle suddenly falling apart?”  
 
    “That bitch Samara must be killing the realm,” Vanessa answered in a rushed voice. “Once she knew we had the second artifact, she must have regained enough strength to place a holy spell on this snowy shit-land to destroy it. We have only a few minutes to get out of here before we disappear with it.”  
 
    “But how do you know where we must go next?” I asked as I put on my shirt. “And what exactly is this powerful magic you speak of?” 
 
    “Mother, err, the Headmistress spoke to me in my dreams,” Vanessa said before she quickly glanced out the window and swore under her breath. “She said we need to enter the Oceanum Terra, it’s a realm even farther north than here, and it’s not easy to get to, but she spoke of the spell, and I think we can do it.”  
 
    “Alright, what do we need to do first?” I asked calmly.  
 
    “Everyone needs to form a circle,” Vanessa responded before she spun around to face us all. “Then we need to use the second artifact to cut into our skin and bond our hands together. Afterward, when our blood is merged together, you will all repeat the incantation after me.” 
 
    “Understood,” I said as I ran to grab the holy blade while the others formed a perfect circle, and the familiars surrounded them just outside of the intimate gathering.  
 
    Cole, hurry! Alexander screamed in my head. We need to go! I can see the edges of the realm disappearing and nearing us! We’re right in the epicenter of this fucking place!  
 
    “I know,” I muttered as I rushed back to the group.  
 
    As my women and Vanessa all stared at me, I swiftly slashed the palm of my hand and made sure I cut as deeply as I could. Hot, sticky blood spilled from my open wound and seeped down my wrist before I passed the blade to Revna, who was by my right side while Vesta was at my left. I watched closely as each woman cut into her skin, and once the knife returned to me, I tucked it safely in my waistband next to my bonded blade. Then we all bound our hands with one another and held on tightly. The women calmly did what they were supposed to do, and I couldn’t help but admire them more for reacting bravely and strongly.  
 
    Even as the castle trembled, and we were possibly minutes away from perishing along with it, I appreciated that they were mine and mine alone.  
 
    “Alright, now everyone must picture their familiar in their head,” Vanessa ordered in a firm tone. “If you don’t, they won’t make it to the other realm, and you’ll lose them forever.” 
 
    “Yes, Professor,” we answered in unison.  
 
    “Everyone must repeat carefully after me,” the dark-haired professor commanded as she looked around the circle. “Do not mispronounce one single word, or we’ll all die. It doesn’t matter if you’re part of the unholy pact because if Cole perishes, so will you. Oh, and be sure to keep your eyes tightly shut as you picture your familiars in your head. Understood?”  
 
    We all nodded our heads in agreement before closing our eyes, and as my world became black, I quickly pictured Alexander in my head with his bright red eyes and bladed wings. I thought of the sound of his voice and his hefty body, and then I could see him in my mind as clear as day. I felt his bond and his devotion to me, and I thought of how I trained and adapted him to grow as powerful as I willed him to be, and at that moment, I knew in my heart he would be safe.  
 
    Then the castle trembled more violently, and Vanessa began to utter the incantation, but as soon as she opened her mouth, the palace shook even harder, and an icy wind blew through the room.  
 
    And that’s when I knew we only had mere seconds to leave this place.  
 
    “Obsecro, Audi nos Satanas causa dirae,” Vanessa began in a loud and commanding voice, and I could feel Revna tightening her hold on my hand while Vesta did the same. “Ut nos terra rubrum Oceano terrarumque arena! Nos tua Sancta, et bellatorem est ad Principes tribuum et illi soli services!”  
 
    When she was finished, we repeated each word simultaneously, and soon, the room was spinning, and I could feel our bodies disappearing from this diminishing icy palace. This didn’t feel like usual shadow porting, though, because the roaming sensation was much more powerful and painful. I could feel my blood growing icy as we spun through voids of coldness and darkness, and a painful pounding was swelling in my head, right as I lost physical contact with Revna and Vesta. I felt a loss of connection with the rest of the women, and it made my heart hammer with terror.  
 
    I suddenly couldn’t feel my bond with any of the witches, and it sent an even deeper panic through my entire body. For a second, I wondered if we had uttered the incorrect incantation, but then everything grew calmer, and the pain in my body slowly dissolved away. Suddenly, a variety of colors softly appeared, and I could feel my feet planted on something that felt like soft sand.  
 
    Everything was hazy when I first opened my eyes, but then a completely different world, devoid of ice and snow, came into view.  
 
    I now found myself gazing upon a land of red sand against a deep blue ocean with a burning horizon. The sky was a hue of soft lavender, and the clouds were as crimson as the beach. The air was brisk but not freezing as it had been before, and I shivered as the wind tickled over the nape of my neck. 
 
    As beautiful as this realm was, fear flooded my body when I couldn’t see the other women or the familiars, but then they all slowly appeared one by one like ghosts arising from nowhere.  
 
    “Broom fucker,” Akira grunted as she rubbed at her temples. “That was both nauseating and painful, Professor.”  
 
    “Don’t you think I know that already?” Vanessa growled as she clutched onto her stomach, and her face scrunched up in pain. “I think we need to take a moment to compose ourselves.”  
 
    Thank fuck, I’m not dead! Alexander said with a delightful squeal in my head. No offense, Cole, but I had my doubts for a moment back there. 
 
    “None taken,” I chuckled as he perched his heavy body on my shoulder.  
 
    “Oh, thank Satan, you’re here, Ursula,” Vesta purred as her silver snake slithered up her slim lavender body. “I don’t know what I would have done if you hadn’t made it.”  
 
    “No kidding,” Nyx sighed with relief as her crimson falcon perched himself on her sapphire arm. “You can be a little shit sometimes, Trixie, but I’m glad you’re here.” 
 
    “Where is here, exactly, Professor?” Penelope asked with an arched orange eyebrow, and she rubbed the back of her brightly-colored panda, Naomi.  
 
    “It’s the realm of oceans and clouds,” Morgana said before Vanessa could even open her mouth. “I read about it in--” 
 
    “One of your books,” we all said in unison, and everyone chuckled, including the professor.  
 
    “She’s correct as usual,” Vanessa said as the color slowly returned to her face. “This is another holy realm, one that is even closer to the Elder Heavens. I have no idea if Samara knows we’re here, but I have a feeling we shouldn’t reside here any longer than we have to.” 
 
    “Did Theodora mention anything else besides the spell and this realm?” I asked as I slowly looked around, and all I could see for miles was red sand, towering black rocks, and calm waters.  
 
    “She said we needed to find a clue, one that would lead us to our final destination,” the professor said before she too looked around aimlessly, “but our conversation was cut short when I felt the palace trembling.”  
 
    “Maybe it’s buried in the sand,” Beatrix suggested with bright eyes.  
 
    “No, I don’t think so,” I said as I looked down at the blood-red grains. “I’m not sensing anything beneath my feet.”  
 
    “Nor am I,” Vanessa sighed with impatience, and then she began to fan herself with her hands. 
 
    “Perhaps we should get rid of these furs?” Revna suggested as she looked around the group. “I don’t think they’re necessary anymore.”  
 
    “Good idea,” Faye said as she shrugged off her fur hide and let it fall into the sand.  
 
    “Let’s burn them all,” the professor ordered. “We can’t leave anything behind, it’s too risky.”  
 
    We all nodded in agreement before we tossed our hides into one pile, and Vanessa pulled out her wand and then aimed it at the furs.  
 
    “Illuminana!” she shouted, and after a ball of fire spurted from the tip of her wand, it landed on the clothing and quickly burned the hides into ashes.  
 
    “Okay, but now what?” Akira huffed as she stared at the horizon. “We might be more comfortable now, but we still have no idea where to go. I’m not sensing anything at all.” 
 
    “Wait a moment,” Marina said in a soft voice as her lavender eyes danced across the water. “I-I think I might be sensing something… deep in the ocean.”  
 
    “Are you sure?” Vanessa asked with a skeptical frown. “We have no idea what creatures lurk beneath those depths, and I’m not sending anyone down there unless you’re positively certain.” 
 
    “I was a siren before, remember?” Marina said as she grinned. “At first, the sensation was only mild, but now, I’m positive something important is hidden beneath the surface. I’m not as in tune with my premonition powers as most of you are, but I feel this in my gut.”  
 
    “Well, if you’re sure,” I began. “We need a way to get down there.”  
 
    “I think I know of a charm,” Beatrix suggested as she nervously shifted from foot to foot. “I’ve never tried it before, and there’s a time limit, but I think I can make it possible for you to go down there, Marina.”  
 
    “What about me?” I asked as I stared into Beatrix’s honey-hued brown eyes. “I’m not letting her go down there alone.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” the light-haired brunette responded in a timid tone. “I think I know a charm to help you as well, but the process will be painful… and I’m worried I might mess it up.” 
 
    “Beatrix, you must listen to me,” I said before I gently grabbed her by the shoulders and then studied every feature on her beautiful face. “I know you. You’re more powerful than you give yourself credit for. I believe in you, and I know for a fact you can do this.”  
 
    “Our master speaks truly,” Vesta purred in a soothing voice. “We all have faith in you, Beatrix.” 
 
    “Yeah.” Akira grinned. “Why else would we bring you into our coven?”  
 
    The light-haired Wicca flashed everyone a small smile before she nodded in agreement. 
 
    “Alright,” she said in a more confident voice. “Cole and Marina, I need you to take a step back until your feet are in the water, and then you must face me. Do not move an inch, or this could go terribly wrong… are you ready?” 
 
    “Yes,” Marina and I answered after we took off our boots and stepped into the water until our ankles were soaked.  
 
    Then Beatrix pulled out her wand and cleared her throat before she lifted her arm.  
 
    “Satanae concedere potestatem faceret bina aquis natare sub gratia vires dum patitur!” the charm gifted witch screamed with all her might. “Mutantur et errant respirare possunt in eis qui mare oceanum!”  
 
    Suddenly, a light-blue light erupted from the tip of her wand and then hit the two of us at the same time. I could feel a painful sensation growing behind my ears, and my entire body shuddered with agony. I could hear Marina crying out in pain, and suddenly, everything grew dimmer. Then my heart slowed down, and my lungs grew heavy.  
 
    I didn’t know what was happening, but what I knew was that my entire body was completely changing. I had no clue into what, but I trusted in Satan and Beatrix, even as darkness overcame my entire body and soul.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 
 
    “Unholy fucking shit!” Akira gasped when I opened my eyes, and my entire body felt like numb jelly. “Master… look at your hands.”  
 
    “And Marina’s tail!” Morgana squealed with delight. “Beatrix, you did it!”  
 
    When I looked down, I realized my hands and feet were webbed and scaled, but I was having trouble breathing and speaking. As I turned to look at Marina, she immediately dove under the water, and the last thing I saw before she disappeared beneath the surface was a bright-purple tail.  
 
    I quickly followed Marina’s lead and plunged into the cool, deep blue water, and when my body was fully submerged, I could breathe again. I felt a flapping sensation beneath both of my ears that I thought must be gills as I paddled my long legs and arms, and I followed the newly-transformed Marina deeper into the water. Everything around me was a wash of sapphire, azure, and cobalt blues, and brightly-colored fish of all shapes and sizes swam past me as I moved my body with ease and followed Marina deeper into the ocean. When I caught up to her, she flashed me a smile and then gestured down to what appeared to be an underwater cavern.  
 
    I nodded my head in agreement as we swam down toward the underwater cave, and as I paddled after the gorgeous siren, we soon found ourselves right outside of a giant but closed off cave. We hovered in front of the giant rock covering the entrance way for a moment, and then Marina turned her head to look at me and opened her mouth to speak as if we were on land. 
 
    “You’ll have to use your mind to move the boulder out of the way, master,” she said, and I could understand her clearly even though her voice was slightly distorted. “I’m not powerful enough to do it.”  
 
    “No problem,” I replied, and even though I knew my body was now adapted to water, I was still amazed that I didn’t swallow any ocean water as I spoke. Then I pulled my wand from my waistband and aimed it at the giant rock. “Motus!”  
 
    Suddenly, the large boulder rolled out of place and allowed us to swim inside the mysterious black opening. The sensation behind my ears intensified as I pushed myself to keep swimming and not back down from the heightened pressure, but even though the water was pitch black, my newly developed eyesight permitted me to see exactly where I was going.  
 
    The ocean depths were as ebony as night, but I could still see every type of fish swim by as if the water was crystal clear. My gaze flickered to the beautiful Marina, who swam just a few feet ahead of me, and I studied every multi-colored scale on her new slender but strong tail. Her purple hair flowed behind her like the finest threads of glistening silk as she pushed forward with her porcelain and toned arms, but she must have sensed me staring because she flashed me a small smile over her shoulder, and even her pearly-white teeth shone through the black water.  
 
    “We’re almost there, master,” she said with ease. “I can feel the pull of whatever we need to find dragging us closer. Do you feel it, too?”  
 
    Before I responded, I took a moment to feel deep inside my heart. It was beating fast and hard, and in my mind, I could sense a strong magnetic pull drawing me closer to whatever we were looking for like a moth is drawn to a burning, bright flame.  
 
    “Yes,” I replied with a small nod. “I can feel its power growing closer. Whatever it is, it harbors strong holy magic. I sense both its beauty and atrocity.” 
 
    “I feel the same thing,” the beautifully transformed siren remarked. “Whatever it is, it’s been dying to be pulled from the water for an extraordinarily long time, and the deeper we venture, the stronger the sensation becomes… Wait, look up, I think there’s a small air space. Must be a cave within a cave.”  
 
    When I glanced upward, I saw exactly what Marina described. It looked like the surface of a small pool, so we both swam toward it, but I gasped and struggled to breathe when we broke the surface.  
 
    “F-Fuck,” I sputtered as I reached for my throat, but the painful sensation behind my ears seemed to suddenly seep back into my skin, and when I looked down at my hands and feet, they were no longer webbed and scaled.  
 
    I glanced over at Marina, but for some reason, she still had her tail, and when she looked at me, there was a helplessness in her eyes.  
 
    “Master,” she began. “I can’t crawl up onto the surface as you can. I can breathe, but I believe it is you who needs to find the missing clue.” 
 
    “Yeah.” I nodded. “I think the charm Beatrix placed upon us only works for me when I reach an air pocket… or it has simply worn out.” 
 
    “Let’s hope it’s the former,” Marina sighed dramatically. “We still need to swim back.”  
 
    “It’s alright, Marina,” I said in a reassuring voice. “I still remember every word Beatrix uttered if that’s the case.” 
 
    “Master, you’re incredible,” Marina said with adoring, lavender eyes, and I couldn’t help but smile back at her loving face.  
 
    “Wait here,” I ordered. “Let’s see if I can find this mysterious clue on my feet.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” the siren responded in an obedient tone. “I will keep a lookout.”  
 
    I grasped the edges of the stone surface and carefully pulled myself from the cool water, and when I managed to stand steadily upright, I scrunched the water from my shirt and shook my head to get the ocean water out of my ears. I quickly rubbed the saltwater out of my eyes, looked around the dim cave, and then pulled out my wand.  
 
    “Illuminana,” I whispered before the tip of my wand glowed bright yellow. 
 
    The spell lit up the entire inside of the small cave, and I studied every feature of the black rocks and darkly-hued sea pebbles. As I looked closer, I noticed some carvings were embedded and splayed across the entire cavern walls, and it looked like random drawings etched deep into the greenish-black stone.  
 
    But then I realized one carving depicted two men with wings and long, spiked tails. They were both placing a glowing circular object inside a large chest with no lock, and behind them lurked a giant squid with razor-sharp tentacles and menacing eyes. Just the image itself sent a violent shiver down my back, and goosebumps covered my entire body. 
 
    “Did you find anything yet, master?” Marina called out as she slapped her tail against the water.  
 
    “Not yet,” I shouted back, “but I have a feeling that whatever we’re looking for has got to be around here somewhere.”  
 
    “What about there?” The purple-haired Wicca pointed to a corner covered with massive stones. “I’m sensing something underneath.”  
 
    I gazed at the pile of rocks and could feel a formidable force pulling me toward it, and as I took a few steps closer, I could sense the magnetic power growing stronger. I approached the heap, and I knew deep in my bones that something holy and potent was hidden beneath the rubble, so I closed my eyes, opened my soul to Satan, raised my hands, and pictured the stones hovering in the air to uncover whatever laid beneath the debris. Then I took in a sharp breath and steadied my breathing before I uttered the proper incantation in my head. 
 
    Motus.  
 
    Suddenly, the rocks began to tremble and slowly lift upward, and as I held onto my inner strength, I commanded the stones to move out of the way and reveal whatever laid beneath the bottom of the rubble. I guided the rocks away from the corner and placed them in different spaces around the small cave, and Marina began to clap her hands with glee and splash her tail up and down. I did not know what she was so excited about since my gaze was focused elsewhere, but when I turned to her, there was a wide bright smile plastered across her flawless face.  
 
    “Master!” she squealed with joy as she pointed to the corner. “Look! I knew there would be something hidden beneath the rocks!” 
 
    I averted my gaze from the transformed siren, and I saw a large, dark-brown wooden chest. The wood looked weathered and worn out, but tarnished gold trimming sparkled along the edges of the heavy lid.  
 
    Then I realized this box looked exactly like the chest in the cave wall sketches.  
 
    My eyes immediately widened with curiosity as I drew closer to the mysterious container. I tentatively reached out and touched the lid, and a heavy, electrifying sensation shot up through my entire body. Then my fingers caressed the wood, and I could feel holy energy flowing through my veins and sending a painful thrust into my heart. My heart began to beat wildly like a drum inside my chest, and the pounding was so intense and agonizing I thought it would burst through my ribcage, but I fought off the sensation and forced myself to lift the lid and peer inside.  
 
    Down deep in the bottom of the chest laid something covered in a piece of filthy, moldy, and tattered cloth, but as soon as I tore off the rotted fabric, I saw a round wooden item connected to a thick gold chain. I pulled the object out of its hiding spot and lifted its small circular lid to reveal a compass. The glass was cracked, but the thin silver needle was wildly spinning in every direction, and the tighter I held onto it, the faster the pin spun.  
 
    “What is it, master?” Marina asked from the pool of water.  
 
    “It’s some kind of compass,” I replied as I stared down at the spinning arrow. “I’m not sure what it’s saying, but I feel like this is the clue we’ve been looking for.”  
 
    “Then let’s take it and go,” Marina suggested with an arched purple eyebrow. “You need to recite the charm and get down here, master. I have a feeling we can’t stay long…” 
 
    “I agree,” I said before I tucked the compass and my wand safely into my clothing, and I moved to the edge of the pool. Then I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. “Satanae concedere potestatem faceret Bina Aquis nature sub gratia vires dum patitur! Mutantur et errant respirare possunt in eis qui mare oceanum!”  
 
    Even without my wand, my body began to transform, and I felt myself changing both inside and out. I gritted my teeth and crouched down in pain as gills sprouted from behind my ears and grew like petals on a flower. Then my entire body shook with agony as my feet and hands became webbed, and scales grew all over my hands, up to my forearms, and slowly spread up from my feet and up to my knees. My lungs instantly felt as heavy as lead, and I struggled to breathe as the painful transformation took over my body once more.  
 
    When I was fully transformed, I was about to hop into the pool of water and back down into the submerged ocean cave with Marina until there was a sudden explosion from one of the cave walls. A rain of stones went flying in my direction, and one hit me right in the head. I fell down, and as I laid there, I struggled to breathe and stand. The salty ocean water was quickly overflowing the cave, and something was trying to break through.  
 
    I knew I had to dive back into the small pool before whatever was trying to break through found me in a weakened state.  
 
    “Master!” Marina cried out before she lifted her arm and aimed her wand at the shattered wall. “Something is crawling through! I can see its limbs! They’re as sharp as daggers!”  
 
    I instantly recalled the crude painting on the walls and the giant squid splayed across the rocks. I tried to move my fishlike body and plunge myself back into the water, but it was difficult to move, even with the incoming water.  
 
    Finally, I pushed myself upward with all my might and pulled out my wand right before I dove back into the water to join Marina. We both ducked into the ocean water and submerged ourselves deep back inside the underwater cave, and we paddled through a sudden current that was trying to push us back like a strong gust of wind.  
 
    “What the hell is going on?” Marina screamed underwater.  
 
    “I think the beast that’s guarding the compass is controlling the current,” I shouted back as we tried uselessly to swim out of the deep-sea cave. “I don’t think we’re going to make it out of here without killing it first!”  
 
    “Unholy shit!” Marina shrieked when she looked up. “Look out, master!” 
 
    The giant squid-like creature was breaking through the small pool, and large pieces of the cave roof were falling down.  
 
    I quickly dodged each rock sinking down, but when I looked at Marina, a large one was falling straight toward her tail. 
 
    I aimed my wand at the rock. “Dissulto!”  
 
    The giant boulder shattered into a thousand pieces, and when Marina and I swam apart to avoid any more falling rocks, I looked up and saw the ocean beast in full view.  
 
    It was a giant gray squid-like creature with tooth-covered tentacles, dagger-sharp ends, and glowing yellow eyes. Its mouth was at the bottom of its hefty body, and when its jaws parted open, I saw rounds and rounds of giant teeth as yellow as parchment and as sharp as the daggers I had in my waistband. Its menacing eyes glanced down at me, and a terrible shiver ran down my spine before it tried to shoot one of its knife-like tentacles in my direction. I swerved out of the way just in time, right before its long, deadly tentacle could pierce me right in the heart.  
 
    “Secare!” I cried out, and a bright light left the tip of my wand and hit the bladed tentacle.  
 
    My spell snipped the rubbery but lethal limb from the rest of its body, and the beast let out an underwater roar that made my eardrums vibrate and bleed.  
 
    I gritted my teeth through the haze of pain, and I aimed my wand at another tentacle. “Secare!”  
 
    Another sharp limb fell to the ocean floor, and inky blood leaked from its open wounds as the beast’s eyes grew even more expansive, bloodthirsty, and demanding.  
 
    “Volant!” Marina screamed as she aimed her wand at the beast.  
 
    The giant squid flew back and smacked itself against a cave wall, but then the menacing creature turned its neon-colored eyes toward Marina, and my heart hammered more violently in my chest.  
 
    The beast used what strength it had left to spring toward the siren, and I knew Marina wasn’t prepared for it to come so quickly for her. Before either of us had time to react, the ocean beast wrapped its remaining teeth-covered tentacles completely around Marina’s slim body and began to squeeze her with all its might. The purple-haired witch automatically dropped her wand and thrashed around as she tried to fight back, but the creature was at least ten times her size and far stronger.  
 
    Blood immediately began to spurt from her mouth as she tried to cry out my name, and more blood seeped from her skin and tail as the creature tried to squash her like a grape.  
 
    My strength and power were waning from moving the rocks with my mind, but blinding, boiling anger welled through my entire body as I stared hard at the creature. I quickly opened my heart to Satan and willed the unholy spirits to be with me, even in this deep, dark, and blood-filled cave, and I pictured this disgusting creature’s massive head exploding into bits of gore.  
 
    I wanted him to become a feast for the fish and nothing more, and as my body trembled, and I felt the dark lord’s power surrounding me, I uttered the ancient, unholy spell in my mind and willed what I pictured to come to life.  
 
    Modus antiquorum. 
 
    Suddenly, the giant squid’s slimy, bleeding body began to tremble, but it still maintained its firm grip on Marina. It killed me to see my witch in such agonizing pain, but I knew I had to keep focusing on the beast, which had its tentacles still wrapped around her wounded body.  
 
    I continued to keep my heart open to Satan, and I prayed for the beast’s strength to wane and for its massive head to explode into a hundred bloody pieces. The creature may have been a hideous creature on the outside, but deep in its core, I knew there was holy power coursing through its body to prevent my dark abilities from quickly killing it. I fought against the creature’s holy life force with all my might and willed my dominating darkness to take over its mind, body, and soul. I knew I was more powerful than whatever was controlling this entity, and my whole body shook with determination as I imagined its heart withering and its mind exploding.  
 
    Finally, the beast began to tremble more violently, and it released its grip on Marina just enough for her to swim away from the creature. But then, her eyes rolled into the back of her head, and she sunk to the bottom of the cavern. She laid there as still as stone and bleeding from the wounds the creature inflicted upon her, and raw, sizzling anger boiled in my blood as I kept my focus on the giant squid and willed it to die a painful and brutal death.  
 
    I shook with rage and resolve as the head of the squid quivered, and its eyes were nearly bulging out of its giant sockets by now. I refused to look away until its massive head burst like a colossal, ripe melon, and as the beast sunk to the bottom of the cave, bits of gore, flesh, and viscous substances floated everywhere like chunks of bloody rain.  
 
    I swam down through the cloud of carnage and picked up the unconscious Marina, and I also snatched her wand. Then I did my best to carry Marina, push through the cave entrance, and then swim toward the shallows, where I knew the others were waiting for us.  
 
    Before I could reach the beach, though, I could feel my gills retracting back into my skin, and when I looked down at Marina’s tail, it was slowly splitting apart into two flesh-colored legs.  
 
    “Fuck,” I muttered in a spray of bubbles, and as the salty water went down my throat, I knew I was running out of time.  
 
    I kicked my feet frantically and pulled the bleeding and unconscious Marina up to the surface to allow her to breathe, and relief spread through me when we broke through the waves. I gasped and gulped for air as I treaded water for a moment, and when I looked toward the beach, I saw the others all anxiously waiting for us. They began to shout incoherently from the red beach, and I used every ounce of strength I had to bring Marina safely back to shore.  
 
    By the time I was in shallow water, the others ran to help, and Akira and Morgana both grabbed Marina by her underarms and dragged her half-naked toward the red beach. Meanwhile, Penelope and Nyx ran to help me up as I pushed through the water and stumbled toward the shore.  
 
    “What the hell happened down there?” Vanessa asked as she gazed at the bleeding Marina, and she waved her wand in the purple-haired witch’s direction. “Pallavi.” 
 
    Suddenly, a long skirt appeared on Marina’s legs and covered her up while the others attended to her wounds. She didn’t seem to be breathing, and she continued to bleed onto the red sand.  
 
    “She’ll be okay,” Beatrix said as she looked at the two of us. “We just need to wake her up.” 
 
    “Give her a moment,” I said. “The pact will heal her soon, and then she’ll wake.”  
 
    “Do I need to repeat myself, Cole?” Vanessa snapped as she stared coldly into my eyes. “What the fuck happened? Did you find whatever we were looking for?”  
 
    “We were attacked,” I snipped back. “Samara clearly had one of her beasts guarding the clue--” 
 
    “But did you find it?” the professor asked in an eager and impatient voice. “Please, Satan, tell me you did.” 
 
    “We did,” I replied with a firm nod before I stuck my hand inside my pocket and retrieved the cold, wet compass. “Here.”  
 
    I passed the clue to Vanessa, and her lips parted open as she stared down in awe at the relic. She caressed it like it was made of fragile glass or the rarest gold, and when she opened it, her hands were trembling as if the slightest touch would destroy it.  
 
    “This is an Orbis,” she whispered just loudly enough for everyone to hear. “Satan, I can’t believe you found one.”  
 
    “Unholy shit,” Morgana said from behind me, and when she approached the two of us, her blue eyes widened with both awe and surprise. “Cole… do you know what this is?” 
 
    “The clue.” I shrugged. “One that will lead us to the final artifact.” 
 
    “But do you realize there are only three in the entire realms?” the brunette gasped. “They were crafted during the First Dawn by the very first women of the High Council and spread all across the worlds. They are meant to guide you when you’ve reached the most perilous corners of the realms, and now, we have one. I can’t believe it.” 
 
    “We need to be careful with it,” Vanessa said in a stern tone before she handed it to me. “I trust you enough to hold onto it, Cole. You were the one who went down there, after all.”  
 
    “Thank you, Professor,” I said before I carefully placed the compass around my neck. “I promise to guard it with my life.” 
 
    “I know you will,” she said before she took in a deep breath and looked down at the compass. “Besides, only the one who retrieves it can know where it truly points to… so, where do we go next, Cole?” 
 
    I looked down at the fragile compass around my neck before carefully lifting the scratched, worn-out wooden lid. The needle was still madly spinning until it finally stopped and pointed north. I looked up and only saw miles of red sand, but perhaps there was something beyond that.  
 
    “There,” I said as I pointed ahead. “We need to walk down the beach until the compass tells us otherwise.” 
 
    “Alright.” Vanessa firmly nodded before her eyes glanced back at Marina. “How is she doing?” 
 
    “She’s waking up,” Akira called back in a sure voice. “Her wounds have nearly healed.” 
 
    “Excellent,” the professor said with a smile before she glimpsed down at the compass. “Now, let’s head north and see where this clue finally takes us, shall we?” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 3 
 
    We trekked down the red-sanded beach, and no one said a word until the perky Circe turned to look back at Marina and then smiled.  
 
    “How are you feeling, Marina?” she asked the former siren in a gentle tone. “Any better?” 
 
    “Yes, thank you,” Marina replied as she rubbed at her former wounds. “It only hurt for a moment, but I’m feeling much better now.” 
 
    “Thank Cole and Satan for the power of the pact,” Akira snorted, and I heard Vanessa quietly sigh under her breath, but the black-haired witch paid no attention. “Otherwise, you would have been fucked, Marina.”  
 
    “I am eternally grateful for the might and power of our master,” the former siren said, and she cast me a sweet smile.  
 
    “Happy to help.” I smirked. “But honestly, I’m just glad you’re okay, Marina.”  
 
    “Is there any change, Cole?” Vanessa huffed in impatience as we walked across the endless red beach.  
 
    “No, not yet,” I replied as I studied the compass needle, which continued to steadily point north.  
 
    “Do we have any idea what kind of creatures or people lurk in this realm … what was it?” Penelope asked, and she turned to look at the ever-knowledgeable Morgana. “Clouds and oceans?”  
 
    “Hmm, well,” Morgana said as she tucked a strand of deep brown hair behind her ear. “I can’t say for certain, but like all holy realms, I do believe there are elder creatures of all forms and sizes, and most of them are of sea-like origin.”  
 
    “Such as?” I asked with a raised eyebrow.  
 
    “Many of these elder creatures walk on land, but they can possess a range of aquatic characteristics, such as scaled-skin, both gills and lungs, and water-based elder powers,” the bookish brunette explained. “Some of them can even thrive on both land and sea. Oh, by the way, what was the creature you encountered underwater, master?”  
 
    “It was a giant squid-like being,” I explained as we walked onward. “Its tentacles were covered in teeth, and the ends were as sharp as blades.”  
 
    “Oh, Satan,” Morgana breathed as she chewed on her bottom lip. “It must have been some form of Kraken.” 
 
    “Most likely,” Vanessa responded before I had a chance to open my mouth. “It doesn’t matter now. All we have to worry about now is keeping a sharp eye out for anything else. Let your familiars focus and don’t speak unless you have to. Your voices are giving me a headache.”  
 
    “Yes, Professor,” we answered in unison.  
 
    We wandered down the crimson beach, and I clutched tightly onto the compass and stared closely at the cracked glass and steady needle until, suddenly, the entire tool violently vibrated in my hand, and the needle started to move in a purposeful way. 
 
    “Wait,” I commanded, and everyone came to a sudden halt. “It’s saying we have to turn slightly east.” 
 
    I turned to look in the direction the compass was now guiding us, but all I could see was a tower of black rocks, and each stone was at least the size of a large pine tree. We had no idea what lurked on the other side, and I wasn’t picking up any sensations, either.  
 
    Cole, Alexander said as he hovered above me. Do you want me to check it out for you? 
 
    “I think that would be wise,” I replied aloud before I turned to look at the others. “Alex is going to see what lies over the rocks.”  
 
    “Trixie, go with him,” Nyx ordered as her red falcon beat its massive wings and flew after Alexander. “Good boy!”  
 
    We watched as the pair of winged familiars gracefully flew over the tower of stones, and it only took a couple of seconds before I heard my familiar’s voice in my head again.  
 
    Cole, I think I see a kingdom… he said. It’s guarded by a pale sea-stone wall and sits upon a sandy red hill, just beyond a rainbow-colored forest. 
 
    “Trixie says he sees a kingdom, just a few leagues ahead beyond a colorful woodland,” the blue-skinned witch said as she turned to me.  
 
    “Alexander said the same thing,” I replied, but then a feeling of dread settled in my stomach. I couldn’t put my finger on it exactly, but I knew better than to question my intuition. “I don’t think the forest will be easy to cross--”  
 
    “It won’t be,” Vanessa interrupted as Isobel nudged at her hands. “If it’s a colorful forest, it must be the Critique Arcus Silvis, and beyond that, it’s the realm of Mari Hominum.” 
 
    “The what?” Marina asked with a raised purple eyebrow.  
 
    “The woodland of colors,” Morgana answered in a sure voice, “and the kingdom of sea-people. It’s deemed one of the most perilous lands for Wiccas to cross.”  
 
    “Isn’t every holy realm like that?” Akira chuckled without a trace of fear in her voice. “What makes this one any different?” 
 
    “Yes, that may be true, Miss Akira, but as we draw closer to the elder heavens,” Vanessa began in a sharp tone, “the more danger we will find ourselves in.”  
 
    “Yeah, well, I’m not afraid,” Penelope said as she turned to look at me with her chin raised, and for a moment, I was lost in her deep, mahogany-brown eyes. “Not with our master leading the way.”  
 
    “Oh, for hell’s sake,” Vanessa snapped before she whipped around to look at each woman. “You do realize if Cole perishes, so will the rest of you.” 
 
    “But, Professor,” Vesta purred in a gentle voice. “He’s not failed us yet… we have all of Satan’s faith in him. As should you.” 
 
    For a moment, I thought Vanessa would reprimand the elvish witch for her bold remark, but instead the professor clenched her jaw, turned back around, and said nothing.  
 
    We stood in silence for several tense moments until Trixie and Alexander returned to us, and then we all sighed as we stared up at the tower of ebony stones. 
 
    “Well, let’s climb over these fucking rocks, shall we?” I said, even though I knew we were all dreading the climb. “I’d rather not shadow port unless we have to.” 
 
    “Agreed,” Vanessa replied in a firm voice. “Shadow teleporting is one of the easiest ways for Samara to catch us.”  
 
    The other women nodded in agreement, and their familiars either held onto their mistress, climbed, or flew over the black mountain, and by the time we reached the very top of the peak, we saw exactly what Alexander and Trixie described. Before us laid a vast, various-colored woodland, and just beyond that was a realm made of pale sea-stone. The sight was astonishing, even if it was composed of holy land. The trees were every color imaginable, and giant birds flew across our heads as we stared past the woodland and at the sand-stone kingdom just on the horizon.  
 
    “I’ve never seen such a brightly-colored forest before,” Faye breathed in awe. “There must be dozens of creatures lurking within the trees.”  
 
    “Which is exactly why we must tread carefully,” Vanessa ordered. “Now, let’s stick close together and make sure the familiars lead the way, in case they sense or smell something we cannot.”  
 
    “Yes, Professor,” we replied simultaneously.  
 
    “Satan, I’ve never been in such warm weather before,” Revna remarked after we carefully climbed down the rocks and planted our feet on the raven-black soil. “I’ve also never heard birds chirping like this.”  
 
    “What, this is warm to you?” Akira snorted as a fierce wind blew across our faces. “You should feel what it’s like to cross a desert… now that’s fucking hot.” 
 
    “A what?” Revna asked in a curious voice.  
 
    “A desert,” Morgana repeated. “It’s a vast land composed of sand… like the grains of the red beach we just crossed.”  
 
    “And you’re saying there are realms that consist entirely of sand?” the wild Wicca asked with wide, bright blue eyes.  
 
    “Precisely,” Vesta cooed in her soft and soothing voice. “Sometimes the sand can be made of unusual colors as well. Varying from the deepest blue like Nyx’s skin, or even as purple as Marina’s hair.”  
 
    “It sounds wondrous,” Revna replied as she brushed back her long, dark-blonde hair. “I’d like to see those things someday.”  
 
    “Perhaps you will,” Vanessa commented as we reached the border of the vibrant forest. “Once this debacle with Samara is over, you will be able to travel to whatever realm you desire… once you achieve that power, of course.”  
 
    “I can’t wait,” the wild woman responded with a wide smile. “I’d love to sit in a classroom and learn everything there is to know about black sorcery… just like Morgana.” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know everything.” The brunette blushed, but we all knew she was being modest. 
 
    “But you do!” Revna laughed. “You all have your gifts and talents--” 
 
    “As do you,” Akira said as she stared long and hard at the wild woman. “I’ve never seen anyone wield a bow like you.”  
 
    “Well, you were just as extraordinary when I gave you the chance--” Revna began before she was rudely interrupted.  
 
    “Yes, yes, yes,” Vanessa sighed as we stood on the outskirts of the rainbow-hued forest. “Now, enough of that. As I said, let’s walk silently. We have no idea what awaits us in this sacred forest.”  
 
    “Should we call upon the alces to carry us to the end of the woodland?” Revna suggested with a small smile. “I think they would help us cross the land faster, and as we’ve witnessed, Cole has the power to summon them to his side.”  
 
    “Hmmm,” Vanessa pondered for a moment. “Actually, that’s not a bad idea, Miss Revna.” 
 
    “Allow me,” I said before I closed my eyes and willed the darkness to take over my mind and body. As evil overcame me, I pictured our loyal animals who were now bonded with us forever, and I prayed for them to appear before I uttered the incantation. “Ego in vtero producite!”  
 
    Suddenly, a cloudy mist of vibrant smoke materialized out of thin air, and once it disappeared, our pack of elk-like alces stood tall and proud before us. The others gasped in awe and wonder before they climbed on top of their animal, and their familiars followed suit.  
 
    “Well done, Cole,” Vanessa muttered in a stoic tone. 
 
    “Thank you, Professor,” I replied as I studied her perfect profile and then turned to gaze upon the woods. “Alright, let’s go.”  
 
    We carefully and quietly entered the mysterious woodland, and we couldn’t help but stare with open mouths and wide eyes at all the strange and marvelous creatures around us. I spotted birds with multiple eyes, deer with various-colored spots, rabbits with ears as long as peacock feathers, delicate moths with black wings and white spots, and other mysterious and intriguing beings. The trees were as tall as palace towers, and pale sunlight shone through the brightly-hued leaves and lit up the forest like it was a trunk of multicolored jewels.  
 
    As I marched onward with my women, I let the pale sunlight warm my skin and seep into my cold bones. I kept a close eye on the compass as it continued to point northeast, and the deeper we ventured into the heart of the rainbow forest, the louder the woodland critters chirped and squawked.  
 
    “Do you reckon we’re getting closer?” Revna asked after a couple of hours.  
 
    “The needle is still pointing in the same direction,” I said as we wove through the trees. “Alexander, why don’t you fly up to see how much farther we have to go?” 
 
    Yes, Cole, my loyal familiar replied in my head before he soared upward and past the towering trees. It looks like you still have a few more hours ahead of you, but don’t lose hope. You’ll make it soon… at least before sunset.  
 
    “Alexander says we still have a couple of hours ahead of us,” I said, and the others simply nodded in agreement as we trudged further into the holy woods.  
 
    We continued onward in silence, but then the woodland creatures soon began to quiet down, and everything became still and silent. It was an unnerving kind of quiet, and it sent an unpleasant shiver up my spine.  
 
    “What do you think the final artifact will be?” Akira wondered aloud after the silence became deafening. “I wonder if it will be as cool as the dagger.”  
 
    “Who knows?” Vanessa sighed as we carried onward. “Samara may be a bitch, but she’s a clever one at that. It could literally be anything.”  
 
    “And anywhere,” Nyx pointed out. 
 
    “Well, I, for one, can’t wait to see her fucking face when we--” Akira began, but then Faye came to a sudden halt and raised her freckled hand into the air.  
 
    “Wait,” the redhead commanded, and we all stopped dead in our tracks.  
 
    “What is it, Faye?” I asked, and the redhead turned to look at me with wide, green eyes.  
 
    “My elk… she senses something watching us… creatures of the woodland,” she whispered. “They can smell us… and she can smell them. They reek of holy power.”  
 
    We instantly pulled our wands out and waved them around as we tried to figure out what was hiding in the wash of rainbow hues. Strange, eerie chuckling filled the void as we looked around, and when I turned to stare at Faye, her bright eyes narrowed as she gazed into the trees. I could see her knuckles whitening as she tightened her grip on her wand, and her breasts heaved up and down as her alert eyes danced around the forest. 
 
    “What do you think it could be?” Akira hissed as her Komodo dragon perched himself on her shoulder, and a low growl resonated in his chest. 
 
    “I-I think it might be a herd of equos,” the redhead replied, and her eyes were wide with panic. “I’m not sure, but that’s what I’m sensing.” 
 
    “What the hell are equos?” Marina asked in a low voice.  
 
    “They’re cousins of centaurs,” Morgana responded as she looked around with her wand aimed at the ready, “but these creatures have bare, horse-like bones for legs and a scaled and flesh-covered torso.”  
 
    “That doesn’t sound so bad,” Akira muttered, and then the laughing grew more menacing. “Inbred horse fuckers, I bet we can take them!”  
 
    “Is that so?” a harsh voice called out through the woodland. “She seems so confident, doesn’t she?”  
 
    “Perhaps we should teach her differently,” another snapped. “I’d love to wrap my hands around that small neck of hers.”  
 
    “Akira, you always have to say something, don’t you?” Vanessa hissed as she stared hard at the black-eyed witch. 
 
    “They would have attacked us anyway,” I said as I turned to study the pissed off professor. Then I averted my eyes and looked carefully around the trees to see if I could spot where our spies were lurking. “You might as well show yourselves! Let’s get this shit over with, shall we?” 
 
    “How boldly he speaks,” a deep, cruel voice chuckled, “but I believe he is right… let us show ourselves and be done with this little charade.”  
 
    Our elk mounts growled in retaliation as a deep rustling of the trees grew louder, and as I strained to listen, I heard galloping coming from all directions.  
 
    “Wands aimed high and at the ready!” I commanded, and the others obeyed my order. 
 
    We soon came face to face with the creatures Morgana perfectly described, and it was hard not to stare at their strange but robustly built forms. They appeared to be men from their torso and up, but their skin was scaled, and the bottom of their bodies were made from bare horses’ bones. They carried long wooden spears with bladed arrowheads and large shields with intricate patterns placed in the center. Their skin was covered with tattoos of assorted designs, and half their faces were protected by different animal skulls. They wore stacks of thick bracelets on their wrists and wooden crosses around their long necks. Their skin was pale, like the early morning sun, and their eyes were as black as night and barely visible behind their masks. When they smiled, they bared small but sharp teeth, like that of a fish, and they even smelled like dead, rotting sea creatures.  
 
    It didn’t take long for me to realize who the group leader was since he was the largest and broadest and stood right in the middle of his herd. There had to be at least two dozen of the bastards all around us, and each one was smiling beneath their bony veneers.  
 
    “You’re trespassing across holy territory,” the leader growled as he aimed his spear at me, and when his eyes landed on my wand, he began to chuckle until his shoulders shook. “Do my eyes deceive me, or am I gazing upon a group of witches? And a male witch at that?”  
 
    “That’s right, you bony motherfucker,” I growled, and before he could command his soldiers to attack, I aimed my wand at his head. “Dissulto!”  
 
    The leader quickly raised his shield, and when my spell hit his wood, it instantly shattered into splinters. The incantation made him stumble back, but I could feel his rage radiating from his body as he regained his footing and pointed in my direction.  
 
    “Attack them!” he cried out in raw fury. “Show them no ounce of mercy!”  
 
    “Volant!” Akira screamed without hesitation, and she sent three charging creatures flying backward.  
 
    “Stupefaciunt!” Morgana yelled, and it caused a group of our attackers to soar back into a group of trees until their bones broke into pieces.  
 
    “Glacio!” Beatrix shouted before she froze a cluster of the scaled and horse-like men in place. 
 
    We cast spell after spell at the herd of equos, and our familiars attacked without mercy as they tore into our enemies’ chests and ripped off their masks. When I saw what these bastards looked like beneath their facades, I realized their faces resembled both man and fish. Their eyes were as black and beady as a shark’s, and they didn’t have noses, at least not like ours. Instead, they possessed two slit-like holes in the center of their faces, and their skin was covered with pale yellow scales.  
 
    Their leader, who Alex attacked without mercy, tried to swing his spear at my familiar, and he nearly slashed one of Alex’s large, bat-like wings in half.  
 
    Anger welled inside my heart, and I focused solely on the largest soldier of the army.  
 
    “Secure!” I cried out as I aimed my wand at one of his bony kneecaps, and it instantly shattered into bits of white fragments.  
 
    The leader cried out in fury as his leg bent and broke, and although he had trouble standing upright, he used the last of his energy to throw his spear right in my direction. I saw the weapon coming right at me and moved my head out of the way at the last possible second, but then I heard someone behind me scream in panic.  
 
    “Professor!” Akira yelled at the top of her lungs.  
 
    I swerved my head and looked behind me, and the spear was inches away from piercing Vanessa’s heart until I quickly muttered the all-powerful premonition incantation in my head. 
 
    Motus. 
 
    The spear stopped right in between Vanessa’s breasts, and her eyes were as wide as dinner plates. Her lips trembled, and her face was two shades paler when she realized how close she had been to instant death.  
 
    I willed the spear to turn the opposite direction with all my might and fury, and then I forced it to go flying in the leader’s path. The weapon flew faster than a flash of lightning and pierced him right in the middle of his broad chest.  
 
    His eyes widened with agony, and black blood spurted from his thin lips. His men stopped attacking, and they all stared at me in horror. Then the leader collapsed to the ground, and all was still and silent. 
 
    “Retreat!” a random soldier shouted. “The general is dead. Pull back now!”  
 
    “I don’t fucking think so,” I growled before a familiar and raging sensation overcame my entire body.  
 
    There was no way in hell I was going to let these holy bastards go, so with all my fury, darkness, and might, I commanded the earth to split open and swallow each one of these creatures whole. My body trembled, and my blood seared with venomous fury as I willed the forest to shake, and I smiled as each soldier looked at each other in sheer panic.  
 
    “Run!” one of them screamed, but as they turned around and began to gallop through the trees, I uttered the most powerful premonition incantation in my head. 
 
    Modus antiquorum. 
 
    The earth began to crack open as the small army tried to pathetically gallop away, and then I aimed my wand into the ground. 
 
    “Illuminana,” I muttered. 
 
    A blazing fire began to sprout from the cracks of the ground, and as the equos fell into the hell I created, I relished in every scream and cry that erupted from the earth. The smell of burning, raw fish wafted through the air as the creatures burned and died a most agonizing death. I could feel my own hands growing hot, and my blood raged through me like fire as I watched them all fall into the clefts and burn. I inhaled the smell of their dying bodies, and a satisfied smile crept across my face as the last scaled horse-man fell into the earth and perished in a fiery pit of doom.  
 
    Someone placed a hand on my shoulder as all became still once more, and when I turned around, Vanessa was staring at me in a way she never looked at me before. 
 
    “Cole… thank you,” she whispered with trembling lips. “Y-You saved my life.” 
 
    “Of course.” I nodded. “We need you, Vanessa. I’d never let anything happen to you.”  
 
    “Still… thank you,” she repeated after a pregnant silence, and it took her a long moment before she pulled her hand away from my shoulder and then cleared her throat. “Well, Cole, why don’t you use those extraordinary powers of yours to get us out of these fucking woods once and for all?”  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 4 
 
    A rich orange sunset washed over us when we reached the outskirts of the colorful, holy woodland, and I could see the borders of the sea-stone kingdom from where I stood. Then a cool breeze swept past my face and pushed back my hair, and I took in a deep breath and briefly closed my eyes as I enjoyed this one peaceful moment. I was utterly exhausted, and I knew there was no point heading toward the sea-creature infested realm when dusk was quickly approaching. Besides, we hadn’t agreed on a plan on how to sneak into the kingdom, so I abruptly stopped in my tracks and turned to face the others. 
 
    “Let’s make camp here,” I ordered, and before Vanessa could argue, I shot her a small frown. “There’s plenty of space to set up tents, and it will be safer to travel by morning light. Trust me, Professor. I know what I’m saying.”  
 
    “I suppose you’re right, Cole,” she sighed after a long silence, and I could see the surprise in everyone’s eyes as she wordlessly hopped off her elk and rolled up her sleeves. Then she began to set up two tents on opposite sides of each other before flashing me a tight smile. “There… that should be enough distance between us. Hopefully, I won’t hear anything that will disturb my sleep, for once.”  
 
    “Let’s make a small fire before night falls,” I said as I ignored her comment and then turned to look at Alexander and the other familiars. “Go hunt for your meals and then bring us back something. We’ll need something in our bellies before we go to sleep.”  
 
    Yes, Cole, Alexander replied in my head before he took off, and the others followed after him either by flight or foot or, in Ursula’s case, slithered. We won’t head too far.  
 
    “Good,” I said before they all disappeared from view.  
 
    “Gather the wood,” Vanessa ordered, and we swiftly obeyed her command.  
 
    I knew everyone was exhausted and weary from the fight and the journey through the woods, and the air was filled with thick tension as the professor watched us all with steady eyes. I felt her unwavering gaze fixated on me and turned to look at her, but when our eyes met, she didn’t look away or even scowl like she usually did. It was a peculiar minute, and I wondered what she thought as she gazed into my eyes.  
 
    Then Circe broke the unusual moment with one of her random questions.  
 
    “Do any of you reckon your familiars will change any more?” she asked with a pale, arched eyebrow. “I mean… how do you know when they’ve fully stopped growing?”  
 
    “You just know,” Vanessa muttered, and her bright blue eyes turned to look at the blonde Wicca. “You still don’t remember your familiar from your past life?” 
 
    “No,” the serpentine witch said as she shook her head, “but maybe someday I will.”  
 
    “It’s possible,” the professor sighed before she sat down against a tree and folded her arms across her chest. “You’ve cast ancient spells from out of nowhere, so I’m sure the memory will return to you someday.”  
 
    “I think we’re powerful enough now to create our own familiars,” Marina said as she stared at Circe and then at Vanessa. “Once we return to Scholomance, that is.” 
 
    “You mean if we return,” Vanessa whispered as she stared down at her feet. “As you all saw, I nearly died today. Even I cannot predict what the future solidly holds for us.”  
 
    “You’d be safer if you were a part of the pact,” Circe said in a perky voice, and Vanessa’s eyes instantly turned ice cold.  
 
    “I’m not even going to respond to that, Miss Circe,” the professor snarled as she shifted uncomfortably on the ground. “It’s not an appropriate question.”  
 
    “But it wasn’t even a question, it was a state--” the blonde witch continued, but I raised my hand and shook my head. 
 
    “Let it go, Circe,” I said in a firm but gentle tone. 
 
    “Yes, master,” she replied before continuing to quietly pick up scattered bits of wood. 
 
    Once we gathered enough logs and sticks to make a decent fire, Vanessa pulled out her wand and aimed it at the small pyre we put together.  
 
    “Illuminana,” she said in a tired voice.  
 
    A ball of fire spurted from the tip of her wand and lit the wood up, and as we gathered around in a circle, we warmed our hands by the fire and sat in silence for a moment or two. No one said a word until we heard a sudden rustling of leaves, and we breathed a sigh of relief in unison when we realized it was the familiars returning with our bloody dinner.  
 
    We killed a brace of rabbits, Alexander said before he flew over my lap and dropped a fully grown rabbit next to the fire.  
 
    “Here, everyone, give me your rabbits,” Revna said, and we did as she asked.  
 
    Then I watched as the dark-blonde beauty pulled out her thin wand and aimed it at the pile of dead rabbits.  
 
    “Intus sunt!” she recited, and the furry, fat bodies turned inside out until their red and purple muscles glistened in the bright, tangerine flames. “Alright, let’s cook them.”  
 
    Soon, a mouthwatering scent filled the air as the meat began to crisp, and then Vanessa loudly cleared her throat before she carefully studied each of us.  
 
    “We need to come up with a plan for tomorrow,” she said in a steady voice before she focused solely on me. “Cole, it was wise of you to suggest that we stop for the night. Now, we have more time to come up with ideas.” 
 
    “Well, isn’t the kingdom full of sea-like dwellers?” Morgana asked.  
 
    “Yes.” Vanessa nodded. “We’ll need a disguising potion or charm, but one that can last for as long as possible. At least from sunrise to sunset.”  
 
    “Anyone have any ideas?” Marina asked as she turned to look at every one. “You came up with that charm before, Beatrix.” 
 
    “B-But it only lasted for a little while,” the light-haired brunette responded as her eyes widened with anxiety. “It’s not enough to get us past the entire kingdom…” 
 
    “What if you and Penelope combine a charm with a potion?” I asked as I stared between the two witches. “Would that work?” 
 
    “I-I do know of a charm to create sea-like features for beings that walk on land,” Beatrix responded as she turned to look at the bright-haired witch, who was deep in thought as she chewed on her bottom lip. “Penelope, do you know of any potions that can make a spell last longer than usual?”  
 
    “Err…” the orange-haired witch began as she wrung her hands together and looked at everyone with bright but insecure eyes. “I started studying one before we left, but I have never had the chance to see if I perfected it or not.”  
 
    “I’m sure you can do it,” I said as I flashed her a confident smile. “Like we told Beatrix, we have faith in you.” 
 
    “Thank you, master,” the beautiful Wicca said, and as we locked eyes with one another, my heart beat faster and harder. “All I need are a few ingredients.” 
 
    “Such as?” Morgana asked as she leaned closer toward the flames, and they lit up her perfect features.  
 
    “Moth heart, citrus seeds, fairy powder, and a dash of thyme,” the orange-haired Wicca replied as she counted the ingredients off on her fingers.  
 
    “I bet you can find all of that here,” Morgana said with a bright smile. “We can search for them at first light.” 
 
    “Great,” Vanessa said before she aimed her wand at the cooked meat, and then plates appeared on our laps before each of us was given a full portion of a well-cooked rabbit. “Now, let’s eat and then get some rest. We have a long day ahead of us tomorrow.”  
 
    “Yes, Professor,” we replied in unison before we dug into our simple but satisfying dinner. 
 
    I couldn’t help but wonder about Samara as I chewed thoughtfully on my meal. Her presence always felt like venom coursing through my blood, but the last time we connected, something was different. I just couldn’t stop thinking about her as I sat there, even after I finished my meal and our familiars were all cuddled up into a love pile. 
 
    “Prohibere,” Vanessa muttered to kill the fire, and the sound of her voice broke me away from my thoughts as she looked at each of us. “Now, everyone, go to sleep. And that was an order, not a request, in case you were wondering.”  
 
    We nodded in agreement, and as the glowing sunset fell beneath the horizon, the forest quickly grew dark and cold. Vanessa didn’t say another word before she popped into her own tent, and Isobel crawled inside to join her. Then a heavy and tense silence filled the air until Akira chuckled under her breath.  
 
    “So, is it just me, or is she even bitchier than usual?” she whispered, and some of the others giggled, but even in the dark, I could see Morgana’s horrified expression as she stared at the black-eyed witch. 
 
    “Akira!” she gasped. “How many times do I have to remind you that you can’t speak about her like that? She’s our professor, and she nearly died today. Of course, she’s a little tense.”  
 
    “Yeah, that’s true,” Akira replied with a regretful sigh. “As usual, you’re right, nerd.” 
 
    “Speaking of, I don’t think we should piss her off further by staying out here,” I said before I stood up and looked toward our massive tent. “Besides, she’s right. We have a long day ahead of us tomorrow, and we’ll need our strength.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” the women answered in unison before they followed me inside our magically built shelter.  
 
    There were soft silks and blankets spread out for us on the ground inside the tent, and we took off our shoes before lying down without a word.  
 
    I could feel as the others instantly fell asleep. They softly breathed as they wrapped themselves around me and each other, and even though my entire body was weak with exhaustion, I still felt this strange jolt of energy surging through my body as I laid in the middle of my curled-up women.  
 
    I didn’t push the feeling aside, and when I closed my eyes, I could suddenly feel the elder goddess’ presence as it surrounded me like a heavenly cloud. In my mind, I could see her with her back turned to me as clear as day. She was standing at the edge of a cliff, and down below, there was a large body of deep purple-hued water. I had a feeling she couldn’t sense me, even as I took a couple steps closer toward her.  
 
    “Hello, Samara,” I said when I was close enough to breathe down her neck. 
 
    The elder goddess jumped with surprise, and when she swung around to face me, there was murder in her ocean-colored eyes.  
 
    “You,” she growled as she stared at me from head to toe. “For heaven’s sake, get out of my head.”  
 
    “Why should I?” I grinned. “You always entered my mind without consent. Now, tell me, how does it feel, Samara?”  
 
    “Why don’t you just go to hell where you belong?” she snapped before she took a step closer toward me, and at this point, our noses were practically touching. 
 
    This dream-like encounter seemed so real I could even smell her perfume, which reminded me of red roses and lavender. I took a quick moment to carefully study her, and her skin was smooth and bright like the finest white silk. Her lashes were long and as dark as night, and her lips were as crimson as the trees of the redwood. Her long, golden-brown hair tumbled over her bare shoulders, and she wore a sheer, light-pink gown with a deep neckline that exposed the curve of her full breasts.  
 
    “We both know you’re struggling with your faith,” I said as I stared deep into her eyes. “Why don’t you simply accept that you belong with us? With me?”  
 
    “Never,” Samara spat before she tried to spin around, but I reached out and grabbed her wrist without thinking.  
 
    The touch of her skin sent a shiver up my entire body, and we both stared at each other for a long moment before she snatched her hand back and looked at me like I was a monster.  
 
    “Don’t you dare touch me!” she snarled. 
 
    “You’ve never had a problem with it before,” I said as I took a step even closer, and I looked down at her full lips. “Remember when you kissed me? I knew you felt something.”  
 
    “You’re wrong,” she said, but there was a tremor in her voice. “Get away from me.”  
 
    “I won’t,” I said, and I could see her breasts heaving up and down as she stared at me with a mix of fury and confusion plastered across her face. “I can feel what you feel now. There’s no escaping it.”  
 
    “Get out!” she screamed before she placed her hands over her ears and took a couple of steps back.  
 
    For a moment, I thought she would fall over the cliff and down into the purple ocean, so I raised my hands in a truce and took a few steps back.  
 
    “Alright,” I said in a softer voice. “I will leave you be… but mark my words, we will see each other again soon. And then I’ll do all the things to you that you’ve been wishing for.” 
 
    Before Samara could answer, the world slowly vanished from existence, and when I opened my eyes, I was back inside my tent with my women. It was still pitch black, and everyone was deeply asleep, but I knew I couldn’t get another wink in, even if I tried. So, instead, I took care to slowly rise from the silks and blankets and quietly left the tent. When I was outside, I passed by the pile of slumbering familiars and saw Vanessa was wide awake and sitting by the edge of the forest. Her familiar was lying down next to her with her heavy wolf head on the dark-haired witch’s lap.  
 
    “You couldn’t sleep, either, I take it?” I asked before I sat down next to her.  
 
    “No,” she replied without looking at me. “There’s too much on my mind.” 
 
    “Me, too,” I responded as I watched the sun slowly peeking over the horizon.  
 
    “Did she speak to you again?” the professor asked without turning to look at me. “Samara, I mean. Not the mysterious woman from your dreams.” 
 
    “Yes, I spoke with Samara,” I said, and this time, Vanessa turned to me with wide, curious eyes. “I’ve been able to penetrate her mind, rather than the other way around. It all began after we discovered the second artifact.” 
 
    “That’s impressive,” she said in a stoic voice. “Do you think she’ll listen to you?” 
 
    “She won’t have a choice,” I replied with a small shrug. “Once we have the third artifact in our possession, anyway. It will be over for her, and she knows it.”  
 
    “True,” Vanessa sighed before she turned back to look at the rising sun. “Wake up the others… it’s nearly time to sneak into the kingdom, and we still need to find those ingredients for the potion.”  
 
    “Of course,” I said, but before I stood up, I carefully studied her profile, and as the sun glowed on her dewy, flawless skin and long dark hair, I couldn’t help but admire her beauty but deep sadness as well. “Are you alright, Vanessa?”  
 
    The professor quickly clenched her jaw, and for a moment, I thought she would snap at me for using her name, but instead, she looked down at her hands and took a deep breath.  
 
    “I’m fine, Cole,” she replied in a soft voice, “but please, don’t ask me again.”  
 
    “If that’s what you want,” I answered before I left her alone with her thoughts for a few moments longer.  
 
    I turned to go into the tent, but by the time I slipped inside, the women were already getting up, and some of them were either braiding or pulling up their hair.  
 
    “I think the rest of you should stay here while Penelope and I hunt for the ingredients,” I said as I looked at each woman. “There’s no point in all of us wandering deep into the woods and separating from one another.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” they replied.  
 
    I turned to look at the orange-haired Wicca. “Are you ready, Penelope?”  
 
    “Yes.” She nodded. “Let’s go.” 
 
    We swiftly left the tent, and when I looked over toward the edge of the woods, Vanessa was no longer sitting down. Instead, she was vanishing her tent, and when she turned to study me, her bright blue eyes were filled with determination.  
 
    “We need to move quickly if we want to slip into the kingdom by--” she began, but then I raised a hand to cut her off. 
 
    “Penelope and I will go and hunt for the ingredients,” I explained in a gentle voice. “You should stay here with the others. We won’t be long.”  
 
    “And if you please, Professor,” Penelope said in a respectful voice. “Could you brew some water for us before we return? It would be most helpful.”  
 
    “Fine,” the beautiful professor answered after a long silence, “but be careful.”  
 
    “We will, and we won’t go too far,” I assured her before I turned to look at Penelope. “Right?” 
 
    “Yes, master,” she said with a bright and eager smile.  
 
    We both turned away from Vanessa and the sleeping familiars before heading back into the woodland. The woods were cold, and the early morning sunrise was barely visible, but it still cast a pale glow on the forest floor and vibrant trees. 
 
    “So, how hard do you think it will be to find these ingredients?” I asked as we walked onward, and the sun began to burn a little brighter.  
 
    “It shouldn’t be too difficult, they’re rather common,” she responded before she stopped in her tracks and then looked around. “In fact… I think we could find a moth nest in one of these trees.”  
 
    “Yeah?” I arched an eyebrow as I turned and looked at the differently-colored barked trees. “Any particular one?”  
 
    “If my memory serves me correctly,” Penelope began before she drummed her fingers along her lips. “It should be inside a dark purple barked tree. Moths love to nest inside them because darker colors tend to attract more light and warmth, and they thrive from it.” 
 
    “Got it,” I said as we looked at all the colorful trees around us. “Well, that shouldn’t be too hard to find. Most of these are light, so a dark tree should be easy to spot--”  
 
    “Look, there’s one just ahead,” she gasped as she pointed to a dark tree among a cluster of yellow, green, and red ones. “Let’s check it out.”  
 
    I followed Penelope as she ventured toward the deep, plum-colored tree, and then she pulled out her wand and aimed it at the bark.  
 
    “Aperto,” she recited before a speeding green light fired from the tip of her wand and tore a hole into the purple tree trunk.  
 
    We both neared the broken bark and peered inside the opening. I saw a small nest built from little, bird-like bones, and there were white and black spotted moths fluttering wildly inside.  
 
    Penelope reached into the tree and grasped one of the winged creatures with her bare hands, and then she squeezed it with all her might until a satisfying crunch followed.  
 
    “That’s one ingredient down,” she said in a pleased voice before she withdrew her hand and placed the dead moth into her pocket. “Now just three more to go.”  
 
    “Which one should we hunt for next?” I asked.  
 
    “I’d say we should try to find the thyme,” Penelope said before she stopped and looked down at the brightly-colored forest floor. “It’s a plain green ingredient, and it should stand out from everything else around here.”  
 
    “Understood.” I smiled, and as I watched the orange-haired witch with careful eyes, I couldn’t help but marvel at how confident and gifted she was. “You know, Penelope, without you, we would have been fucked countless times before. I hope you know that.” 
 
    “I do, master,” she replied before she looked up at me with adoring, honey-brown eyes, “but you do know the only reason we’ve come this far is because of you, right?”  
 
    Before either of us could answer, there was a sudden rustling of leaves, and we both whipped around with our wands pulled out and aimed at the ready. We both prepared for anything to appear, but then we found ourselves staring at Penelope’s panda, and we both laughed in relief.  
 
    “Oh, it’s just you, Naomi,” the orange-haired witch giggled.  
 
    And me, too! a familiar voice said in my head, and when I looked up, I saw Alexander flying just above my head.  
 
    “Were you not asleep when I left you?” I laughed before he perched himself on my shoulder.  
 
    So? he said in a stubborn voice. Did you really think I wouldn’t follow your scent? You can’t get rid of me that easily, you know.  
 
    “I know that,” I chuckled. “Anyway, now that you’re here, I want you to fly up and see if you can spot a bright green herb growing from the earth.”  
 
    No problem, he said in my head, and then he sprung from my shoulder and took off. I’ll be back sooner than you think!  
 
    “While Alex is gone, let’s look for the seeds,” I suggested before I turned to Penelope, who was petting her panda with a loving smile. “What kind were they again?”  
 
    “Citrus seeds,” Penelope clarified before she looked at her familiar and whispered something into her ear. 
 
    The bright orange panda nodded her head and waddled off into the woods, and when Penelope spun around to face me, she flashed me a small smile.  
 
    “She’s going to kill some fairies, and once I have their bodies, I can retrieve their powder,” she explained.  
 
    “Great,” I sighed. “So, let’s find the seeds, and by the time we’re done, hopefully the familiars will be, too.”  
 
    The bright-haired witch nodded in agreement and began to look up at the sky, and for a moment, I was confused.  
 
    “Hmmmmm,” she hummed aloud.  
 
    “What are you doing?” I asked.  
 
    “Looking up at the yellow trees,” Penelope explained. “That’s where lemons grow.”  
 
    “Ah,” I said with a small chuckle, “but of course.”  
 
    I craned my neck up to see if I could spot any lemons in the bushy, yellow trees, but it was difficult to make out yellow fruit among the sunshine-hued leaves. Until, suddenly, I thought I spotted one dangling high above me, and when a strong gust of wind swept across us, the fruit swayed with the breeze.  
 
    A smile broke across my face before I raised my wand. “Secare.” 
 
    The tree branch holding the fruit instantly broke in half, and when the lemon came tumbling down, I caught it with my open hand and handed it to Penelope.  
 
    “Nicely spotted, master,” she giggled.  
 
    Before I said anything, Alexander swiftly flew down and perched himself comfortably on my shoulder with a bundle of green herbs in his mouth.  
 
    Is this what you meant, Cole? he asked. 
 
    “Penelope, is this thyme?” I asked as I gently took the herbs from Alexander and handed them to her. 
 
    “Yes!” she said in an excited voice before she patted Alexander on the head. “Well done, Alex.” 
 
    She’s hot, but tell her I already have a girlfriend, Alexander chuckled in my head. 
 
    “Calm down there.” I grinned before Penelope’s panda wandered toward us, and there were dead, dangling little women with wings hanging from her bloody jaw. Then the large familiar dropped the gore-covered fairies into Penelope’s open palm, and the both of us looked at each other with proud smiles. “Nicely done. Well, now that we have everything, let’s go back and perform the potion and charm, shall we?”  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 5 
 
    Penelope and I returned to the campsite with the ingredients safely tucked inside her pocket, and Vanessa and the others were patiently waiting for us. When they heard us approaching, they quickly turned around, and the first one to run toward us was a smiling Beatrix.  
 
    “Master, Penelope,” she breathed as she studied the two of us from head to toe. “Did you find everything we need?”  
 
    “We did,” I replied.  
 
    When the three of us returned to the others, there was a heavy cauldron already hovering over burning wood, and boiling water was steaming into the early morning air.  
 
    “Alright, now, everyone, take a step back,” the orange-haired witch requested before she kneeled down, pulled out each ingredient, and then studied them with her focused brown eyes. “Now, let’s see… the first thing I need to do is add the thyme.” 
 
    We did as Penelope asked and watched as she carefully placed a small portion of herbs inside of the hot cauldron. After she wiped her hands against her skirt, she took a long deep breath before she looked at each ingredient laid out before her. She spread them around her as she chewed on her bottom lip, and I could tell she was doing her best to recall which one was supposed to go next, but even so, I didn’t harbor any doubt. 
 
    “Do you need a hand--?” Nyx began, but then Vanessa whipped her head in the blue witch’s direction. 
 
    “Be quiet,” she said, but in a surprisingly low and patient voice. “Just let her work.”  
 
    “Sorry,” the horned witch muttered before she shifted her feet and folded her hands in front of her.  
 
    “It’s fine, Nyx…” Penelope said without looking up. “I… I just needed a minute to think, but I’m positive I need to add the lemon seeds next, but only three of them. Then the fairy powder and finally the moth heart.”  
 
    We watched quietly as the bright-haired Wicca carefully pulled out her bonded blade and proceeded to cut into the ripe lemon before she gently pulled out three seeds and tossed them into the cauldron. Then she muttered to herself, grabbed the dead fairies, and began to wring their little bodies like soaked clothes, but instead of blood and guts spilling from the small, broken corpses, a glittering powder tumbled into the bubbling concoction.  
 
    After Penelope tossed the fairies aside, she cautiously carved into the moth and then retrieved a pea-sized, black organ. She dropped it into the steaming black pot, and suddenly, a bright, purple flame burst to life. It nearly knocked Penelope backward, but she maintained her stance and remained steady on her knees. Then she stared hard at the cauldron before she cleared her throat and placed her hand over the boiling brew.  
 
    “Satanae permitted orum dare velit consequat,” she whispered in a stern voice as she closed her eyes and kept her hand hovering over the smoke. The steam was clearly causing her pain by the way she was shaking and biting down on her lip, but still, she continued with the spell. “Loquere ad extremum etiam ipsi per leporem sit nobis cunctis diebus vitae tuae erit!”  
 
    A strong gust of wind suddenly blew over the forest, and the sound was so shrill, it reminded me of a group of witches burning at the stake and screaming into the air as their flesh melted from their bones. As the violent wind blew over us, deep but welcoming darkness seeped into my bones and filled my heart with pure evil, and it consumed my entire soul. A smile spread across my face as I felt Satan’s presence around us, and that’s when I knew Penelope had successfully concocted the potion.  
 
    When the purple smoke finally stopped seeping into the air, Penelope quickly pulled her hand away and moaned before she looked down at her skin. We rushed to her side and examined her palm, and there were red marks and boils already forming on her flesh. 
 
    “Penelope, are you alright--?” Morgana began, but the bright-haired witch shook her head and chuckled.  
 
    “I’m fine,” she said in a relieved tone. “Don’t worry about me. Besides, the pact will heal me soon, and all that matters is the potion is perfectly devised.”  
 
    “Wait, how do you know that for certain?” Marina asked as she tilted her head to the side and frowned. “We haven’t even drunk it yet.”  
 
    “Oh, if it hadn’t worked, it would have killed us instantly with an explosion,” Penelope said in a casual tone, and the rest of the women just stared blankly at one another until the bright-haired witch simply shrugged. “Err, it didn’t, though, so let’s all drink it while it’s still hot and freshly made.”  
 
    With her injured hand, Penelope reached into her pocket and retrieved a small and empty vial. Then she dipped the bottle into the brew and gave everyone their share of the bubbling potion. When it was my turn, she flashed me a small smile before I tipped my head back and drank the bitter brew. I shuddered as it seeped down my throat, and it felt like it was burning my insides as it traveled down my body. 
 
    “Fuck, that’s absolutely disgusting,” Akira grunted as she shook her head. “Satan, it tastes like gremlin piss.”  
 
    “I know,” Penelope sighed before she tilted her head back and swallowed her ration, “but if it feels like it’s burning your insides, that means it’s working. Okay, now for the familiars.” 
 
    We watched as Penelope carefully took the last dose of the potion and made sure each familiar had drunk their share before she returned to join us in the spread-out circle.  
 
    That’s fucking gross, Alexander spat in my head.  
 
    “Too bad,” I muttered. “You’ll need a disguise as well.” 
 
    “Now that we’ve gotten that over with,” Vanessa sighed before she stared at Beatrix with her stern blue eyes. “Miss Beatrix, would you please perform the charm now, while the potion is still sizzling in our bodies?”  
 
    “Yes, of course, Professor,” Beatrix said with a small nod, and she was as pale as snow. “Everyone, you need to come a little closer and join hands, please. Then I want you all to close your eyes. Also, make sure your familiars are right behind you and touching you in some way.” 
 
    “Alex, you heard the woman,” I said. “Stand behind me and touch me with your wing.” 
 
    Okay, Cole, Alex replied with a long, drawn-out sigh. 
 
    We did as the light-haired brunette asked, and when our familiars were connected to us, I held hands with Circe and Morgana. I could feel them trembling as they grasped tightly onto me, and their breathing was raspy and shallow. I closed my eyes, and when I did so, I could feel each woman’s energy coursing through my body as we connected like one evil entity. Darkness took over our bodies, and I knew the lord of hell was by our sides even before Beatrix began to utter her charm.  
 
    “Satanas rogamus, audi nos,” she whispered, but it was loud enough for us to hear. “Dissimulandum nobis transitum maris regna mundi sol nocte!” 
 
    Another shrill wind swept through the forest and nearly knocked us off our feet, but it also sent a powerful and pleasant shiver up my spine. Yet, despite the intense and gratifying darkness, a painful sensation overcame my senses, and suddenly, it felt like my bones were going to snap in half and my muscles were going to melt off my body. I could feel my skin shifting, and small bits of fleshy flaps were growing all over me. Even though I was in searing pain, I kept my hands tightly wrapped around Circe and Morgana’s hands, and I knew they were both in the same amount of agony as they stifled their screams.  
 
    “Whatever you do,” Beatrix grunted. “Keep your eyes closed!”  
 
    I gritted my teeth in pain as my body morphed into something else entirely, and I could even feel the hair on my arms falling off as my insides and outsides changed into whatever Beatrix had incanted. Finally, the torture stopped, and I slowly peeled my eyes open. Then my jaw nearly dropped in surprise when I looked at the other women.  
 
    Each witch possessed brightly-hued eyes and multi-colored, scaled-covered flesh. No matter how short some of their hair was before, it was now down to their waists and pulled back into fishtail braids, and they wore simple peasant dresses with dark hoods and black leather boots. Their features were the same, but the shape of their eyes was a little narrower, and their noses were slightly more pointed. Their hands were webbed, and when they turned to look at one another, I could see gills flapping behind their ears.  
 
    I looked down at my hands and found they were covered entirely in pale scales that glittered dimly under the sun, and when I touched my face, I could feel the rough, fishlike texture all over my cheeks, nose, and forehead.  
 
    Ugh, wow, master… Alexander began in my head. You look… remarkably different and also a bit taller from where I’m standing.  
 
    I turned around to look down at him, and my face broke into a smile as I suppressed a laugh. He was now a small, harmless seagull, and so were the other familiars, and when they realized they all had wings, they flew into the air and perched themselves on our shoulders.  
 
    “Unholy shit,” Akira chuckled, and even her voice sounded different, like it was five octaves higher. “Wait, what the hell is wrong with my voice?”  
 
    “Nothing’s wrong,” Beatrix answered in a piercing tone. “Sea-like creatures simply tend to have higher-pitched voices.”  
 
    “Well, the point is that it worked,” I said, and I too was shocked by the sound of my own voice.  
 
    “Exactly,” Vanessa whispered, and then she blushed like she was embarrassed by how different she sounded. “Now, let’s get a move on, shall we?”  
 
    “What about the elk?” Revna asked with wide, glowing ice-blue orbs. “We obviously can’t bring them with us.”  
 
    “Let them wander through the woodland,” Vanessa suggested. “If we need their aid, we can summon them whenever we please.”  
 
    So, we willed our bonded elks to wander through the forest, and as I watched them leave, I quickly prayed to Satan to keep them safe. Then, when they were out of sight, the newly winged familiars followed closely behind us as we treaded past the threshold of the colorful woodland and began our journey toward the sea-creature dwelling kingdom. My feet were uncomfortable in my leather boots, and each step was painful with my new scales, but I didn’t utter a word of complaint, and neither did the others.  
 
    We trekked closer and closer toward the borders of the citadel, and I glanced up at the sky and looked at the familiars disguised as a flock of seagulls. They were flying not too high above us, but they also kept enough distance to not seem suspicious. 
 
    I hate this, Alexander said in my head, and I couldn’t help but laugh under my breath. I feel like an idiot.  
 
    “I know,” I muttered. “I’m not exactly having a fun day in hell, either.”  
 
    “Is Alexander also bitching about his new appearance?” Akira chuckled, and when I looked at her, it was so strange to see her with her black, glowing eyes and scaled white and pink skin. “Because Damien won’t shut up about it.”  
 
    “Yeah, he’s constantly complaining,” I snickered.  
 
    No, I’m not, Alex argued back.  
 
    I laughed, and it still felt strange to hear my own voice sounding like a high-pitched cackle.  
 
    Finally, we ended up at the giant gates of the sea-stone kingdom, and I looked up to see if I could spot any guards on watch, but I saw nothing except for a dangling white rope coming from a towering pillar.  
 
    “What’s that for?” Marina asked as she squinted and looked up.  
 
    “It’s a bell to alert the guards that we want passage,” Vanessa sharply responded before she tugged on it.  
 
    A giant ringing sound echoed through the sky, and the gates slowly parted open as soon as the sound reverberated through the air. A cluster of soldiers slowly emerged from the large, parting gates, and they carried spears in their hands and garbed themselves in silver and scaled armor. They wore heavy helmets on their heads with a seashell placed right in the center, but I could still see their glowing eyes and fishlike skin beneath their visors.  
 
    “Are you returning from a journey?” one soldier asked as he took a step away from the others and approached me, and then he looked at the other women. “Are these your wives, sir?”  
 
    “Yes,” I replied without hesitation. “We traveled to the red sands in search for…” 
 
    Sea-glass, the woman from my mind echoed suddenly. The kingdom is in short supply of it.  
 
    “Well?” the soldier asked in a high-pitched but impatient tone.  
 
    “Sea-glass,” I said with a long, dramatic sigh, “but I’m afraid we didn’t come across any. We will perhaps try again in the morning.” 
 
    “Well, at least you tried,” he replied before he turned to the other sea-like guards and nodded in their direction. “Let them pass. They’ve been to the red sands, and I’m sure they’re weary from also crossing the woodland.” 
 
    “Very much, so,” Vesta purred in a sweet voice, and when she spoke to the men, they couldn’t take their eyes off her. “Thank God for your kindness, sirs.” 
 
    “Of course, radiant madame,” the head guard replied, and all the men bowed at once.  
 
    I knew if this were any other situation, Akira would start bursting into laughter, and when I looked at her, it was apparent she was using all her willpower to keep a straight face.  
 
    “Come along now, my faithful and holy wives,” I said with a forced smile. “Let us not waste any more of the guards’ time.”  
 
    “Yes, husband,” the women, including Vanessa, responded, and I knew it probably killed her inside to say it, but she knew she had no other choice. 
 
    We passed by the guards, and I could feel their glowing eyes on us as we swiftly entered the mysterious kingdom with our seagull familiars flying over our heads. When we stepped past the gates and into the citadel, it was clear this was a bustling and overly crowded holy kingdom. Dozens of villagers gathered in the cobblestone streets and open marketplaces as we headed deeper through the heart of this ocean-creature dwelling realm, and the smell of spiced meat, fish-smelling skin, and other mysterious odors filled the air as we tried to seamlessly blend in.  
 
    “Unholy fuck,” Akira hissed under her breath. “There are so many people.”  
 
    “Make sure you look like you’re a part of the market crowd,” Vanessa instructed as people shouted, laughed, and called each other over. “Appear as if you’re interested but not intrigued enough to purchase anything. Also, keep your hoods up. We are far more beautiful than any of these women here, and we cannot draw too much attention to ourselves. Cole, can you carefully check the compass and make sure we’re going the right way?”  
 
    “Yeah,” I whispered as I discreetly took a peek at the relic around my neck, and the needle was pointing steadily north, down a long road filled with more and more market booths, pubs, brothels, and warehouses. “Follow me and stay close.”  
 
    I tucked my compass underneath my shirt and discreetly studied everything around me. Akira was right. This place was absolutely packed with all kinds of strange fish-like people, and none of them were attractive, even for them. I continued to look around, and I spotted children with teal-toned skin and glowing eyes dressed in white peasant dresses or overalls. They were playing in the streets, and they wore heavy wooden crosses on their necks. As their mothers tried to chase after them, I looked closely at the different market booths, and sheer canopies drooped over the tables to protect the vendors from the sun. I realized there was the same, strange purple meat for sale on every stall, but they all came in different forms. Some were shredded, while others were cut into neat cubes, and some were dried or cooked on skewers.  
 
    “That stuff you’re looking at is called bubalus,” Morgana whispered into my ear as we discreetly trekked down the marketplace and pretended to be interested in different items. “It’s the only meat they eat since they don’t hunt for anything that comes from the ocean.”  
 
    “So, they draw the line at cannibalism, but selling Wicca organs is acceptable?” Akira growled as we passed by a shop advertising various witch body parts, such as hearts, eyes, and kidneys.  
 
    “You should be used to this by now, Miss Akira,” Vanessa said as she walked steadily next to the disguised black-haired witch. “We’ve seen this kind of thing countless times before.”  
 
    “I know, Professor,” Akira muttered, “but it still gets on my nerves. I want to kill them all for it.”  
 
    “Me, too,” Vanessa sighed after a long moment. “Trust me, I want them all to burn just like our ancestors did.”  
 
    The others muttered their agreements, and by the time we reached the end of the long road, I could feel the compass around my neck vibrating. I carefully reached into my cloak to see if anything had changed, and I quickly realized the needle was now pointing slightly northwest. After I craned my neck to gaze over the crowd and look in that direction, I saw the palace towers looming in the far distance, and that’s when I knew we’d have to pass through the royal castle to get out of this holy fucking kingdom.  
 
    I wasn’t about to go in blind, though, so I decided to use the periculum incantation to see what dangers laid ahead.  
 
    “Hey, let’s stop for a second,” I said, and my coven immediately halted in their tracks.  
 
    “What’s wrong, master?” Morgana asked as her blue eyes darted around.  
 
    “Nothing, yet,” I replied as we moved to the side of the road we were on, out of the flow of traffic. “But I want to see what we’re walking into. Keep your eyes peeled for me.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” my coven said in unison before they turned to face the street.  
 
    I trusted them with my life, so I took a deep breath, closed my eyes, and uttered the incantation in my head.  
 
    Periculum. 
 
    My mind went dark as it zoomed ahead of us toward the castle, and I saw a ruler seated on a throne and surrounded by guards. My consciousness moved past him too fast to see his features, but an arrogant, spoiled aura emanated from him, and I had half a moment to wonder if I could use that to my advantage. Then I was flying deeper into the castle, down grand halls, until I came to one particular door that was silver and gold in color. I slipped past the two-toned door and entered an opulent chamber with plum-colored velvet walls, gold trimming, and a white marble floor. A gold column rose up in the center of the room, and it was crested with a black marble orb.  
 
    Every fiber in me wanted to touch that orb, and I pictured my hand atop its ebony surface. The moment I did, my mind was whisked away, and I felt like I was shadow porting. Then an image of Samara flashed in front of me.  
 
    So, if I reached the orb, it would take me to the third artifact. Or it would at least get me out of this kingdom and onto the next step.   
 
    You’re correct as usual, Cole, the woman from my dreams sighed in my head. The room you saw is called the room of realms. You have become very astute with your premonition powers. I’m proud of you.  
 
    Her words made a warmth settle in my chest, and I opened my eyes as determination flared through my veins.  
 
    “Alright, everyone, follow me,” I ordered in a rushed voice, and even over the ear-splitting chitter-chatter of the marketplace, I knew the women heard me. “Be as quick as you can. We need to reach the castle before the sun sets and ask about the room of realms.” 
 
    “The room of realms?” Marina questioned as we walked onward. 
 
    “I’ve heard tales of it before,” Morgana breathed. “I never knew it really existed. It’s a holy room, but it does possess the power to transport anyone to any destination that they desire.”  
 
    “Enough talk,” Vanessa snapped. “Let’s move quickly and quietly, and keep your hoods up until we reach the castle.” 
 
    “Yes, Professor,” the women answered in unison.  
 
    We did our best to weave quickly and effortlessly through the crowded citadel, but it wasn’t an easy endeavor. Everyone was bumping into each other, shouting and running, or calling out of their windows. It was pure madness everywhere, and I knew making our way across such a grand kingdom would take at least several hours.  
 
    “Be wary of pickpockets,” Vanessa said into my ear. “If they try to steal your wand or dagger, we’re done for. Even a thief would rather risk imprisonment than let a witch roam free on these streets.”  
 
    “Understood, Professor,” I said, and I kept my cloak wrapped tighter around my body as we moved onward.  
 
    The sun was high in the sky, and I guessed it was around noon by the time we were halfway across the kingdom. By now, the streets had grown a little calmer, but then I suddenly felt like someone or something had been following us.  
 
    I spun around, and the other women all gasped and stopped in their tracks. There was nothing unusual behind them, only a few merchants passing by and mothers dragging their stubborn children through the streets.  
 
    “What’s wrong, master?” Penelope asked, and her glowing brown eyes darted up and down the road.  
 
    “I… I thought I could feel a presence,” I said as my eyes scanned the cobblestone streets, but all I could see were more meat shops, a run-down silk store, and a nearly empty pub. “Perhaps it was nothing… maybe just my nerves getting the better of me.”  
 
    “Then let’s keep going,” Vanessa hissed. “We’re running out of time.” 
 
    We walked onward as the sun grew paler, and the air became cooler as we drew closer and closer to the magnificent but holy palace walls. I could already feel its light energy wafting through the air like thick smoke, and it left a sour taste in my mouth and an unsettling feeling in the pit of my stomach. As the sunset grew nearer, I still couldn’t help but feel like we were being followed, and the idea tugged viciously at my every nerve.  
 
    When I could no longer take the warning sensation any longer, I whipped around, and this time, I thought I saw a group of shadowy cloaked men dive into an alleyway.  
 
    “Shit,” I muttered before I reached for my blade. “I knew it. We are being followed.”  
 
    “Fuck,” Vanessa said before she also reached for her weapon. “Whatever we do, we need to be as discreet as possible. No magic if we can help it.”  
 
    “Understood,” I said before I headed toward the alleyway. “Everyone, keep your eyes open and your senses on high alert.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” my women responded.  
 
    When I neared the mysterious back road where the shadows had dipped into, I pressed my back against the edge of the pale stone wall and waited a moment before I pulled out my blade. Then I swiftly turned the corner, but something deathly cold wrapped itself around my neck like an icy skeletal hand, and the last thing I heard before I was pulled into the darkness was the sound of my name.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 6 
 
    “Take whatever he has on him,” a chilling voice croaked from behind me, and whoever it belonged to still had his icy, skeletal fingers wrapped tightly around my throat. His grip hardened, and I gritted my teeth in disdain and repulsion as he leaned closer to whisper into my ear. “We’ve been following you for a while now, and any man who can afford more than five wives must be a very, very wealthy fellow.” 
 
    The alleyway was dark, but I could still see another cloaked figure about to reach inside my waistband.  
 
    “I wouldn’t recommend that,” I growled through my assailant’s tight grip, and before either of the thieves could respond, I threw my head back and hit my captor with all the strength I could muster.  
 
    A loud, satisfying crunch followed, and he howled before he released me. His counterpart, whose back was now turned to the opening of the alleyway, tried to run at me, but before he could, I saw a flash of movement from behind him. Then I heard the faint sound of a blade retracting from a sheath, and suddenly, my opponent stopped right in his tracks as his glowing eyes widened with surprise and agony. He fell down to his knees as blood dripped from the corner of his pale, thin lips, and when I looked behind him, Akira stood there with a satisfied grin on her face.  
 
    The black-eyed beauty quickly pulled out her blood-covered blade from my attacker’s back and kicked him so he would land face-first into the filthy cobblestone street. Then she spat on his corpse, and when her eyes lifted to meet mine, she swiftly pointed behind me. 
 
    “Master, look out!” she warned. 
 
    I quickly yanked out my own blade, twisted around, and stuck it right in my first attacker’s gut. Even in the shady alleyway, I could see his glowing eyes widen like dinner plates, and I pushed the weapon deeper into his soft flesh. He spurted a mouthful of blood and spittle in my face, and as I plunged my dagger in even further, the glow of his eyes slowly began to fade. Finally, I wrestled my knife out of his stomach, smiled, and took a step back as he fell dead to the ground.  
 
    “Fuckers,” I grunted before I wiped my blade off on my dark cloak and then tucked it back into my waistband. 
 
    “Master,” Morgana panted as the other women ran up behind Akira, and judging by their drawn weapons, each one was prepared to take out whatever had pulled me into the darkness. “Are you alright?” 
 
    “I’m fine,” I said, and a bigger smile spread across my face when I looked at Akira. “Thanks for that.”  
 
    “Of course, master,” the confident Wicca replied before she also sheathed her own blade. “Besides, I’d never miss a chance to stab a holy worshipping motherfucker.” 
 
    “Come on, let’s get out of here,” Vanessa ordered in a sharp tone. “We need to keep going before the sun sets.”  
 
    We nodded in agreement, but when we stepped back into the dim light of the street, Faye took one look at me and gasped under her breath.  
 
    “Hold on,” she said before she took a step closer toward me. “You have blood all over your face, master.” 
 
    The redhead softly rubbed her thumb along my rough, scaled skin, and I couldn’t help but stare at her gorgeous, glowing hazel-green eyes. Even under her fish-like facade, I could see her beauty and dark grace, and my heart beat wildly for her as she continued to touch me.  
 
    “Thank you,” I said after she took a step back and smiled at me. 
 
    Before Faye could even answer, Vanessa sighed impatiently and looked toward the sandstone castle.  
 
    “Keep your sentiments for later,” she snapped coldly. “We’re running out of time.”  
 
    “Professor,” Penelope said as we headed toward the palace, which was only a few more leagues away. “What will we do if we can’t reach the room in time? What if we’re caught?” 
 
    “Then we fight,” I replied before Vanessa could open her mouth. “As we’ve done many times before.”  
 
    “Cole’s right,” the professor responded, and I knew it pained her to admit it aloud. “We’ll have no other choice. Let’s just thank Penelope and Beatrix for their combined magic, which has gotten us this far. I’d rather take on a league of royal soldiers than an entire city.”  
 
    “Agreed,” I said as we marched onward, and when I glanced up at the orange-hued sky, Alexander and the other familiars were still following us. “Alex, how much farther do you think we’ll have until we reach the palace?”  
 
    I’d say about another half hour on foot, he remarked. Too bad you can’t fly, huh? 
 
    “How will we enter the palace?” Revna asked in a quiet voice since more and more merchants appeared from their shops as they cleaned up whatever they had displayed outside. “Do we have a plan, or are we going to make it up as we go along?” 
 
    “I think I have an idea,” Penelope piped up in an eager voice. “I’ve noticed this kingdom is filled with too many villagers. Surely, they pay visits to the prince to beg for food, shelter, or whatnot. What if we go in and plead to have a word with him? We can say our house is on the brink of falling apart or something along those lines. At least it will get us inside.”  
 
    “That’s a clever idea, Miss Penelope,” Vanessa said, even though she looked at Vesta as we started to pass by more lavish looking shops and well-built houses. “And if that doesn’t work, I’m sure Miss Vesta can use her charms to sway the guards for an audience. Remember, as I said, this prince is spoiled and greedy, but he’s still a man and, like all men, can be deceived easily by a pretty face. Just be sure to ask him about the room.” 
 
    “Do you think you can handle that job, Vesta?” Akira chuckled in a playful tone. “It might be the hardest one yet.”  
 
    “Yes, I’m sure I’m up to the task, but thank you for asking, Akira,” Vesta replied before she teasingly stuck out her tongue. “In fact, I bet I could persuade him to go to hell and back for me if I asked.” 
 
    “Let’s hope that’s actually true,” Vanessa said in a more serious tone. “It might be our only hope.”  
 
    We walked the rest of the way in silence, and the closer we ventured toward the towering, sea-stone palace, the more elegant the houses and shops became. I looked down at our mediocre clothes and mud-covered boots, and I knew the prince would believe we were indeed in need of help. Even if he seemed like a royal asshole, it would be worth a shot.  
 
    Finally, we reached the castle’s bridge, and I could see a line of peasants already forming outside of the palace and waiting to gain entrance. Hideous, scale-covered women were shouting with crying babies in their hands, and I also noticed several elderly men with farm animals trying to reason with two guards standing outside the portcullis.  
 
    The castle itself was simple in structure, with only four towers, and every stone was equal in size and shape. It was a plain palace, and the only form of decoration I could see were the many stained-glass windows, which depicted sirens, whales, kraken, and other deep-sea creatures. Even though they were busy pieces of artwork, the glass colors were muted, and they barely sparkled under the glowing sunset.  
 
    We gathered around the crowd building outside of the gates, and I craned my neck to look at the two guards who were doing their best to push back the pleading peasants. No matter how much they cried or begged, the two scaled soldiers didn’t show an ounce of mercy. Neither of them wore helmets, and one had pale hair while the other had locks as black as night.  
 
    “Please, for God’s sake, let me in!” one woman with bright yellow eyes, a long red braid, and teal-scaled skin wailed. In her arms, she carried a small baby that resembled something between a shark and a human. “I need to speak with the prince! My husband died trying to find sea-glass for us to keep our home, and now--”  
 
    “Silence!” the guard with the lighter hair roared. “The prince will see no one tonight! Go back to your homes! That’s an order!”  
 
    “But we need to see him!” a young man with bright orange hair yelled, but when he tried to run past the guard with dark hair, the soldier quickly pulled out his sword and pierced the peasant with his blade. 
 
    Women screamed, and others took several steps back as the young man fell to the ground in a pool of his blood. The soldier didn’t look slightly bothered as he stared at the other villagers and raised the bloody weapon into the air. 
 
    “By God, I swear the same thing will happen to the next idiot who tries to surpass me,” he shouted, and it didn’t take long for the other villagers to quickly begin vanishing from sight.  
 
    We stood still as the peasants swarmed and pushed past us, and when they were all gone, the two guards narrowed their eyes in our direction and then looked at each other with broad grins.  
 
    “Are you hard of hearing?” the pale-haired soldier asked as he stared right at me with furrowed eyebrows. “Get the fuck out of here before I gut you next.”  
 
    “But I have something to offer the prince,” I said, and I could feel Vanessa shifting uncomfortably by my side.  
 
    I knew this wasn’t part of our original plan, but I had something else in mind. 
 
    “And what could that possibly be?” the dark-haired guard demanded. “If it’s not sea-glass, then you might as well leave now.” 
 
    “Is the prince in need of maids or servant girls?” I asked, and the two guards stopped smiling at once.  
 
    “He has plenty,” the pale-haired one scoffed. “Now, leave. This is my last warning.”  
 
    “But are they as beautiful as my wives?” I asked with a raised eyebrow, and when I turned to the other women, I beckoned them to take a couple of steps closer. “Take off your hoods.”  
 
    “Yes, husband,” they answered simultaneously, and when they fully revealed themselves, I heard both guards gasp with surprise. 
 
    “Look at them,” I bragged. “Have you ever seen such wondrous beauties before?”  
 
    The women, including Vanessa, didn’t hesitate to come forward, and when the guards took another moment to study them under the glowing sunset, they swallowed hard before they looked cluelessly between each other.  
 
    “Come back in the morning, and perhaps you can have an audience with the prince--” one began, but I raised my hand to cut him off. 
 
    “I’m afraid that won’t be possible,” I said in my most confident voice. “I will be looking to sell them elsewhere, and if you do not accept my offer now, perhaps you can take it up with your prince once I send him a letter from afar, telling him his two guards refused to accept a handful of the fairest women imaginable.”  
 
    Again, the soldiers looked at each other with confused glares, until finally, the one with the raven hair shook his head and sighed.  
 
    “Fine,” he snapped before he sheathed his longsword. “Follow me.”  
 
    I internally breathed a sigh of relief before the darker one whistled, and the wooden portcullis slowly began to rise. I could sense the women’s tension as we walked after the guard, and I could feel the other soldiers’ eyes on us as we ventured into the palace yard. Beyond the gates and green grass, there were two tall wooden doors with gold shells as knobs, and when the guard knocked hard on the doors, it took a moment for them to part open.  
 
    A brisk air whipped past our faces as we strolled inside the bare, great hall of the castle, and the first person we saw was a young man seated at the very end of the room. It was the ruler from my earlier vision. He sat upon a ridiculously tall, gold throne adorned with two tridents on each side, and two soldiers were standing next to his throne, while a handful of others were positioned behind him.  
 
    The prince looked to be at least sixteen years old from the doorway, which would account for the arrogant, spoiled aura I sensed from him earlier, but it was difficult to tell with these fish-like species. He had curly, dark, navy-blue hair, bright round eyes, and salmon-pink tinted scaled skin. His features were plain, he was narrow-shouldered, and even though he was sitting down, I knew he was a short man.  
 
    When we first entered his grand hall, he looked bored to tears, but when he saw the women without their hoods, his glowing blue eyes quickly lit up, and he straightened himself in his royal chair. He gazed upon the transformed witches with parted lips, and before we were even halfway across the hall, he stood up, hopped off his throne, and took several steps closer.  
 
    “Well, what do we have here?” he asked, and his voice was unbearably high-pitched. “I’ve never seen such beauties before in my lifetime.”  
 
    “This man has come to offer you his wives, oh great and holy king,” the guard said before he kneeled, and we all did the same. “Please, my prince, I know you requested not to see anyone tonight, but when I saw these women, I had to bring them to you. I hope I made the right decision.” 
 
    “Indeed, you have,” the young, repulsive prince purred as he rubbed his scaled chin. “Well done, Alon. You and Bellus shall be rewarded greatly for this. May the Lord bless and keep you both.”  
 
    “T-Thank you, my prince,” the guard stuttered before he bowed again and slowly retreated from the grand hall.  
 
    The other soldiers in the room did their best to remain straight-faced as the prince marveled at the beautiful women, but I could see the longing, envy, and admiration in their bright eyes as they studied the witches.  
 
    “May I just say,” Vesta purred before she took another step closer and then curtsied. “It is a pleasure to meet you, my prince.”  
 
    “The pleasure is all mine,” the prince replied with a greedy grin. His eyes then turned to me, and he slowly began to rub his hands together before he licked his lips. “So, tell me, how much do you want for them?”  
 
    “I don’t desire jewels or riches,” I explained in a steady voice, “but I would like to see the secret room of realms that everyone speaks of.” 
 
    A collective gasp from the guards instantly filled the undecorated grand hall, and the prince’s eyes narrowed at me in confusion and, if I wasn’t mistaken, a tint of humor.  
 
    “Wait,” he chuckled as his small shoulders shook. “You must be jesting. These women are worth at least a two-story home of your own or even three bags of silver and gold. Why in elder heaven would you want to see a room rather than spoil yourself with riches, stability, and luxury?”  
 
    “Because I am a curious man,” I said in the politest voice I could muster. “I have been searching every holy land for mysteries and surprises, and when I first heard of your secret room of realms, I knew I needed to see it for myself. Ever since I was a boy, it was all I wanted.”  
 
    The prince stared long and hard at me before his face broke into a broad smile, and all I could see were his blood-red gums and small, sharp teeth. Then he began to laugh and shake his little head.  
 
    “Well, I suppose you have a deal,” he chortled. “Any other conditions or requests? This is your only chance.”  
 
    “I’d like to see it with my wives,” I said. “Just us, alone together for one last time as I gaze upon the room.”  
 
    “Hmmm,” the prince pondered as he clicked his tongue. “How about this? I will join you while you gaze upon the room, but I’ll only give you one minute.” 
 
    “My prince, you cannot go without your guards for one moment--” one of the soldiers interjected, but the prince shot him a deadly glare. 
 
    “I can take a shit without your company, Igor,” the arrogant prince snapped. “This is a once in a lifetime opportunity, and I’m not going to miss it. Look at these women. I’ll never find such beauties in this or any other sea-dwelling realm again. We’ve already searched far and wide, and I’m sick of it. I want a woman in my bed, or in this case, several of them.”  
 
    “But Prince Solomon, I implore you to see reason--” the guard tried to insist, but after the prince spun his head and snarled, the soldier quickly shut his mouth and looked down at the floor. 
 
    “That’s more like it,” Solomon sneered. “I’m the ruler of this kingdom, and since my name day will be celebrated in three days, I will take these gifts early, before I am crowned king.”  
 
    “Sounds like we have ourselves a deal, then.” I grinned.  
 
    The presumptuous prince took another step forward and attempted to grab Vesta by the arm, but I swerved in front of her and forced myself to smile down at Solomon. The guards immediately seized their swords’ grips and prepared to unsheathe their weapons until I raised my hands in defense. 
 
    “Prince Solomon,” I said as I looked back down at him. “If you’d please. I’d rather see the room before I allow you to touch any of my wives. As a holy and benevolent ruler, I’m sure you understand.”  
 
    At first, the prince looked offended, but when Vesta cleared her throat to get his attention, his face lit up once more, and the tension in the air immediately settled.  
 
    “I would also love to see the room if it would please you, my prince,” the lavender-scaled witch purred in her demure and soothing voice. “Would you please take all of us before we are yours forever?”  
 
    “Yes, alright, let’s get this over with,” he said, and I could see the deep, searing lust in his glowing eyes. “Follow me.”  
 
    The guards clenched their jaws as we followed Solomon through the grand hall, past a large set of doors, and then up an elegant, marble staircase. The young prince eagerly ran to each step as if his life depended on it, which was an unholy blessing for us because I could see the sunlight dimming even through the stained-glass windows.  
 
    “We’re almost there,” Prince Solomon panted, and when we arrived on the first floor in front of a silver and gold door, the one I saw in my vision, he reached into his silk trousers and then pulled out a large, gold key. “I always keep this one on me. You’re lucky. Not many people have ever laid eyes upon this room.”  
 
    “Well, bless you for showing us, Prince Soloman,” I forced myself to whisper, and I could feel beads of sweat dripping down my forehead as I anxiously waited for him to open the door.  
 
    When he finally unlocked the mysterious room, the two-toned door swung open, and we found ourselves marveling at a small chamber filled with deep-purple velvet walls and decorated with gold trimming and a white marble floor. There was a miniature gold column in the middle of the room, and on top of it rested the black marble orb.  
 
    That’s it, the woman from my dreams echoed. Kill the prince and place your hands on the orb, Cole.  
 
    “Is it to your liking?” the prince asked with a toothy grin. “Is it everything you dreamed it would be?” 
 
    “Most certainly,” I replied in a steady voice.  
 
    My hand made its way to my dagger as I prepared to plunge it deep inside the young prince’s chest, but then his eyes suddenly bulged from his sockets as he stared behind me. He raised a trembling hand and pointed in the women’s direction, but before he could scream, I pulled out my bonded blade and stuck it deep inside his heart. 
 
    The prince instantly lost his footing and knocked himself backward onto the gold podium, and my eyes widened in horror as the orb fell to the floor. I quickly retracted the blade from his heart, and the sound of the ball breaking in two echoed loudly enough for the entire castle to hear.  
 
    “Did you hear that?” a random voice called out. 
 
    “Check on the prince!” another yelled in terror. 
 
    When I spun around to face the other women, I saw both Nyx and Vesta were turning back into their former selves.  
 
    “Looks like we’re not going anywhere,” I growled as the footsteps coming up the staircase grew louder, and I pulled out my wand. “At least not yet. First… we’re going to have to kill every guard inside this holy fucking palace.” 

  

 
   
    Chapter 7 
 
    We spaced out and took our positions in the room of realms, and all the while the sound of the prince’s soldiers marching up the stairs grew louder and louder. Each witch had her wand pointed toward the door as the scaled-skinned soldiers swarmed inside, and they took a moment to stare down at their dead and bleeding prince. A brief but heavy silence filled the room until a guard with deep-blue hair glanced up and gawked at us. 
 
    “You,” he growled as his hands shook with rage, and he stared right at me. “Fucking witches. Kill them all! Avenge your prince!”  
 
    “Volant!” I cried out before any of them could move, and a blast of bright light soared in their direction.  
 
    A bundle of guards flew back as my spell hit them, and their skulls were instantly crushed when they crashed into the stone wall behind them. Bone and blood splattered on the purple velvet walls like red and white paint, and when the other soldiers tried to come running toward us, the women attacked without mercy or hesitation.  
 
    “Dissulto!” Morgana screamed.  
 
    “Glacio!” Penelope yelled.  
 
    “Repente!” Vanessa shrieked at the top of her lungs.  
 
    We cast spell after spell, and even though we were outnumbered, our lethal magic was able to keep the guards at arm’s length, but I quickly realized that each time we killed one, another would just appear through the doorway. The prince’s entire army must have been inside the palace, and as time passed, I knew there would be too many to take on at once.  
 
    “We need to get out of this room before every guard swarms in!” Vanessa shouted as she blasted one soldier in the middle of his chest and threw him out the door.  
 
    “You read my mind, Professor,” I yelled.  
 
    “So, what should we do?” Beatrix demanded in a high-pitched tone.  
 
    I quickly studied the room around us, and a smile crept across my face as I stared at the glowing sconces plastered on the velvet wall. I studied the dancing tangerine and yellow flames and pictured burning this fucking room into a crisp, with every soldier in it. My heart longed to see this chamber blacken, and I yearned to hear each holy warrior scream as I sent them into the afterlife to be with their fucking elder Lord and savior.  
 
    “Professor?” I shouted before I looked back at Vanessa, and she had beads of sweat trickling down her forehead. “Do you think you can create a protective barrier around us?”  
 
    “Yes, but not for long!” she replied before she shouted another incantation. “I’ve already used a great deal of magic on these motherfuckers! Why? What do you have in mind, Cole?”  
 
    “There’s no time to explain,” I said before I gazed at the witches who were busy attacking the guards, and then my eyes happened to land on the orb on the floor. The precious relic was behind a towering soldier’s foot, and when I glanced up to meet his glowing eyes, a sinister smile spread across his face, like he was silently daring me to attack him. My eyes never left his as I uttered my next command. “Vanessa, just gather the women around you! I’ll join you in a moment.”  
 
    “Fine!” Vanessa snapped before she looked wildly around her. “Everyone, come near me! Your master commands it!”  
 
    While the women did as they were told, I dove forward with my wand extended and blasted through the growing crowd of soldiers. As I got closer to the unnaturally tall guard, I gritted my teeth and prepared to blast him away, but then I heard one of the women scream my name. 
 
    “Cole, look out behind you!” Akira yelled, and when I spun around, a guard was three inches away from piercing me in the gut with a small and clean blade. 
 
    “Ventus!” I heard Circe scream in a feral voice.  
 
    Suddenly, a gust of mighty wind sent the blade-wielding soldier soaring past me, and he dropped his weapon before his body went flying through the door. Circe’s surprising spell might have saved me from a lethal stabbing, but it wasn’t strong enough to stop someone else from crashing on top of me.  
 
    I fell to the floor with a painful thud, and I knew it was the towering guard on top of me. His body was crushing mine as I tried to reach out and snatch the blade that was only a couple of inches in front of me. I couldn’t move anything else except for my arm, and it felt like my ribs were going to crack and puncture my lungs as I struggled to overpower my attacker. I could barely breathe beneath him, and then his beefy, scaled hands wrapped around my neck, and I grunted and gasped for air as he tried to squeeze the life out of me.  
 
    “Master!” Penelope cried out in terror, and even though I couldn’t see the bright-haired Wicca, I could hear the fear in her voice before she shouted once more. “Dissulto!”  
 
    Her spell whipped through the air and blasted my attacker, and his body jerked backward just enough for me to reach out and wrap my fingers around the hilt of the blade. Before he could fall on top of me again, I shifted my body and turned to face him, and his eyes grew wide with realization as I raised my hand and plunged the small weapon into the side of his bulky neck. Blood spurted from his lips and dribbled down his chin as I pushed the blade deeper and deeper into his soft flesh.  
 
    More blood gushed from his open wound as I yanked the knife out, and I wriggled out from beneath him before he fell face-first on the floor. Then I sprung to my feet and ran toward the orb, and I snatched it up before any other guards could attack.  
 
    “Cole, hurry!” Vanessa cried out while the other witches did their best to keep any soldiers from nearing them.  
 
    I destroyed every single guard in my path as I made my way back to the others, and once we were all huddled around Vanessa, she raised her wand high into the air.  
 
    “Clypeus!” the professor shouted. 
 
    A great transparent dome suddenly burst from the tip of the professor’s wand and surrounded us entirely. We were safely inside the confinements of our magical bubble as the guards continued trying to pierce through the wall, but when they realized none of their weapons could penetrate through the exterior, they took a step back and coldly regarded us.  
 
    “You can’t hide in there forever!” a guard with venomous blue eyes shouted, and then his glare focused solely on Vanessa. “What are you going to do? Wait in there until your power fades, heathen bitch?”  
 
    “I can hold this as long as it takes,” Vanessa growled. “Our power is far superior than yours.” 
 
    As the guards stood vehemently outside of our watery dome, I focused on summoning the dark, unholy Lord to do my bidding, and I prayed for the strength I needed to burn these holy worshipping bastards to the ground. I longed to see their eyes melt from their sockets and have their scaly flesh burn off their bones. Their screams would be music to my ears, and I couldn’t wait to kill every single one of them. 
 
    My entire body quivered with dark supremacy and unholy rage as I continued to summon my inner force, and I could feel my boiling blood coursing through my veins like hellfire. I stared hard at the flames around the room, and I could feel blood trickling down my nose as I pictured the fire from the sconces growing and spreading across the entire chamber. It felt like my skull was going to split in half as the fire grew taller, but I didn’t let that stop me from willing the darkness to come to my aid.  
 
    No matter what, I would destroy everything in my path, even if it took every ounce of my strength, so I took a deep breath and slowly closed my eyes. 
 
    Motus.  
 
    Heat billowed to life around me, and when I opened my eyes, the deep purple velvet was already melting from the walls, and the floors were beginning to crack. The guards didn’t notice anything at first, but then the entire room began to shake, and they looked at one another with disoriented features. Soon, their hands started to shudder, and their faces were glistening with sweat.  
 
    “W-What is happening?” a guard with ghastly green skin demanded as he looked around in horror.  
 
    Before any of his counterparts could respond to him, the fire danced and burned even brighter, and the room turned into a hellish shade of red that made my heart beat with wild and relentless fury. The flames then began to roar with hunger before a giant cloud of burning rage engulfed the guards and lit every inch of them on fire.  
 
    I could hear their screams through the dome, and it made my soul smile as they tried to feebly run out the door, but there were too many of them, and the fire kissed every single inch of their bodies. My fingers caressed the cold surface of the orb, and a pulsating sensation coursed through me as I relished in their agonizing demise.  
 
    “Noooooo!” several of them cried out at once, while others cursed us or prayed for their Lord to save them.  
 
    I sighed with pleasure as their screams began to die, and their bodies turned to black ash one by one. Then the fire and smoke started to fade like mist before the dawn, and I saw the room was no longer adorned with velvet and gold. Now, it was utterly dead and black, and ash fell from the ceiling like specs of gray snow. Skeletons with burned armor laid on the floor with melted blades, and a heavy, beautiful silence fell upon us as we remained safe and sound. 
 
    “Thank Satan,” Vanessa breathed before she lowered her arm and took a deep breath. “I wasn’t sure how much longer I could hold it.”  
 
    “Master,” Penelope sighed with adoration. “That was incredible.”  
 
    “It truly was, Cole,” Revna breathed, and there was deep lust swirling in her piercing ice-blue irises. “I’m still growing accustomed to your incredible power.”  
 
    “Thank you, Revna,” I responded before I took a deep breath and looked at each powerful and beautiful woman. “Perhaps we should--”  
 
    I hesitated here, and I thought about this abominable kingdom with their Wicca hating villagers. I mused over their fat, filthy rich lords and ladies, and I wanted to see them all destroyed for their violence and hatred against us. I still had enough power left in me, and I didn’t want to ignore a holy kingdom when I could rid the worlds of it once and for all.  
 
    “Oh, unholy hell, I can’t wait for this.” Akira grinned as she studied me with her glossy black eyes. “I’ve seen that look on his face before. There’s more to be done, isn’t there, master?”  
 
    “What do you mean?” the wild witch questioned.  
 
    “I’m going to destroy this entire realm,” I explained in a steady voice. “The less holy places we leave behind, the better.”  
 
    “I know we should probably just take the orb and leave,” Vanessa said as her eyes danced around the ashen room, “but I agree with you, Cole. Let’s kill them all.”  
 
    Everyone nodded in agreement, and each woman had a bloodthirsty grin across her face before Vanessa raised her hand in the air and pointed it above her head.  
 
    “Hos parere imperio!”  
 
     We were instantly wrapped in a giant cloud of purple smoke as the spell left the professor’s lips, and we soon found ourselves on the top of the plainly built castle and gazing down upon the sea-dwelling kingdom. The sun was just about to set, and the streets were not crowded, but I knew as soon as my chaos ensued, every soul would pour out into the streets and scream for their holy Lord to save them from Satan’s work.  
 
    At that moment, Alexander must have sensed my unholy rage because I glanced up at the orange-hued clouds and spotted the seagulls heading our way. They descended from the sky, and when they landed on the castle roof by our side, each familiar turned back into their original forms.  
 
    We sensed your longing for holy blood, Cole, Alexander said before he perched on my shoulder. We couldn’t wait to see you destroy every living soul. 
 
    “And you’ll be satisfied soon enough,” I muttered as the sun began to set.  
 
    “Well, master,” Faye whispered into my ear, and it sent a pleasant shiver down my spine. “What do you plan to do this time?”  
 
    “I want them to drown,” I said after a long moment. “I want them to think about their faith as they die a slow and painful death.” 
 
    “But they’re meant to live on both land and sea, master,” Beatrix said with furrowed eyebrows.  
 
    “I know that,” I replied without taking my eyes away from the holy city. “I won’t be drowning them in water.”  
 
    My women didn’t question me any further as I rolled up my sleeves and cleared my throat. I then gazed down upon the sea-dwelling kingdom, and I thought about their ancient hatred against us. I longed to see them suffer for their sins against Wicca kind, and I wanted them to die a slow and painful death. In my mind, I called upon Satan and prayed for him to give me the strength to wash this entire city in blood. I wanted each citizen to feel the red fluid seep into their mouths and nostrils and drown their lungs, and I wished for their gills to flap aimlessly as they struggled to find some way to breathe. Their souls would soon belong to me, and I knew their last thought would be a question about their faith. In the final few seconds of their pathetic life, they would be wondering why their beloved and benevolent Lord had forsaken them, and the more I thought about it, the greater my power grew.  
 
    My blood boiled and coursed with savagery through my veins, and my entire body shook with a long due vengeance. I could feel my skull about to split in half, but I wouldn’t let my own pain deter me from wreaking havoc upon the holy kingdom.  
 
    When I was ready, I raised my hands and took a deep breath before I silently uttered the ancient incantation to destroy every single holy bastard below me. 
 
    Modus antiquorum. 
 
    Suddenly, the sky darkened to a deep hue of violet, and everything turned a hellish shade of black and red as a cascade of crimson-colored clouds hovered over the deep orange sun.  
 
    I looked down at the cobblestone streets, and I saw citizens running out of their homes and gazing upon the darkening sky. They knew it wasn’t night approaching, but something far more sinister. I could hear their panicked mutterings grow to a dull hum as more and more scale-skinned holy worshippers began to crowd the streets, and the more their fear grew, the more determined I was to see them perish by my hand.  
 
    A giant rumbling sound echoed through the air, and it was louder and fiercer than any stroke of lightning. The kingdom’s screams grew even shriller as I glanced back at the horizon, and I saw a giant red wave towering over the kingdom’s gates and about to cascade upon the city. It was the most beautiful bloody tsunami I could create, and it was ready to devour each holy soul beneath me. I could feel its dark and undeniable desire to destroy every home, tavern, and church, and a shiver of pleasure coursed up my spine. 
 
    The sea dwellers’ cries of panic grew even louder before the crimson wave crashed down upon them all, and a smile spread across my face as they screamed and tried to run for their lives. Terrified shrieks filled the air as the waves of blood crushed their bodies, and when the vile creatures disappeared beneath the red surface, my heart pounded with exhilaration and satisfaction.  
 
    “Look at them run!” Akira cackled as the screams grew louder. “They actually think they have a chance!”  
 
    “They don’t even have the dignity to die an honorable death,” Circe chuckled, and her serpentine eyes sparkled with glee. “Look at them run like little sheep.” 
 
    “They’re so weak and terrified,” Vesta added in a sultry voice, “and all this time, they thought their Lord would protect them. Now, they’ve been abandoned, and the last thought they will have will be them questioning their faith.”  
 
    “Let’s take a moment to enjoy the view before we return inside,” Vanessa said with a broad smile as her wolf Isobel licked her lips and growled in satisfaction. 
 
    We all took a deep breath and smiled as the sky slowly turned to night, and a deep, calming, and sinister presence surrounded us. The kingdom was dead along with its abominable prince and his foolhardy guards, and now the blood-soaked realm belonged to us. The streets overflowed with bubbling blood, yet it didn’t dare touch the perimeter of the castle. I smiled to myself as I stared long and hard at the bodies floating among the debris, and now that each kingdom dweller was dead, we could rest well.  
 
    “Let’s return inside and take a closer look at this orb,” I suggested as Alexander clung onto my shoulder, and I looked down at the dark marble still in my hands.  
 
    Vanessa and the others nodded in agreement before the professor raised her wand into the night sky and wrapped us up in a thick cloud of purple smoke. When the wisps evaporated into nothingness, we found ourselves back in the blackened room, and the orb was still in my hands.  
 
    It was dark, but I could still see the women staring at me. I opened my mouth to address them, but then the room was suddenly spinning, and cold sweat dripped down my forehead as I struggled to breathe.  
 
    “Cole?” Vanessa asked with pale lips and a slick face. “Are you alright?”  
 
    “Fine,” I gasped out as I mopped my brow. “The spell just… taxed me a bit.”  
 
    Vanessa narrowed her eyes and pursed her lips as she regarded me. “If you’re sure.”  
 
    “I am.” I nodded, and it was true. Soreness was creeping into my muscles, but the room had gradually stopped spinning, and I could catch my breath more easily now.  
 
    “Okay,” Vanessa said, and even though she didn’t sound convinced, she got back on task. “Now that we’re free from the guards and the kingdom, do you think you can use the orb to get us out of here?”  
 
    No, the woman from my dreams said in a stern voice. You’ve already used too much power, Cole. Wait until morning.  
 
    “I don’t think that would be wise, Vanessa,” I replied as I shook my head. “I need some rest after wiping out the--”  
 
    “Very well,” Vanessa cut in, but there was no coldness in her tone. “I understand. You’ve done more than your fair share.”  
 
    “Perhaps we should all turn in for the night?” Vesta purred as her snake curled around her neck like a silky, silver scarf. “The whole kingdom is drowned and dead, so we should be safe for the time being.”  
 
    “Yes, that would probably be for the best,” the professor agreed after a long moment. “There are plenty of bedrooms to choose from, but I think it would be wise if we split up into equal groups, just in case. Penelope, Nyx, Akira, Revna, and Circe, you should join Cole in the west wing. Morgana, Vesta, Faye, Marina, and Beatrix, you can accompany me in the east wing.”  
 
    “Then we’ll leave at first light,” I said as I looked deeply into Vanessa’s weary sky-blue eyes, “and we should meet in the throne room.”  
 
    “Sounds like a plan,” the professor yawned. “Have a good night and get plenty of rest. You’ve earned it. All of you.”  
 
    I watched as Vanessa strolled out of the room of realms with her group following suit, and once I was alone with the remaining women, Penelope turned to me with lust-filled brown eyes.  
 
    “Master,” the bright-haired Wicca purred as she took a step closer toward me and then pressed her soft lips against my ear. “Do you think we should explore these bedrooms and see which one would be best suited for all of us?” 
 
    Even though I was tired, I could feel my blood rushing south as she pressed her sweet-smelling body against mine, and when I looked back down at her, she was chewing on her bottom lip as her breasts heaved up and down with anticipation.  
 
    “I like that idea,” I growled before I looked at Alexander. “Alex, do you think you and the other familiars can find your own quarters?”  
 
    Not a problem, my familiar said with a small wink before he flew out the door, and the others followed after him.  
 
    With the orb still in my hands, I sauntered out of the room, and my women followed behind me. We strolled down the corridors and past countless royal, fish-scaled family portraits until we came to a large, deep wooden door with gold seashell knobs. I could feel a strange but alluring presence drawing me in, and when I pushed the door open, my mouth fell open with erotic exhilaration.  
 
    Before us was a grand, ebony bedroom with a deep purple canopy bed and plum sheets that bore scale-like designs and texture. The gold bedposts were so tall they nearly touched the ceiling, and there was also a shimmering shell and diamond chandelier dangling above us. The floor was made out of smooth ivory marble, and it was so shiny I could see my reflection. A warm fire was burning in a shell-shaped hearth, and it kept the room glowing and warm.  
 
    Despite how beautifully decorated this room was, something else truly stuck out to me, and I couldn’t help but stare at the countless number of leather whips, silk ties, and wooden paddles plastered along the walls. At first, it appeared to be décor, but upon closer inspection they clearly showed some signs of wear.  
 
    Whatever this prince had been into in the bedroom, it was apparently on the rougher side. 
 
    “So, master, how would you like us to begin?” Akira purred from behind me.  
 
    I turned around to find each woman was already undressed, and their nipples were swollen as they breathed heavily.  
 
    My cock twitched at the sight of them, and an eager smirk crept across my face because I knew this would be a long, rough, and unforgettable night.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 8 
 
    I stared at each naked woman, and my cock hardened like a titanium rod when coy little smiles spread across their lips. They stood there waiting for my next command, but I just slowly began to unbutton my shirt and let it fall to the floor. My eyes darted between each gorgeous witch before they landed on Penelope with her shimmering brown eyes and rose-pink lips, and I just knew I had to have her first.  
 
    “Penelope,” I growled. “Come over here and help me take these pants off.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” she purred, but when she started to walk toward me, I raised a hand to stop her dead in her tracks.  
 
    “No,” I grunted. “I want you to crawl on all fours.” 
 
    “As you wish, sir,” the beautiful, bright-haired Wicca agreed with a seductive smile. “I am yours to command, body and soul.”  
 
    I said nothing, and the orange-haired Wicca slowly got down on all fours and crawled toward me like a bitch in heat. Her ample ass was raised high in the air as she drew closer, and when she was just below my crotch, she looked up at me with an eager smile. I breathed heavily as she slowly began to unclasp my button and pull my pants down, and her eyes grew wide with desire and hunger when my erect dick sprung into view.  
 
    “Go on,” I urged before I pushed a strand of orange hair out of her face. “Take a taste, I know you want to.”  
 
    “I do, master,” Penelope responded in a raspy breath. “I’ve been longing to have you in every part of my body.”  
 
    “So, let’s begin.” I grinned before I inched closer toward her gaping mouth. 
 
    The eager Wicca wrapped her delicate hands around my stiff member and gently began to move her hands up and down my length. My entire body shuddered with instant pleasure as she moved up and down in faster motions, and then I gasped when she slowly swirled her hot tongue along my throbbing tip. Her eyes never left mine as she wrapped her full lips around my cock, and then she started to bob her head up and down along my slick, pulsating dick.  
 
    “Mmmmmm,” Penelope slurped as she took me in deeper.  
 
    “Look at how hungry she was,” Akira growled as the others watched us with vivid, eager eyes. “She was dying for a taste.”  
 
    “We’ve all been,” Nyx said as she licked her blue lips. “I can’t wait for my turn to lick his cock.”  
 
    “Neither can I,” Circe added in a low, desperate growl.  
 
    “All in time,” I grunted as I bucked my hips so my cock slid deeper inside Penelope’s ravenous mouth. “Keep going, Penelope. I know you can go deeper than that.”  
 
    The orange-haired witch glanced up at me with deep longing as I plunged my cock further down her mouth, and each time my tip hit the back of her throat, she gently gagged but whined for more. My cock throbbed uncontrollably, and I grabbed a fistful of her bright hair and urged her to go even faster. A groan resonated in my chest as she wriggled her head down to my balls, and she greedily slurped along my length.  
 
    Her chestnut-brown eyes were glassy with desire as she stared up at me, and the corners of her lips were dripping with pre-cum as she bobbed her head faster and faster along my pulsating length. I began to buck my hips with more intensity as feral desire rushed through my body, and she continued to gag as I ventured deeper down her throat, but that didn’t stop her from moving her head faster and faster. 
 
    “She desperately wants to taste your unholy seed, master,” Revna whispered in a voice thick with desire. “She wants to savor every drop.” 
 
    “And she will,” I panted as I bucked my hips with swiftness and determination.  
 
    I could feel myself nearing my threshold, and my entire body quivered with intensity before the tip of my cock erupted and spurted a bucket load of hot, thick cream inside her hungry mouth. I shuddered and looked up to the ceiling, and my head spun in furious circles as my gut coiled with pleasure.  
 
    Penelope slurped and licked every drop of cream I had to offer her, and when she gently pulled away, a wet popping sound echoed through the bedroom.  
 
    “That was delicious, master,” Penelope mewled as she wiped the corners of her lips with her thumb. “What would you have me do next?”  
 
    “Since you’ve been such a gracious and good girl,” I began, “you may lie down on the bed. But don’t move until I tell you to. Understood?” 
 
    “Yes, master.” The bright-haired witch grinned.  
 
    I watched Penelope saunter over to the bed, and I could see the insides of her thighs were glistening and dripping with desire. When she was positioned on the pillows, I turned to face the other naked and eager women, and I could tell each one was dying for their turn.  
 
    “I want all of you to watch us fuck,” I instructed. “You may pleasure each other or yourselves however you wish, but don’t you dare cum until I’m deep inside your soaking pussies.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” the women answered at once.  
 
    I glanced at Penelope on the bed, but instead of approaching her, I waltzed over to the wall where all the whips, silks, and paddles were, and I selected a deep, red silk scarf. I snatched it from the wall and smiled before I headed slowly toward the bed. Then I tossed the fabric onto the sheets, and the bright-haired witch stared at it for a long moment before she looked back up at me with an arched eyebrow.  
 
    “Tie it around your eyes,” I said in a firm voice. “I want you to be surrounded by total darkness while I fuck you. All you need to feel is my touch and nothing more.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” Penelope breathed with exhilaration before she took the silk and carefully wrapped it around her brown eyes. “I’m ready. Please enter my body, master. Make me cum and scream your name over and over again.”  
 
    The orange-haired witch laid back down on the bed, and I gently crawled toward her and began to slowly rub her throbbing clit with my thumb. She immediately gasped and arched her back, but other than that, she didn’t move an inch.  
 
    “Ohhhhh, master,” she gently moaned with delight.  
 
    “That’s right, good girl, ” I cooed as I slowly slipped a digit deep inside her sopping pussy and then another. I sawed in and out of her glistening folds, and each time I prodded deeper and faster, her gasps and groans grew louder and more demanding.  
 
    “Fuuuuuuuuuck, Cole!” Penelope squealed with delight as her walls clamped around my fingers. “That feels incredible… please don’t stop. I beg you.”  
 
    “I wouldn’t dream of it,” I teased as I ventured further inside her. “Satan, you’re so fucking wet.” 
 
    “Only for you, master,” the orange-haired Wicca mewled. “Unholy hell, I can’t wait to feel your cock deep inside me. I want to feel your sperm flooding my womb.” 
 
    “Soon enough,” I chuckled as I pushed my fingers deeper into her sopping, silky insides. “As soon as I’m inside you, I will spread you wide open.” 
 
    “Oh, I can’t wait another moment, master,” the bright-haired Wicca squealed. “Please, please, please, fuuuuuuck me!”  
 
    “Well, since you asked so nicely.” I smirked as I pulled my slick fingers out of her drenched opening. “I think I can give in to your desires.” 
 
    Without another word, I positioned myself on top of her and slid my thick rod deep inside her wet cavern, and her entire body jerked upward as she cried out with utter surprise and satisfaction. I slowly began to thrust in and out of her hungry body, and her mouth gaped open as she struggled to breathe and moan at the same time.  
 
    “M-M-Master,” Penelope shrieked. “Your cock is soooooo wonderful! It’s filling me all the way up! F-Fuck! The blindfold somehow makes you feel even b-bigger.”  
 
    “As I said, I intend to spread you as wide as I can,” I grunted before I hoisted one of her legs over my shoulder. “Satan, you’re fucking tight.”  
 
    “Does my tight pussy please you, master?” the orange-haired witch gasped as her breasts heaved up and down in excitement. “I-I can feel you so deep inside me.”  
 
    I rocked my body against hers and plunged my cock deeper into her sopping cavern, and she cried out my name repeatedly. Her passionate cries drove me to thrust faster and faster inside her, and her silky walls clamped and unclamped around my shaft like a merciless bear trap. Sweat dripped in between her full, pale breasts, and her nipples were swollen and hard. I dove deeper inside her pussy and bucked my hips with a wild fervor, and then I leaned down, placed one nipple in between my teeth, and bit down lightly.  
 
    “Coleeeee!” Penelope shrieked, and a river of her juices gushed out along my shaft. 
 
    “Listen to the sound of her squealing,” Nyx giggled. “She’s in another world right now.”  
 
    “Of course, she is,” Akira chuckled. “She has our master inside her after all.”  
 
    As the others marveled at us, Penelope struggled to breathe and keep still, but I knew the deeper and faster I went, the harder it would be for her to remain stagnant. I lifted her other leg and placed it over my shoulder, and her head began to toss between the pillows until she squealed when I gave her one quick, hard thrust. I was balls deep inside her tunnel, and I knew she was coming close to an explosive orgasm when her walls began to tremble with desire and longing.  
 
    “M-M-Master,” she huffed. “I-I-I don’t think I can hold back any longer! I’m going to explode!”  
 
    “So cum with me,” I ordered, and my cock twitched with wild desire. “Right now.” 
 
    “Cooooooooole!” Penelope screamed as her thighs trembled, and her walls convulsed fiercely around my shaft.  
 
    I unleashed my sweltering cum deep inside her cavern as soon as my name left her lips, and she screamed for more. Her walls clamped and squeezed my cock for every precious drop of seed I could give her, and she sighed and moaned as my body trembled over hers.  
 
    I continued thrusting as I rode the wave of my climax, and I shuddered when our combined fluids squelched out of her sopping wet tunnel. Finally, we both steadied our breathing, so I gently pulled out of her, and we both sighed with pleasure.  
 
    When I caught my breath, I slowly unwrapped the silk from Penelope’s eyes and looked deep into her wide brown orbs. She was staring intensely at me, and her lips quivered before I leaned over and planted a kiss on her lips.  
 
    “That was fucking amazing,” I whispered into her ear. “Now, go over there with the others and watch while I fuck Akira senseless.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” the orange-haired witch purred before she crawled off the bed, and her thighs were soaking wet from my cum trickling out of her bright-red pussy.  
 
    “Akira,” I ordered, and when the black-haired witch lifted her head away from Circe’s cunt, she licked her lips and smiled. “Come over here.”  
 
    “Of course, master,” she growled like a starving wolf.  
 
    The ebony-eyed witch wasted no time before she stood up and passed by Penelope and crawled on the bed. She stared at me with her shimmering, soulless eyes, and her purple lips etched into a coy smile as she inched a little closer.  
 
    “Stop right there,” I commanded. “I want you on all fours, but I want you to face the women at the foot of the bed.” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” Akira replied, and she couldn’t mask the eagerness in her voice. “With immense pleasure.”  
 
    After Akira placed herself in the right position, I headed over to the other tools, and my eyes landed on a large wooden paddle. I grabbed it without hesitation, and a smile spread across my face as I neared the anticipating Akira.  
 
    “Are you ready?” I grinned.  
 
    “I’m ready for your unholy cock to be deep inside my pussy,” the black-eyed witch moaned as she shook her ass. “Whatever you have in store for me, master, I can’t wait for you to begin.”  
 
    “Good,” I chuckled. “That’s what I want to hear.”  
 
    With the paddle in my hand, I got on the bed and positioned myself behind Akira. I started to rub her wet folds with my fingers, and she groaned and arched her back as I slipped my digits deep inside her. Then I raised the paddle high and swiftly smacked the right side of her ass.  
 
    “Ah!” she squealed as her body shook. “Yes! Master! Again!”  
 
    I spanked her again and again with the paddle, and her pale skin quickly turned a bright cherry-red, but she continued to cry and beg for more.  
 
    “Are you going to be a good girl?” I taunted. “Or should I keep punishing you?” 
 
    “Only if you ask me to, master,” Akira moaned while I continued to tease her soaked pussy with my fingers.  
 
    While my fingers were still inside her, I hit her again with the wooden paddle, and she moaned like it was the greatest sensation in the world. Each time I struck her, she arched her back and bundled her fists into the sheets, and when she lowered her head and pressed it against the covers, I quickly tossed the paddle aside, pulled out my fingers, and grabbed her by the hair. Then I roughly pulled her back, and she screamed with surprise and delight as I leaned closer to whisper into her ear.  
 
    “Do you want me to fuck you hard, Akira?” I hissed, and her entire body shivered.  
 
    “Yes, m-m-master,” she panted before I bit on her ear, and she screeched with pleasure.  
 
    I pulled my head back, and while I still had my fingers tightly woven in her black locks, I used the other hand to rub my slick cock against her wet folds. Each time I neared her dripping opening, she pouted and pleaded for more, but I just continued to tease the ebony-eyed witch. Her frame shook with desire, and when I finally stuck my rock-hard cock into her sopping cavern, she gasped with pleasure and moaned with delight.  
 
    “Do you like that?” I teased as I drove deeper inside her and began to rock my hips against her skin.  
 
    “Yes, master,” the black-eyed Wicca panted when I was balls deep inside her cunt. “Cooooooole! Fuck me! Fuuuuuuck me harder!”  
 
    Delicious moans and gasps escaped from her purple lips as I fucked her hard and rough. My hold on her tightened as our bodies rocked in unison, and her walls tightened around my throbbing shaft as I prodded deeper inside her tunnel. Her panting quickly grew more erratic, and when I yanked her back, she gasped while her pussy quivered uncontrollably.  
 
    “She looks like a bitch in heat,” Circe giggled. “Her eyes are rolled all the way into the back of her head.”  
 
    “She’s savoring every moment,” Nyx agreed with hooded, lust filled eyes. “I think she’s about to cum.”  
 
    “M-M-Master!” Akira gasped like she had been holding her breath underwater. “She’s right! I-I think I’m going to cum! I can’t hold back any longer!” 
 
    “So cum for me,” I ordered as I moved my hips faster and harder. “I want you to cum everywhere.”  
 
    “Y-Y-Yes, Cole,” the black-haired beauty stuttered as her walls viciously clamped around my length.  
 
    I could feel myself about to cum deep inside the wild-hearted Akira, and when my cock throbbed with severe intensity, I unleashed all my sweltering cum inside her hungry cavern. We both groaned with passion, and my head furiously spun as her walls sucked me dry for every drop of semen I could squirt inside her. Her pussy continued to violently and greedily clench around my dick, and when we finally caught our breaths, I gently pulled out of her abused cunt. My cum trickled down her alabaster thighs, but then I reached out, scooped some up on my fingertips, and shoved them back into her leaking pussy. 
 
    “That was astonishing, Akira,” I commended as I withdrew my fingers. “You did very well. Now you may go over and join the others while I decide who will be next.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” the ebony-eyed witch purred before she stuck her own finger inside her pussy, and when she pulled it out, she licked it dry. “Thank you for bestowing your delicious seed deep inside me.”  
 
    “My pleasure.” I grinned before I slapped her ass, which was already red and purple from the paddle. “Now join the others. Don’t make me repeat myself.”  
 
    Akira nodded in agreement and slowly crawled off the bed to accompany the other women. Nyx and Circe were busy fondling each other’s pussies while Penelope was spread across the floor and gently rubbing her red, throbbing clit. Revna was on her knees, and she was touching her nipples as she stared at me with bright blue eyes. 
 
    “Revna,” I purred. “Go over to the wall and grab two silks from the hook. Then come here and lay down on your back.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” the wild woman responded before she stood up and quickly snatched the strips of fabric from their hooks.  
 
    When she returned to the bed, I moved out of the way and took the silk away from her, and she did as I commanded and positioned herself on the pillows. Without a word, I began to tie each hand to the gold bedposts, and as I did so, her breathing grew more demanding and unpredictable. Once her arms were secure and tight, I swiftly turned to look down at her vulnerable body, and I could feel my blood coursing south as I marveled at her creamy thighs, the dark-blonde patch of hair between her legs, and her full breasts.  
 
    “Now, are you going to be a good girl and wait for your reward?” I teased before I ran my tongue from her belly button and up to her chin.  
 
    “Y-Y-Yes, master,” she said in a trembling voice, and when she tried to move, she barely budged an inch. “But I-I don’t know how much longer I can wait.”  
 
    “You’ll get your reward soon enough,” I growled before I slowly clambered on top of her and pressed my lips against her ears. “Do you want me to fuck your Wicca brains out?”  
 
    “P-P-Please,” she panted. “Ever since that night you made me yours, all I’ve been thinking about is your magnificent cock.”  
 
    “Is that so?” I asked before I planted soft kisses along the side of her face and down to her sweet-smelling neck. “How badly do you need me?” 
 
    “More than anything in all the realms,” she said in a quivering voice. “Please, master. Fuck me slow and then as hard as you wish. I beg you.”  
 
    “If that is your desire,” I grunted with a smile, but instead of sticking my rod deep inside her wet pussy, I lowered myself until my head was in between her thighs. “But I think I want to make you beg for it a little more.” 
 
    Then I licked her pussy, and as soon as my tongue made contact with her folds, she arched her back and shuddered with pleasure. I plunged my tongue deeper inside her hot tunnel and then began to tease her relentlessly with my mouth. Her gasps echoed through the bedroom, and the inside of her thighs trembled uncontrollably and clamped around my head as I continued to pleasure her.  
 
    “M-Master,” Revna gasped. “I don’t think I can wait any longer. Please slip your huge cock inside me. I want to feel every inch of you.”  
 
    “Have patience, Revna,” I teased before I reached up to grab one of her breasts.  
 
    I pinched one of her nipples, and the more she moaned with desire, the more eager I was to slip deep inside her.  
 
    “Pleaseeeeee, master,” the wild witch keened so sweetly, and her blue eyes shone with tears as she stared down her body at me.  
 
    The dark lust in her eyes and the pleading tone in her voice finally broke my resolve, so without any more foreplay, I hovered over her body and began to rub my rock-hard cock along her damp pussy lips. Then I slipped my member deep and quick inside her and slowly began to rock my hips against her skin.  
 
    “Fuck, Revna, you’re soaked,” I growled as the wet noises of our lovemaking reverberated throughout the room.  
 
    Our groans echoed in unison as I began to thrust deeper and faster inside her, and since her arms were tied to the bed, she couldn’t move an inch as I claimed her body and relished in her warm insides. Her walls clamped tighter around my throbbing shaft as I fucked her harder and rougher, and all she could do was toss back her head and scream my name. 
 
    “Y-Y-Yes, master!” the wild woman cried with longing. “Fuck, I can’t believe you’re inside me! I’ve been longing to feel you for the longest time!”  
 
    “Fuck, so have I,” I panted as I bucked my hips with even more fervor. “You’re so fucking tight and wet. I love having you spread out and bound before me, like a sexy little sacrifice.”  
 
    “Hmmmmmmm,” Revna breathed as she bit her lip and grunted for more. “M-Master, I love the way your body feels when you’re inside me.”  
 
    “She looks like she’s in a fever dream,” Akira remarked from the floor. “Look at the way her eyes roll back into her head. She needs more and more.”  
 
    Revna’s walls clamped tighter around me as I moved my body with more intensity, and when she tossed back her head and cried out, it looked like something was possessing her body.  
 
    “M-Master,” the wild woman gasped. “I-I think I’m going to explode!”  
 
    “Are you ready to cum with me?” I teased as I delved deeper inside her.  
 
    “Yeeeeeeeees!” she squealed with longing. “I don’t think I can wait another moment.”  
 
    My flared cock pushed deeper inside her as her firm silky walls clamped tighter around my shaft, and moments later I exploded a creamy load deep inside her wet, hot cavern as our bodies trembled with desire. I could barely breathe while the two of us shook with passion, and my head swirled in vicious circles as Revna’s pussy walls squeezed and milked my rod for every drop of my unholy seed.  
 
    “Fuuuuuuuuck,” I groaned as we both tried to steady our breathing.  
 
    “Oh, master,” the wild woman sighed as she slowly began to breathe steadily. “That was absolutely incredible. I can feel your sperm so deep and warm inside me.”  
 
    “Good,” I panted as I gently pulled out of her abused pussy. “Someone come and untie her so she can join you.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” Penelope responded, and when Revna was loose, she left the bed with trembling legs.  
 
    The wild witch joined the others on the floor, and I stared at each woman and pondered who would be the next one to join me in bed. Akira and Circe were busy fondling each other’s pussies, while Penelope started to place small butterfly kisses on Nyx’s blue skin.  
 
    As I stared at the red-horned witch, her indigo eyes met mine, and a small smile spread across her flawless face. I could tell she was dying to be fucked, and I didn’t want to torture her any longer. 
 
    “Nyx,” I growled. “Come here. Right now.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” the sapphire-skinned witch purred before she gently pulled away from Penelope’s touch. “I’d be more than honored.”  
 
    I laid my body down on the pillows and watched as the blue-skinned witch crawled on the bed without breaking eye contact. She licked her sapphire lips and stared down at my slick member with wide, hungry eyes.  
 
    “I know what you’re thinking,” I chuckled as I placed my hands behind my head and relaxed my body. “If you want a taste, I give you permission.”  
 
    “Oh, thank you, master,” Nyx giggled with bright eyes. “I’d love to.”  
 
    I didn’t move an inch as the sapphire-skinned Wicca leaned down and slowly licked my cum-slicked cock from the tip down to my balls. My body shuddered with pleasure as blood rushed down to my shaft, and Nyx wrapped her full lips around my member before she began to bob her head up and down. I groaned with delight as she took me all the way in, and when my tip grazed the back of her throat, she gently gagged and went deeper. My dick twitched with violent desire, and I knew if we continued like this, I would cum inside her mouth like a hot hose, but that wasn’t what I wanted. 
 
    No, I longed to spill my seed deep inside her wet, tight pussy.  
 
    “Stop,” I ordered, and when she pulled away from my slick cock, she wiped the corners of her lips and smiled.  
 
    “Why, master?” Nyx asked in a cute, teasing voice.  
 
    “Because I want you to ride me,” I grunted. “I want you to bounce up and down on my cock like your life depends on it. Do you think you can do that?”  
 
    “Of course, master.” The sapphire-skinned witch smirked. “I’d be more than honored to.”  
 
    I remained still on the bed, and I watched as Nyx slowly hoisted one leg over my body and hovered her bare pussy over my pole. Her eyes never left mine as she slowly lowered herself down onto my cock, and we both groaned with satisfaction when our bodies were deeply connected.  
 
    “Fuuuuuuuuuck,” I grunted before I grabbed Nyx’s hips and began to bounce her up and down along my shaft. “Satan, your pussy feels so tight.”  
 
    “And your cock is filling me all the waaaaay up,” the blue-skinned witch sighed as she squeezed her eyes shut. “Oh, master, I’ve been waiting soooooo long to feel you inside me.” 
 
    “So keep going,” I ordered, “but faster. Show me your appreciation.”  
 
    “Y-Y-Yes, master,” Nyx squealed before she planted the palms of her hands on my chest and began to slam her body against mine faster and harder. “Fuck, fuck, fuck!”  
 
    I dug my nails into her soft, blue skin, and her indigo eyes rolled into the back of her head as she continued to move her lean body vigorously up and down my throbbing shaft. I reached up to grab one of her full sapphire breasts as she quickened the pace, and when I pinched one of her deep plum-colored nipples, she gasped and bit down on her lip. 
 
    “Do you like that?” I grunted as I bucked my hips upward inside her sweltering hot hole.  
 
    “Yes, master,” Nyx sighed as she started to rock her body against mine. “Please touch me harder.” 
 
    “As you wish,” I growled before I pinched her bud even harder and then slapped her tit.  
 
    “Ah!” she screamed with delight. “Yes! Fuuuuuuuck! M-M-Master, I-I think I’m going to cum!”  
 
    “Not yet,” I grunted as she rocked her body with more determination and speed. “You’ll cum when I tell you to.”  
 
    “Y-Y-Yes, master!” Nyx squealed as sweat trickled between her full, blue breasts, and her pace began to slow as she tried to stave off her orgasm. “I-I just don’t know how long I can hold back--”  
 
    “Are you defying my orders?” I growled before I slapped her ass, and her entire body jerked forward.  
 
    “N-No!” she moaned as she bit down on her lip and blood trickled down her chin. “I would never dream of d-d-doing that, master!”  
 
    “Good girl,” I snarled as I grabbed her harder by her slender hips and guided her even faster along my cock. I could feel my gut coiling, and my entire body trembled while my cock pulsated with desire. “I’m going to cum, Nyx… and I want you to cum hard with me. That’s an order.” 
 
    “Y-Yes, master!” Nyx squealed as her walls clamped tighter around my rod with uncontrollable passion. “Fuuuuuuuuuuuuck!”  
 
    Nyx tossed back her head, and her hair flew everywhere like a sapphire waterfall as she screamed my name over and over again. My cock twitched and exploded like a sweltering hose deep inside her empty cavern, and our mixed sticky fluids dribbled down her thighs as her body shook uncontrollably. She gasped greedily for air, and her breasts were heaving up and down like she’d just sprinted through the entire castle. My head spun in fierce circles as I struggled to breathe in and out, and before the blue vixen climbed off me, she leaned down to plant a kiss on my lips.  
 
    “That was so beautiful to watch,” I heard Circe whisper from the floor. “Satan, I’m soaked from just watching them.”  
 
    “Thank you, master,” Nyx said before she nibbled on my lower lip and then pulled away. 
 
    When she clambered off me, I took a moment to gather my energy before I sat up and looked down at the others. Nyx was already seated on the floor, and she was gently rubbing her swollen pussy lips while cum was still dripping out of her hole. Meanwhile, Akira was slowly sawing her slender fingers in and out of Penelope’s pussy, and Revna was busy burying her head in between Circe’s thighs.  
 
    As the blonde Wicca groaned with passion, she turned her hungry, serpentine eyes to me and licked her lips. I knew she was silently begging for my cock to be deep inside her, and when I smiled in her direction, her cheeks deepened with color, and her breathing became more erratic.  
 
    “Ladies,” I purred as I stared at Circe. “I want you all to stop what you’re doing right now.” 
 
    At once, all the women turned to look at me with wide, obedient eyes and parted lips.  
 
    “Yes, master?” Akira said with a small smile. “What can we do to serve you?” 
 
    “I want you to grab four silks from the wall and tie Circe up to each bedpost,” I demanded before I leaped off the bed. “Make sure she can’t move an inch.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” the women responded before Akira and Revna hoisted Circe up from under her arms and pulled her to the bed. 
 
    The blonde witch squealed with delight as they threw her on the bed, and while she was on her back, Penelope and Nyx began to tie her ankles and wrists to the posts.  
 
    “How is this, master?” Revna asked with a blonde arched eyebrow. “Is this tight enough?”  
 
    “Yes, I think this will do nicely,” I chuckled as Circe remained still and splayed out by all fours. “Are you ready for what I’m about to do to you, Circe?” 
 
    “Yes, master,” the blonde Wicca breathed like she was stuck in a dream-like trance. “Please, take me. It would be the greatest of unholy blessings to feel you deep inside me.”  
 
    “And you will feel me soon enough,” I grunted as the other women all stared down at Circe. “Now, as for the rest of you, I want you to watch as I fuck Circe senseless. Understood?” 
 
    “Yes, master,” the witches responded at once.  
 
    Circe was sitting up against the pillows, and blood rushed to my cock as I slowly crawled toward her. Her eyes never left mine as I placed one knee over each side of Circe’s hips, and then I grabbed my rock-hard cock.  
 
    “Before we do anything else,” I growled, “I’m going to fuck the back of your throat.” 
 
    “I can’t wait, master,” Circe said before she licked her lips with her long, forked tongue. “Please slip your unholy dick inside my mouth--” 
 
    Before she could say another word, I shifted my cock deep inside her wide, hungry mouth and began to slowly buck my hips in and out of her. Her serpentine glassy eyes stared up at me with sheer adoration and devotion as I plunged my member deeper inside her wet throat, and desire licked up my spine like a spreading flame.  
 
    Circe gently gagged and slurped along my length as I went further down her throat, and I could hear the other women breathing heavily as I went faster and harder.  
 
    “Look at how deep she can take it,” Akira marveled aloud. “She was starving for your cock, master.”  
 
    “She was longing for his unforgettable taste,” Revna added in a soft voice.  
 
    “As we all were,” Nyx cooed.  
 
    Circe continued to stare up at me with nothing but eagerness and devotion as I thrust my cock deeper and deeper down her throat, and excitement coursed through my entire body as I fucked the Wicca’s greedy mouth with as much vigor as I could muster. Her gentle gags echoed in the bedroom, and it made the other women squeal with arousal and excitement.  
 
    Before I could unleash my creamy load inside her mouth, I grunted and gently pulled out of her. A wet popping sound reverberated through the room, and the blonde witch pouted in protest. 
 
    “But master,” she whined. “I want mooooooore.”  
 
    “So greedy,” I chuckled as I slowly lowered my body and placed my head in between her legs. “Don’t you want your reward?”  
 
    “Y-Y-Yes,” she replied in a quivering voice. “I’m more than ready, master. Please reward me with your unholy sperm.”  
 
    I smiled coyly at the eager blonde before I lowered myself down in between her plush thighs and ran my tongue along the moist insides of her folds. Her entire body jerked as I plunged my tongue deeper inside her sweet cunt, but because the witch was tied up, it was impossible for her to move.  
 
    All she could do was cry out my name, over and over again. 
 
    “Look at her eyes,” Akira chuckled. “She looks like she’s being possessed.”  
 
    “She can barely breathe,” Nyx giggled. “She’s like a fish out of water… struggling to keep still.” 
 
    “I-I-I feel like I’m in another world,” the blonde beauty gasped as she arched her back. “Oh, master… your tongue feels i-i-incredible.”  
 
    “Hmmmm,” I mumbled as I continued to taste her sweet insides.  
 
    I swirled my tongue deep inside her wet, hot tunnel, and her thighs shook uncontrollably. Then I teased her clit with my tongue, and her breathing grew more raspy and uneven. When I could feel her walls trembling, I knew she was close to a mind-blowing orgasm, but I didn’t want her to cum yet.  
 
    Not until I was deep inside her tight tunnel.  
 
    “Oh, master,” Circe gasped when I lifted my head to look at her full breasts and red cheeks. “Please, don’t stop.”  
 
    “I don’t intend to.” I smirked before I pressed my body against hers and began to rub my slick cock along her wet pussy lips. “In fact, I plan to fuck you until you can’t even walk in a steady line.” 
 
    “Will you fill me to the brim with your unholy seed?” she begged with wide eyes.  
 
    “You know I will.” I grinned before I slid my titanium rod deep inside her silky tunnel.  
 
    When I was all the way inside her, she tossed back her head and moaned so loudly that I was sure the entire castle would hear. Her pussy clenched tightly around my rod as I sawed in and out of her hungry body, and my cock twitched with wild desire as I plowed deeper inside her. Her walls clenched and unclenched around my quivering member, and her entire body spasmed as I ventured deeper and harder inside her wanting cavern.  
 
    “C-C-Cole!” Circe stuttered as I bucked my hips faster and faster against her skin.  
 
    I continued to move my body against her, and I knew I found her hot, special spot when she tossed back her head and screamed my name over and over again. Her cries were eager and unrelenting as I thrust my cock deeper inside her, and when I knocked up against her cervix, it only made her scream louder. 
 
    “Do you like that?” I asked in between raspy breaths.  
 
    “I loooooove it, master,” she squealed. “I-I think it’s going to make me cum! I’m going to explode!”  
 
    “So cum everywhere,” I growled as my cock throbbed and twitched deep inside her.  
 
    “Coooooooole!” Circe screamed as her walls violently spasmed and clenched around my pulsating pole.  
 
    The sound of my name made me gush inside her like a river breaking through a dam, and I filled her all the way to the brim with my thick, creamy seed. We both panted as her walls continued to suck me dry for every last drop of cum I could offer her, and I bent down to press a series of soft kisses into the hollow of her throat. Her pulse fluttered wildly beneath my lips, and she mewled when I licked the salty sweat off her skin.  
 
    Finally, the room stopped spinning as I regained my breath, and I planted a small kiss on her forehead before gently pulling out of her slick body. Pearls of my cum dripped out of her pussy and pooled on the sheets, and I swiped some up and offered it to the still bound witch. She quickly sucked my fingers into her hot mouth, and her forked tongue swirled around my digits until not a speck of sperm remained.  
 
    “That was incredible, master,” the blonde woman breathed when I pulled my fingers out, and the others untied her as I took her place in the middle of the bed.  
 
    “It was like being in a dream,” Akira agreed as the others slowly climbed naked into bed.  
 
    “I agree,” I chuckled as the women joined under the silk sheets, “but who says we need to end it right now?”  
 
    The women squealed with joy before they started to press their naked bodies against mine. Some women planted kisses along my chest while others nibbled on my earlobe, and I could feel myself growing as hard as a rock once more.  
 
    I knew we’d be up all night, and I’d be fucking their Wicca brains out until sunrise, but no matter what tomorrow or the rest of our journey would bring, I vowed to enjoy every moment.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 9 
 
    Cole, a familiar voice called out to me in my sleep. I see something deadly and flying past the horizon. It will reach you by the time the sun rises. Wake up! 
 
    My eyes were tightly shut as the woman from my dream’s voice rang through my head, and I could feel my coven’s warm bodies pressed against mine. I tried to pry my lids open, but my entire body felt as heavy as lead, and I couldn’t move any of my limbs. When I attempted to open my mouth, nothing came out, and for a moment, I was filled with panic and confusion. 
 
    How can I wake up? I asked in my head. I can’t move my body. 
 
    Samara is trying to pin you down, the woman said in a soothing voice, but I could still hear the terror behind each word. Just remain calm and listen to me while we still have a few precious seconds left. The orb you possess cannot send you anywhere right now, and the compass won’t, either. Samara’s power has recovered to a degree, and she’s placed a barrier upon the realm. You’ll need to find another way out of here, but I have faith in you. Now, fight her, Cole, and wake up! 
 
    I gritted my teeth and fought to move my body, but I remained as still as stone. I thought I could hear Samara’s taunting laughter somewhere in the back of my head, but that only motivated me to fight even harder. I steadied my heartbeat, tried to move my fingertips, and suddenly felt a tingling sensation when I raised my index finger up in the air, and then another. When my hand was free from whatever power Samara placed over me, the rest of my body started to cooperate as well. Feeling slowly returned to my face as my eyes fluttered open, and I could sense the air returning to my lungs.  
 
    I quickly sprung up from the bed and looked down at the naked women who were still deep asleep. The room was pitch black, and I knew the sun was just about to rise, which meant we had very little time to escape.  
 
    “Wake up!” I called out, and the women jerked into consciousness. “Hurry, we have to leave!”  
 
    “W-What’s going on, master?” Penelope asked, and her voice was thick with sleep.  
 
    “There’s no time to explain,” I said before I jumped off the bed and quickly pulled up my pants and buttoned up my shirt. “Get dressed! I’m going to rouse Vanessa and the others awake, and then we’ll meet in the throne room.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” Akira replied in a steady voice. “We’ll be down there immediately.”  
 
    As the women swiftly dressed, I grabbed the orb, sprung from the bedroom, and raced down the corridors until I reached the east wing. There were countless doors, and I had no idea where the other women or the professor resided for the night.  
 
    “Hey!” I cried out aimlessly through the hallway. “Everyone, wake up! Now! There’s no time to waste!”  
 
    Soon, a door at the very end of the hall swung open, and there at the threshold stood Vanessa dressed in a sheer white nightgown with Isobel by her side. The professor’s pale eyes were wide with irritation, and there was a scowl across her bare face. 
 
    “Cole, what in hell’s name is going on--?” she asked, but when she took a closer look at the expression on my face, her features became more concerned and less agitated. “Wait, what is it? What’s wrong?” 
 
    “We need to leave,” I snapped. “Now.”  
 
    “Then we’ll use the orb--” the professor began.  
 
    “No, we can’t use the orb,” I explained quickly, “and we can’t use the compass, either. Samara has placed a barrier over us.”  
 
    “Fuck,” Vanessa sighed before she slapped her hand against her forehead. “Alright, I’ll get dressed and grab the other women.” 
 
    “Good.” I nodded. “Then we need to meet down in the throne room. No longer than five minutes.”  
 
    “Fine,” the professor agreed before she swiftly turned around and slammed her door.  
 
    When I rushed down the hallway and down the flight of marble stairs, I saw the familiars all curled up by the prince’s throne, and I didn’t waste any time waking them up. 
 
    “Alexander!” I shouted. “Wake the hell up!”  
 
    What’s going on? Alex asked in a sleepy voice as he groggily raised his head. It’s still pitch black. I thought we didn’t have to leave until sunrise. 
 
    “No, we have to go now,” I urged. “Here, take the orb and hold onto it for me.” 
 
    Why? Alex asked, but he still did as I commanded.  
 
    “Because I said so,” I grunted. “Something’s coming.”  
 
    What? 
 
    “I’m about to find out,” I growled before I closed my eyes.  
 
    Periculum. 
 
    My mind rushed out of me like a river courses into an ocean, and I zoomed over the land too fast to track the distance. It didn’t matter anyway, because all too soon, I came across two elder scouts on a pair of serpens. Their forms seemed to be surrounded by ethereal, holy light, but I could also sense the power emanating off them in waves. Then, once again, Samara’s face flashed before my eyes.  
 
    So, these were her men. And they seemed to be pretty powerful, more powerful than her other minions we’d faced so far. I wondered if they were actually working for the goddess, or maybe the elder lord who pulled her strings.  
 
    Whoever these bastards worked for, I could tell they meant business.  
 
    I withdrew my mind from them quickly, but instead of just immediately zipping back into my body, my consciousness seemed to take a detour on the roof of the castle, and I thought I saw what looked like scales silhouetted against the sky.  
 
    Then I opened my eyes.  
 
    “Master?” I heard Marina’s voice echo as she ran down the stairs with the others by her side. “What’s going on?”  
 
    “We need to get the hell out of here,” I explained in a rushed voice, “but we can’t use the orb, so I think I have another idea, but professor, you’ll need to send us up to the roof.”  
 
    “Alright,” Vanessa responded without questioning me further. “Everyone, gather around me. Snatch your familiars up or keep them close to you.”  
 
    No one argued or uttered a single word as we formed a close circle around Vanessa with our familiars right behind us. Then the professor uttered the incantation to shadow port us up to the roof, and after the purple clouds disappeared, we were back on top of the castle. The night was dark as I gazed down upon the city, and pale moonlight reflected off the still present ocean of crimson blood.  
 
    When my eyes lifted to stare upon the horizon, I caught a glimpse of the orange sun slowly making its way upward. I could feel a sinister sensation creeping down my spine, too, and it was like we were waiting for an hourglass to drop its last grain of sand.  
 
    Time was running out. 
 
    “How the hell are we going to get out of here now, Cole?” Vanessa demanded. “You said you had an idea.”  
 
    “I’m going to summon our dragons,” I said in a steady voice as I thought about that flash of scales in my vision. “I know it’s not ideal or what we had in mind, but it’s our only choice. Now, be quiet and give me a moment to concentrate.”  
 
    No one said a word as I closed my eyes and took a deep, steady breath, and I stood still and silently prayed for Satan to give me strength. Satan only knew what reinforcements the elder scouts would bring, and if there was any way to get out of this blood-soaked realm, it would be on the backs of our faithful dragons.  
 
    When I felt like my soul and heart were open to Satan, I steadied my hands and my pounding heart and then silently uttered the incantation to summon our bonded creatures back to our side. I pictured their shimmering scales, snake-like yellow eyes, and magnificent wings, and I willed them to come soaring through the clouds before I shouted the ancient spell.  
 
    “Ego in vtero producite!”  
 
    A deep silence suddenly filled the air until there was a fierce chorus of growls in the sky, and when I craned my neck to look up at the clouds, a group of shimmering emerald dragons were descending to meet us. Their magnificently scaled bodies soared as gracefully as a ballet of swans, and relief flooded through my body when they hovered before us.  
 
    “Master!” Faye giggled as she clapped her hands together. “Well done!”  
 
    “Yes, well done,” Vanessa snapped as the dragons hovered over the side of the castle and waited for us to climb on. “Now, let’s get a move--” 
 
    Before she could finish her demand, a whooshing sound whipped through the air and was quickly followed by an agonizing scream.  
 
    “Akira!” the women cried out in unison. 
 
    I whipped around, and I saw there was a golden arrow sticking out of Akira’s right shoulder blade and staining her dress a deep shade of red. I swiftly spun around to see where the enemy was, but there was nothing in sight besides orange clouds and a burning morning sky. 
 
    “Are you alright?” Morgana panted.  
 
    “Yeah,” the dark-haired Wicca growled through gritted teeth and furrowed eyebrows before she fiercely yanked the weapon out of her flesh and tossed it aside. Her dark eyes widened as she stared toward the horizon, and her face became pale and slick with sweat. “Broom fucker… we need to leave now.”  
 
    When we turned around, I could see two tall men garbed with gold breastplates and riding on two giant ivory serpens. The soldiers both had golden-blond hair and glowing blue eyes we could see even at a distance, and their expressions were as cold as stone. They both carried shimmering bows with them, but before either of them could notch another arrow, I pointed my wand at the duo.  
 
    “Dissulto!” I screamed. 
 
    My spell whizzed through the clouds, but the scouts were quick, and both elder men managed to dodge out of the way. I waved my wand in different directions as they flew in two elegant circles, and they were still drawing nearer and flying faster.  
 
    “Let’s get on these dragons and get the hell out of here,” I ordered.  
 
    “He’s right,” Vanessa agreed before another arrow shot right past her, and it was inches away from piercing the side of her skull. “Carry your familiars if you have to and get on!”  
 
    No one dared argue while we hoisted ourselves on each dragon and urged them to fly as fast and as true as possible. Alexander soared by my side as we ascended through the lavender and orange clouds, and as the sun grew brighter, the ocean of blood beneath us sparkled like a thousand rubies. The wind whipped past our faces as I looked at the other women, and their hair was flying behind their heads like silken curtains. I knew they were flying with nothing but conviction coursing through their veins because I couldn’t sense any terror radiating off their bodies.  
 
    Even though we were possibly being followed by the most powerful soldiers conjured up by the elder lord himself.  
 
    The compass around my neck began to tremble uncontrollably as we soared through the sky and past the sea of blood I’d conjured, and when I looked down to stare at the needle, it was pointing north. I guessed by now we were finally out of Samara’s barrier and able to navigate.  
 
    Still, the scouts were hot on our trail, and they showed no signs of stopping. The elders were gaining on us, and through the mist of clouds, I could see one of them notching an arrow and aiming it right at Vanessa’s back.  
 
    “Vanessa, look out!” I shouted, but the arrow sprung from the bow and went soaring toward the professor. Then, before I could snap the weapon with my magic, Penelope used her flying beast to nudge the professor out of the way.  
 
    Vanessa gasped in shock and nearly fell off her dragon, but she caught herself just in time. While the professor struggled, the orange-haired witch was struck with the arrow, and she screamed out in pain before she tumbled off her dragon’s hide and fell down into the abyss.  
 
    The women cried her name in terror, but Morgana didn’t hesitate before she aimed her wand downward. 
 
    “Volitant!” the bookish brunette shouted. 
 
    Suddenly, Penelope stopped falling and hovered in the air, and the bright-haired witch gasped with surprise as Morgana used her magic to gingerly bring her back up and then place her carefully onto her dragon’s hide.  
 
    Once Penelope was safe, searing rage coursed through my body before I gritted my teeth and pointed my wand at the elder who tried to kill our professor and nearly sent Penelope down to Satan knows where.  
 
    “Dissulto!” I cried out with all my determination.  
 
    My spell soared through the air and hit the elder right in the middle of his chest, and the sudden impact knocked him off his serpen. Strangely, he didn’t scream as he soared downward, and his counterpart didn’t even look mildly fazed as his companion fell past the clouds. All the remaining scout did was stare into my eyes, and a small smile spread across his face before he descended and disappeared into the clouds.  
 
    For a moment, everything was silent, and no one knew what to say.  
 
    “What the hell was that?” Marina finally shouted. 
 
    “Let’s find a safe place to land before we ask questions, shall we?” Vanessa called back.  
 
    The former siren nodded in agreement, and we flew onward. Minutes passed, but I couldn’t feel any danger surrounding us, and that’s when I realized we were finally in the clear. 
 
    We were out of Samara’s reach for the moment, and after we had a moment to rest, we could use the orb to take us to our next destination.  
 
    The compass around my neck seemed to warm in confirmation, and I knew when the time came it would guide us the rest of the way. 
 
    I glanced over at my coven, and all the women stared at me with wide, curious eyes while Penelope was slumped over and clutching onto her wound. As soon as we landed, I knew we’d need to take a moment to stop and wait for her injury to heal. Thankfully, the clouds began to part as I turned my attention forward, and I thought I saw a cluster of tall green peaks.  
 
    “Let’s head over there,” I ordered as I pointed ahead, and I thanked Satan we had somewhere seemingly isolated to stop and rest for a moment. “We can use the orb once we send the dragons off.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” my women answered in unison.  
 
    I led the others toward the towering green hills, and once my dragon landed on the luscious, tall emerald field of green, I dismounted from his hide, looked deeply into his snake-like yellow eyes, and then smiled. 
 
    “Thank you,” I whispered as I stroked his snout. “Now, go off and be free. I’ll summon you when I need you once again.”  
 
    My dragon nodded, and a deep growl resonated in his chest before he flew off into the blue sky with the others following behind him.  
 
    I looked back at the women, and I saw they were all hunched over and struggling to compose themselves from the sudden attack. Penelope was pale, but I could tell she was quickly regaining her strength. 
 
    “Are you alright, Penelope?” I asked as I approached her and pushed a bright strand of hair out of her chestnut eyes. “That was very brave of you.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” the orange-haired Wicca responded with a small smile. “And thank you.” 
 
    “Who were those men?” Marina asked with a deep frown. “They didn’t even seem fazed when we sent one tumbling off their serpen.”  
 
    “Those were elder scouts,” I replied. “I believe they are working for Samara, but they seem more powerful, so I suspect they might also have some ties to the elder lord who commands the goddess.” 
 
    “But we killed one,” Akira said before she turned to look at Vanessa with wide eyes. “Right, professor?” 
 
    “I can’t say that for certain,” Vanessa panted as she stared aimlessly around the green fields. “Taking into account how powerful Cole says they are, I have no doubt those scouts could have been forged by the elder lord himself and bestowed upon Samara as a gift.”  
 
    “And do you know that for certain?” Circe asked, but when Vanessa shot her a stern glare, Circe looked down at her feet, and we all knew she instantly regretted her question.  
 
    “I can’t say anything with absolute certainty, Miss Circe,” Vanessa snapped. “I know, however, that I felt an unfamiliar presence from them, one more powerful than I’d ever experienced before.” 
 
    “You’re right, professor,” I said, and everyone turned to look at me. “The woman from my dreams said the same thing, and I have a feeling that wasn’t the last time we’ll be seeing them.” 
 
    “Agreed,” Vanessa sighed. “Now, Cole, if you wouldn’t mind, I’d like to get the hell out of here. It’s not safe to stay in one place for too long.”  
 
    “Of course,” I said before I glanced at Alexander. “Alex, give me the orb, please.” 
 
    Yes, Cole, my familiar responded before he dropped the orb in my hands.  
 
    For a moment, I gazed at the black marble with the swirling clouds deep inside the heart of the relic. I could feel its surging power flowing through my body, and as I gripped it, the compass shook violently against my chest.  
 
    “How do you know where we’re supposed to go, master?” Vesta asked in a soft voice. “I do not mean to question your power, but I am curious how this orb works.”  
 
    “He’s developed a connection with the compass and the orb,” Morgana answered before Vanessa could say anything. “All he has to do is open his heart to Satan and pray for the knowledge to take us where we need to go.”  
 
    “She’s right, as per usual,” Vanessa said as she rubbed tiredly at her face. “Cole, we trust you to take us wherever we need to go… but before we leave, I’d like to say one thing.”  
 
    We waited a moment before the professor cleared her throat and looked down at her feet. Whatever she had to say, it was clearly painful for her to get the words out. 
 
    “Professor?” Beatrix prompted in a kind tone. “Whatever it is, you can say it.”  
 
    “Yes, well,” Vanessa coughed, and her cheeks blushed a deep shade of crimson. “I’d just like to say that… I appreciate what you did back there, Cole… and Penelope. If it weren’t for you two, I would’ve died. So, I suppose what I’m trying to say is… thank you.”  
 
    “Of course, professor.” Penelope smiled, and the color had finally returned to her face. “We’d do anything to keep you safe. We consider you one of us.” 
 
    “Thank you, Miss Penelope,” Vanessa replied in a quiet voice. “Now, let’s get the hell out of here, shall we?” 
 
    I smiled as the professor looked to me, and then I closed my eyes and took a deep breath as my fingers tightened around the cold orb. I could feel the compass beating against my chest like a second heartbeat, and as I held onto the power between the two objects, I summoned the dark lord to come to my aid and help me see where we needed to venture to next.  
 
    I clung onto the orb with my eyes still tightly shut, but I could see something in my mind. At first, it was an obscure vision, but then it slowly turned into a vast beach with snow-white grains of sand and a lilac-colored sky with rose-pink clouds. The landscape was filled with a holy presence, and it pierced every bone in my body while simultaneously sending a nauseating feeling into the pit of my stomach.  
 
    Sudden surety settled into my gut. That is where we had to go, and the moment I had the thought, a string of words popped into my head.  
 
    Uti potestate mea regna monumenta nobis sanctae nulla magicae.  
 
    The incantation felt intrinsically intertwined with the presence of the orb, and I knew it was the spell needed to get us to that disgusting holy realm.  
 
    I took another deep breath and tried to calm my wildly pounding heart. Then I urged Satan to come to my aid, and when I sensed his unholy power taking over my entire soul, I opened my eyes and looked at the others.  
 
    “I know where we have to go,” I said. “Now, everyone, hold onto each other and open your hearts to Satan. I’ll do the rest.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” my coven responded while Vanessa nodded her head in agreement.  
 
    I cleared my throat, and with my fingers pressed tightly against the cold orb, I closed my eyes again and uttered the incantation. 
 
    “Uti potestate mea regna monumenta nobis sanctae nulla magicae!”  
 
    Suddenly, a great cloud of silver and black smoke surrounded us, and when the green fields disappeared from view, I could feel myself shifting in between realms. It felt like my skin was melting from my body, and my head began to pound uncontrollably. My entire body was on fire, and when I tried to open my mouth to breathe, I couldn’t feel any air going in or out of my lungs.  
 
    Finally, everything came to a standstill as my body returned to normal, and I slowly opened my eyes and looked around. Then the orb melted in my hands like black ink, but no one except me noticed. The rest of the women stood still in a circle with their hands tightly held together, and the familiars were as steady as stone as they remained positioned behind the Wiccas. No one dared to open their eyes until I cleared my throat, and when each woman slowly peeled their lids open, they gawked at the sight before them. 
 
    “Unholy hell,” Beatrix gasped with curious brown eyes. “What is this place?”  
 
    “It must be the Regnum Caelorum,” Morgana breathed in awe. “I’ve read about these realms. Every step we take according to the compass will guide us higher to the elder ecstasies… until we reach the elder heaven.”  
 
    “Well, fuck,” Akira whispered before she placed her hands on her hips and rocked on the balls of her feet. “So… we’re really almost there.”  
 
    “It would appear so,” Vanessa agreed in a faint voice. “We must be careful. There could be eyes watching us right now as we speak. Cole, what does the compass say?” 
 
    I flicked open the compass around my neck and stared intently at the spinning arrow. It was whirling frantically until it came to a sudden halt, and according to the relic, we’d need to keep walking northwest down the crystal white beach.  
 
    “Follow me,” I said in a firm voice. “I have no inkling of where this compass will lead us to next, but as Vanessa said, we need to keep a sharp eye out. Something tells me Samara has many more tricks up her sleeve, and the closer we get to reaching her, the more determined she will be to see us fall.”  
 
    “So, let’s prove her wrong,” Penelope said with her chin raised. “I’m not afraid of her.” 
 
    “Neither am I,” Faye added. 
 
    The rest of the women chimed in, and their willpower and bravery made my heart swell with pride. I knew they trusted me with their lives, and by Satan, I vowed to protect them with all the power I had coursing through my veins. 
 
    And once the moment arose, I knew Samara would finally realize I would stop at nothing to protect my kind.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 10 
 
    We continued to follow the compass’ instructions and ended up walking for hours along the beautiful but desolate beach. The grains of sand glittered like snow, and the air was both warm and cool as the wind changed direction. The sky was the clearest shade of blue I’d ever seen, and the water was like crystal. Everything seemed too perfect, like someone had carefully painted a picture, spent hours on every detail, and then brought it to life.  
 
    But as striking as the realm was, its holy presence was also eerily disturbing. I could feel consecrated energy sifting through the air each time my foot sank into the sand, and the air was so sweet it almost hurt to breathe in. I stared down at the needle as it continued to point us northwest, but when I gazed off into the distance, I didn’t see a fucking thing.  
 
    It was just miles and miles of sand and nothing more. No rocks, no castles, no hills. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    “Cole,” Vanessa sighed with exhaustion, and she fanned her flushed face with her long-fingered hand. “Has there been any change?”  
 
    “No,” I grumbled. “It’s still pointing in the same direction.”  
 
    “We’ve been walking for hours, and the sun hasn’t begun to set,” Akira commented. “It looks like it’s still noon, but it should be early sunset by now.” 
 
    “I don’t think the sun ever sets here,” Vanessa explained as she glanced up at the sky. “There’s no night in the elder heavens, and we’re getting even closer now.”  
 
    “We should probably stop and rest,” I said. “I’m not sensing any danger here, and at this point, we’re running on fumes.”  
 
    “I think that’s a wise idea,” the professor agreed. “Cole, I imagine you’ve exerted a great amount of energy. You’ll need your strength if we’re going to continue following the compass.” 
 
    “That’s true,” I responded as I rubbed the knots in my neck, and I was surprised by her agreeable behavior.  
 
    I’d been so preoccupied with following the compass and making sure the scouts were long gone that I didn’t realize just how exhausted I was. I’d spend most of my night fucking all of my women, so my eyelids were heavy, my head was foggy, and my body was so sore the pain was almost numbing.  
 
    Vanessa pulled out her wand and waved it around in three perfect circles above her head, and two large tents appeared out of nowhere. I sighed with relief at the sight of them, and the familiars wasted no time before they cuddled up into a small love pile in between the tents. 
 
    “I’m too tired to even eat,” Beatrix yawned before she looked at the others. “I think I’m just going to sleep. Master, is that alright with you?” 
 
    “Yes.” I nodded. “In fact, I feel the same way. I’ll join you all in a moment.” 
 
    My coven quickly slipped into the giant tent, but before I followed them inside, I turned to Vanessa and raised an eyebrow in her direction. 
 
    “What is it, Cole?” she sighed before she rubbed her tired eyes. “I’m exhausted--” 
 
    “We’ll need a way to destroy those elders before they return,” I explained. “Do you know of any ancient magic we can use to eliminate them?”  
 
    “I’ll have to sleep on it,” she yawned. “My best ideas come to mind when I’m in the deepest of dreams.” 
 
    “Alright,” I said after a long moment. “Sleep well, Vanessa.” 
 
    “You, too, Cole,” she responded in a gentle tone.  
 
    We stared at each other for what felt like an eternity before she blushed and quickly whirled around. Once she stepped inside her tent, Isobel followed behind her, and I took a deep breath and looked up at the clear blue sky.  
 
    “I’ll be seeing you soon, Samara,” I whispered. “I hope you’re ready for me.”  
 
    A cool breeze whipped past my face before I slipped inside our separate tent, and when I looked down, the women were already asleep on top of silk blankets. They were all cuddled up against each other and softly breathing like they were lost in the darkest and most beautiful of dreams. I couldn’t help but smile as I looked down at them, and I made sure to quietly take off my boots before I joined their little love pack.  
 
    I quietly settled down between Penelope and Marina, and both women instantly wrapped their legs and arms around my body. I relished in their warm touch before I closed my eyes and fell into a deep, calm sleep. I silently hoped for an uneventful rest, but something in the back of my mind told me not to get my hopes up. 
 
    At first, everything was still, but then darkness turned into a wash of deep purple and red hues, and when everything became clear, I realized I was in a dark forest entirely surrounded by nightfall and woodland creatures. Owls cooed, and a swarm of bats screeched as they flew past my face and into the unknown abyss. The air smelled strongly of pinewood and exotic spices, and I knew this wasn’t a dream where I’d encounter Samara. 
 
    No, this was a dream of evil and darkness. There was no form of light, and the ominous surroundings made my heart pound with exhilaration rather than dread. I thought I saw a slim shadow in between the trees, so I took a step closer, but the silhouette didn’t move an inch. 
 
    “I can see you,” I called out. “Is it you?”  
 
    “Yes, it’s me,” a familiar voice said, and when the moonlight hit the woods, I saw the woman from my dreams as she stood beautifully between the trees. She wore a dark emerald-green dress, and her long black hair tumbled over her slender shoulders. Her lips were as red as blood, and her skin was as pale as snow. “You’ve been weary, Cole. Your powers have been rising, but still, it’s taken a toll on your body and mind as they grow accustomed to it. Now, we must not waste any time. I need to show you something, and I need to have your full attention. It’s a matter of life or death.” 
 
    “What is it?” I asked as curiosity flooded through my body. 
 
    “A series of spells that will help you fight against the elder scouts,” she said with a mischievous smile. “These incantations date back to the first dawn when Wiccas would willingly enter the heavens to kill the elder lord’s most trusted servants.”  
 
    “And how do you possess such knowledge?” I asked, and I hoped for once she would give me a straight answer. “I don’t even know your name, or how old you are, or why you’re helping me. I need to know these things--”  
 
    “As I said, Cole,” the woman interrupted with a patient sigh. “There’s not much time, and I promise you, the appropriate day will arise very soon, and you will have all the answers you seek.”  
 
    “I understand,” I said, and I shook off my minor disappointment. The woman had not lied or led me astray yet, so I trusted her word that she would give me answers as soon as she could. “Alright, you have my full attention.” 
 
    “Now, this ancient, murderous incantation is composed of three spells,” the raven-haired beauty explained. “You must be able to utter all three if you want to defeat the scouts, and none of these spells require a wand, so the words can be uttered at any time. Now, the first part is simple. Just open your heart to Satan, and with all your strength, say the words ‘da fortitudinem.’ Go on, give it a go.”  
 
    I cleared my throat, closed my eyes, and welcomed Satan into my heart. Then, when my mind was open and prepared, I repeated the spell in a loud, commanding voice. 
 
    Suddenly, it felt like an ocean wave hit me, and I stumbled backward. I had to catch myself before I fell, and when I looked at the woman, it was like water was filling my lungs. I knew I was in a dream, but still, I feared I was about to lose total consciousness. 
 
    “Fight it, Cole,” the woman commanded. “Do not let it overpower you. You know you can do this. I’ve seen your powers before, do not let this one destroy you.”  
 
    “I know,” I said through gritted teeth. “I’m trying to fight it with every ounce of strength I have in me.” 
 
    Pain pierced my bones like a thousand needles while I stood there and tried to fight against the agonizing sensation. Bile rose in my throat, but I resisted the urge to hunch over and spill my guts out. My eyesight became blurry, and a burning sensation flowed through the inside of my head. My brain was on fire, and I’d never felt any spell take such an overwhelming toll like this on me before. I fought with everything I had inside me to defeat it, but it was like I was slowly dying.  
 
    Finally, my body seemed to relax cell by cell, and the painful tension began to drift away like a dying storm. I took a deep breath as my vision cleared, and the woman from my dreams was smiling like she was hiding a delicious secret. 
 
    “Well done.” She grinned with her hands folded in front of her. “Now, for the second part. Once you’ve completed the first spell, you must say, ‘ostende mihi viam.’” 
 
    Since I was already surrounded by the power of Satan’s darkness, I closed my eyes and carefully repeated every word. Another powerful sensation swept over my body, but this time, there was no nausea, pain, or disorientation. All I felt was immense supremacy and the will to kill anything or anyone I desired. My heart swelled with Satan’s glory, and it was like my fingertips were tingling with lightning from the greatest and most violent of storms.  
 
    “I can feel the ancient power coursing through me,” I said as I balled my fists by my side and grinned from ear to ear. “It tastes delicious.”  
 
    “Yes.” The woman nodded. “Still, we have one more part of the spell to complete. Your powers have not reached their full potential. At least not yet… but they will.”  
 
    “So, what’s the third part?” I asked in an eager voice. 
 
    “Ut interficias eos, qui in virtute dei seniorem magicae!” she recited. 
 
    Once I uttered the third and final part of the incantation, the entire ground was shaking, and I thought the earth was going to split in two and swallow me whole. I maintained my stance and kept my eyes wide open as fire coursed through my veins and seeped into my heart. At that moment, I felt completely invincible, like nothing could ever defeat me. I’d never experienced such dark energy overpowering my senses, and I relished in the almost orgasmic feeling. Nothing could stop my power from growing, and I couldn’t wait to see Samara’s face when she realized just how powerful I’d become. 
 
    “Unholy shit,” I panted. “T-That was incredible.”  
 
    “And now, you have the power to defeat those scouts,” she said before she glanced up at the sky, which was now a pale shade of lavender. “Cole, you must go now, but be careful. This was just practice within a dream… the real experience will be far more painful. The spells will be incredibly draining, but I’m sure you and your clever women will come up with a solution to boost your power reserves.”  
 
    “Understood,” I said with my chin raised. “Thank you for your knowledge. I don’t know what I’d do without you.”  
 
    “Oh, Cole, I’m so proud of you,” the woman said before took a step closer and peered into my eyes. “You have no idea what lengths I’d go to to make sure you’re kept alive.”  
 
    Her magnetic eyes bored into mine, and it was like she was studying every inch of my soul. I felt a deep connection with her, one I’d never experienced with anyone before, and the foreign feeling left my mouth dry and my heart aching.  
 
    The woman brushed a lock of hair out of my face, and she smiled maternally at me as she took a step back. 
 
    “Now, wake up,” she said. “Your plan is almost complete, my dark lord. It’s time to prepare for battle.”  
 
    “Dark lord…” My entire body suddenly jerked upward, and my eyes opened in the dimness of the tent. I was slick with sweat, and my heart pounded with exhilaration since the power I summoned in my dreams was still flowing through my veins and tingling every nerve in my body. I never felt so alert in my life, and I knew I had to rouse the others awake.  
 
    “Up!” I shouted. “Everyone, wake up! We have a lot to get done, and we’re wasting time as we speak!”  
 
    “Master?” Morgana said in a lethargic voice. “Is something wrong?”  
 
    “Are we under attack?” Akira snapped before she sat up and waved her wand around. “If so, I’m ready to fuck shit up.” 
 
    “No,” I chuckled, and each woman stared at me with furrowed eyebrows and confused frowns. “Everything is fine. I just had a dream, and I know what we have to do to defeat the scouts. It’s going to require a lesson and perhaps a potion from you, Penelope.”  
 
    “A lesson?” Morgana gasped like she’d just discovered a chest filled with gold.  
 
    “A potion!” Penelope squealed as she clapped her hands together. “I can’t wait.” 
 
    “And neither can we,” I said. “If we’re going to conduct the lesson, we’ll need the potion first.” 
 
    “So, what the hell are we waiting for?” Akira grinned from ear to ear. “Let’s figure out how to kill these assholes once and for all.”  
 
    “Agreed,” I chuckled. “Now, get up and dress! Hurry!”  
 
    The women wasted no time before they tossed the sheets off their bare bodies and clumsily began to get dressed.  
 
    Once I was fully clothed, I stepped out of the tent and marched toward Vanessa’s quarters, and when I pushed the tent opening out of the way, I took a moment to stare at the professor while she slept. She reminded me of a delicate, porcelain doll with her creamy, dewy skin, and the dark mass of hair spread underneath her head like a pool of melted chocolate. Her rosy lips were slightly parted open as she slept, and her dark silken lashes fluttered every now and then. 
 
    Her wolf lifted her head up and stared at me with her piercing blue eyes, and as we gazed at each other, Vanessa suddenly stirred awake. The light from outside was streaming through her tent, and it made her blue eyes glow as she gaped at me.  
 
    “Cole, is something wrong?” she asked in a panicked voice.  
 
    “No,” I reassured her. “In fact, I have some good news.”  
 
    “Well, that’s a pleasant change of pace,” she grumbled before she sat up and rubbed at her tired eyes. “So, what is this marvelous news you speak of? It better be good since you’ve decided to just trespass into my private tent.” 
 
    “The woman from my dreams taught me an ancient spell,” I began. “It will be able to kill the scouts, and we’ll no longer have to worry about them gaining on us.”  
 
    “Fantastic,” she said, and I could tell she was fully alert now. “Well, explain it to me so I can show the others--” 
 
    “With all due respect, Professor,” I cut her off. “I’d rather be the one to demonstrate the spells myself.” 
 
    “Wait,” Vanessa said, and her voice turned ice-cold. “Are you suggesting that you teach me? I don’t think so.” 
 
    “This isn’t the time for petty arguments,” I retorted. 
 
    “I’m still your professor, Mr. Cole,” she snapped before she folded her arms together.  
 
    “I know that,” I said in the most patient voice I could muster, “but these are unusual circumstances.”  
 
    Vanessa stared long and hard at me, and even though she was fuming, I could see her features slowly softening and her body gradually relaxing.  
 
    “Fine,” she relented before her eyes lowered down to her sheer under gown, and a deep blush spread across her face. “Get out and give me time to get dressed.”  
 
    I could see the outline of her pointed nipples protruding through the thin fabric, and she did her best to discreetly cover them up with her silk blanket. Then she brushed her dark, messy hair out of her face and avoided eye contact with me.  
 
    “Fine, I’ll meet you outside in a few minutes,” I said. 
 
    “Get out,” she growled through gritted teeth.  
 
    I nodded and left the fuming professor to get dressed. The sun was burning bright when I stepped outside, so I had to shield my eyes from its searing intensity.  
 
    My coven was already gathered around in a circle on the sandy beach, and those who had long hair were either pinning it up or braiding it behind their backs. The familiars were awake and playing with each other along the clear coast, and for a moment, it seemed like all was at peace.  
 
    I smiled at the sight before me because it had been too long since we were able to take a moment to breathe.  
 
    “Alright, everyone!” I clapped once I snapped out of it. “Gather around me and listen up.”  
 
    After the women did as I ordered, Vanessa stepped out of the tent and stared at me from head to toe. I could tell she was still pissed I was taking control, but she also knew she had no other choice. When everyone was facing me, I grinned and looked around at all of my bright, intelligent, badass women.  
 
    “Okay, so I am going to teach you an ancient series of spells to kill the scouts,” I began. “I don’t have time to explain how I know about them, but they are very powerful and very taxing. We need to come up with something to counteract those effects. My first thought was a potion, but a charm or spell would work just as well.” 
 
    My women furrowed their eyebrows and bit their lips as they considered my words, but after a long moment, Penelope tentatively raised her hand.  
 
    “Yes, Penelope?” I asked.  
 
    “I-I think I have an idea,” she said, and her tongue darted out to nervously wet her dry lips. “There is a potion called a restitutio industria. It’s a very old and powerful brew, the most powerful one I’ve ever read about actually.” 
 
    “Excellent.” I grinned. “That sounds perfect. We’ll go with that.” 
 
    “But I’ve only read about this potion,” Penelope protested with wide eyes. “I’ve never concocted one before.”  
 
    “Well, I’m sure you’ll be able to,” I said in an encouraging voice. “I’m your master, and you know you can trust me.”  
 
    “Yeah, and we trust you to know your potions like Morgana knows all random facts magical,” Akira added with a smirk.  
 
    Morgana shot the dark-eyed witch a glare, but Penelope laughed.  
 
    “Thanks, Akira,” the orange-haired witch said before her chocolate-colored eyes found mine. “And thank you, master, for believing in me. I won’t let you down.” 
 
    “I know you won’t,” I replied, and I meant it.   
 
    “Now, what ingredients will you be needing, Penelope?” Beatrix asked with bright, eager eyes. 
 
    “Luckily, everything I need actually comes from the sea, which was one of the reasons I remembered it, since we’re so close and all,” Penelope said as her eyes fell upon the gentle waves. “If I remember correctly… I’ll need a lilac shell, a shard of purple sea glass, an egg of eel, rubal seaweed, and a fully formed pearl.”  
 
    “I can find those without a problem,” Marina said with a bright smile. “I don’t even have to dive that deep.”  
 
    “What can we do to help?” Morgana asked as she cocked her head.  
 
    “You can look along the shore for a shard of sea glass,” Penelope instructed as the familiars gathered closer to listen. “It should be embedded within the grains of the shoreline.”  
 
    “Will do,” I said while we started to look around. 
 
    Marina took off her clothes before she dove into the water, and while she was searching for the ingredients, the rest of us treaded along the shore to search for a purple shard of glass. While I strained my eyes to look down at the sand, Alexander flew by my side and began to look down and help me.  
 
    Once we kill the scouts, how far do you think it will be until we reach the elder heaven? Alex asked.  
 
    “I have no idea,” I said with a small shrug. “It could take days… maybe even weeks?” 
 
    Satan, he said before he came to a sudden stop and looked down at the sand. Wait, Cole… isn’t that the glass you’re looking for? 
 
    I followed his gaze, and I caught a glimpse of shimmering purple glass buried in the sand. It was as large as a dagger when I reached down to pull it out, and the light made it shift an array of colors. Hues of purple, lilac, and lavender sparkled across the white beads of sand, and a smile spread across my face before I tucked it into my waistband.  
 
    “Good eye,” I said to Alex. “Now, let’s return this to the others and see if Marina found the other ingredients yet.” 
 
    When Alex and I returned to the campsite, Marina was putting on her clothes, and an array of artifacts were splayed out on the sand. The other women were studying each ingredient with careful eyes and marveling at the beauty of each piece.  
 
    “Now that we have everything,” Penelope said once she flashed me a wide smile. “Let’s make this damn potion and learn those spells. I don’t know about the rest of you, but I can’t wait to kill those motherfuckers.” 
 
    “Neither can I,” I said as excitement coursed through my body. “And mark my words, we’ll make their deaths as agonizing as possible.”  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 11 
 
    We sat around in a circle and watched with careful eyes as Penelope studied each sea-based ingredient, and time ticked along as the bright-haired witch drummed her fingers along her lips and narrowed her chestnut-brown eyes in concentration. We waited patiently until she finally reached for the shard of lavender sea-glass and raised it high above her eyes.  
 
    Without saying a word, the vivacious Wicca swiftly slashed across her palm, and she didn’t even flinch as thick beads of blood dripped from her deep, open wound. Then, with her hand tightly clutched, she glanced up at Vanessa and pursed her lips. 
 
    “I’ll need a cauldron, Professor,” she said. 
 
    “Er, of course,” Vanessa mumbled as she shook her head. “How forgetful of me.” 
 
    With one quick flick of her wand, an empty, medium-sized black cauldron appeared before Penelope, and the tangerine-haired witch smiled and rubbed her hands together so both of her palms were painted with deep red blood.  
 
    “Thank you, Professor,” she said without lifting her eyes. “Now, I believe the first ingredient to boil will be the rubal seaweed… Morgana, would you mind filling the pot for me?” 
 
    “No problem,” the bookish brunette responded in a steady voice before she pointed at the pot and cleared her throat. “Aqua fortis apparet!” 
 
    “Perfect.” Penelope smiled when the cauldron was filled to the brim with steady, clear water.  
 
    We watched in silence as Penelope carefully counted each long, slimy strand of seaweed before she tossed them into the water, and when it appeared like she was satisfied with the amount of seaweed in the cauldron, she grabbed her wand with her bloody hand and aimed it underneath the pot. 
 
    “Illuminana!” she said in a loud and confident voice. 
 
    A small fire burst beneath the black cauldron, and a foul, fish-like smell wafted through the cool air. Bubbles brewed over the water’s surface, which was slowly changing into a sickly pale-green color. Then Penelope dipped her bloody hand into the brew without a word, and I watched with wide eyes as the potion turned from green to vibrant red.  
 
    “Why did you cut your hand before you began to concoct the brew?” Circe asked with a raised blonde eyebrow. “As far as I recall, I’ve never seen that done before.”  
 
    “Every ingredient I touch needs to be tainted with my blood,” Penelope explained as she stared long and hard at the lilac shell.  
 
    The ocean shell glimmered beneath the white-wine sunshine, and its beauty and rarity radiated off its exterior before Penelope slowly picked it up and sighed.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” Vanessa asked. “Is it the wrong ingredient? Do we need to find another shell?” 
 
    “No…” Penelope muttered with a bitter groan. “It’s just such a shame. These are very unusual shells. You can only find them in realms as north as this--” 
 
    “Which is all well and fascinating,” the professor interjected impatiently, “but we must carry on, Miss Penelope. There is no time to waste.” 
 
    “Yes, of course.” The orange-haired witch nodded. “My apologies, Professor.” 
 
    “None necessary,” Vanessa answered. “Just keep focusing.”  
 
    Penelope nodded once more before she cracked the shell like it was an egg, and a glittering sludge seeped from the split opening and then dripped into the potion. The water quickly changed from sunset red to shimmering purple in the blink of an eye, and we held our breaths as the bright-haired witch mumbled an incoherent spell until the bubbles began to brew more violently.  
 
    “Now, I will need…” Penelope muttered to herself as her bloody hand hovered over the remaining ingredients. “Ah, yes, the egg of eel.”  
 
    The egg was relatively large and shaped more like a diamond than an oval, and it was colorfully-scaled and almost looked like it was made from stone. Penelope bit on her bottom lip as she carefully lifted the egg and tore the membrane around it, and I expected something vicious to spill out, but instead, a small, live eel wailed and curled its slim, slimy body in a panic.  
 
    Alexander gasped in my head as Penelope snatched the creature from its broken home and quickly thrust it into the boiling brew. The little beast screeched as it burned alive, and when the noise came to a dead stop, Penelope glanced down at the other ingredients splayed out on the sand.  
 
    “How much longer do you think this will take?” I asked in a gentle tone just so she wouldn’t assume I was rushing her. 
 
    “Not much longer now, master,” Penelope replied. “Only the pearl is left.” 
 
    “Excellent,” Vanessa said without giving me a chance to respond, “and we still have plenty of daylight left. Well done, Miss Penelope.” 
 
    “Don’t applaud me just yet,” the orange-haired Wicca sighed. “We still need to make sure it works.” 
 
    “Of course, it will work,” I said as I stared down at the lovely and intelligent witch. “You’ve always exceeded my expectations. I have all my unholy faith in you.”  
 
    “Thank you, master.” Penelope blushed before she gave a long and drawn-out sigh. “Alright, let’s see if this works… everyone should take a small step back.”  
 
    When we were at a safe distance, the determined witch carefully wrapped her bloody hands around the snow-white pearl. It was about the same size as the orb we used to travel here, but judging by Penelope’s labored breathing, it was twice as heavy. Her arms trembled as she held the pearl over her head and prepared to drop it into the potion, and once she let go, the brew splashed in every direction, and Penelope scrambled to get back.  
 
    A giant haze of deep, plum-colored smoke exploded into existence, and it spread like an inky cloud toward us. We coughed and coughed as it grew, and the pungent, metallic smell reminded me of bloody water. 
 
    “Fuck,” Akira hacked, and she tried to wave the smoke out of her face. “Was that a good sign, Penelope?” 
 
    “Yeah,” the orange-haired witch coughed. “It means it worked.” 
 
    “Let’s just wait for the potion to clear, and then we can drink it before we begin practicing spells,” Vanessa instructed.  
 
    “So, this p-p-potion?” Circe choked. “What is it s-s-supposed to do again?” 
 
    “A restitutio industria gives one special defensive strength,” Morgana explained in a tight voice. “It will prevent us from passing out once we initiate the ancient incantations. Right, master?”  
 
    “That’s the gist of it,” I rasped, and it felt like my lungs were filled with dark-purple smoke. “You’ll see as soon as this smoke disappears.”  
 
    “It should be gone in a few more seconds,” Penelope said in a sure voice. “Just inhale it… it’s a part of the process.” 
 
    “It’s impossible not to,” Akira grunted as her black eyes welled with tears.  
 
    We waited a few more seconds as the air cleared, and then we looked back at the bubbling cauldron and its black-ink brew. The texture was thick, and I knew it wasn’t going to feel pleasant going down our throats, but we needed to do whatever needed to be done to wipe out Samara’s fucking scouts.  
 
    “This potion is pure darkness,” Penelope explained in a faint voice like it was a dangerous secret. “It stems from underneath the bottom of the ocean and all the way down to hell. This is pure river water from Satan’s domain. It’s lethal to anyone who doesn’t possess magical abilities, and just as a warning… it’s going to burn like a fucker once you drink it. But don’t spit it out. In fact, don’t waste a fucking drop. Just imagine it was our master’s thick, creamy cum. You wouldn’t waste that, now would you?”  
 
    “No,” my coven responded at once, but Vanessa looked away with an uncomfortable scowl plastered across her face.  
 
    “Good,” I said before I approached the cauldron. “I’ll start… does anyone have a vial?” 
 
    “I do!” Beatrix said before she reached into her robes and pulled out a small glass container. “You never know when you might need one.” 
 
    “Very true, Miss Beatrix,” Vanessa added in an impressed tone. “Now, Cole, I would advise that you drink it slowly. Don’t pour it all the way down your throat at once.” 
 
    “Understood,” I said before I dipped the vial into the thick, black brew and studied its bubbling texture. “Here goes nothing…” 
 
    I tipped back my head, and it was like I was licking hot coals as the potion grazed my tongue. My body shivered from the pain, but I refused to stop drinking the hellish brew. I forced the searing liquid down my throat, and it took all my willpower not to gag or retch it back up. The sensation was so overpowering, and the heat was so intense, my eyes watered, and there was a heartbeat in my eardrums. I could feel the elements of hell running through my veins and seeping into my bones. Every inch of me was on fire, but as the seconds ticked by, the sensation became less painful and almost turned arousing. I felt like I was capable of anything, and my thirst for blood and bone became agonizing, like a rabid wolf starved for days deep inside a winter cave.  
 
    “Unholy shit,” Akira gasped as she stared at me. “Master… for a moment, your eyes burned bright red.” 
 
    “Did they?” I grunted before I wiped my lips. “Perhaps the same will happen to you--” 
 
    “I don’t think so,” Penelope interjected in a small voice. “I’ve never read anything mentioning that kind of side effect.”  
 
    “Well, anyway, it doesn’t matter right now,” Vanessa snapped before she took the vial from me and dipped it into the cauldron.  
 
    We watched as she drank slowly but deeply, and her entire frame trembled as she struggled to keep the potion down. When she was finished, she grasped the glass so tightly, her knuckles were snow-white, and her nose was scrunched into a mixture of distaste and pain before she handed the vial back to Penelope. 
 
    The orange-haired witch drank the brew, and so did the other women. Once everyone was finished, and the potion was gone, Vanessa snapped her fingers to vanish the empty cauldron.  
 
    “I think it’s time for our lesson to begin.” I smiled. 
 
    Vanessa shifted her feet and crossed her arms in disdain, but she knew better than to argue with me. My coven did their best not to look in the professor’s direction, but I knew they could feel the wrath radiating off her body like an overpowering perfume. None of the women said a word, but I could see Akira and Circe doing their best to maintain a straight face while the corners of their mouths trembled. They were dangerously close to forming a smile, but then Morgana shot them a stern glare, and they quickly regained their demure composure.  
 
    “Should we form a circle, master?” Morgana asked in a perky voice. “We can pretend we’re sitting at an oval desk in a classroom.” 
 
    “You’re such a nerd,” Akira playfully chuckled.  
 
    “I think that’s a great idea, Morgana,” I said as I stared at the beautiful and bookish brunette with her long, dark-chocolate curls and sea-blue eyes. “Everyone, form a circle around me and stand as straight and as still as possible.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” my coven responded while the familiars watched from a fair distance away.  
 
    “Now, there are three components to this spell, and none of them require a wand,” I explained. “All three must be said aloud to kill the scouts. The first spell is easily memorable, so once you’ve completely opened your heart to Satan, say the words, ‘da fortitudinem.’” 
 
    The women repeated the spell, and a gentle breeze swept across our faces and blew past our skin. I could feel the same sweltering sensation coursing through my body as I stared at each resilient and powerful woman. Their faces were stoic yet determined, and I could sense their growing power as it blew through the wind.  
 
    “Now what?” Vanessa asked in an edgy voice. “You said there were three parts.” 
 
    “Patience,” I firmly reminded her. “This won’t be easy, even with the potion in your veins.”  
 
    “Fine,” the hot-tempered professor scoffed.  
 
    We all knew she hated the fact that I was in charge of teaching a lesson, but she would just have to deal with it, even if it bruised her ego. Still, I had to admit to myself, a part of me was enjoying this rare moment. I seldom had control over the professor since she was so unobtainable, and as I stared at her, I couldn’t help but picture how she would behave once I had the power to get her into my bed. A small smile spread across my face as I imagined her expression when she came long and hard, but I quickly shook my head and returned to the lesson.  
 
    “Now,” I continued. “Hold onto the darkness you feel inside your heart and keep it attached to you like your own shadow. Don’t you dare let go of it, not even for a second. Then I want you to repeat after me… ‘ostende mihi viam.’” 
 
    Once again, the women did as they were told, and a more powerful wind quickly raged over our group. I could feel the witches’ hearts beat faster, and their breathing suddenly became more erratic. I knew they were in pain, but not as much agony as I’d been in my dreams. Still, I knew it was taking a toll on their bodies, but no matter what, they had to cling to the dark, evil sensation and let it pierce their hearts and bones. They were as strong as hell, and the thought of that only made me love them more. 
 
    Then the air settled, and I looked at each woman and grinned.  
 
    We were nearly there. 
 
    “And now for the last part of the incantation,” I said. “Hold on to that power inside you, no matter how painful it might be. Don’t let go, and when you’re ready, say, ‘ut interficias eos, qui in virtute dei seniorem magicae!’” 
 
    The women screamed the last part of the spell, and their voices rang over the furious wind that threatened to knock us off our feet. I thought I could hear a chorus of voices inside my head as we were wrapped up in a cloud of pure, delicious evil, and the women grinned as immoral power flowed through their bodies until their eyes burned bright with supremacy and strength.  
 
    When everything settled once more, each woman took a sharp breath and looked down at their trembling hands. 
 
    “Unholy fuck,” Nyx whispered as she marveled at her sapphire palms. “I feel… something I’ve never felt before. It’s more delicious and addicting than any drug I’ve inhaled or eaten.”  
 
    “I feel like an entirely different person,” Morgana breathed as her breasts heaved up and down. “I-I didn’t know such power was possible.”  
 
    “And now it’s a part of you forever.” I grinned. “Bask in it… you’re more powerful than any other students back in Scholomance, and you should claim that notion with pride.” 
 
    “Cole speaks truly,” Vanessa remarked, and her eyes were as wide as dinner plates. “These incantations haven’t been used for years. Even before my time. The only other person who has felt this kind of power is Theodora.”  
 
    “Well… now what do we do?” Beatrix asked as she looked around the group. “Do we wait for the scouts and take them out?” 
 
    “No,” I answered. “We shouldn’t stay here any longer. We’ll continue to follow the compass until we meet our enemy.”  
 
    “Agreed.” Vanessa nodded. “Now, Cole, where does the compass say we should go?” 
 
    I inhaled sharply before I touched the relic around my neck, and when the tips of my fingers brushed against the rough wood, I could already feel the compass beating against my chest. I knew, even before I pried the lid open, I would see the silver arrow spinning out of control. Then I opened it, and I was right. The needle didn’t seem to know which way it wanted to point until suddenly it came to an abrupt stop. I gazed upon the direction and could only see miles of snow-white grains of sand, but I knew, deep in my bones, something vital was beyond my view. The more I thought about it, the more I felt a sense of urgency to reach wherever the compass was leading us.  
 
    “It says we need to head northeast,” I replied in a steady voice, even though a deep, nervous feeling nestled in the pit of my stomach. “Let’s go. We can’t waste any time.” 
 
    The women didn’t need me to repeat myself before they quickly followed behind me. Alex hovered just above my head as I stared down at the compass, and for some reason, I could feel myself going even faster. It was like my feet were moving for me, like they were silently warning and begging me to tread as quickly as possible.  
 
    Cole, Alex said in my head. Something ails you. I can feel your concern like it was my own. What’s wrong? 
 
    “I don’t know,” I responded in a quiet voice so the others wouldn’t hear. “I don’t want to alarm the women until I know for certain what I’m feeling… but I think it would be best if you flew ahead of us and kept a lookout.”  
 
    Of course, my loyal familiar responded before he shot higher into the sky and soared beyond us. 
 
    “Is something wrong, master?” Vesta purred from behind me. “I can feel your tension, and your movements are growing faster by the second.” 
 
    Before I could open my mouth to respond, I sensed a familiar presence somewhere in the back of my head. It was not an intrusive feeling, but it was something I certainly needed to investigate. I remained quiet as I dug deeper into my own mind, and there, in the darkness, I could see a pair of ocean eyes and a hunger for Wicca blood.  
 
    “Samara,” I whispered as I clutched tightly onto the compass. “I can see you.”  
 
    She couldn’t break into my thoughts anymore, but she still retained the power to hover along the edges, like someone knocking on a door or peeping in a window. Since she was already here, I decided to open the door just a bit, and a moment later her voice flowed into my mind. 
 
    I know, she replied without an ounce of concern. I’ve come to accept the fact that you can penetrate my mind whenever you desire, but I don’t even care. Do you know why? 
 
    “Why?” I asked, even though I hated to play along with her sick games.  
 
    Because soon you and your precious little bitches will be dead, she cackled, and that’s when I felt a shift in the ground. I will destroy the holy beach, and you will all drown in its grains. Then you can reunite with your precious Satan and be gone from this world. 
 
    Cole, I think I can see a mountain just ahead! Alex suddenly interrupted. It’s surrounded by clouds, and it’s not that far away. It’s northeast and about ten minutes away by foot… give or take.  
 
    “That’s good, because we need to run,” I said before I swiftly turned to look at the others. “Grab your familiars if you have to and then fucking run. Now!”  
 
    The women’s faces grew pale, but they did as they were told. An echo rumbled through the air as soon as we began to sprint toward the northeast mountain, and it sounded like thunder coming from beneath the sand. I ran, and when I briefly looked over my shoulder, I could see the grains of sand dissolving and dipping inside the open earth. The beach was being swallowed whole, and it made running in a straight line all the more difficult. 
 
    Keep going, Cole! the woman from my dreams suddenly ordered. Don’t let her win!  
 
    I breathed hard as I forced myself to run as fast as possible. The ground continued to tremble, and my heart raced with fear until I saw the mountain Alexander spoke of. From where I was, it looked like a towering cluster of sandstone peaks surrounded by light-colored clouds, and I also noticed strange but beautiful flowers growing on the edges of the narrow cliffs.  
 
    “We’re almost there!” I cried out.  
 
    No one said a word as we sprinted toward the lowest cliff of the mountain, and I was running so hard, it felt like blood was going to rush up my throat, and my lungs were going to collapse. My feet burned through my boots as we neared the stone mountain, and when I reached the edge of the first cliff, I scrambled to climb on. It was about eight feet high, and there wasn’t much room for us to sit on, but still, there was enough to hoist the other women on top.  
 
    “Grab my hand!” I ordered as the women surrounded the bottom of the mountain.  
 
    I snatched Penelope’s hand and heaved her up to my level, and when she was situated next to me, the two of us began to help the others up. The dissolving sand was growing dangerously close to us, and Vanessa and Nyx were still on the ground. The sapphire witch snatched Vesta’s hand and pulled herself up, and I grabbed Vanessa’s hand as she began to try and hoist herself up, but then her boot slipped along the sandstone, and she screamed.  
 
    “Professor!” the women shouted, but I still gripped tightly onto her hand.  
 
    “Don’t you dare let go,” I growled as I held onto her slippery grasp, “and don’t look down.”  
 
    Beneath the professor’s dangling feet, there was nothing but an endless void, yet strangely, only the mountain remained on one patch of sand. A cold feeling swept through my body when I looked down. Who knew what laid down in the abyss?  
 
    It didn’t matter, though, because I’d rather die than let Vanessa find out for herself.  
 
    “Cole!” Vanessa shouted as she dangled below me. “It’s getting harder to hold on!”  
 
    “I’ve got you,” I reassured her, and when she looked into my eyes, something in her changed.  
 
    “I know,” she said in a calm voice, and I could see her growing resolve and fiery temper returning. “I won’t let that bitch kill me. Not today… not ever.” 
 
    Vanessa grunted as she found her footing, and together, we brought her back up to the cliff. Then, once she was safely situated, she looked at me like I was Satan himself. 
 
    “You’re alright,” I said before I brushed a dark strand of hair out of her eyes. “You’re safe.” 
 
    “Thanks to you,” she whispered, and her lips trembled. “You’ve saved my life so many times, I’m beginning to lose count.”  
 
    “We should probably start climbing,” Penelope wisely pointed out as she stared high above her. “Something tells me Samara isn’t done with us yet.”  
 
    “She never is,” I agreed. “Come on.”  
 
    We slowly climbed the mountain, and each time we reached a ledge, the cliffs became smaller. It was becoming challenging to keep everyone on one ridge, so we began to climb faster. When I saw the peak, I grew hopeful, but then I felt Samara’s presence in the back of my mind. I could sense her wrath, anger, and frustration, but also a wild and newfound determination.  
 
    “I can see you again, Samara,” I whispered into the air. “We’re getting closer.” 
 
    You may have eluded me again, the elder goddess sneered, but I have another surprise heading your way. 
 
    Before I could respond, a shrill, beastly scream rang through the air, and when I turned around, I saw the scouts on two giant, ivory-scaled serpens. This time, the elder men wore bulkier armor and carried arrows as thick and as sharp as spears behind their backs. Their snake-like dragons were twice the size of the last pair, and I knew Samara had prepared them to face us and our newly developed powers.  
 
    “Hate to tell you this,” I whispered as boiling determination coursed through my veins like a river in hell, “but we’re ready to take on your bitches, Samara.”  
 
    We’ll see about that, she cackled, right before one of the scouts notched a giant arrow in his bow and sent it flying in our direction.  
 
    As the projectile headed right at me, I knew the ultimate battle had officially begun.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 12 
 
    “Master, look out!” Revna screamed. 
 
    Before the spear-like arrow could pierce me between the eyes, Akira swiftly pulled out her wand and aimed it at the hurtling weapon. The black-eyed witch screamed an ancient incantation, and the arrow burst into hundreds of sharp, golden bits as I ducked out of the way. The ebony-haired witch cackled with relief and satisfaction, and the destroyed weapon rained down on us like specs of gold leaves. 
 
    “Unholy hell,” I breathed as I stared adoringly into Akira’s black eyes. “Thanks, Akira. That was too fucking close for my liking.” 
 
    “Of course, master,” the raven-haired witch replied. “I’ll always have your back. Now, let’s kill these fuckers, shall we?” 
 
    “Yes, let’s obliterate them!” Penelope snarled loud enough for the elder warriors to hear, and she turned to face them with an unwavering stare. “You’ll be nothing but dust by the time we’re done with you!” 
 
    “We’ll see about that.” One of the blond scouts grinned as they neared us with their holy beasts. “We have fire and the holy elder lord by our side. You’ve been condemned since birth, and when we’re finished with you, your souls will be forever trapped in a land worse than purgatory.” 
 
    I felt deep hatred and determination rise up in me as I stared at the two men on top of their grand serpens. Fury coursed through my veins as I clenched my fists by my sides, and the women gripped their wands so tightly, their knuckles turned white. Tension filled the air while the two soldiers began to swerve their ivory-scaled beasts in long circles around the top of the mountain peak, and as they drew closer, we quickly positioned ourselves around the edges of the rounded cliff and braced ourselves to take on Samara’s greatest soldiers. 
 
    Remember Cole, the woman from my dreams whispered. You don’t need your wand to destroy them with the ancient spells. Just keep focus and don’t waver. Not for one moment, or they will surely destroy you. 
 
    “I know,” I said as I dug my nails into my skin and willed evil dominance to course through my hot-blooded veins. “Satan is with us. I can feel his undeniable presence.” 
 
    “What did you say, boy?” one of the scouts demanded. “Speak a little louder, or did your bitches take your tongue?” 
 
    “I said let’s stop dicking around and get this over with,” I spat. “I can’t wait to see Samara’s face when she finds out that her little bitches are dead.” 
 
    The scowls on the two men’s faces spread, and as I stared at their hovering beasts, it felt like everything was occurring in slow motion. They soared around us like they were flying through molasses, so I raised my hand in the air and prepared to fight with ancient magic, but the golden-haired warriors were quicker than I anticipated. They swerved around us in one perfect circle while chanting a quick incantation, and suddenly, their serpens spewed giant clouds of fire in all directions. The flames came toward us like a rapid, fiery river breaking through a dam, but before the unholy bastards could scorch us alive, Vanessa pointed her wand at the duo. 
 
    “Obstructionum!” the professor screamed.  
 
    A sudden bright red wave spurted from the tip of Vanessa’s weapon and instantly blocked the fire from burning us all. Her spell acted like a red, transparent wall, and it was somehow different from her usual watery domain. I’d never seen her do anything like this before, but whatever magic she was using, I knew it was taking a great toll on the professor. Thick beads of sweat dripped from her forehead as she fought to keep the wave up, but the white serpen beasts were relentless. They continued to spout fire from their wide mouths like they possessed a never-ending belly of flames, and their eyes glowed a holy blue as they tried to burn through Vanessa's barrier. The professor was growing paler by the second, and I knew I had to do something to help her. 
 
    Quickly. 
 
    So, I veered around the struggling professor, pulled out my wand, and gritted my teeth before I aimed it at the two serpens. 
 
    “Dissulto!” I roared. 
 
    Twin blasts of bright light escaped from my wand and flung both beasts backward, and they screeched in unison when the incantations hit them both in the middle of their broad, white chests. Seething venom burned in their eyes before they both opened their jaws and prepared to cast another burning cloud of flames in our direction, but before either creature could wreak havoc upon us, Circe lifted her wand. 
 
    “Sem clausas duo!” she yelled.  
 
    Two bright lights hit the serpens right in their mouths, and suddenly, a series of thick, black stitches were sewn across their thin lips. Their glowing eyes widened with panic, and fire quickly began to build up inside their broad bodies. The elders glowered at us when their serpens’ throats started to glow a hellish shade of orange, and both beasts were making loud retching noises. 
 
    “Look out!” Faye warned in a high-pitched tone. “Their bellies are filled with fire! They’re going to explode!” 
 
    Vanessa shouted another incantation, which caused the red wall to lift even higher, and the professor screamed with fury as she used all her strength to defend us.  
 
    I could feel the holy heat prickling my skin as the serpens burned from the inside out, and before anyone could utter another attack, the two beasts burst into a mass of blood, bones, and flame. Heavy clouds of thick, black smoke wafted through the air, but the elder soldiers didn’t even seem fazed as the serpens succumbed to their deaths and fell down into the empty abyss below. Instead, massive golden wings spread from the elders’ backs before they soared high above us and soared to the very top of the mountain peak. The powerful duo passed through the thick clouds, and then they completely disappeared from view. 
 
    “What the hell are they planning?” I muttered to myself. 
 
    I couldn’t see them at all, not even a glimmer of their golden armor or wings. Their disappearance concerned me because I knew deep down that even though we couldn’t see them, they could see us. We were at a disadvantage, and I quickly had to come up with a plan to alter the situation. 
 
    I can fly up and see if I can spot them, Cole, Alexander suggested in my head. 
 
    “No,” I replied in a firm tone. “It’s far too risky. You stay here where I can see you.” 
 
    “I can’t see them,” Marina hissed as she narrowed her purple eyes and looked up toward the cloud-covered peak. “They could attack at any moment.” 
 
    “Should we utter the ancient incantation?” Beatrix asked as she stared at me with arched eyebrows. 
 
    “Not yet,” I said as I craned my neck and stared into the clouds. “I don’t want to waste any power until they are in our view. They’ll have to show themselves eventually.” 
 
    How do you know, Cole? Alexander asked. 
 
    “Because I’m going to force them to show themselves,” I muttered. “I just need a moment.” 
 
    No one said a word as the women kept their wands aimed at the ready and pointed high above us, and we held our breaths as we waited for something to happen or for another weapon to come bursting through the clouds. I knew the elder warriors were being cowards and using the clouds for protection, and because we were stuck in a holy domain, the elements were on their side. 
 
    A heavy silence filled the air as they waited for the right moment to attack, and then, just as I predicted, I heard a swishing sound slip through the air like a whip. It was another golden arrow, but it was going too fast for any of us to stop it. In a heartbeat, I heard an ear-splitting scream, and when I spun around, Faye stood there pale-faced as the giant arrow stuck out right in between her perfect breasts. Blood pooled around her the puncture wound and soaked her dress, but for some reason, she didn’t try to pry the weapon out of her skin. Instead, she stood there, and she swayed back and forth as thin, grayish-green veins started to spread across her creamy freckled skin. I’d never seen anything like it before, and it sent a chilling sensation deep in the pit of my stomach. 
 
    “What the hell is happening to her?” I demanded as her lips slowly turned purple. “She can barely move.” 
 
    “It’s a poison!” Morgana screeched as Faye began to sway backward, and the quick-minded brunette ran toward the redhead and caught her before she could collapse over the cliff. Morgana then placed Faye’s head in her lap and brushed the long red strands of slick hair out of her face. “Obviously, the arrow won’t kill Faye, but it will slow her down, even with the help of the potion. This is the most powerful kind of holy magic imaginable, and I bet they’re going to try and stun all of us.” 
 
    “Well, two can play at this fucking game,” I growled as my mouth went dry. “We just need to catch them in sight, and when we do, it’s over for them.” 
 
    “You’re right, master,” Penelope said as she stood by my side. “We can’t give up now. And soon, they’ll be as good as dead.” 
 
    “Is that so?” a deep voice echoed like thunder from above us. “You weak children of Satan have no idea who you’re dealing with. We’ve been forged by the elder lord himself! Crafted from the purest stone and brought to life by his own breath--” 
 
    “Just fucking save it,” I called out. “We don’t need to hear any more of your holy, rambling bullshit. Why don’t you show yourselves instead of hiding like a pair of cowards? Or did your precious lord forget to give you balls?” 
 
    “He speaks about our lord in the most blasphemous of terms,” the other voice added in an appalled tone. “Perhaps we should teach him a lesson? Something more permanent this time.” 
 
    “Agreed, brother,” the first voice responded. 
 
    Another swoosh swept through the air, and in the blink of an eye, another arrow was heading my way. I didn’t have time to raise my wand or jump out of the way, but Penelope quickly shoved me aside while the arrowhead stuck right in her shoulder. 
 
    “Fuuuuuuuuck!” the orange-haired witch screamed as deep blood spurted from her wound and dripped down her body. 
 
    Penelope crouched down, held onto the arrow, and squeezed her eyes shut before she swiftly yanked the whole thing out. Her perfect skin quickly started to turn a sickly color, just like Faye, and I rushed to catch the orange-haired Wicca before she could fall off the cliff. When I looked down into her eyes, they were bloodshot, and her pupils were the size of saucers. She coughed up blood and scrunched up her face, but there was still a resilient spark in her eyes. 
 
    “M-Master,” she stuttered before she placed a bloody palm on my cheek. “Don’t worry about me. I-I’ll be fine.” 
 
    “I know you will,” I whispered before I planted a small kiss on her forehead and placed her down on the stone. “I refuse to let any one of you die.” 
 
    “Cole, these fuckers will keep trying to wipe us out,” Vanessa spat with spiteful eyes, but she still looked pale and shaken from exerting herself earlier. “One by one, they will pierce us with arrows until there are none of us left to fight. What the fuck are we going to do?” 
 
    “Let me think,” I growled. “There has to be something we can do to bring them out into the open.” 
 
    I stared up at the cluster of thick colorful clouds, and suddenly, an idea sprung to mind. If I could move other natural elements and bend them to my will, then I surely could do the same with these hazy heavenly shields. I knew it would take an immense amount of power, but with Penelope’s potion, it could work. 
 
    “I need you all to be on the lookout,” I ordered my coven. “If you need to take an arrow for Vanessa, so be it. Remember, you’ll live, but she won’t. I know the poison looks painful, but you’re tough, and you can handle it.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” Vesta purred. “We won’t let you down.” 
 
    “I know you won’t,” I replied before I rolled up my sleeves and took a long deep breath. “Now, everyone brace yourselves and hold on to something.” 
 
    “What are you going to do, master?” Circe asked with wide, serpentine eyes. 
 
    “You’ll see.” I grinned before I raised my hands high in the air and closed my eyes. I pictured the thick white clouds above us and imagined them turning into thin tendrils of gray smoke. Then I longed to see the elders appear from their hiding spot as I destroyed the mask of clouds they hid behind. When I was ready, I shouted the ancient spell that would change weather and other elements. “Interficiam carne mea, mutata tempestate!” 
 
    Suddenly, the rose-pink sky turned a deep, hellish red, and the clouds shifted from wisps of white into giant puffs of smoke and flame. The entire core of the mountain rumbled, and the warm wind became hot like we were in the deepest pits of the unholy inferno. When the thick white clouds evaporated and obeyed my will, I saw the two elder men, and their brows were furrowed in concentration and confusion. Their gold breastplates glimmered against the red sky, and their faces were set in blank stares as they tightened their hold on their bows. They didn’t seem impressed by my magic, but still, I could tell their confidence was waning. 
 
    “We can see you now, fuckers!” Akira screamed with all her might and vengeance as she raised her hands high into the air. “Now prepare to fucking die… da fortitudinem!” 
 
    Swiftly, the red sky turned even darker, and a howling wind began to break stones off the mountain. I could feel great, unholy energy surrounding us like a powerful wave, and it beat against us and knocked the two elders back into the air. Their sturdy bodies violently jerked backward, and they growled like wolves as the first part of the incantation blasted through their bodies and coursed through their sacred minds. 
 
    “Ostende mihi via--” Vanessa began, but then one of the soldiers whipped out a star-shaped blade and tossed it in her direction before she could utter the second part of the incantation. 
 
    Marina dove in front of the vulnerable professor, and the silver weapon lodged right in the middle of the former siren’s throat. Her lavender eyes went wide with pain as her blood sprayed through the air, and deep blue veins began to spread from her wound before she nearly fell off the cliff. Vanessa quickly caught her by her wrists and pulled her forward, and the professor’s eyes were filled with vengeance and a thirst for blood. 
 
    “You bastards!” the professor snarled as she held onto the choking Wicca. She then lifted her head and flashed the scouts a deep scowl. “You’ll pay for this!” 
 
    Vanessa’s words rang true. They would certainly suffer for what they've done. 
 
    When I stared at my injured women, a deep, searing rage coursed through my bones, and the sky must have felt my wrath because bursts of yellow lightning split through the air and caused the mountain to shake. The women gasped and held on to the stones as my anger became one with the air and earth, but I held onto my power. I could feel tremors beneath my boots, and it surged up my feet, past my legs, and into my heart. 
 
    “You’re going to die a most painful, haunting death,” I growled loud enough for them to hear. “Mark my words, Satan will own your souls forever.” 
 
    “Our master’s right!” Vesta cried out before she raised her silver eyes toward the red heavens. “Ostende mihi viam!” 
 
    Another vehement tremor vibrated from the ground and up the mountain like an unforgivable earthquake. Then the sky turned a deeper shade of crimson, and thunder began to roar like a pack of starving lions. The second part of Vesta’s spell caused the elders to twist and writhe in pain, and the men crouched mid-air as their golden wings slowly started to disintegrate. Gold specks fell from their appendages like a shower of golden leaves, and their glowing skin was becoming dimmer by the second. They were losing their power, and I could see their grips on their weapons slowly slackening. 
 
    Just one more part of the incantation, and they would soon be dead. 
 
    “You fuckers messed with the wrong Wiccas,” Akira cried out. 
 
    One of the scouts growled in frustration before he shot his head up to look right at me. His bright eyes were red-rimmed and swollen, and his skin was turning a pallid yellow. The once brilliant soldier now struggled to remain upright, but he quickly reached into his waistband to pull out a small dagger.  
 
    I could tell by the wild look in his eyes that he planned to fly right at me and pierce my heart, but I had no intention of letting that happen. Still, I wanted him to think I had no idea what was in store for me, so I remained completely still and waited for his attack. Meanwhile, his counterpart who was also visibly suffering had one last spear-like arrow notched in his giant bow. He prepared to shoot Vanessa right in her skull with trembling hands, but I knew his aim was no longer steady and true. 
 
    Both of them were finally weakened, and now was the time to kill them with the final part of the incantation.  
 
    So, with all the power of Satan in my heart, I willed the deep entities of hell to come to my aid and protect their own. I silently prayed for them to destroy our enemies and ensure they suffered a most painful death, but when I opened my mouth to speak, the knife-wielding elder came rushing at me with his broken wings and crumbled on top of me. He was a heavy man, made mostly of marble-like muscle, and even though his power was draining, he had enough strength to lift his arm and bring the knife down toward my chest. 
 
    But I was faster. 
 
    I reached down into my waistband in the blink of an eye, and with Samara’s blade in my hand, I stuck the elder right in between the bones of his ribcage. The holy soldier cried out in pain as I dug deeper, and when I pulled the holy knife out, he clumsily flew backward and stared at me with furrowed eyebrows. 
 
    “You b-bastard,” he grunted as blood spilled from his pale lips. 
 
    I quickly got to my feet before he could charge at me again, and with the power of the unholy lord by my side, I uttered the final part of the incantation to finish these bastards once and for all. 
 
    “Ut interficias eos, qui in virtute dei seniorem magicae!” I shouted with all my willpower, and my voice came out like an echo before the entire mountain began to fall apart. 
 
    As everything crumbled, the elders’ eyes went wide with disbelief. Soon, they began to glow from the inside out, and when they opened their mouths to scream, sunlight spurted from their lips and burned them from the inside out. The light punctured multiple holes in their bodies, and their screams rang through the air before they disintegrated into a thousand shimmering particles. 
 
    “Now what do we do?” Vanessa screamed as they struggled to hold onto the crumbling stones. “In case you’ve forgotten, Cole, if the entire mountain comes down, I’ll die, and so will you!” 
 
    “I’ve got it under control,” I hissed before I closed my eyes and took a deep, steady breath. “Ego in vtero producite!” 
 
    The mountain continued to violently tremble, and the only sound we could hear was the crumbling of the stones as they began to fall into the abyss. This entire realm was disappearing, and we only had a few seconds to escape. 
 
    Then a deep chorus of growls suddenly echoed against the chaos, and when I turned my head, I saw our dragons hovering next to the cliff, ready to obey our will. 
 
    “Help Marina, Faye, and Penelope onto their dragons,” I commanded. “Get Penelope’s panda on there, too!” 
 
    “Yes, master,” the women responded. 
 
    Akira hoisted a drowsy Marina onto the back of her dragon and then sat behind her to make sure she wouldn’t fall off. Vanessa did the same with Faye, and Circe protected Penelope and her panda. When each woman and familiar were safely on the backs of their bonded creatures, I hopped on my dragon’s hide, and we flew off as the entire mountain came crashing down and disappeared into the nothingness below us. 
 
    As the compass beat against my chest, I knew Samara was fuming with rage somewhere. Not only had we escaped from her disintegrating beach, but we also managed to kill her beloved scouts. The thought of her rage and disappointment made me smile, and soon, we would meet in person. 
 
    Then I would make her mine.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 13 
 
    We flew across acres of clouds while diligently following the compass’ directions. We were traveling fast, but no matter how hard the dragons beat their massive, jade-hued wings, the evening sky was growing darker by the second. Specks of glittering stars were spreading across the navy-blue skies, and they contrasted against the blood-orange horizon. Dusk quickly approached, and I knew we’d have to find somewhere to stop for the night.  
 
    “Fly lower,” I commanded into my dragon’s ear. “We need to scope the area before we land and make camp.”  
 
    My bonded beast nodded in agreement before he swiftly dove beneath the clouds and finally came to a steady stop several feet above the ground. Beneath my dragon, there were expansive emerald-green fields covered with flowers and various forest creatures. The setting sun made everything glow bright orange, and the air smelled like spring. Despite its beauty, I knew this realm was poisoned by holy and pure magic, and it left a sour taste in my mouth. I missed the melancholy lands and forests of our domain, and for a moment, I yearned for the steel-gray stone walls of Scholomance and the darkly lit hallways. I missed the way Cordelia’s voice would emerge from out of nowhere in the morning. I missed so many other things as well, like how our professors would greet us at the beginning of class or taking the time to learn a new spell or potion.  
 
    If I were being honest with myself, I missed every inch of the academy with all my heart, and I couldn’t wait to take Samara there once I made her a part of my unholy coven.  
 
    The unexpected thought of the elder goddess sent a tense shiver down my spine, and when I closed my eyes, I saw her. She sat in a dark room in an empty corner alone and dressed in a long sheer white gown, and she rubbed the corners of her temples and took a long deep breath. The goddess looked defeated, and her eyes were swollen like she’d been crying. 
 
    “Get out,” she muttered without looking at me. “I can feel you watching me.”  
 
    “I’m not going anywhere,” I replied in a stern voice. “You know we’re coming for you, Samara. Why don’t you just save yourself the trouble and give up now? Then I’ll be gentler with you when the time comes to claim your body and soul.” 
 
    “Never,” the fierce goddess spat, and then her ocean eyes fixated on me. “If you want me as your servant or slave to the darkness, you’re going to have to defeat me yourself.”  
 
    “And I will.” I shrugged. “It’s only a matter of time.”  
 
    “For heaven’s sake, get out!” the elder goddess screamed. 
 
    “Very well,” I responded after a long moment, “but I’ll be seeing you soon, Samara. Goodbye, for now.” 
 
    The last thing I heard before I released Samara was her voice cackling like a madwoman in the distance. I couldn’t tell what possessed her to laugh at the last second, but it didn’t matter.  
 
    She’d be mine soon enough. 
 
    I returned to reality and found the sky was even darker, and when I turned around to look at the other women, they were all seated upright and staring off into the distance. Even Penelope, Marina, and Faye seemed to be in better spirits after their poisonous injuries, and vibrant color had finally returned to their faces. Whatever venom had been coursing through their veins, it was long gone by now. 
 
    I looked back down at the compass around my neck, and since it was still pointing in a steady direction, I figured it wouldn’t hurt to stop upon a random spot in a field and rest for the night. Before we made ourselves comfortable, I wanted to be sure there was no danger around us, so I cleared my mind, and in my head, I uttered the ancient incantation Theodora taught us to search for unseen peril.  
 
    Periculum. 
 
    I mentally uttered the spell and didn’t feel an ounce of peril in the air, and when I looked toward the sky, I knew we only had a few more minutes until the sun completely set.  
 
    “We should land here,” I ordered as I pointed to an open patch of land surrounded by willow trees. “It’s safe.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” my coven replied without missing a beat. 
 
    We landed on the grass, and when we climbed off our beasts, I gave them permission to fly away and do whatever they desired, at least until we needed them again.  
 
    “I think we certainly deserve a long night of rest,” Vanessa sighed before she whipped out her wand and swerved it in one long, perfect circle.  
 
    The professor managed to create another set of tents, but this time, there were three instead of two.  
 
    “Um, Professor?” Beatrix asked in an awkward voice. “Is there a reason why you’ve set up three tents instead of two?” 
 
    “Yes,” Vanessa said in a cool tone. “I believe Mr. Cole should take the night to rest on his own. He’s used a great deal of energy today.” 
 
    “Very well,” Akira sighed with disappointment. “We’ll sleep without him, as long as he agrees.” 
 
    “I’ll be fine on my own for one night,” I reassured her. “Let’s all turn in, shall we?” 
 
    The women nodded in agreement before slipping into their tents, and before I headed into my own private quarters, I watched as the familiars formed a love pile in the middle of the campsite.  
 
    “Alex,” I said before he could cuddle up next to Silvia. “Be sure to take turns looking out. I know I didn’t sense any danger here, but the night could always surprise us.” 
 
    I will, he answered in my head. 
 
    I flashed my familiar a small smile before I went inside my tent and marveled at the fine silks, feathery pillows, and thick blankets splayed on the grass. As usual, Vanessa did her best to ensure our comfort for the night, and I couldn’t wait until I could rest my head and close my eyes. I stripped off my clothes since the air was warm and decided to sleep completely naked. My body hit the silks a moment later, and I found myself quickly drifting into a deep, peaceful slumber. 
 
    It felt like I’d been asleep for at least a couple of hours when something instantly woke me up. I heard a small rustling sound, and when I shot up and rubbed the sleep from my eyes, Faye, Beatrix, Akira, and Marina were at the foot of my blanket. It was dark, but each of them smiled at me, fumbled with their buttons, and tore off their skirts.  
 
    “Master,” Akira panted before she tossed her clothes carelessly aside. “We need you. We need your cock deep, deep inside us.” 
 
    “She’s right, master,” Faye purred with wide, green eyes that glowed with lust, even in the dark. “I tried to sleep, but I kept dreaming about feeling your warm, muscular body against mine.” 
 
    “Is that so?” I smirked. “Tell me more.” 
 
    “Your power is so intoxicating, master, especially when you destroyed those guards,” Beatrix blurted out, and a small blush crept across her face. “It made me soooo wet, and all I wanted at that moment was for you to rip my clothes off and take me right there. I didn’t care if all eyes were on us… all I knew was how badly I needed you.”  
 
    “She speaks truly,” Marina added in a sultry voice. “When those holy fuckers burst into nothingness, and we flew off into the sky, the only thing I could think about was you and your magnificent cock. I wanted you to thrust your member deep inside me until I screamed your name over and over again. I want to look into your eyes while you fuck me and make me yours once more.” 
 
    “There’s no way we can sleep, master,” Akira grunted before she got down on her knees. “Not until you fill each of us with your hot thick sperm. I know I can’t wait one more second, so would you please allow me to crawl over to you and taste your dick?”  
 
    My cock throbbed at the row of naked women before me, and when I looked into Akira’s deep ebony orbs, every inch of my body was on fire with feral desire.  
 
    “Come here, then,” I demanded in a low growl, and I could already feel my member stiffening like a titanium rod. “I don’t want you to just taste it. I want you to suck on my cock, Akira. Go as deep as you fucking can. I want to hear you gag until I’m all the way down your throat.” 
 
    “With pleasure, master,” the dark-haired beauty responded as she inched closer with an eager smile across her face. “It would be my unholy honor.”  
 
    In a flash, Akira was already on her knees and positioned over my lap. I was lying down with my cock in full view, and her eyes glanced down at my rock-hard dick before she licked her purple lips, slowly leaned down, and wrapped them around my tip. The dark-haired beauty instantly moaned as she began to slowly bob up and down along my shaft, and when I grunted and tossed my head back, she started to go faster. 
 
    “While Akira continues to please me, I want you all to start touching each other,” I ordered before I lifted my head up, and my eyes focused on the other women. “Marina, stick your tongue down Faye’s throat, and Beatrix, I want you to stick two fingers up your pussy and plunge them deep inside until I tell you to stop. Fuck yourself until I can hear how wet you are, but you’re forbidden to cum. Understood?” 
 
    “Yes, master,” my women responded simultaneously.  
 
    I grunted with pleasure as soon as my witches began to tease and touch each other, and then my gut coiled and tightened with desire as Akira wriggled her head even further down along my shaft. The eager black-haired Wicca moved her long tongue up and down my member in expert motions, and she gurgled and groaned as I bucked my hips upward and prodded deeper inside her mouth.  
 
    “Hmmmmmmm,” the ebony-eyed witch moaned, and when I reached over to feel in between her legs, she was absolutely soaked. 
 
    She was always so wet for me. Even when we fucked the first time, and she had pretended to hate me, her body had told a completely different story.  
 
    “Keep going, Akira,” I ordered in a breathless voice as I teased her sopping pussy with my fingers. “If you do well, you’ll be able to swallow every drop of my unholy seed. I promise you.” 
 
    The other women sighed with envy when Akira started to move her head even faster and deeper along my slick shaft. I shuddered with feral pleasure when she swirled her hot tongue around my flared tip, and the corners of her lips etched into a small smile. The wicked woman was enjoying herself, and when she grabbed my throbbing cock with her hands, she quickly began to bat my dick along the wide edge of her wet tongue.  
 
    “Fuuuuuuuuuuuuck,” I grunted before I gripped her hair with a tight hold, and intense shivers coursed through my entire body as the sound of my member slapping against her moist tongue echoed in the tent. Keep fucking going.”  
 
    “Look at how thirsty she is for his cream,” Beatrix sighed as she pushed her fingers deeper inside her cunt. “I wish that was me…”  
 
    “Soon enough, Beatrix,” I panted when I looked at the light-haired brunette. “How about for the meantime, you suck on your pussy-soaked fingers and picture my cock inside your mouth.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” Beatrix replied with a sexy grin.  
 
    I watched with wide, hungry eyes as the charm-loving Wicca slowly pulled her glistening fingers out of her bright pink folds and brought them all the way up to her full pout. She never broke eye contact with me while she swiped her shiny fingers across her lips and then gently slipped them deep inside her mouth.  
 
    “Good girl,” I grunted before I looked back down at Akira, and by now, the dark-haired beauty was moving her head up and down at an alarmingly quick speed. It made my cock twitch, and I grunted each time she neared my balls. “I’m almost there, Akira, so stop moving. I want to push my cock even deeper down your mouth. Give me full control and just enjoy yourself.”  
 
    “Mmmmmm,” the black-eyed witch groaned with delight as I gripped her hair even tighter. 
 
    Akira didn’t move an inch except to open her mouth as wide as possible, and I pushed her face down further onto my dick and groaned with ecstasy each time I forced myself deeper. Then I moved her mouth faster and faster along my slick length until my flared tip fucked the back of her throat, and each time I prodded deep inside her, I could feel myself growing closer to an explosive orgasm.  
 
    Finally, Akira gently gagged, and the corners of her eyes watered, but nevertheless, she continued to obey my perfect rhythm without hesitation. I knew the Wicca was fully determined to see me finish inside her mouth, and I knew I was so fucking close.  
 
     “Akira, I’m going to explode deep inside your hungry mouth,” I grunted as I tightened my hold on her raven locks, “and when I do, you’d better not waste a single drop. I’m warning you now that if you do not obey my orders, you will not receive your reward. Understood?”  
 
    “Hmmmmmmmmmm,” the exotic beauty mumbled as pre-cum dripped from her lips, and her face turned a deeper shade of red.  
 
    Hot, uninhabited desire rushed through my body as I quickly and roughly bucked my hips upward and relentlessly fucked her beautiful, wanting mouth. My entire body shook as I picked up the pace, and I moved faster and harder. My head started to spin out of control, and my vision blurred before I exploded like a hot hose inside her mouth.  
 
    The eager witch gurgled in delight and greedily started to suck and lick every single drop of thick cum I could offer her. My member twitched deep inside her mouth, and she swirled her tongue up and down my shaft until her purple lips were shiny with my cream.  
 
    “That was so delicious, master,” she purred as she pulled back and licked her lips clean. “Did I do well?”  
 
    “Exceptionally well,” I chuckled. “Now, since you obeyed every command, you may receive your reward.” 
 
    “I can’t wait for it, master,” the black-eyed beauty sighed before she reached for one of her perky breasts and tweaked her nipple. “I want you to spread me wiiiiiiiide open.”  
 
    “Ah, ah, ah,” I teased as I wriggled a finger in her direction. “I never said you could start, now did I, Akira?” 
 
    “No, master,” the ebony-eyed witch pouted before she quickly retracted her hand. “What would you have me do next?” 
 
    “Get down on all fucking fours,” I commanded before I sat up. “Then, once you present yourself to me, I’ll fuck you like the wild animal you are. Do you want that?” 
 
    “Oh, fuuuuck,” the black-haired witch gasped as her eyes went down to my throbbing, thick cock. “I’d love that more than anything, master.” 
 
    “So, what the fuck are you waiting for?” I teased. “Get ready for me. Position yourself as I commanded before I change my mind.” 
 
    Akira giggled with delight and excitement before she swiftly positioned herself exactly how I wanted her, and once her full ass was in view, I got on my knees behind her and slapped her left cheek. She jerked forward with a cute little gasp, and there was a full red handprint left on her skin. Then I inched closer behind her, and I began to rub my cock along her dripping pussy lips. The desperate witch moaned with desire as I neared her wide entrance, but then I pulled back when I was too close to slipping fully inside her.  
 
    “Oh, master,” Akira sighed with feral desperation. “Just the tip of your throbbing cock along my pussy feels incredible. I want your dick inside me soooooo badly. I need to feel every thrust and touch. Pleeeeeeeeeeease!”  
 
    “Soon,” I grunted before I leaned forward, grabbed her throat to pull her back, and whispered in her ear. “But don’t you dare forget I’m the one in charge. I’ll fuck you when I say so.”  
 
    “A-Ah,” the black-haired witch choked. “Y-Yes, master. I k-know… but could you please choke me a little harder? I love it when you’re rough with me.”  
 
    “Hmmm,” I chuckled. “Perhaps I can give into that one request.”  
 
    Akira giggled with delight when my grip around her throat tightened, and she moaned like a bitch in heat as she arched her back and pressed her ass along my erect, slick shaft.  
 
    “Pleeeeeeease, master,” Akira begged louder. “Stick your thick, perfect cock deep inside my cunt. I need you more than anything in all the realms.” 
 
    “How badly do you need me?” I taunted, and I used my other hand to rub my throbbing head along her glistening, bright folds. “Do you want me to slip deep inside you?” 
 
    “Yes, master!” the black-eyed witch pleaded as my grip on her throat tightened, and she struggled to speak. “F-Fuck me, please! I can’t wait any longer!”  
 
    “Very well,” I growled before I let her go and then plunged my rigid rod deep inside her hot, wet cavern.  
 
    “Yeeeeeeeeeees!” Akira screamed as I slowly slipped in and then began to plow deeper inside her silky insides. “Thank Satan… fuuuuuuuuck, yes, Cole! Master! Fuck me! Fuck meeeeee harddddd!”  
 
    I grunted as I bucked against her slender hips, and her athletic body lurched forward as I took her hard and rough. As I fucked her senseless, I slid my hand up and gripped her jet-black locks, and she moaned and grunted for more.  
 
    “Fuck me,” I growled as I strengthened my hold on her. “You’re sooooooooo tight and wet for me, Akira. I can’t get enough of you.”  
 
    “R-Really, m-m-master?” the black-eyed Wicca squealed as her walls clenched and unclenched around my throbbing shaft. “T-That’s how I feel as well.”  
 
    Akira gasped as my body rocked harder against hers, and her pulsating insides clamped and shuddered around my cock. Then I moved my hand away from her hair and grabbed onto her slender hips, and her moans quickly grew louder and faster as our skin smacked hard against each other.  
 
    “Are you going to cum for me, Akira?” I teased. “Are you going to scream like a wild wolf in heat?”  
 
    “Y-Yes, master… I-I-I’m going to cum sooooooo hard for you,” she grunted, and when I dug my nails into her skin and drew blood, she howled with pleasure and violently trembled. “Yes, harder! Make me bleed! I’m sooooooo close, master!”  
 
    The black-eyed witch’s sweltering tunnel tightened around my cock as she inched closer to her climax, and I knew she was going to cum any second. I was nearing my own threshold as well, and when my entire body shuddered with desire and my head spun in furious circles, I exploded deep inside her cavern. 
 
    “Cum for me, Akira,” I growled. “Cum all over my cock.” 
 
    “Coleeeeeeee!” Akira screamed and moaned with delight as her entire body trembled, and her walls violently clamped and sucked my dick for every precious speck of cream inside me. She sighed with pleasure and satisfaction as I loosened my grip on her, and when I gently plopped out of her, thick white fluid spilled from her pussy like a waterfall.  
 
    “That was fucking incredible.” I grinned before I slapped her ass and gestured for her to join the others, and once she was seated with the patient witches, I leaned back, folded my hands behind my head, and carefully studied the other women. “Let’s see… this is an important decision because whoever I choose next will get to ride my cock.” 
 
    I looked at each witch, and their eyes all went wide with anticipation as their cheeks burned bright with desire. I slowly licked my lips and carefully studied each gorgeous woman, and I pictured who I wanted on top of me. Finally, my glance landed on Faye with her blood-red hair and slick pout, and I beckoned for her to come closer. 
 
    “Get over here, Faye,” I commanded in a low growl, and when she was close enough, I whispered into her ear. “Do you think you can handle riding and bouncing on my cock? Or shall I leave you be?”  
 
    “Of course, I can do it, master,” she replied, and she gasped and moaned with pleasure as I nipped her earlobe. Then the vivacious redhead started to bite down on her lip and move her hips back and forth. “Should I begin, master? I’d love nothing more than to slide you deep inside me.”  
 
    “First, I want you to lick my cum soaked cock,” I demanded as I stared deeply into her eyes. “Then, when you go as deep as you can, and I hear you gag, that’s when I’ll give you permission to spread those legs wide open and slide onto my dick.”  
 
    “Yes, sir,” Faye purred with a small smile. “I’d be more than honored to do whatever you desire.”  
 
    “That’s what I like to hear,” I chuckled before I relaxed my body.  
 
    I watched with careful eyes as the spirited redhead slowly crawled closer to me and began to slowly lick my cock from the tip and down to my balls. I shuddered with delight when Faye’s tongue trailed down to my thick, flared tip, and then she slowly swirled around my thick member. Finally, she took me all the way in, and I gasped and grunted before she wriggled her head all the way down to my balls. She gently gagged once I was deep inside her throat, but she continued to bob her head along my cock. Faye knew exactly what she was doing, and I couldn’t help but toss back my head and grunt with animalistic pleasure as she sucked and slurped along my length.  
 
    “Good girl,” I gasped as I looked down at the redhead, and her eyes were glimmering with desperate craving. I knew I teased her long enough, and my body was just as desperate for hers as she was for mine. “Now you can ride me like a wild stallion. I know how much you enjoy that.”  
 
    “Thank you, master,” she giggled after she gently pulled her mouth away from my slick cock. “I promise to please you entirely.”  
 
    “I have no doubt.” I smirked. “Now, stop talking and climb on top of me. Show me what you can do.”  
 
    Without hesitation, Faye slowly spread her lean legs apart and hovered her bare pussy over my erect pole. Then she slowly slid down onto my cock, and we locked eyes with one another and groaned with instant satisfaction.  
 
    “Fuuuuuuuck,” I muttered before she slowly began to rock her body against mine. “Satan, you feel fucking incredible, Faye.”  
 
    “M-Master,” she gasped with quivering lips before she tossed back her long, red hair. “I can feel you deeeeeeeep inside me… You have no idea how long I’ve been longing to feel your unholy cock inside my tight hungry pussy, and I can’t wait until you fill me to the brim with your creamy seed.”  
 
    “You’ll be filled up when the time is just right,” I teased before I reached up and pinched one of her swollen nipples, and then I roughly squeezed her tit. “I guarantee you’ll be pleased.” 
 
    Faye bit down on her lip and closed her eyes as I continued to caress and pinch her rosy buds. When her movements became more demanding, a fiery sensation coiled in my stomach, and my cock twitched as I marveled at the way her body moved effortlessly like water. It didn’t take long before she began to bounce fervently on my dick, and with each lively spring, she went deeper and moaned louder. 
 
    “Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuuuuuuuuuck!” the redhead cried out, and her eyes were glassy and as wide as dinner plates. “Satan, I need you, m-master. I need you more than food or water. I don’t think I could live without you!”  
 
    “So, prove it to me,” I grunted before I grabbed onto her wide hips and guided her faster along my length. As I bounced her up and down along my slick cock, her cries became louder and her breathing more erratic. Her wet, hot walls fiercely clenched onto my dick, and with each grasp, I could feel myself growing closer to a mind-blowing orgasm. “Cum hard for me, Faye. I want to see you make a fucking mess all over my cock. Cum everywhere. That’s an order.”  
 
    “Y-Y-Yes master!” Faye screamed with her eyes squeezed shut, and then her body bounced up and down, faster and faster. “I-I-I’m cumming!”  
 
    The redhead’s sweltering walls clamped viciously around my throbbing length, and when I bucked my hips quickly upward, the tip of my dick scraped along the walls of her cervix. I grinned at her ragged gasp before I moved my hips with even more fervor, and when my thrusts became intensely quick and hard, she began to scream like a wild animal. She then tossed back her hair as sweat dripped between her freckled breasts, and when she looked back down at me, her face turned a deep shade of red, and that’s when I knew she was close to another orgasm. 
 
    “Look at her move,” Beatrix commented in a faint voice. “She’s going so fast. It’s almost difficult to keep up.”  
 
    “That’s because she’s an expert rider,” Akira chuckled before she planted soft kisses along Marina’s neck. “She knows exactly how to please our master.”  
 
    “And h-h-he knows how to satisfy me,” Faye panted as her cheeks turned as red as her hair, and more sweat trickled in between her freckled breasts. “Satan, I’m going to explode again! I-I can’t hold back!”  
 
    “So do it,” I ordered as my cock twitched deep inside her warm cavern. “Let’s cum together. Scream my fucking name and look at me when you do.” 
 
    “Coooooooooole!” Faye squealed like a wild animal as her feral eyes bored into mine. “Unholy fuuuuuuuuuuuuck!” 
 
    When I heard the sound of my name, my dick convulsed and immediately released a thick, creamy load of cum deep inside her trembling pussy. I came deep inside her as she called my name out repeatedly, and her walls clamped like a bear trap around my cock. Our mixed fluids spilled down her thighs, and they dripped everywhere while we both desperately gasped for air. When a few moments had passed, the panting redhead slowly bent down and planted a deep kiss on my lips, and our hot tongues snaked together as she moaned deep inside my mouth. The burning sensation of her passionate kiss sent a ripple of chills through my body, and I grew hard again when she sighed with intense satisfaction.  
 
    “That was amazing, master,” the redhead breathed once she slid off my cock, and a wet plopping sound echoed in the air. “I’m soaked with your cum, all the way to the fucking brim.” 
 
    “Then perhaps we should have Akira lick you clean,” I suggested with an arched eyebrow. “Join the others and spread your legs nice and wide in front of her. I want to see her long tongue deep inside your pretty pussy.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” Faye responded, and when she crawled toward Akira, the black-eyed witch’s eyes glowed with eagerness.  
 
    “I’d love to lick your cum from her pussy, master,” the black-haired beauty purred as the redhead approached her. “I’ll be sure to savor every single delicious drop.”  
 
    I watched with a hardening cock as Faye situated herself in front of Akira and spread her freckled legs far apart, and Akira brushed back her dark, shoulder-length hair before she lowered her head and plunged her long tongue deep inside Faye’s bright, abused pussy. The redhead groaned with delight and chuckled as the black-haired Wicca buried her head even further in between her plush thighs, and as Faye’s soft little groans and gasps sent more blood pumping down to my cock, I knew I was ready for my next conquest.  
 
    “Now,” I groaned as I stared at the other two women who were busy fondling each other. Then my gaze fixated upon the lavender-haired Wicca, and I knew I needed her at once. “Marina, come over here. Quickly.”  
 
    “With pleasure, master.” The former siren grinned. “What would you have me do first?” 
 
    “I want you on your back,” I ordered in a low growl. “I want you to present yourself to me and don’t move a fucking muscle until I tell you to.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” the lavender-haired witch said in a faint voice. “I can’t wait to feel you deep inside me.”  
 
    “Neither can I,” I chuckled before I moved my sore but eager body out of the way. “Now, get down on your back and lay your head on the pillows. Don’t make me repeat myself again.”  
 
    “Yes, sir,” Marina responded in a dutiful voice. “I’m ready to do whatever you want me to. I’m yours, body and soul.”  
 
    I watched silently as the gorgeous witch splayed her bare body down on the silks, and my cock throbbed uncontrollably as I stared at her full, naked form. When her bright eyes met mine, she bit down on her lip and slowly slid her hand past her breasts and between her legs. She was dangerously close to slipping her slender fingers deep inside her pussy until I raised a hand to stop her.  
 
    “Hey,” I growled with furrowed eyebrows. “What did I say? I told you not to move.” 
 
    “Apologies, master,” the lavender-eyed woman pouted before she retracted her hand and pulled it up to her face. “I just couldn’t bear it. When I see your thick cock, it makes me lose my fucking mind.”  
 
    “Well, now you’ve disobeyed me,” I said in a teasing tone. “I’m going to have to punish you, aren’t I?” 
 
    “Oh, master,” Marina squealed, and I knew it was killing her not to move. “What are you going to do to me? Please tell me you’re going to fuck me? I wouldn’t be able to bear it if I didn’t feel you deep, deep inside me. I need you!”  
 
    “You’ll be pleased eventually, but first, I’m going to make you beg for my cock,” I grunted before I hovered over her, slipped my fingers across her sopping folds, and gently pressed my thumb against her pulsating clit. “You’re going to be dying for it by the time I’m done with you.” 
 
    “Ooooooh,” the lavender-haired witch moaned before she bit down on her rosy lip and stared up at me with adoring eyes. “Master, I don’t think I can wait for your dick. Please… it’s unbearable and empty without you inside me.”  
 
    “Too bad,” I snickered before I plunged my fingers deep inside her sopping cunt. “You should have listened to me… Satan, you’re soooooooooo fucking wet.”  
 
    “M-Master,” Marina desperately panted before she bit down so hard on her lip that she drew blood. “I-I love the way your long fingers feel inside me. Your touch is both unholy and addicting.”  
 
    “Just wait until I’m balls deep inside your pussy,” I teased. “Then you’ll be screaming my name, over and over again.”  
 
     When I went deeper and deeper inside her sweltering, tight tunnel, she began to toss her head back and forth, and then her cheeks deepened in color. Sweat trickled between her perky breasts as she tried to breathe, but she could only gasp greedily for air. While I increased the speed and intensity of my fingers, I leaned down and licked one of her swollen, salty nipples. She panted as I nibbled and swirled my tongue all around her bud, and when I bit down a little harder, she tossed back her head and screamed for more. 
 
    “Coooooooole!” the former siren shrieked with delight as I moved my fingers faster and deeper inside her silky insides. “Fuck, fuck, fuck! M-Master, I think I’m going to cum!”  
 
    “Don’t you dare,” I growled before I gently pulled my slick fingers out of her opening and licked them. “Mmmm, fuck… you taste sooooooooo damn good.”  
 
    “I’m glad I can please you, master,” Marina breathed before I began to rub my throbbing head along her folds. “Oh, fuck! Master, yeeeeees, please slip inside me.”  
 
    “I want to.” I grinned as I batted my tip along her wet folds, “but you forced me to punish you. Now, you’re going to have to wait and beg for it.”  
 
    “But I’m behaving noooooow,” she whined, but each time I neared her wide opening, I quickly pulled back. “Oh, master, please don’t taunt me. I need you to fuck me, master! Pleeeeease, let me move so I can touch you!”  
 
    “Soon enough,” I grunted, and then, when she looked deep into my eyes, I quickly pushed my rock-hard cock deep inside her. “ 
 
    The former siren gasped like she’d been holding her breath underwater and just came back up to the surface for air. As I bucked my hips against hers and prodded deep inside her sweltering hole, she quickly wrapped her long legs around me and begged for me to go deeper. I gave in to her desires, and with all my determination, speed, and strength, I thrust deep inside her trembling tunnel until I couldn’t go any deeper. The former siren moaned with delight, and her mouth gaped as I ventured further inside her hot cavern. Her trembling legs tightened even firmer around my waist, and she was struggling to breathe as I looked down at her slick quivering body.  
 
    “I love the way your muscles feel, m-m-master,” Marina muttered as her body jerked upward, and she bunched the sheets in her fists. “You’re so warm and strong on top… please, don’t stop fucking me! I want to cum all over your cock.”  
 
    “I wouldn’t dream of stopping anytime soon,” I growled as I moved my body faster and faster until I was thrusting at such a remarkable speed that Marina grunted and screamed like she was in both pleasure and pain.  
 
    The former siren continued to cry out in ecstasy and breathed erratically as I plowed deeper inside her sopping cave and vulnerable body. She moaned louder and dug her sharp nails into my back, and I wildly bucked my hips against her hot, slick skin in return. Then I hit her clit, and her wet walls clenched furiously around my shaft and pulsated out of control.  
 
    I knew she was close to losing her fucking mind.  
 
    “Maaaaaaaaaster!” Marina shrieked like a wild animal. “I-I can’t breathe! I can only see stars!” 
 
    “She’s going to explode everywhere,” Akira chuckled. “She’s going to make a fucking mess.” 
 
    “Is that true?” I asked in between grunts. “Are you going to be my messy girl?”  
 
    “Yes, sir,” the wondrous witch gulped, and her eyes went as wide as saucers as she stared up at the tent ceiling. “My body is all yours, and I’m ready to cum everywhere! Fuuuuuuuck… here I coooooooooooooome!”  
 
    Her walls violently clenched around my convulsing member, and her entire body shook as she swallowed large gulps of air. The look on her face made my cock twitch and throb until it exploded a giant bulk of thick, hot cream inside her impatient cunt. I gasped for air as my head spun, and my vision blurred. Then my arms trembled as I remained connected to Marina, and her greedy pussy continued to suck and cling onto my cock until I could fill her completely up.  
 
    “Fuuuuuuuck,” I finally breathed once I regained some composure and steadiness. “You were a good fucking girl, Marina. Now, bring Beatrix to me, and I want everyone to plant her on all fours.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” Marina panted before I clambered off her sore, trembling body.  
 
    I watched as the lavender-eyed beauty limped toward the others, and a smile spread across my face when Akira and Marina yanked Beatrix up from the floor and brought her to the sheets.  
 
    “Submit to our master,” Akira growled in a playful tone. “Do whatever He commands of you.” 
 
    “Of course, I would rather die than disobey him,” the light-haired brunette whispered before she was in front of me and on her knees. “What would you have me do first, master? Would you like your cock inside my mouth?”  
 
    “No.” I smirked. “I think I’d rather taste you first. Get on all fours and submit yourself in front of me.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” the shy but sexy Wicca purred before she did what she was told.  
 
    I watched as the submissive witch placed herself down on all fours and waited for me to do whatever the hell I wanted to her. She mewled like a cat in heat as I crawled closer and closer toward her, and when my face was just inches away from her sweet pussy, I licked her slick, hot folds.  
 
    “Coleeeeee,” she moaned in response.  
 
    “Do you like that?” I teased before I tasted her again. “I can go even deeper if you wish.” 
 
    “Oh, yes, pleeeeeeeeeeease,” she begged before she arched her back even lower. “Make me yours, master. Eat me and relish in my taste before we are connected.”  
 
    “Only because you asked so nicely,” I laughed before I buried my head in between her legs and plunged my tongue deep inside her wet hole.  
 
    The witch moaned and begged for more, and as my tongue delved deeper inside her, my entire body was nearly electrocuted with pulsating desire. When I couldn’t take it any longer, I pulled my head away, licked my lips, and raised my cock so I was positioned perfectly behind her. The beautiful brunette then inched her ass closer to my member and wriggled it in my direction. 
 
    “Please, master,” she pleaded before she turned to look over her shoulder and pout in my direction. “Fuck me until I see the stars.”  
 
    “With fucking pleasure,” I grunted before I stuck my rock-hard pole inside her wet, inviting opening. 
 
    The gorgeous Wicca moaned loudly and consistently as I began to thrust deeper and faster inside her soaked cave, and her body quickly jerked forward as I picked up the pace. I dug my nails into her plush skin as she squealed with delight, and her walls clamped like a bear trap around my cock. 
 
    “C-C-Cooooole!” Beatrix screamed before I slapped her ass and left a bright red mark on her skin. “Please, don’t stop! I think I’m about to cum everywhere! My insides feel like they’re on fire! You do things to me no one else could.”  
 
    “Is that so?” I grunted before I gripped onto her hips and began to jackhammer inside her sweltering tight pussy. 
 
    “Ah, ah, ah,” Beatrix gasped, and her body nearly collapsed onto the silks beneath us. “Oooooooh, myyyyy Saaaaaataaaaan!”  
 
    “She looks completely possessed by a sex god,” Akira snickered from the foot of the silks and blankets. “All I can see are the whites of her eyes.” 
 
    “Well, what is our master if not a magnificent sex god?” Marina questioned with swollen nipples and red lips. “Look… she’s about to cum… and it’s going to make her scream for hell’s mercy.”  
 
    “She’s right!” Beatrix screamed like a wild woman. “Maaaaaster, I’m cumming!” 
 
    “Do it,” I ordered as I fucked her rougher and faster. “Be a good girl and cum for me.” 
 
    “Shiiiiiiiiiiit!” the light-haired brunette cried out, and her walls trembled like an earthquake around my burning length. “I’m cuuuuuuuuming!”  
 
    I gasped and exploded deep inside her pussy, and my dick twitched and leaked a bucket load of cum. Our combined juices leaked out along my shaft, and I gasped with utter satisfaction and adoration before the brunette fell down to her elbows and panted like she wasn’t able to suck any air into her lungs. My own body trembled, and my head spun like a spell before I pulled out of her and laid my body down on the pillows.  
 
    “Lick up the rest,” I ordered with my eyes closed. 
 
    Beatrix didn’t waste a moment before she ran her tongue along my slick, hot length and then laid her body next to mine.  
 
    “You can all come here,” I said in a lethargic voice to the other women.  
 
    None of them wasted a moment before they hopped into the sheets with me and wrapped their warm, slick bodies against mine. I smiled as they flung their legs and arms over me, and I pressed a kiss to all the skin I could reach. Before I closed my eyes, I thought I could hear a familiar voice echoing in the back of my mind, but I slipped into oblivion before I could hear what she said. 
 
    Cole, the voice said. Take a look at what is in store for you and tread carefully… this isn’t over just yet. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 14 
 
    I stirred in my sleep as the dream woman’s soothing but urgent voice echoed through my head, but when I tried to move, it was like my body was made from the purest, most indestructible marble. Something in me had shifted since we took out the elder scouts, and deep in my bones, I felt even stronger than before. I was imperishable, and I knew Samara could feel my newfound strength as well, even if her presence was absent from my mind. Somewhere and somehow, I just knew she was fuming with rage and biting her nails down to the nubs.  
 
    As I moved my body some more, my mind came alive with spirit, and it was like an unholy god had seeped into my bones and turned me into someone or something far more superior than anything that had ever walked the realms. My brain felt like a thousand different currents of lightning were pulsating back and forth through it, and suddenly my view went dark again.  
 
    I was viciously tossed into another world, and everything became a wash of white, rose-pink, and lilac hues. It was nauseously beautiful and holy, and it made me want to retch my intestines out. I loathed everything. The smell, the sounds, even the air itself. Everything was too perfect, too mundane, too fucking sacred and pure.  
 
    A mass of silver, pink, and white clouds surrounded me like vines wrapped around an ancient stone column, and the air felt soft, almost like I could fall right through. Everything was both cool and warm at once, and blue butterflies and the scent of wildflowers filled the air. I was sick to my stomach as other sweet and timid creatures flowed past my face and tried to land on my skin.  
 
    Welcome, the woman from my dreams echoed.  
 
    “Where the hell am I?” I asked. “I hate every inch of it.” 
 
    This is the elder heaven, the woman from my dreams explained, even though she was nowhere in sight. I remember hearing tales of it, but it’s been so many years. This is what I can recall, and it might not be the exact same, but this will give you an idea of what to expect. Of course, it will not be easy to reach. First, you and your women will have to pass its golden gates, and once you make your way past that barrier, you will have to fight your way to find Samara. She will have an army, one greater than anything you’ve encountered before.  
 
    “I knew reaching her would be complicated but can we defeat them?” I asked.  
 
    It will take everything I’ve taught you, in addition to the other abilities Theodora, Vanessa, and the other professors have shown you. It will truly require everything you have. 
 
    “I see,” I muttered as the saintliness penetrated my bones and caused my head to shake. “This is going to be one hell of a battle… isn’t it?” 
 
    Indeed, it will, she sighed. That is why I must return you to the world of the living. Before you go, please heed my warning and make sure the others are prepared to fight tooth and nail. The potion concocted by your clever Penelope has already seeped into your bloodstream. She is more powerful than she realizes, and her brew was more permanent than she thought. All of your witches possess skills of their own, and together, I believe you may be the first witches to ever pass by the golden gates of heaven.  
 
    At that moment, pride swelled in my heart. My women were not only creatures of beauty but also wit, unwavering intelligence, and good humor. I truly loved them for everything they were, and I was lucky to have them fighting by my side.  
 
    “You’re right, we’re capable of anything,” I responded aloud. “Together, I vow we can overcome the greatest of obstacles.” 
 
    Samara has more surprises up her sleeves. Before you reach the gates, there will be many obstacles to look out for. Not everything is what it seems. Now that I’ve shown you a glimmer of what you’re about to face, it’s time to wake up, Cole. You must reach the gates of the elder heavens, and the sooner you carry on with your quest, the better.  
 
    Before I could reply, my body jerked upward, and my eyes were wide with attention and determination. My breathing was rapid, and sweat dripped from my brow. The inside of the tent spun, and my entire body felt like it was being pricked and prodded with searing-hot needles. My head was going to split in two, but I pushed the feeling aside and quickly roused the other women awake. 
 
    “Hey,” I said in a raised voice. “Wake up. That’s an order.”  
 
    The women groaned in retaliation but couldn’t disobey a direct order, so they quickly sat up and fiercely rubbed the exhaustion from their eyes. Then they looked around the tent and smiled at the crumpled-up clothes on the grass. It was warm, and the smell of sex still lingered in the air.  
 
    “What’s going on, master?” Faye purred before she stretched out her lean arms.  
 
    “The woman from my dreams spoke to me,” I responded as I gently shook my head. “We just need to get a head start for the day and follow the compass. She said we’re nearing the elder heaven’s gates, but we must be careful. Samara could have countless traps waiting for us.” 
 
    “Agreed,” Akira yawned before she tossed off the covers and began to dress. “The sooner we can face Samara head-on, the better. I’m so ready to see her submit herself to us. I want that bitch… err, I mean… troublesome woman down on her knees and begging for our master’s cock. Once we slaughter her elder angels, of course. Satan, I really can’t wait!”  
 
    “I can tell,” Marina chuckled with glimmering eyes. “You’re always ready for a hardcore showdown, aren’t you, Akira?” 
 
    “Fuck, yeah, I am,” Akira giggled without hesitation. “Blades, wands, fists… I don’t discriminate when it comes down to a good, dirty fight.”  
 
    “That’s what I love to hear.” I grinned before I brushed Akira’s black, knotted hair out of her face and kissed her warm cheek. Then, while the others fumbled with their clothes, I finished dressing and pushed back my dark hair. “Well, I’m ready. I’ll see you all outside. I imagine Vanessa and Isobel are already up.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” the others said as they continued to get dressed.  
 
    When I stepped outside, none of the familiars were standing guard, but I did see the professor seated in front of her tent with her back turned to me. Her dark hair was pulled into a long fishtail braid, and loose, thick strands of hair swayed each time a strong gust of wind blew across the field. I couldn’t see her face, but I knew her features were set in stone.  
 
    “Good morning, Cole,” she said without turning around. “How did you sleep?” 
 
    “Fairly well for the most part,” I answered, “but the woman from my dreams warned me we’d see the golden gates of the elder heaven soon.” 
 
    “I imagine she said it wouldn’t be easy,” Vanessa mumbled. She still hadn’t turned around to look at me, and neither did Isobel. 
 
    “Where are the familiars?” I asked as I stared at the back of her dark wolf, who looked like a marble statue facing the sunrise.  
 
    “I let them roam for food,” the professor replied as she continued to stare at the rising sun. “Correct me if I’m wrong, but it’s been a long while since we’ve had a proper meal.” 
 
    “No, you’re right,” I chuckled before I pressed a hand on my stomach and then glanced at the other tent. It’d been days since we had a proper meal, and I was starved. “Are the others awake yet?” 
 
    “They are,” the professor responded, and this time, she turned her head so her ice-blue orbs were fixated entirely on me. “You seem… well-rested.”  
 
    “I am.” I smirked lightly. “I know we still have plenty to worry about, but I know we’ll figure it all out, little by little.” 
 
    “Yes.” Vanessa nodded in agreement. “We’ve been doing quite well if I do say so myself.” 
 
    “Agreed.” I smiled before I sat down next to her and marveled at the bright, tangerine sun. It was nice having a civil conversation with Vanessa, and I’d realized lately we’d been getting along more and more. When I looked at her profile, she still wouldn’t look at me, but it didn’t matter. I knew she was listening to my every word. “How long do you think it will be until we reach the golden gates of the elder heaven? We both know that’s where the last artifact is, and we both know that’s where we’ll finally have to face Samara and her unwavering holy magic.” 
 
    “I have no idea how much longer it will take or what else we’ll have to face,” Vanessa replied as her gaze continued to fixate on the burning sunrise. “As you said, the woman from your dreams said it would be soon. She’s always vague, isn’t she? In the meantime, all we’ll be able to do is pray to Satan to help us keep our strength.”  
 
    “That’s very true,” I said before I stared at her perfect profile and took a moment to appreciate her natural but intense beauty. “As I said, I have faith in us and the coven.” 
 
    “So do I,” she replied without an ounce of resentment in her voice. “I just tend to prepare for the worst at times. Life, no matter how strong one’s faith is, can also be unexpected. There are twists and turns we are sometimes not prepared to face or counter, and it can be a shock when such a challenge is staring you dead in the eyes. It truly makes us realize just how strong and powerful we can be.” 
 
    “And what do you do when life’s unwavering gaze has its hold on you, Vanessa?” I whispered. 
 
    “You either run or face it,” she said in a faint voice, “and by Satan, I’d sooner die than run from my fears. Since I was a little girl, I’ve been taught to stare danger dead in the eyes.” 
 
    “I’m not surprised,” I said. “I have a feeling you were already born with a remarkable spirit, and with Theodora as your mother and teacher… I genuinely believe there isn’t anything you can’t do.” 
 
    “Thank you, Cole,” she said as she looked back at me, and her gaze was steady and penetrating.  
 
    After a few moments of staring at one another, I smiled, and we didn’t say another word until the other familiars came padding or flying from their hunt. Meanwhile, the women slowly began to slip out from their tents to join us. Their faces were red and their eyes droopy with sleep, but when they saw our loyal creatures carrying an abundance of treats to choose from, their faces quickly lit up.  
 
    I spotted various goodies, including wild rabbits, baby boar, elk strips, golden ducklings, and plump juicy doves. Everything was already marinated with fresh, salty blood, and my stomach growled as I looked at their spilling insides and shredded skin.  
 
    “Wow,” I said before Alexander perched himself on my shoulder. “You certainly outdid yourself this time, didn’t you?”  
 
    We figured you deserved a treat, Alexander chuckled in my head. After yesterday, you’re going to need your strength.  
 
    “Thanks, man.” I grinned, and my stomach rumbled even louder as I pictured the cooked, juicy meat melting in my mouth. “We really will need our strength for this next fight.” 
 
    “Alright, let’s stop diddle dawdling and prepare these raw meats,” Vanessa suggested in a firm voice. “Then we’ll get a move on.”  
 
    Vanessa lifted her wand in the air and spun it around in three perfect circles above her head, and suddenly the tents were gone, and a giant burning pyre with a heavy black cauldron appeared before us. The thick metal pot hovered above the burning wood, and I could already see bubbles brewing on the surface.  
 
    As the water grew hotter, Revna used her ancient, wild spell to carefully skin each animal before we hoisted it over the sweltering pot. The animal chunks were cut using the ‘secare’ spell by Morgana, and portions of various meats were tossed inside the cauldron at random. Vanessa cast another inaudible spell under her breath, and soon, the air smelled like a thick creamy carnivorous stew.  
 
    “Hmmmmm,” Penelope moaned before she licked her lips. “I’m starved.”  
 
    “I’ll bet,” Vanessa replied as she used her wand to magically stir the stew. “After what I heard last night, I can imagine several of you need… replenishments.”  
 
    The women who visited me late at night didn’t say a word, but I could see the corners of Akira’s full purple pout were desperate to etch into a smirk. Instead, the raven-haired beauty turned aside and coughed like she was suppressing a small laugh.  
 
    Morgana discreetly nudged the black-haired witch in the ribs, and her blue eyes focused on the impromptu breakfast instead. 
 
    “Smells so delicious,” Morgana said in an overexaggerated voice, and we all knew she was just trying to change the subject. 
 
    “Indeed,” Vanessa replied in a stoic tone. 
 
    Once the meal was finally prepared, we began to dig into our fresh kill, and we ate as much as we could before we prepared ourselves for the journey ahead. I had no idea where we were exactly, but I knew the compass was still pointing us in a steady direction. Every time I lifted the withered wooden lid, the needle continued to aim northwest, and I decided it would be best to travel by foot. The dragons had been helpful beings, but I knew it would be best to keep low to the ground and remain as inconspicuous as possible.  
 
    I couldn’t say why exactly, but I sensed something about the vast, blue skies. I felt like their thick clouds and unpredictable wind would be a dangerous route to take.  
 
    “Alright,” I said before I licked my lips. “Let’s get moving.”  
 
    “Sounds perfect,” Vanessa responded before she waved her wand, and everything she’d summoned into existence disappeared in the blink of an eye. “Lovely.”  
 
    I nodded in Vanessa’s direction before I led the women forward and followed the compass. We walked onward, and the familiars who traveled by ground treaded alongside their masters while the others flew liberally in the sky and kept a lookout.  
 
    “Be careful, Alexander,” I said when I gazed up at his dark, hefty body. He continued to dive over and under clouds, and sometimes I could feel his magnetic spirit, ready to take on the entire fucking world.  
 
    I am careful, he replied in a soft voice. Don’t worry about me, Cole. Worry about you and your women. 
 
    “Just remember, we have no idea what kind of dangers could lurk high in the skies,” I said, and I knew I sounded like a worried mother. 
 
    I know, he responded in my head. I won’t travel any higher than the clouds. Promise. 
 
    “Good.” I nodded before I looked down at the compass, and unexpectedly, the silver arrow began to whirl in racing circles. “Whoa… what the hell?” 
 
    This was different from anything it had ever done before. Up until now, the compass felt like a peaceful artifact, ready to gently guide us along our way, but now I was feeling an unfamiliar presence radiating from it. 
 
    “What’s wrong, master?” Revna asked. 
 
    “It’s the compass,” I said as I raised my hands in the air, and everyone came to a sudden stop. “It’s doing something odd…”  
 
    “What?” Vanessa demanded impatiently. “Be more precise, for hell’s sake.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I began with furrowed eyebrows. “I’ve seen it spin before, but never like this. It’s going mad.”  
 
    “Do you feel a warning presence coming from it?” Circe asked as she peered over my shoulder.  
 
    “Something like that,” I said with a long, exasperated sigh. “Something doesn’t feel right… like it’s telling us we need to stop.”  
 
    “We can’t just stop,” Vanessa argued. “Didn’t we all agree we should always keep moving whenever possible?”  
 
    “I know,” I said, and when I looked up to stare at the professor, her eyes were sharp with determination, “but you have to trust me, Vanessa. I can feel like something is dangerously wrong.” 
 
    Once again, you’re right, Cole, the woman from my dreams echoed in my head. I can feel the sky splitting in half.  
 
    “Fuck,” I cursed, and the women jumped up in surprise. 
 
    “What’s wrong, master?” Penelope frowned. “Is it about the compass again--?” 
 
    “Perhaps,” I cut her off. “Something is on the way, and whatever it is has been crafted by Samara and will show us no mercy. Something in my gut tells me she’s used a great deal of strength to bring it to life.” 
 
    “But what is it, master?” Akira asked. “And how are we to escape it?”  
 
    Before I could answer, the bright blue canvas above us quickly turned dark, and the clouds parted open to reveal a white hole in the sky. There was no light coming through, but it was so bright, it was almost unbearable to look at. Then the sound of thunder penetrated our eardrums and made us cover our ears.  
 
    “Fuck!” Circe cried out over the overwhelming sound.  
 
    Uh… Cole? Alexander said in a cautious tone in my head. I-I think I see something breaking through the hole. 
 
    I shielded my eyes and squinted as I tried to figure out what the hell Samara had coming through this heavenly barrier. For a moment, I feared I might go blind, but as I stared harder, I saw groups of white-winged creatures soaring from the portal in the sky. They weren’t serpens, their bodies were too small, but still, their wings were massive and jagged at the tips. Their eyes were a bold shade of burning blue, and when they cried out in unison, it made a ringing sound in my ears.  
 
    Unholy shit, Cole, Alexander breathed in disbelief. I know it’s difficult to see with the light, but look closer… these creatures look exactly like me! 
 
    “Fuck, I can’t see shit,” I muttered in impatience, and Morgana whipped around to look at me. 
 
    “Oh, how forgetful of me,” she said before she slapped her hand against her forehead. The bookish brunette then waved her wand in the air above her head in four perfect circles. “Claritudo!”  
 
    A bright cloud of silver, shimmering smoke spun around us, and when it neared me, I could see transparent wisps that resembled bony fingertips with long nails were about to plunge into my eyes. 
 
    “What is this, Morgana?” Beatrix asked in a high-pitched voice.  
 
    “Don’t worry,” the bookish brunette reassured everyone. “It will help us see clearer…” 
 
    “Well, it better take effect soon,” Vanessa said quickly. “Whatever is coming from the skies, it’s getting even closer.”  
 
    Before I had a chance to glance up, the smoke entered my eyes, and for a moment, it stung like needles. I grunted and squeezed my eyes shut before I shook my head, and when I opened them again, everything turned clearer than before.  
 
    “Unholy fuck,” I muttered as I looked up at the sky. My vision was impeccable, but there was no time to appreciate it because Alexander was right. 
 
    Up, high in the sky, there was a stream of flying wolverine-like creatures soaring toward us and cawing viciously. They had their talons out and were ready to tear us into pieces, and their eyes were filled with bloodlust as they came at us at lightning speed, but Alexander was too quick. 
 
    Cover me, Cole! he screamed in my head before he charged at one creature who was at least twice his size. 
 
    We pulled our wands out and prepared ourselves to kill these mysterious white beings, but the last thing I heard before all hell broke loose was a faint, cackling noise in the back of my head.  
 
    It was Samara, and I knew she was sitting back and preparing herself to enjoy the bloody show.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 15 
 
    “Well, Samara, it would appear you and I are always connected, even when it’s most inconvenient,” I muttered in a bitter tone before I raised my wand higher in the air. “Correct me if I’m wrong, but I don’t believe I tried to enter your mind… at least not right now. I’m actually in the middle of something, thanks to you.” 
 
    Our combined magic works in mysterious ways, Samara’s soft voice replied, and then she began to chuckle like the wild woman she was. You must constantly be thinking about me. It’s the only explanation I can think of. As much as it disgusts me to say, you and I are closer than we’d like to admit.  
 
    “Don’t flatter yourself too much,” I growled as the flying beasts drew even closer. “I do have other things to concern myself with, so I’ll worry about our unpredictable bond later.” 
 
    If you live to see a later, that is, she cackled in my head.  
 
    When I glanced upward, Alexander was already high up in the sky and tackling the greatest beast in the clouds. My relentless familiar let out a wild, war-like scream in my head as he attacked, and soon, blood began to fall like rain. Chaos ensued, and the rest of the women started to cry out multiple spells to kill the creatures one by one. 
 
    “Secare!” Morgana yelled before she blasted one of the winged creatures right in its exposed belly.  
 
    Red, slick tendrils spilled from the beast’s gut, and the intestines fell like bloody snakes upon the open, grassy field and then splattered at the women’s feet.  
 
    “That’s it!” Vanessa screamed with bloodlust. “Keep going!”  
 
    “Dissulto!” Akira cried out, and her blast of violent light hit another beast right in the center of its forehead and sent it tumbling downward in a spiral. Its brains exploded through its eyes, and the pink specs of gore flew in all directions. Akira smiled with bloodlust, pumped her fist in the air, and then jumped up with glee. “Fuck, yeah! Did you see that?”  
 
    “Uh-huh, and it was fucking awesome!” Faye agreed before she pierced another creature with a bright white spell, and it disintegrated into a thousand shards of glass.  
 
    “Try to aim for their wings!” Vanessa shouted. “It’ll bring them down faster!” 
 
    Spells spurted from every direction as we attempted to kill every single creature one by one, but no matter how long we persisted, it seemed like they just wouldn’t stop flying through the mysterious hole in the sky. With my clearer vision, I stared up at the white abyss and wondered if I could find a way to close the opening using the ancient spell of motus. I knew it would be difficult since this attack was based on Samara’s power, but I didn’t doubt myself or my profound abilities. 
 
    Not after we’d come so far. 
 
    “You’ll soon be mine, Samara,” I whispered, and I could feel the elder goddess’ energy all around me, “and I can’t wait to have you all to myself.”  
 
    We’ll see about that, Cole, she hissed. Words are nothing to me. Actions mean everything. You know that better than anyone. 
 
    “Oh, I know it,” I replied as I gritted my teeth and stared up at the sky. “Now, watch me as I destroy your summoning portal.” 
 
    I pushed the elder goddess out of my head while the other women continued to defend themselves. The familiars without wings did their best to protect their masters, and while chaos ensued, I closed my eyes and willed Satan’s undeniable power to course through my veins and penetrate my heart. I could feel the overpowering darkness like an invisible but potent cloud wrapped tightly around me, and my head spun with supremacy as I pictured the sky closing back up and returning to normal. My heart raced with adrenaline and exhilaration, and when I opened my eyes, I saw the portal growing slightly smaller and dimmer.  
 
    “Cole!” Vanessa yelled with wide eyes. “Why are you just standing there?”  
 
    “You’ll see,” I said in a low growl while I remained completely still. “Soon, this fucking hole will be dead and gone.”  
 
    “With all due respect, professor,” Nyx said as she shot off another spell. “I don’t think we should disturb his train of thought. We should always trust him to know exactly what he is doing.” 
 
    “Agreed,” Akira shouted before she burst an ivory-winged beast into dozens of pillowy feathers. “He’s never let us down before, professor!” 
 
    I didn’t avert my gaze from the sky, but still, I pictured Vanessa glaring daggers at the blue-skinned Wicca and the ebony-eyed witch. I swallowed hard as I tried to block everything out, and then I closed my eyes once more, regained focus, and then took a deep breath.  
 
    With Satan by my side and nothing to fear, I knew I was ready. 
 
    “Motus!” I cried out, and when I opened my eyes, I stared up at the bright, white hole and the vast, cloudless sky.  
 
    Suddenly, the sky started to rumble again, and my head began to pound like something was crawling inside my skull. It felt like my cranium was going to split in half, but no matter how painful the sensation was, I remained steady on my feet and raised my hand even higher in the air. Soon, the opening above us began to shrivel, and it became more difficult for anything to fly through. I could see feathers and bodies struggling to get past the portal, and as the creatures toiled with all their might, their bodies became trapped, and their appendages were torn from the closing borders.  
 
    No! Samara’s voice rang through my head. This shouldn’t be happening!  
 
    “Nice try, Samara,” I said through gritted teeth, “but once again, it looks like I have the upper hand.”  
 
    Fuck you, the elder goddess hissed. I still have plenty of other traps waiting for you by the time you reach the stairwell.  
 
    For a moment, I questioned the word stairwell since I’d only heard about the gates of heaven, but before I could ponder too deeply about it, I pushed the elder woman’s voice away and turned my full attention back to the sky. By now, the opening was the size of a faraway star, and nothing else was getting in. The darkness had subsided, and now the sky was as blue as a robin’s egg. 
 
    I’d closed the portal, but still, we had more work to do. There were dozens of creatures on the loose, and we needed to destroy them all. 
 
    “Illuminana!” Circe screamed before she set a group of white-winged beasts on fire, and the blonde Wicca’s shoulders shook with laughter as the creatures burned and wailed. “Fuck… smells like breakfast..”  
 
    At this point, we’d nearly destroyed them all, but when I searched for my familiar, Alexander was still battling against the largest beast of the pack. The other women took out the remaining animals one by one, and once they were obliterated, we watched as Alex plunged his giant bladed wing deep inside the shoulder of the oversized white beast. For a moment, we thought Alex had him in his clutches, but in retaliation, the holy creature swiftly bit into Alex’s neck, and a gush of deep red blood spurted from his open wound. 
 
    “Alex!” I cried out with my wand raised. 
 
    I was prepared to rip Samara’s motherfucking beast into a thousand shreds, but something stopped me. It was like a force of some kind, one that was determined to bring my arm all the way down.  
 
    D-Don’t do it, Cole, Alexander responded sharply in my head. His voice was weak, but I could also sense the strength in his words, and that’s when I knew his bond was preventing me from interfering. I can take him on. Just watch me… I know exactly where to nick him. He’ll be dead in no time…  
 
    Although it pained me not to help my loyal friend, I let my arm drop to the side, and I didn’t say anything while the two wolverine-like beasts danced one final but gory waltz. My body was shaking with nerves, but before anything else could happen to my beloved Alexander, he tossed back his giant dark head, raised his sharp wings, and then plunged both blades into the sides of the ivory creature.  
 
    Samara’s animal wailed while it bled to death, and it tossed its head back and forth, unable to move or fight. Then we all watched as Alex opened his mouth nice and wide and then bit the other beast’s head clean off. A spray of blood spurted upward from the open neck wound, and when Alex released the creature, its massive body fell and splattered on the grass. It exploded when it hit the ground, and gore and blood flew everywhere.  
 
    I sighed with relief, and the grip on my wand loosened with ease.  
 
    “Well done, Alex.” I grinned, and my shoulders loosened, but my smile slowly died when I saw the wound on his neck. It was wide open and bleeding profusely. “Fuck… are you alright?” 
 
    Despite skillfully taking that fucker out, I’m not actually feeling too hot, Alex admitted in my head before he slowly flew down and spat a mouthful of blood on the ground. In fact, I’m actually a little lightheaded. 
 
    “Oh, you poor thing,” Faye mumbled before she approached my familiar and began to inspect his ugly gash. “We need to take care of this before it gets infected.”  
 
    Faye was right. The mark was very deep, at least a couple of inches, if not more. It was a blackish-red, and a glimmer of bone shone through the gash. Thick layers of greenish-yellow pus were already crusting along the edges of the opening, but Faye didn’t seem disgusted in the slightest.  
 
    “Can you help him, Faye?” I asked, and I did my best to hide the concern in my voice.  
 
    “Mmmm, well, I think I have some guarigione paste in my pocket,” the redhead said before she stuck her hand into her robes and fiddled around. “Ah! Here we go. This is just what we need.”  
 
    Faye pulled her freckled hand out, and there was a small vial in her grasp. Inside was a deep orange powder with bits of black bark speckled in the mixture. It shone like tangerine gold as she twirled it between her slender fingers, and when Faye plopped the cork out, it smelled like rotten oranges and withered sunflowers combined. 
 
    Fuck, that smells like shit, Alex grunted in my head. It better work. 
 
    “Don’t complain,” I ordered before I nodded in Faye’s direction. “Go ahead, put it on him. He won’t bite.”  
 
    Faye chuckled under her breath before she carefully dipped the tip of her finger inside the vial and retrieved a pinch of the mysterious medicinal paste. Alex did his best not to budge as the redhead carefully covered his entire wound with the strange concoction and then wiped her hands along her hem. 
 
    “There we go.” Faye smiled as she stared deeply into Alexander’s eyes. “Should be as good as new.”  
 
    “Thanks,” I said before I turned my attention back to my familiar. “How are you feeling, Alex?” 
 
    Better already, Alex replied, and I could hear the pep back in his voice. Can you thank the hot redhead for me? 
 
    “Alex says thank you,” I chuckled. “He’s, um… more than appreciative.”  
 
    “No problem,” Faye giggled.  
 
    “Cole,” Vanessa said in an urgent voice, and it was clear she was ready to move the conversation along. “The compass… is it still spinning out of control?”  
 
    “Let me see,” I answered before I opened the wooden lid and peered down at the ancient relic.  
 
    The compass was still spinning, but it was going slower this time. I narrowed my eyes at the erratic little device and patiently waited for it to come to a full stop. Then the needle finally came to a halt, and it was pointing northwest.  
 
    “Well?” the professor pouted impatiently. “What do you see, Cole?”  
 
    “We need to head in that direction.” I pointed, even though all we could still see were miles and miles of green. “I have no idea how far we have to go, but that’s what the compass is telling me.”  
 
    “Ah, fuck,” Vanessa mumbled as she ran her hands through her dark hair. “Well… fine, let’s get moving. Cole, please lead the way. Everyone else, keep close behind.”  
 
    “Yes, professor,” the women agreed before they quietly began to follow me. 
 
    I took a deep breath and marched onward through the endless sea of grass, and we remained silent for several hours. After what seemed like most of the day trekking through fields, there was still nothing but green grass and clear blue skies stretching for miles. More time passed by, and I was beginning to wonder if these fields would ever end. I grew tired, and I knew the others felt the same until finally, I thought I saw something in the far distance. At first, it looked like some kind of tower, made from marble or perhaps stone. It was difficult to tell from this distance, but something in my heart told me it was important.  
 
    “Do you all see that?” I asked before I came to a stop and gestured toward the mysterious pillar. “It’s the only thing we’ve seen for hours.”  
 
    “See what?” Vanessa began until her eyes went wide with realization. “Oh, wait a minute… yes, I see it. Unholy Satan… is that what I think it is?” 
 
    “Wait, what is it?” I asked, and when a cool breeze swept through my hair, I realized the sun was setting. “Have you read about it, Professor?”  
 
    “Yes, it leads to a door, and through that entrance, there will be a stairwell leading to the gates of heaven,” Vanessa replied in a faint voice like she was spilling some kind of dangerous secret. “Once we arrive at the small door, a holy entity of some kind should be guarding it. Don’t ask me what, because different books tell different tales. If we can defeat whatever is guarding the precious door, there should be a long, golden staircase inside--” 
 
    “And it will lead us to the actual gates,” Morgana finished with a long, drawn-out sigh. “We understand, Professor… but still… I-I can’t believe we’re so close.”  
 
    “Neither can I,” Vanessa breathed before she glanced up at the sky and exhaled long and hard. There was a tremble in her breaths, and it surprised us all. “I mean, I knew we could do it, but now that we’re so damn close, it just feels so much…” 
 
    “Like a dream,” I interjected, and the blue-eyed professor turned and flashed me a small smile.  
 
    “Precisely,” she said before she glanced back up at the dimming sky. “Or maybe even a nightmare. Anyway, we’d better set up camp here for the night. We’re going to need all our strength tomorrow. Satan only knows what will be waiting for us at the front of the tower.” 
 
    “Shit… tomorrow will be the day, huh?” Circe questioned with a raised blonde eyebrow. “We’re about to make history.”  
 
    “Yes.” Vanessa nodded. “We’ll be against the greatest and holiest of soldiers tomorrow morning. Just as powerful, if not more so than the scouts.”  
 
    “Unholy hell,” Akira sighed. “Well, I agree. Let’s make camp, eat, and then go to bed.” 
 
    “Do you think they’ll write ballads or chapters about us?” Circe asked with a twinkle in her snake-like eyes. “Once all of this over?” 
 
    “That would be so cool, wouldn’t it?” Akira breathed in a dream-like voice. “I’d love to return to Scholomance and hear them chanting our names.”  
 
    “It’s not about the glory, ladies,” Vanessa said, but I could tell a part of her longed for a legacy of her own.  
 
    The women mumbled their agreements, and after we set up a small fire, had the familiars hunt for food, and ate a small family of bunnies and mice. Then we cleared the fire, and Vanessa set up two tents. The dark-haired professor quietly slipped inside her tent with Isobel by her side, and when the other women joined me in my quarters, a heavy silence settled over us.  
 
    “M-Master,” Beatrix stuttered. “Is it alright to admit a part of me is afraid of what tomorrow might bring?” 
 
    “Not at all,” I reassured her. “Fear is a normal and natural response to something as great as this.” 
 
    “Cole is right,” Akira said in a gentle voice before she brushed back Beatrix’s hair. “Even I’m afraid.”  
 
    “What?” Beatrix gasped with wide eyes, and it made us chuckle. “But Akira, you aren’t afraid of anything.”  
 
    “That’s not true.” Akira shook her head. “I may act like I’m fearless, but I’m just as concerned as you. The only difference is that I hide it a little better than you do, no offense.” 
 
    “None taken,” the light-haired brunette giggled, and I could tell she was already in better spirits. “Thanks, Akira.” 
 
    “Of course.” The ebony-eyed witch smiled. “Now, let’s get some fucking rest.” 
 
    We all slipped beneath the silk and cotton blankets splayed on the ground, and while the other women fell into a deep sleep, my eyes were wide open, and my breathing was shallow. Tomorrow felt like Armageddon, and even though my faith was unwavering, fear still clung to the back of my mind. We only had a few more acres to cross, but Satan only knew what was waiting for us between the pillar and the stairwell to the gates of heaven.  
 
    The more I thought about it, the stronger my connection grew with Samara. I could feel her energy like it was my own. It took a long moment to understand exactly what she was feeling, but I could tell it was a whirlwind of emotions. Her soul was exhausted, her holy spirit was drained, and her heart was tired.  
 
    Still, there was a deep anger in her that I knew all too well. It resonated with me, and I knew we were on two sides of the same coin. Both of us longed to fight for what we believed in, and we were willing to fight to the death to achieve that goal.  
 
    I can feel you watching me, Cole, she said in a worn-out voice. Is there something you wish to tell me before we meet? Or rather, if we meet? 
 
    “Nothing you don’t already know,” I whispered back. “You will be mine soon enough, and we both know there’s not a thing you can do to stop me.”  
 
    I’d sooner take a blade to my throat and cut myself from ear to ear, she replied in the back of my head. The elder lord may not forgive me immediately for taking my own life, but I’d rather die by my own hand than give in to you. 
 
    “Samara,” I said. “You know your heart belongs to the darkness… you need to stop fighting it.” 
 
    Never, she said in a voice laced with iron-like strength.  
 
    I sighed, not with defeat but with pity. I decided to let the elder goddess go, for tomorrow we’d finally see each other, and then time and magic would tell what would happen. It felt like hours had passed, and I knew I needed to rest for at least a couple of hours, but still, sleep eluded me. There were too many concerns weighing heavy on my heart, but eventually I found my eyes slowly closing, and my mind began to drift to another world.  
 
    In my head, I saw vast fields of pure, ebony black fields. Dead trees lurked all around, and a steel sky hovered above me. The air was cool and smelled metallic, like fresh blood. Whenever I was, it felt like home. It was the opposite of the elder heavens, and its pure darkness brought a sense of melancholiac peace to my busy mind. I could hear the laughter from hell as the ground trembled beneath my boots, and I knew the souls of the inferno were celebrating. I couldn’t tell if this was a direct message from Satan himself, but I would take my unholy blessings whenever I could.  
 
    But suddenly, my beautiful dream was violently disturbed. I awoke with a start, and ice-cold fingers were tightening around my throat. It was damn near impossible to open my eyes, but when I did, I saw a shadowy figure hovering above me.  
 
    She was as white as a ghost, with golden wings and piercing blue eyes. She had no facial features, aside from her sockets, and it reminded me of a lifeless doll. Her tight hold on me was growing stronger, and my body was paralyzed.  
 
    “Hello, Cole,” she said, and her voice was a soft echo. “Samara sent me to destroy you before you could even come close to her domain. Now tell me… are you prepared to die? Your time has been long past due, and I’ve come to collect your soul and send it where no one will ever be able to retrieve it.” 
 
    Her eyes burned brighter as she stared down at me, and soon, I could feel myself fading from this world and from those I loved with all my heart. 
 
    Was this the end?  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 16 
 
    The grip on my throat tightened, and it felt like my eyes were going to pop out of my sockets. Whatever this pale, faceless entity was, I didn’t think the others could see it since no one stirred in their sleep or even opened their eyes. The entire tent spun, and I couldn’t move, breathe, or think. All I could do was stare blankly at the ghost above me.  
 
    Samara says she can feel the life draining from you, the shadow remarked in a cold echo in my head, and its blue eyes burned like the sun. She says she can’t wait until the other women wake up and find you cold and lifeless in their arms. But don’t worry, once they do… their hearts will also stop. 
 
    The idea of my coven dying made my blood boil with rage, and I desperately wanted to fight back, but my body was paralyzed. In the back of my mind, I tried to reach for the woman in my dreams, but I couldn’t feel her presence. My head was a clean slate, just an empty void begging to return to life. Blood filled my mouth, and all I could feel was myself fading away, like mist in a summer field, but there was still a flame of fight left within me. With all my willpower, I focused on the flicker of fire still alight inside my soul, and I searched for something in the back of my mind. I needed to fight back somehow, and that was when I thought of my shadow.  
 
    I swiftly pictured his overwhelming presence, his unwavering strength, and I remembered every detail of his tall, shadowy frame. He was a red, dim reflection of me, and his supremacy was mine. His magic belonged to me because we were the same, and I knew if I tried hard enough, he would hear my pleas and come running to my aid. So, with everything I had left in me, I forced myself to close my eyes and focus on his red, wispy frame and long red horns. I thought of his glowing yellow eyes, broad chest, and the same facial features we shared. I even considered his deep, echoing voice, and I mentally imagined him inside the tent, ready to tear this mysterious entity into shreds.  
 
    My vision was blurred, my head pounded with agony, but I pushed it aside, and when I could feel Satan’s power surging back into my bones, I closed my eyes and uttered the curse to bring my twin back to my side.  
 
    Ego in vtero producite.  
 
    Suddenly, a violent wind whipped through the tent and sent the covers and blankets flying everywhere. The atmosphere quickly shifted, and the dusky angel above me turned its head around and stared at the red shadow hovering behind us. Then, before Samara’s servant knew what was happening, my other half soared toward it as quick as a spell and gripped its wispy white neck by his long red talons. My crimson, devilish double bared his dagger-like teeth, and he growled as he fiercely yanked the angel of death backward as hard as he could.  
 
    The holy creature’s searing blue eyes widened with realization when it knew it had met its match. Both beings were made of smoke and ancient magic, and when my shadow pulled the angel off me, he sank his wolf-like fangs deep into the shadowy white neck and gnawed. The mysterious ivory obscuration let out a petrified scream that sounded like the highest-pitched cry I’d ever heard. My eardrums felt like they were going to pop, and I covered my ears until my shadow cut its head completely off.  
 
    Then all was silent.  
 
    When the angel was dead, all feeling suddenly returned to my body. I greedily gulped for air and shot up before I stared at my double with awe and appreciation. That was when my coven all jerked awake, and their eyes widened when they saw my shadow holding onto a white, bloody, and faceless head. Then they turned to look at me, covered their mouths with their hands, and suppressed their terrified screams. 
 
    “M-Master!” Akira breathed, and her black eyes were fixated on my throat. “There’s a deep red handprint on your neck, and you’re bleeding! What happened?” 
 
    “I-I’m fine,” I grunted, but when I touched my skin, it was hot and searing with pain. “Samara tried to kill me…” 
 
    “What the hell is that?” Circe gasped as she pointed to my shadow and the severed head.  
 
    “I have no idea,” I replied, and my voice was low and hoarse. “All I know is it was sent by Samara.” 
 
    Master, this was a spirit of retribution, my shadow explained as he held up the bleeding head, and its eyes were now dim, lifeless, and gray. It was designed to serve as a faceless servant and obey an elder’s bidding.  
 
    “A spirit?” I repeated aloud.  
 
    “Is that what your shadow said?” Morgana asked in a faint voice. “That it was a spirit?” 
 
    “One of retribution meant to serve an elder master,” I reconfirmed. “At least that’s what he told me.”  
 
    “How could he even rip its head off?” Circe asked. “It looked like it was made from smoke?” 
 
    Before I could answer, my shadow’s voice popped into my head. 
 
    Because only a shadow can kill another entity made from smoke or darkness, he said, and now that it’s dead, the others can see it, too. You are all safe for now. Is there anything else I can do for you, master?  
 
    “No,” I answered, and I still sounded rough, “but thank you, again. If I require your assistance, I’ll summon you.”  
 
    Thank you, his voice echoed before he offered me a low bow. Until then. 
 
    We watched in silence as he disappeared from view, and when I looked toward the slivered opening of the tent, I realized the sun was about to rise. A bright orange glow was seeping inside, and the coolness of the shadow’s presence was quickly thinning. The night hadn’t been as peaceful as I hoped it would, but it didn’t matter.  
 
    The eve of battle was upon us, and it was time to move and face Samara. 
 
    “Master,” Beatrix said like she could read my mind. “The horizon is burning. Perhaps it’s time to get up…?”  
 
    “I know,” I sighed before I slowly rose to my feet. “Let’s get ready.” 
 
    No one said a word as we garbed ourselves in our cloaks and boots and then slipped out of the tent. The morning air was brisk, and the fields were glowing with vigor, but I could feel thick tension all around us. Vanessa was already awake, and she was seated on the grass with Isobel’s head on her lap.  
 
    When the professor heard the rustling of our boots against the greenery, she slowly turned around and flashed us a strange smile. It appeared forced since the corners of her lips were upturned, but her eyes were furrowed and filled with concern, or perhaps even sadness. It was difficult to tell with her, and I knew better than to ask.  
 
    “Today is the day,” I said as I took a step closer toward the beautiful professor.  
 
    “Yes, I suppose it is,” she said in a soft voice before she looked at each of us, but then her eyes narrowed at my neck. “Cole, what in hell’s name happened to your throat?” 
 
    “I was attacked by a spirit,” I explained as calmly as possible. “A spirit of retribution sent by Samara.” 
 
    “Well, are you alright?” the professor asked in a surprisingly gentle tone. 
 
    “I’m fine,” I replied with a dismissive wave of my hand. “I handled it, we just need to be on high alert for the next attack.”  
 
    “As long as you’re fine,” Vanessa sighed heavily before she turned over her shoulder and looked at the tower in the distance and then back at us. “We’ll need your abilities. So… is everyone ready?”  
 
    “Yes, professor,” we replied at the same time.  
 
    Vanessa nodded deeply before Isobel raised her head and allowed her master to stand up. The other familiars were also awake, and when Alexander perched himself on my shoulder, I could feel the stiffness in his body.  
 
    Are you ready, Cole? he asked in my head.  
 
    “As ready as I’ll ever be,” I said before I held my head higher and made sure I had all my weapons tucked safely in my waistband. Then I stared ahead at the tower and took a long, deep breath. “Let’s fucking do this.”  
 
    The others nodded in agreement before we quietly headed toward the holy pillar. We walked in silence, and I knew everyone was ready, but still, I knew all their nerves were shot. Finally, after a couple of hours, we were only a few acres away from the tower, so I stopped in my tracks and scanned the area. The tower seemed vacant, and there was only one wooden door. There didn’t appear to be anything guarding the pillar in sight, but still, I knew better than to just rely on eyesight. I needed to take another precaution, one more powerful and reliable.  
 
    “What is it, Cole?” Vanessa demanded in a concerned voice as she looked around. “Do you see something? Has the compass changed?”  
 
    “No,” I said since the compass was steady against my chest, and there was nothing visible in sight. “I just… I want to see if I can sense anything before we cross over to the tower.” 
 
    “Ah,” Vanessa responded in a faint whisper. “Well, you can try, but I’m not sure it will work here. Samara’s magic is too powerful here so close to the heavens, and there has to be some kind of barrier around the pillar, even if we can’t see it.” 
 
    “Still.” I shrugged. “It might be worth a shot.”  
 
    “I agree,” Akira said before she looked at Vanessa. “We should try it if our master says so.”  
 
    “Fine,” the dark-haired professor sighed after a long pause. “Go ahead, Cole… but please, be careful.” 
 
    I nodded, took a small step forward, and closed my eyes. Then I inhaled sharply and raised my hands into the air before I uttered the ancient spell. 
 
    Periculum. 
 
    When I uttered the curse in my mind, it felt like my body was about to jerk backward, and I feared my guts were going to spill from my mouth. A sickening sensation settled in the pit of my stomach, my tongue tasted like blood, and my body trembled violently. There was a deadly presence in the air, and I knew it was ready to swallow anything deemed unholy. I couldn’t see a clear picture of it, but I knew it was watching us and prepared to kill us. I tried to keep still as its presence seeped into my entity, but its force felt like a violent storm, and I nearly fell backward.  
 
    “Master!” Revna cried out before she ran over and tried to steady me. “What did you see? Your face is paler than snow.”  
 
    “It’s not about what I saw,” I muttered before I pressed my fingers against my throbbing temples. “It’s what I felt.”  
 
    “Well, what did you feel?” Vanessa asked in an impatient tone. “Anything specific?” 
 
    “No,” I sighed with disappointment. “All I can tell you is what we already know. There is a severe danger lurking here, and it’s hiding in front of us… just waiting for us to approach the tower.”  
 
    “So, let’s get this over with,” Akira said before she threw back her shoulders, and her eyes were glistening with bloodlust. “I’m tired of waiting.”  
 
    “Me, too,” Circe said before she gripped her wand with all her might. “Let’s fucking do this.”  
 
    The other women began to nod their agreements, and I could feel a shift in the air. The tension was melting away and being replaced with something else. The women’s eyes were alight with fire and passion, and I could feel their hearts pounding against their chests, but not with fear. They were ready to fight, and it made my heart swell with pride and fire as they stood by my side.  
 
    “No matter what happens, we’ll fight with everything we have,” I said in a firm voice, and Alexander’s talons flexed like he was also prepared to take off and fight to the death. “We’re stronger than Samara realizes, and together, we’re more than a family. We’re an army, one that is both unholy and powerful, and together we’re unstoppable. So, let’s find the third artifact and force Samara to return to her roots!”  
 
    The women all raised their wands in the air and let out a simultaneous, fierce war cry. Then we marched toward the pillar together, and when we reached the light-colored tower, we stopped in front of its plain wooden door and studied the narrow, tall structure. The entire base was made from silver and pale stone. Each rock was shaped differently from the other, and it was so tall it surpassed the clouds. Satan only knew just how far it went and how long it would take to climb each step. 
 
    “Unholy fuck,” Circe whispered. “That’s going to be one hell of a walk…”  
 
    Before anyone could offer another comment, a deep rumbling sound echoed in the air and washed over us like a giant ocean wave. At first, I thought it was thunder, but when I strained to listen, I realized it was someone cackling, but the laughter was so loud and powerful, it felt like an earthquake. 
 
    “Shiiiiiiiiit!” Nyx cried out before she put her blue hands over her ears. “What the hell is that?” 
 
    “Fuck if I know!” Akira shouted back. 
 
    “Be quiet!” Vanessa demanded in a firm voice. “I-I think I heard something.”  
 
    No one said a word, and through the fierce grumbling, I thought I heard a deep voice trying to break through the rumbling echo.  
 
    “You are either incredibly brave,” a thick, masculine voice eerily rumbled, “or entirely foolish.”  
 
    “Show yourself,” I demanded as I tightened the grip on my wand. “Let us fight, man to man, or are you a fucking coward?”  
 
    “Ah, but I am no man,” the voice responded. “Like you, filthy Wicca. However, if we are to compare ourselves to one another, I’m far more powerful and glorious than any mortal being or witch alive.” 
 
    “If you’re not a man, what does that make you?” I shouted into the tense air. “Still a fucking, holy coward!”  
 
    “If we’re introducing ourselves, I’d say I’m an angel of sorts,” he chuckled, and the earth shook again, and this time, it nearly made me fall over. “You do realize I can’t let any of you live? You will never be able to pass through my doors and enter the kingdom of heaven, you foolish, reckless Wiccans.”  
 
    “We’ll see about that,” I grunted. “Now, once again, I demand you show yourself! Unless you’re a weakling who’d rather hide beneath an invisible façade? Is that what angels and holy servants are made of? Cowardly hides?”  
 
    “Very well,” he responded after a long moment. “I’ll show you my face, but it does not matter if you can see me or not. I will end you and yours soon enough.” 
 
    “We’ve heard that before,” I muttered as my blood boiled with rage. “Stop wasting time, and let’s get this fucking over with. Show yourself!”  
 
    A cloud of silver mist erupted from nothingness and hovered in front of the wooden door in seconds, and when it finally evaporated, a tall blond man with silver trimmed gold wings stood before us. His eyes were milky blue, and his skin looked as white and as sharp as a marble statue. When he smiled, his teeth shone bright, and two dimples appeared from the sides of his strong jaw. He was a muscular man, garbed in a white robe with a golden rope tied to his waist. He wore leather sandals and had a sword by his side, but it was protected by a tan leather sheath.  
 
    “Oh, don’t worry about that,” he said as he followed my gaze and patted his sword. “I won’t be using weapons on you. This is a fight of pure magic, and we both know who’s more powerful.” 
 
    “Yes, we fucking do,” I growled before I raised my wand and swiftly flicked it in his direction. “Dissulto!”  
 
    A blast of intensely bright light soared toward the elder angel, but with a smile on his face and one small wave of his hand, the light flipped upward and went flying back in our direction. We dove out of the way, but unfortunately, Beatrix wasn’t fast enough. The light hit her in the stomach and sent her soaring back. She screamed as her body tumbled backward, and the others all struggled to get back to their feet. Circe and Marina ran back to help the light-haired brunette, whose lips were bleeding, and a fresh bruise was forming around her right eye. 
 
    “Your wand is quite powerful,” the elder remarked. “Perhaps when you are dead, I will seize it and bring it to Samara as a gift. She is strong enough to mold it into something beautiful and holy… all I have to do is pry it from your cold, dead fingertips.”  
 
    “You fucking bastard,” I spat before I narrowed my eyes at him and willed all of Satan’s glory to rush to my aid. “Secare!”  
 
    As soon as the curse left my lips, a flint of golden yellow light exploded from my wand and flew toward the elder’s perfect face. He moved his head, but still, my spell grazed the edge of his cheek. When he realized he’d been hit, he chuckled in awe and swiped at the trickle of blood with his fingertips. 
 
    “Interesting,” he said as he studied his red-stained finger. “No witch has ever made me bleed before--” 
 
    “Glacio!” Penelope screamed before he could finish his train of thought, but he raised his hand and smiled.  
 
    The air instantly became chilly, and when I looked around me, all the women and familiars were frozen in place. Their eyes were all wide with surprise, and their lips were parted open like they were about to scream. They looked like beautiful but terrifying ice sculptures placed under the sun.  
 
    Cole! Alexander called out. My familiar was high in the air with his wings spread out and ready to attack, but I waved him off mentally.  
 
    Not yet, I said as I studied the frozen women. When I looked closer, I could see the ice sweating, and I knew if I didn’t defeat this holy worshipping bastard soon, they would turn into puddles of water.  
 
    “What pesky little women,” he chortled before his eyes focused back on me. “Now, as you said, let’s fight man to man, just you and me. Agreed?” 
 
    “You son of a holy bitch,” I growled. “No one touches my women and lives.” 
 
    Before he could respond, I stared down at the ground directly beneath his feet and willed the earth to split right open and swallow him whole. Then I imagined the fiery depths of hell devouring his body and clawing his blue eyes out. Blazing blood rushed through my veins and made me tremble, and when the elder looked deeply into my eyes, I knew he could sense my unwavering magic.  
 
    “I can see what you’re trying to do,” he chuckled in a mocking tone. “Try all you want, but it’s useless. Samara’s power is unbreakable. Even your magic won’t surpass me or her barrier.”  
 
    I ignored his remarks and closed my eyes, and then I tried to push out the holiness with all my might and replace it with my beloved darkness and pure evil. My bones trembled as I focused, and my lips tightened into a thin line. I could feel Samara’s presence trying to seep into my psyche like a knife trying to cut through glass, but I refused to let her in. 
 
    I was the one in fucking control.  
 
    That’s it, Cole, the woman from my dreams urged, and it was a relief to finally hear her voice once more. Keep focusing! Don’t stop!  
 
    “I won’t,” I whispered, and it was like a dark cloud was burning inside my soul.  
 
    “Enough of this,” the elder sneered, and I could hear the sudden fear and awareness in his voice. “Displodo!”  
 
    Even though my eyes were closed, I could still see a bright-blue light spurt from the palms of his hands, and it quickly soared in my direction. In my mind, I pictured a thin, red barrier of smoke, and I willed it to surround me and stop his magic from penetrating my heart. His spell was seconds away from striking me, but right before it could do any harm, a wall of fire exploded up around me and swallowed his curse. I opened my eyes as my fire of fortification destroyed his spell, and just beyond the dwindling flames, I could see his face fall into a deep, concerned frown.  
 
    “H-How is this possible?” I heard him say, and by now, his cool demeanor had faded and was replaced with fear. “It can’t be… I won’t allow it!” 
 
    I saw him raise his hand to try and throw another spell my way, but again, my fiery wall shot up and protected me from any curse he could utter. He continued to try and kill me, but no matter what spell he spilled, I was able to destroy it with my mind. 
 
    Now do it, Cole! the woman from my dreams urged. Let hell’s fury swallow him whole! 
 
    “With pleasure,” I whispered, and this time, my voice emerged as an echo and caused the ground to shake. I could feel my mouth forming a smile right before I uttered the ancient incantation, the one to bend everything to my will and submit my victims to complete darkness. 
 
    Modus Antiquorium. 
 
    Suddenly, the pale blue sky turned a deep shade of crimson, and the white clouds emitted lightning that broke across the sky. The elder’s face was swollen with fear, and his palms were lowered as the ground shook underneath me. My grin broadened when I glanced down at his sandals, and I saw the grass was slowly starting to split apart. A glowing red light burst from the opening, and the elder swiftly lowered his eyes and tried to use his abilities to bring the opening to a close, but it was apparently too challenging for him. Thick beads of sweat dripped from his brow, and his eyes were glassy with tears as he muttered the same incantation over and over again under his breath. 
 
    But it was useless. The more he tried to defeat my power, the more energy he was using up, and it was beginning to take a toll on his physical features. His marble skin was turning pallid and shriveled like fruit left under the sun for too long. His burning blue eyes were fading like a dying sunset, and his muscles were deteriorating into ash and bone.  
 
    “Nooooooo!” he cried out, and his voice was broken and hoarse.  
 
    I watched with pleasure as multiple hands burst through the cracked earth and started to grab him by the ankles. He thrashed his body as he tried to escape the claws of death, but the more he moved, the more determined the hellish hands grew. I smiled as his great, magnificent wings began to break from his shoulder blades, and as he screamed in pain, the hands started to claw and scratch at his skin. Then blood spurted into the air as one wing completely fell off, and his cries of agony and terror grew even louder. He fell down to one knee, and the hands from hell grappled him even tighter.  
 
    “Enjoy your time below,” I chuckled as they tore into his robes, skin, and eventually pulled him waist down inside the earth. “You’ll be there for a long fucking time.” 
 
    “Wait, pleeeeeeease,” he begged, and the voices from hell cackled loudly before they reached for his skull and eyes. “Nooooooo! God save meeeee!”  
 
    Long nails plunged into his face and began to rip his skin and completely pull it off. He was still begging for mercy as muscle and bone shone through his tattered skin, and his eyes were pulled from their sockets. Finally, he was sucked into the opening and completely gone from this world, and the sky turned back to blue as everything became still and calm.  
 
    When it was over, I released myself from the searing concentration that overcame my mind. Then I took a deep, soothing breath, and I could hear the other women breathing as well.  
 
    “Master!” Nyx’s voice was the first to shout. “What happened to the elder?” 
 
    “Hell has him now,” I growled, and it felt like my head was going to split in half, but now I was determined to get through this wooden door.  
 
    “Well done, master!” Beatrix gasped. “What would we have done without you?” 
 
    “How did you summon hell when we were so close up to heaven?” Marina questioned with awe and amazement.  
 
    “Because he’s our master,” Akira reminded her, and she flashed me a haughty smirk. “He can do anything.” 
 
    “Satan, can everyone shut up?” Vanessa sighed before she placed a hand on her forehead. “My head…” 
 
    “Will you be able to keep going, professor?” Morgana asked in a soft voice.  
 
    “Of course,” Vanessa snapped, but then her defensive eyes softened, and her voice lowered. “I’m sorry, Miss Morgana. I didn’t mean to be impatient. Yes… I believe I’m ready.” 
 
    “Let’s do this, then, master.” Akira grinned before she turned to regard the others. “We’ll kill whoever is in our way. I just hope this time, we’re awake for the fight.”  
 
    “You will be,” I said in a firm voice. “Trust me… we’ll all have a part to play. I can feel it.”  
 
    “And we’ll have your back, master,” Circe added in a stern tone. “No matter what.”  
 
    I nodded in agreement before I reached for the doorknob, and when my hand grasped the cool metal, I thought I could feel Samara’s presence in the back of my mind. I knew she was dying to push through my subconscious, but I remained as firm as iron and forbade her from slipping into my head. 
 
    It felt like she was crying out in a storm-like fury, but I silently vowed to myself that the next time we spoke, it would be in person. All we had to do was pass through the golden gates of heaven.  
 
    The gates no Wicca has ever passed before, the woman from my dreams reminded me. Tread carefully, Cole. You’re not there just yet. 
 
    “I know,” I replied in a steady voice before I turned to carefully observe the others. “Come on, let’s go.”  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 17 
 
    I pushed the tower door open, and a cool breeze brushed against my face and made every single hair stand on end. We were facing a giant golden staircase that curled all around the inside of the pillar and towered upward, but I couldn’t see a ceiling of any kind when I tilted my head back, so it looked like the stairs went on forever. 
 
    “Unholy hell,” Penelope muttered as her bright brown eyes scanned the shimmering steps. “How long do you think it will take for us to reach the gates?” 
 
    “Do the steps ever end?” Beatrix asked, and by now, her wounds were completely healed. “It doesn’t look like it does.”  
 
    “It doesn’t matter,” Vanessa sighed as she craned her neck. “We need to start climbing instead of just talking. There’s no other way.”  
 
    “She’s right,” I agreed, and the women all stared at me with wide eyes. “The sooner we climb the steps and reach the gates, the sooner we can get this fucking over with.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” my coven replied in agreement.  
 
    The witches had their wands pulled out, and the familiars were behind us, aside from Alex, who hovered in front of me and was ready to obey my will.  
 
    Shall I fly ahead, master? Alex asked in my head. I can try to reach the top before the rest of you do. 
 
    “No,” I said with my eyes fixated on the glittering golden steps. “I’ll take the lead. Even you will have to follow.” 
 
    My familiar didn’t argue with me as we began our march up the holy staircase. No one said a word as we kept our wands pointed out in front of us, and the higher we ventured, the more labored our breathing grew. Sweat trickled down my brow, and my head pounded like a raging storm as Samara continued to try and penetrate my mind. I ignored her desperate efforts and forced myself to keep going, even through the pain. I didn’t care how long it took, and I silently vowed to Satan that no matter what happened, I’d reach those fucking gates or die trying.  
 
    You’re nearly there, Cole, the woman from my dreams whispered in my head. Keep going.  
 
    “I won’t give up,” I muttered as my heart pounded like a drum. “Samara will see my face soon enough, and that’s when I’ll make her mine. I promise.”  
 
    I believe you, she replied, and her soothing voice started to trail away like a fleeting spring breeze. Even if you can’t hear me, I’ll be with you in Satan’s spirit.  
 
    I appreciated her words and continued to push myself onward. My feet were heavy, and my body was sore, but I didn’t give a fuck. The idea of Samara bending and submitting herself to my will gave me the fortitude to keep going and not falter. 
 
    We’d been walking for what seemed like hours, and no one said a word until suddenly, Faye’s voice sprung into the air like a choir of bells.  
 
    “Wait!” the redhead said, and everyone came to an immediate stop. Her bright green eyes were narrowed when I turned to look at her, and her lips were quivering. “Don’t you feel that?” 
 
    “Feel what?” Vanessa asked with an arched eyebrow.  
 
    “Lily says she can feel something trembling,” the redhead explained, and when she looked down at her white familiar, the creature was sprinting in circles around her boots and squeaking like crazy. “She says it’s coming from the ground and traveling upward.”  
 
    My mouth went dry as I listened for an echo of any kind, and I used all my energy to feel for a shift beneath my feet. At first, I felt nothing, but then I sensed a troubling change rumbling from the ground and traveling up my body. In seconds, terror swelled deep inside my gut as loud thunder came from the bottom of the stairwell. I didn’t need to use any spell to know the steps were quickly falling apart and crumbling into golden powder. Each one was breaking apart at an alarming speed and heading right for us, and if we didn’t make a run for it now, we would fall down into a pit of rubble. 
 
    “Run for your fucking lives!” I yelled over the chaos. “That’s a command!”  
 
    The women swiftly started to sprint up each step, and by the time we were running, no one dared to stop to catch their breaths. I glanced behind my shoulder and could see the steps cracking and falling apart, and I knew if we didn’t move faster, the spell would take us, too.  
 
    “Go, go, go!” Vanessa screamed like she could read my mind, and her feet were only inches away from a crumbling step. “Move it, for hell’s sake!”  
 
    My lungs were desperate for air, and there was a sharp pain on the side of my ribs as we hastily ascended the stairwell. I was terrified we weren’t going to make it, but after running up a few more steps, I saw a wide, gold arched opening. There were clouds in view, a bright orange sun was setting in the distance, and despite the holy glow radiating from the exit, I was relieved to see anything that would get us the hell out of here.  
 
    “We’re almost there!” I yelled, and when my foot stepped past the threshold, a sudden force coursed through me, like a ghost just slipped through my body.  
 
    I turned around and saw the other women were outside of the tower, and when the arch cashed down, we all took a moment to breathe. We were all red-faced, and the familiars were gulping for air. For some reason, my body felt lighter, and when I looked down, I realized we were standing on a ground made from white, wispy clouds. Everything glowed a violent, tangerine orange and a rosy pink. A holy stratosphere surrounded us, and when a gentle breeze swept across my skin, it left a vile taste in my mouth. Everything was too tranquil, too lovely, and too sacred. The air was thick with holy devotion, and my veins felt like they were threatening to burst inside my body. It took all my willpower not to press my fingertips against my temples, even though my skull throbbed like it was going to split in half.  
 
    “Unholy hell,” Vanessa muttered when she caught her breath, and then she raised her hand to point a trembling finger behind me. “Look.” 
 
    I turned around, and I forced all the pain to subside as I took a moment to stare at the vision slowly appearing before us. Two towering golden gates emerged out of nowhere, and they glimmered like sunshine and yellow diamonds mixed together. I’d never seen anything so bright in my entire life, and it felt like the sight was going to burn my eyeballs right out of my sockets. I squinted, shielded my eyes with my hand, and took a sharp breath before I took a step forward and pushed the gates open. They both parted wide open with the slightest touch, and beyond the golden bars laid acres of clouds and nothing more. 
 
    “What in Satan’s name is this?” Marina muttered as she took a step closer and pressed her body against mine. “Where the hell is she? There’s nothing up here.” 
 
    “She’s probably hiding,” Akira hissed.  
 
    I truly expected something to change, but the air was steady, and no one dared to say a word as I took a couple of steps forward. The women continued to follow me, and when I ventured further, all I could feel was thick tension and a tint of fear in the air.  
 
    “I’d rather something just pop out,” Akira muttered. “Then we could get this over with.” 
 
    “I agree,” Vesta purred. “I’d rather face Samara head-on than wonder what’s secretly watching us.”  
 
    All of our wands were aimed and at the ready, and everyone’s breathing was low and steady. My heart beat like a drum against my ribcage, my palms were slick with sweat, and I wondered how long we’d be wandering aimlessly among the clouds until I heard a familiar voice.  
 
    “Well, it looks like you’ve finally made it,” Samara’s voice bellowed like thunder, but she was nowhere to be seen. “Now, I hope you’re prepared to face the consequences, Cole. You’ve killed too many of my beloved beings, and now it’s time to face me and my army. I hope you enjoyed your time in this world because it’s about to come to an end.”  
 
    “Just show yourself, Samara,” I hissed into the air. “It’s time for our quarrel to end.” 
 
    “Very well,” she chuckled. 
 
     A gust of wind brushed past me, and that was when I finally saw her in the flesh. The gorgeous elder goddess emerged from thin air, and when she was fully formed, she sat upon a towering throne adorned with jewels of every color and size and made from pure gold. Her seat’s frame soared high and sharply pointed upward, and there was an engraved cross plastered in the center, right above her head. She was dressed in a long, sheer, red and pink gown, and she proudly wore a lavish silver crown on top of her wavy hair. Her full lips were set in a straight line, and when she studied me from head to toe, her ocean-colored eyes were cold and unwavering. She stared long and hard at me, and after we shared a moment of silence, I tried to take a step forward, but something invisible stopped me. It felt like a wall of some kind, and whatever it was made of, it was fierce and impregnatable. She was alone, but I knew that was about to change any second.  
 
    “Samara,” I growled in irritation. “Why don’t you just come down from there and face me? Clearly, I’ve already killed your sentinel down below. Unless you want to waste more elder blood, why don’t you just submit yourself to me now?” 
 
    “Oh, my dear Cole…” she giggled, and there was a thirsty twinkle in her eyes. “You’re going to have to try a little harder than that. Words will not faze me.” 
 
    I sucked in a sharp breath of air, and to my dismay, elder soldiers began to appear out of thin air and stood in groups around the foot of her magnificent throne. There were countless clusters of them, and they stood fearless by their queen with their golden wings and weapons of every kind dangling by their sides. The holy air and tranquility of her kingdom had vanished and was now replaced with cold bloodlust. Her army was more than ready to murder us, and I knew they were itching for Samara to utter the final command, but I could tell by the mischievous grin on her flawless face that she was enjoying the pressure from both sides.  
 
    “Just say the word, my queen,” one man with deep chestnut-brown hair growled as his glowing silver eyes danced across our group. “We’ll tear them into shreds, and it will only take a minute or two.”  
 
    “Soon enough, Aron,” Samara purred with her hand raised in the air. “I’d like to set some rules first. By my word, you may torture or kill whomever you wish, but make sure you leave the male witch for me. I’d like to kill him myself and take back the artifacts he stole from me.” 
 
    “Yes, my queen,” the elder soldiers all responded at once.  
 
    As the goddess’ smile widened, and her hand slowly dropped, I gripped my wand tighter, focused on her men, and prepared myself for one of the bloodiest battles yet.  
 
    “Now,” she ordered in a deadly calm voice, and her men began to pull out their weapons.  
 
    “Attack!” I cried out, and my voice sounded like a crack of thunder. 
 
    My women and the familiars let out ferocious war cries before we bolted toward the elder men with our wands steadily pointed out. Their faces grew eager with bloodlust before they all screamed with fury and charged, but before any of them could lay one spell on us, my women began to tear into the holy soldiers with every attack they had.  
 
    “Segmentum!” Circe cried out with all her might.  
 
    A spurt of icy yellow light erupted from the tip of the serpentine Wicca’s wand and soared toward the closest group of elders who were running across the surface of clouds. When her curse hit them, their weapons melted from their hands, and small but deep cuts spread all across their bodies. They wailed in pain and quickly cowered back as their tattered gowns were stained with blood, and then, when they were distracted, Akira flicked her wand. 
 
    “Illuminana!” the ebony-eyed Wicca yelled, and she sent a ball of fire soaring toward the screaming elders.  
 
    Vanessa then raised her palms, and her face was set in stony determination as she stared at the wailing elders. 
 
    “Motus!” the professor screamed, and the flames grew into a cloud that set the militia on fire.  
 
    Samara’s face darkened as her first group of men burned, shrieked, and begged for mercy, and a twinge of satisfaction flowed through my body before I raised my wand higher. The smell of decay wafted through the clouds, and the other men stood in blind terror as their counterparts succumbed to a slow and painful death.  
 
    “What in heaven’s name are the rest of you waiting for?” the elder goddess screeched when no one budged an inch. “Attack them! Spill their blood and stain the clouds!” 
 
    We stood guard, and it took a long moment before the other men seemed to find their footing and courage to charge. I smiled and didn’t hesitate before I blasted spell after spell at them, and I didn’t even have to give the command before Alexander flew over the clouds and began to tear into the eyes of Samara’s men. They shouted in pain as tears of blood ran down their pale marble faces, but then, the sky rumbled, and when I glanced up, the white clouds parted to reveal a stream of serpens quickly descending upon us. To my horror, I realized there were dozens of them, enough to wipe us all out. 
 
    “We have them now!” the elder named Aron bellowed with satisfaction. “Prepare to meet your dear fires of hell!”  
 
    Rage and fear seared through my veins, and when I glanced at Samara’s perfect face, a smile crept upon her lips, and she cackled with laughter until her shoulders shook. Her eyes sparkled with thirst, and her smile was taunting me.  
 
    Once again, the elder goddess thought she had the upper hand, but I was prepared to prove her wrong. As the serpens drew closer and a fire burned in their throats, I looked up into their eyes. Their snake-like orbs matched the bloodlust in their mistress’ smile, and I knew they were about to spout a cloud of flames in our direction. There was this determined fierceness in their feral faces and a wild longing to see us dead, but they had no idea what kind of power I had in my heart.  
 
    “Do it!” Samara cried out. “Burn them allllllll!” 
 
    One of her giant loyal beasts flew quicker and lower than the others, and when it opened its jaws to spew a massive cloud of fire at me, I raised my hand high above me.  
 
    I quickly pictured a watery dome, the same kind Vanessa would often create to protect us, but only more magnificent. Then I willed that wall to form around my women with all my might, and before the flames from Samara’s serpen could burn any witch, a giant dome of water and ice formed around us. It quickly stopped the fire right in its tracks, and not only did it protect us, but it also ricocheted the attack and exploded it in the serpens’ faces.  
 
    “Yes, master!” Morgana screamed with pride. “Well done!” 
 
    “Look at them burn!” Akira cackled in pure joy.  
 
    I grinned as the fire continued to consume the serpens, and when their white scales turned into charcoal, Samara’s face fell and twisted into a mask of fury. The elder goddess’ men took giant steps back, and they shielded their eyes as the serpens wailed in terror and pain and then tossed back their long necks. My smile widened as the fire spread across the beasts’ broad chests and up to their snouts until their magnificent bodies turned black and raw, and the smell of their putrid burning flesh filled the air.  
 
    “Keep going, Cole!” Vanessa encouraged. “Burn them all!”  
 
    “Cooooole!” Samara wailed as her pets shriveled into black ash. “You will pay for this! Attack them! Kill them now! But bring me Cole alive!”  
 
    Even after she uttered the command, it looked like her soldiers were too hesitant to keep fighting. They just stood there and stared at us while we remained inside our protective dome, and when I saw the terrified glint in their eyes, that was when I knew they feared for their lives. Samara didn’t give one fuck about them, and they now knew it.  
 
    The elder goddess gripped the sides of her throne as her stormy eyes glistened with fury, and her rosy lips formed a tight line as she waited for her minions to obey her bidding.  
 
    “You heard our queen, attack!” one elder with gold hair and green eyes shouted, but his voice quivered with fear. “Use your swords and all the power flowing through your bodies! Let’s rid the world of these witches once and for all.” 
 
    None of the other men budged an inch, and I grinned as the blond elder solely ran toward the dome. Not one of his men shared the same fighting spirit, and rightly so because when the spirited soldier tried to penetrate through the transparent wall with the tip of his sword, a burst of light coursed through his weapon and lit up his entire body like his veins were made of lightning. His frame trembled, and his eyes glowed a violent shade of red before his skin melted from his bones and turned into a puddle of blood, piss, and gore.  
 
    His counterparts swiftly turned a couple of shades paler, and no one dared to approach us. I stared at each one of them, and I knew I longed for more death and destruction. So, while we remained inside the sphere of ice, lightning, and water, I closed my eyes and took a long deep breath.  
 
    I pictured countless lost souls dwelling down below, and I thought of all those who longed to see the elders die gruesome and terrible deaths. All that vengeance coursed through my veins and penetrated my heart. My lungs were heavy, my heart swelled, and my voice came out like an echo when I spoke.  
 
    “Mente nostra, et Tenebrae Vos vires animumque meum corpus,” I recited with my hands raised high in the air. “Concipiamus conceit cupio… facite praecepta mea et facit ea!” 
 
    Suddenly, there was a loud roar, and the clouds quickly began to shift color. The fluffy dove white clouds were now a deep shade of hellish red, and the sky was as black as midnight. Samara’s face was aghast as she looked around, but the stubborn former Wicca still refused to climb down from her throne.  
 
    “W-What is this?” she cried out. “My barrier was supposed to keep your filthy Wicca magic out!”  
 
    “You underestimated me, Samara,” I bellowed, and the clouds shook when I spoke. “I warned you.” 
 
    The elder goddess’ bottom lip quivered with fear and anger as an army of my own reckoning started to come to life, and the soldiers took several steps back as all the Wiccans from hell rose from underneath the clouds and ascended to heaven. Many of the risen witches were eyeless from being burned at the stake, but when they sensed the elder warriors’ presence, the resurrected women turned their heads in the same direction, and broken, bloody smiles crept across their faces.  
 
    “Don’t just stand there!” Samara wailed in a broken voice. “Kill them!”  
 
    Her men quivered in their sandals, but after a couple of seconds, the elder named Aron ran toward the risen women. He lifted his hand, and with his open palm exposed at my army, he furrowed his eyebrows and shouted with all his might.  
 
    “Reditus!” 
 
    His bright green spell spurted from his skin and went soaring toward the women of hell. Not one of them moved as the curse continued to fly in their direction, but then one of them raised her hand and stopped the attack in place. Her obscure features furrowed in concentration, and the spell stopped inches away from her face and melted mid-air.  
 
    The elder’s expression fell, and the rest of the men inched backward like they were trying to get closer to Samara.  
 
    “Look at them,” one woman cackled. Half her face was gone, and only bone and blood remained, as well as one dangling eyeball. “They cower back to their mistress, like a babe searches for its mother’s teat.”  
 
    “Shall we teach them a lesson?” another woman with long black hair chuckled. “I think we should tear them into holy shreds. May we devour them, master?”  
 
    When I turned to look at her, the entire army I had summoned was solely focused on me and waiting for my command. I smiled and slowly turned to look at Samara’s blank, white-washed face, and her eyes burned into mine before I glanced back at my risen women and nodded. 
 
    “You may kill whoever you wish,” I said, “but leave the goddess to me.”  
 
    The hellish women grinned with pleasure, and their cackles sounded like a chorus of thunder before they sprinted toward the elders and began to cast countless spells against them. These women used the most ancient magic possible, and blood spilled over the clouds as they tore the holy warriors into bloody ribbons. My heart beat with hot adrenaline as the elders screamed like lambs at the slaughter, but my eyes were locked on one woman.  
 
    Samara didn’t move an inch as her men succumbed to painful, brutal deaths, but the color from her face drained, and I could see her fingers trembling as she clutched onto her throne.  
 
    “Master,” Akira breathed by my side. “This is the most glorious and gory slaughter imaginable.”  
 
    “She’s right,” Vanessa whispered, and when I studied her eyes, they were filled with awe and respect. “Cole, you’ve saved us.”  
 
    “But what about the third artifact?” Marina asked as her bright eyes watched the women tear into the holy army. “How do we even know what it is? Or where to look?” 
 
    The former siren had a valid point. We still didn’t know where or what the final relic was, but then I stared long and hard at the silver adornment on the top of Samara’s head, and that was when I could feel its magnificent presence radiating like the sun.  
 
    “What is it, master?” Circe asked as she followed my unwavering gaze.  
 
    “It’s the crown,” I muttered. “That’s the third relic.”  
 
    The women all stared at the goddess, and her face crumpled into a mask of confusion and fury. Her men succumbed to their fates, and when all of her holy soldiers were dead, and their tattered limbs littered the once heavenly floor, Samara finally stepped down from her throne and regarded me.  
 
    “Yes, it is,” she said as she looked at me from head to toe, “and if you want it, you’re going to have to pry it from my dead fingers.”  
 
    “Let’s not be overdramatic, Samara,” I said as I allowed the dome to slowly fade from view and the witches to return to hell. Then I took a small step toward her. “I’m ready for you. Come and do your worst.”  
 
    Samara slowly approached me, and the hem of her long gown soaked up the blood of her men as she drew closer. She never blinked on her way over to me, and I could hear the other women suck in a sharp breath of air when I took a heavy step toward her.  
 
    Tension filled the air as the two of us sauntered over to the other, and I gripped my wand tightly and held my breath as I studied every inch of the gorgeous goddess. She was tall and slender, and her breasts were full and heaved up and down as she waltzed over to me. If she was afraid, she didn’t show it. Instead, she remained as cold as stone, and her expression never altered, even when we were inches away from one another.  
 
    “I don’t want to have to hurt you,” I muttered. “Why don’t you just give in to me now?”  
 
    “You won’t touch a hair on my head,” she growled before her hand shot up, and her face darkened. “Spiritus!”  
 
    A shimmering, blinding white light exploded from her chest and soared right at me, but I quickly raised my hand and pictured the spell swiftly changing directions. 
 
    “Motus!” I cried out. 
 
    The spell stopped, but only inches away from my nose. Its light was burning hot, and it made sweat drip from my brow and my hands tremble. The light hovered in the air, but it refused to switch course. Samara was pushing against my power, and it made us both shake with determination as we tried to change the will of her curse. My head pounded with agony, and it felt like all my bones were about to break, but I refused to give in. I knew Samara was feeling the same thing, and she was just as determined as I was to win this fight. Neither of us were prepared to let our power falter, and I didn’t care if it took all my willpower and strength to make her fall down on her knees and offer herself up to me. I vowed to become her master, and by the time this fight was over, she would return to the darkness.  
 
    “Give up,” the elder goddess hissed through gritted teeth. “You will obey me and fall down to my power--” 
 
    “Never,” I interjected, and the flame of fortitude in her eyes burned even brighter.  
 
    I focused on the spell, and with all my willpower and strength, I willed the magic to burst into oblivion. I didn’t want to harm Samara, so I figured the best course of action to take would be to completely destroy the curse. With that in mind, I closed my eyes and commanded her spell to do my unholy bidding. 
 
    “Motus!” I yelled at the top of my lungs. 
 
    I opened my eyes, and the spell grew larger like an iridescent cloud and shone brighter than the sun. It burned, and its power felt like it could melt my eyeballs from my sockets, but my eyes never left the holy incantation. Samara’s features were illuminated by the vivid light, and I could see her eyes widen with anger as her spell exploded into a thousand shards of icy glass. 
 
    “Noooooo!” the goddess screamed before we both flew backward.  
 
    My body soared into the air, and it was like someone had punched me in the gut. Even though we were on top of a canvas of clouds, it was like my body was crashing down on solid stone when I hit the surface. The breath was completely knocked out of me, and for a moment I thought my bones were about to break in half.  
 
    “Master!” my women screamed, but they remained in place.  
 
    This was my own fight.  
 
    I could hear Samara gasp and gulp for air, and I knew she was suffering as well, even if I couldn’t sit up and see her. My body was limp, my throat was raw, and my mouth was dry.  
 
    But by hell, I was determined to see this through.  
 
    Get up, Cole, the woman from my dreams urged. You’re so close. Don’t give up now.  
 
    “I won’t,” I said through the blood in my mouth.  
 
    I forced myself to get up, and I pushed down the pain that was flooding through my entire body. When I looked at Samara, her face was contorted into a mask of agony, and blood trickled down her nose. She was red-faced, and her gown was slipping from her shoulders as she struggled to stand up.  
 
    “Using my own power against me?” Samara breathed, and her voice was hoarse. “Do you really think that’s going to stop me? Volito!” 
 
     A sudden ball of red light seeped from her hand, and when it hit my chest, it made me fly backward even further and crash on the ground even harder. I heard a crunching sound, and it felt like my ribs were broken. I coughed up blood, and my head pulsed with a pounding pain I could not push away. Still, even if I was on the verge of death, I wouldn’t lay here like a limp fawn.  
 
    I would fight until the very end if I had to.  
 
    So, with all the strength I could find within me, I forced myself to sit up, and when I stared at Samara, there was a newfound hunger and anticipation in her ocean-colored eyes. She was dying to see me perish, but before she could utter another spell, I focused on the clouds and ordered them to obey my will. I yearned for their wispy tendrils to snake around her ankles and bring her down to her knees, and then I made my move.  
 
    Motus.  
 
    The clouds quickly obeyed my command, and Samara gasped when the crimson shadows wrapped around her and pulled her down. She screamed in anger and thrashed around like a wild animal as the elements continued to keep her prisoner, but my hold on her was strong.  
 
    “Stop fighting it, Samara,” I grunted before I rose to my feet and neared her. “It’s over.” 
 
    “No!” she cried out, and when I narrowed my eyes at the clouds, they clung onto her skin even harder.  
 
    “It’s over!” I snarled. 
 
    “You will not use my own kingdom against me!” she bellowed, and her eyes suddenly turned a bright shade of lightning-yellow. “Libertas!”  
 
    My concentration was suddenly interrupted like someone took a pair of unbreakable scissors to an iron string and cut it. The clouds swiftly released her, and she tossed back her hair. Then her lips curled into a scowl before she raised both hands in the air.  
 
    “Et converteret ad se regnum!” Samara screamed. 
 
    The clouds began to tremble, the sky started to crack like it was made out of thin glass, and soon, it fell from above like rain. Everything felt like it was coming apart, like her heavenly lord was destroying everything in its path.  
 
    My women gasped in shock and fell over, and Vanessa did her best to stand up straight, but I knew it was taking all her concentration. I was also struggling to remain upright, and when I looked at Samara, there was a wild fierceness in her eyes, one that was on the brink of total madness.  
 
    “What the hell are you doing?” I demanded as I stared at the elder queen. “Are you trying to bring everything down and kill yourself?”  
 
    “If that’s what it takes,” the elder queen grunted with resilience. “I’ll bring down all of heaven with you and your women. I don’t care if it kills me, too… my god is more powerful than yours!”  
 
    I narrowed my eyes and raised both my hands high in the air before I tried to focus on the surrounding elements. It was terribly difficult to find my footing, breathe steadily in and out, and also focus on an ancient incantation all at the same time, but there was no other option. So, with all my fortitude, I gritted my teeth and willed Satan and his unholy glory to come rushing to my side. My fingertips tingled, violent shivers ran up and down my spine, and pins and needles pricked the back of my eyeballs, but still, I forced my mouth open and raised my hands in the air.  
 
    “Modus antiquorum!” 
 
    Samara’s face darkened, and the lines on her forehead grew more intense as she knitted her eyebrows together and glanced up at the sky. The glass sky slowly stopped cracking, and her features screwed up in confusion before her blue-green eyes widened with realization. 
 
    Finally, the elder goddess knew, deep in her heart, that my magic was far more powerful than hers. I could sense it because it was radiating off her like sunshine. Her lips were downturned, her eyes were on the verge of tears, and when everything steadied and returned to normal, she brought her hands down and stared long and hard at me. The sky and clouds were steady, and I remained upright, untouched by her magic.  
 
    “Very well, Cole,” the elder goddess said in a faint voice. “Y-You’ve won. I… I submit myself to you.” 
 
    I took in a sharp breath of air and studied Samara from head to toe. She was prepared to give herself to me, and I’d never seen anyone appear so vulnerable and open before. Her resilience and stubbornness were gone and replaced with something else entirely. Her arms were spread apart, and when she walked toward me, her lips parted open. She breathed softly as she stared up at me, and she slowly got down on her knees and then bowed her head.  
 
    “Tell me why I should accept you as mine and return you to the darkness,” I ordered as I stared down at her submissive stature. “I need to hear it aloud.” 
 
    “Your power far exceeded my own,” she whispered, and her voice was breaking like she was on the verge of tears. “My elder lord refused to come to my aid. He abandoned me in my hour of need. I know when I’ve been outdone, and if it pleases you… I would be honored if you spared my life and took me as one of your unholy women. As proof of my words, here is the third artifact.” 
 
    I watched with pure satisfaction as her fingers grappled the sides of her silver crown, and she slowly handed it to me. Before I could reach over to take it, though, an echoing thunder emerged from the clouds, and a glowing light began to leech from Samara’s body. It radiated off her like sunshine and slowly slipped away like a cloud. 
 
    “What’s happening?” I asked.  
 
    “The binding spell has been broken,” Samara said in a weakened voice. “Now, my elder power is gone for all eternity. I am an empty vessel. Don’t worry, you can touch the crown, it’s harmless.”  
 
    When I touched the precious relic, I could feel it's great supremacy flowing through my skin and penetrating my heart. It was once tainted with holy magic, but soon, it would be a weapon for us to use. 
 
    I looked down at Samara, and at that moment, I could sense everything she was feeling. I could feel her intense loneliness, her desperation to belong to something true and mighty. She had always felt like this, and the damned Elder god had taken advantage of her. She was so lost and alone, and now, all I wanted to do was take her with us and officially make her an unholy member of my coven. Her holy magic was gone, and now it was time for her to be reborn.  
 
    You’ve done it, Cole, the woman from my dreams said in a soothing voice. Now, it’s time to return back to your beloved academy. They’re waiting for you. 
 
    “Stand up,” I said as I looked down at Samara. “You’re free from the holy elders, and I accept your plea.”  
 
    Samara took a long moment before she raised her head, and her eyes met mine. She swallowed her tears, and when I offered her my hand, she slowly took it and rose to her feet. The other women all stood back, but when I pulled Samara to her feet, I turned over my shoulder to look at them.  
 
    “Come and introduce yourselves,” I ordered. “We can trust her. The elder goddess is gone. This is someone else entirely.”  
 
    “It doesn’t feel quite like that, master, ” Akira muttered with daggers in her eyes. “She did just try to kill us, after all.” 
 
    “Akira,” Morgana said in a firm voice. “If our master says we can trust her, then we trust her because we trust him. It will take some time, but eventually, we’ll get used to our new… friend.”  
 
    “You’re right, Morgana,” Akira said before she turned to look at me with pleading eyes. “Please, forgive me, master. We’ll present ourselves.” 
 
    “Thank you.” I nodded.  
 
    Every woman, including Vanessa, came to my side and began to introduce themselves, and I took a brief moment to relish our victory and let the air slowly return to my lungs. I looked all around us and studied the red clouds and dark sky, and as magnificent as it was, all I wanted was to return to the dimly lit stone academy to see the other students and professors again.  
 
    I looked down at the crown and took another deep breath, and a smile broke across my face when I looked at the women and gripped the crown even tighter. 
 
    “Let’s go home,” I said.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 18 
 
    “How will we return, master?” Circe asked as she looked at the decaying bodies, the burned serpens, and the blood-toned sky.  
 
    “We can shadow port back,” Vanessa remarked with her chin raised. “Now that the holy kingdom is no longer a part of Samara’s power and the barrier is down, we can use our magic to travel back to Scholomance. It shouldn’t be a problem.”  
 
    “Are you ready to return to your roots, Samara?” Akira asked in a surprisingly kind voice.  
 
    “I-I’m not sure,” the golden-haired woman responded as she stared at all the women. Her face was blank, and for a moment, she looked like a lost little girl. “It’s been a very, very long time… and I’ve spilled so much of your blood since then.” 
 
    “Well, now that you’ve decided to return to the right side,” Penelope said in a perky voice, “you will be welcomed back because of our master’s mercy. I know it’s difficult, but try not to worry too much about your past transgressions.” 
 
    “But… your students have died because of me,” Samara carefully pointed out. “Will I truly be accepted? If you’d rather kill me, I’d ask you to do it now. I don’t want to go through a trial just to be burned at the stake--” 
 
    “We’re not going to kill you, and students die all the time,” Nyx said with a slightly forced shrug. “I mean, for hell’s sake, you can die from being late to class, so I’m sure they will get over the idea quickly.” 
 
    “Besides,” Vanessa said in a more confident tone, “if you’re going to be a part of Cole’s coven, the entire academy will not only accept you but also give you the utmost respect. Cole is the most powerful witch behind Scholomance walls. No one dares to question his supremacy nor his decisions. Believe me, I’ve tried.” 
 
    “I can finally see why,” the beautiful woman replied before she fixed her ocean-hued eyes upon me. “I just wish to S-Satan it hadn’t taken me this long to see the truth. I feel like I’ve wasted so many years following and believing a lie, the lie that the elder lord truly cared for me. And all the blood I’ve spilled, there’s no way for me to take it back--”  
 
    “That doesn’t matter now,” I reassured her, and when I placed a hand on her shoulder, I could feel her body tense up. “We have all three artifacts now, and I will enact the spell to make you one of mine. You’ll be under my unholy protection, and once unholy magic flows you, you’ll be feeling much better, I guarantee it.”  
 
    “Well, with that being said,” Vanessa added in a firm voice. “Let’s make that happen, shall we? Everyone, please gather around in a circle and join hands. Quickly now. Satan only knows what’s going to happen to this blood-soaked kingdom now.” 
 
    We quickly did as the professor asked, and when Samara’s hand touched mine, I could feel her unstable energy slide up my body. She was an ocean of emotions, and I sensed her fear, confusion, and curiosity as if it were my own. She knew I could sense her aura, and when she looked at me, a small smile crept across her face before she lowered her eyes. I knew she was embarrassed about her behavior, but soon, she’d forget all about it. 
 
    Once she was officially mine, and I was pumping my seed deep into her beautiful body.  
 
    The familiars gathered around us, and when everyone was in tight formation, Vanessa closed her eyes and uttered a familiar spell I’d been longing to hear for quite some time now.  
 
    “Hos parere imperio!” the professor roared.  
 
    Suddenly, we were all wrapped up in a thick cloud of purple smoke, and in seconds, I could feel my sore body twisting and turning through space and time. It took several minutes, and when the dizzying sensation came to a sudden stop, I took in a deep breath and looked all around me. At first, my vision was blurred, but when everything came back to life, I realized we were back in the banquet hall of our beloved Scholomance academy.  
 
    It wasn’t empty, though. Every single table was adorned with various plates of food, multiple pitchers of wine, and burning candelabras. We stood in the middle of the grand hall, and when I looked around, I saw all the students were seated at their respective tables. Then their eyes fell upon us, and thunderous applause rang through the grand hall as a chorus of whistles and cheers filled the air.  
 
    My heart hammered and swelled with pride as I looked at the vast ocean of witches, and when my gaze fixated on the professors’ table, my smile widened even more. Each professor was on their feet and clapping for us with the proudest smiles on their faces. Music was playing from the ghost orchestra, and a fire was burning from the candle chandelier hanging above us. The room was warm, and it smelled of delicious food mingled with the scent of perfume and roses.  
 
    Then my eyes fell upon the Headmistress, and I studied her from head to toe. I had missed her dearly, and I didn’t even realize just how much until I looked upon her gorgeous face and slender form. She was dressed in a lovely but simple black velvet gown with pearl buttons and a low-cut neckline. She wore a gold necklace with an emerald gem and matching earrings, and her long dark hair was loose, which was rare for her. Her pale-blue eyes shimmered with joy and pride when she looked at me and then at her daughter, and she lifted her arms high in the air.  
 
    “Congratulations!” her voice boomed from across the hall. “We finally have our students back! And they have the third and final relic among them! Not to mention two new powerful additions to our academy!”  
 
    The applause grew louder, and when I looked at my women, they were all smiling and glowing with pride. Blushes crept across some of their faces, but others wore a proud smirk or a demure smile. The familiars hovered around us, and when Alexander perched himself on my shoulder, his talons gently dug into my skin as his voice slipped into my head. 
 
    Well done, Cole, he said in a cheery voice. You did it.  
 
    “Thanks, man,” I muttered. “I couldn’t have done it without you, though.” 
 
    Yeah, you could, he chuckled, but I’ll admit I did make it easier for you at times.  
 
    “You really did,” I answered as the clapping slowly died down, and everyone was silent and waiting for the Headmistress’ next words.  
 
    “If you don’t mind, Cole,” Theodora said before she gracefully lifted her hand in the air. “I’ll be taking that.”  
 
    I followed her gaze, and I realized she was referring to the silver crown in my hand. My iron-like fingers were white-knuckled around the artifact, but I nodded in Theodora’s direction, and she snapped her fingers. The relic quickly left my tight grasp, floated over to the Headmistress, and hovered inches away from her face. Then she snapped her fingers again, and this time, the crown thinned into nothingness and disappeared from view. I breathed a sigh of relief when it was gone, and it felt like a huge weight was lifted from my shoulders.  
 
    “Now,” Professor Luna said in a sing-song voice before she stood up and gestured at the food. The pale-haired professor wore a long silver gown with white feathers on the hem and matching earrings. “Please sit down and enjoy every morsel and drop of wine in front of you! You certainly deserve it!”  
 
    I nodded in the pale-blonde professor’s direction, and her smile broadened before she raised her goblet in the air and then took a deep sip. In fact, it looked like she drank the entire helping in one go.  
 
    “Still as strange as ever,” Akira snickered behind me, and without even turning around, I could feel Morgana nudging her in the ribs.  
 
    Everyone continued to cheer, and as their eyes focused solely on us, a part of me still couldn’t believe we were back. Like the women had said earlier, it really did feel like a dream come true.  
 
    Enjoy yourself, Cole, Alexander said in my head. We’ll leave you to it.  
 
    “Thanks, man.” I smiled before the familiars flew, slithered, or crawled out of the hall.  
 
    There was a table with just enough empty seats for our group behind us, and when I sat down, the women’s clothes and hairstyles immediately changed, as did mine. When I looked down, I saw I was dressed in a deep-blue velvet suit, and every inch of my body felt clean and rejuvenated.  
 
    “Wow,” Akira said as she studied her black and purple corset gown and then the wine and food. “This looks incredible.” 
 
    “How did Theodora know we were on our way?” Circe asked, and she was dressed in a rose-pink gown with a square neckline and a black diamond choker. “Everything was already prepared. We could have been dead for all she knew.”  
 
    “She sensed our victory from me,” Vanessa explained, and her cheeks were so flushed it matched the body-clinging red gown she wore. “We all know how fast she works… I just wish she remembered that technically, I belong at their table, not yours… no offense.”  
 
    “None taken, Professor,” Morgana said as she chewed on her lower lip, and she looked down at her deep green gown with a low front cut that was trimmed with black lace. “I-I still can’t believe we’re back at school… it almost doesn’t feel real.” 
 
    “I know,” Penelope added, and she smiled as she looked down at her bright gold gown. “It’s a beautiful nightmare come true… thanks to our master, of course.”  
 
    “We all had a part to play,” I said as I looked at each beautiful woman. “Thanks to all of you, we’re safely and successfully back.”  
 
    The women blushed and muttered their agreements, and then we all started to eat and drink. My plate was filled with mashed pumpkin, roasted quail, grilled leprechaun, baked spiced bread, and fresh, exotic greens, and my goblet was filled to the brim with black wine. When I ate and drank, the spices tingled my taste buds and sent a pleasant shiver through my body, and I still couldn’t believe we were back home eating a proper dinner and celebrating with the other students. My women barely spoke as we devoured our meals, and serene music continued to play in the background.  
 
    As I chewed on my food, I couldn’t help but notice how awkward Samara looked in her periwinkle-blue dress. She was an unholy vision dressed to perfection, but still, there was a slight frown etched on her lips as she played with her food. I stared discreetly at her, and when I met her gorgeous ocean-colored eyes, she forced herself to smile, even though she could feel the other students’ unwavering eyes on her. I knew Samara felt uncomfortable, and now that things were different, I wanted to make her feel as relaxed as possible.  
 
    “It’s alright, Samara,” I said before I placed my hand on hers. “You’ll officially be one of us soon, and by then, I promise you’ll feel more at home.” 
 
    “Oh, you’ll feel a lot more than that,” Akira said with a sexy wink, and it seemed like the usually caustic witch was coming to terms with our coven’s soon-to-be new addition. “Trust me. You won’t be able to walk properly by tomorrow morning.” 
 
    “Dear Satan,” Vanessa grunted under her breath before she shook her head. “Just another reason why I’d prefer the other table.” 
 
    “Will classes start tomorrow?” Revna asked, and she could barely mask the excitement in her voice. “Should I bring anything with me?” 
 
    “Just your wand,” Faye said before she turned to look at Samara. “Are you also excited about joining classes? Or will you even be joining?” 
 
    “I-I dunno,” Samara said in a trembling voice. “I think I am?” 
 
    “Just try to relax, Samara,” I said before I reached over to grab her soft hand. “It will be alright. We’ll figure it all out tomorrow.”  
 
    The former elder’s rosy lips curled into a demure smile before she nodded and stared intently at me. As my hand touched hers, I could feel her energy shift, like she was suddenly itching for something. It took me a moment, but I quickly recognized what she was longing for.  
 
    The golden-haired beauty looked at me the way my women stared at me when I was about to plunge my cock deep inside them. Her lids were half-hooded, her cheeks burned with desire, and her breathing was deep and labored. I could smell her arousal from across the table, and it made blood rush to my cock as I stared long and hard at her. Still, I forced myself to momentarily set my animalistic urges aside and focus on the banquet set for us in celebration of our return. It was difficult to concentrate on anything, but I managed to maintain self-control until the music came to a slow stop.  
 
    “Attention, students!” Theodora’s commanding voice echoed through the hallway. “I think it’s time we send our champions off to bed. Tomorrow, a new day will begin, and a new fight will ensue. But for now, rest well and let your minds be at ease.”  
 
    The students and professors all muttered their agreements and began to leave the room in an organized order. When there was barely anyone left in the hall, I stood up with my women and Vanessa, but as soon as I got to my feet, Theodora’s voice cut through the air like glass.  
 
    “Ah, Cole,” she said, “would you please stand behind for a moment? I’d like a private word with you and Samara.”  
 
    “Of course,” I said, and when I looked at the other women, their eyes were filled with exhaustion. “Go to bed, that’s a direct order. We’ll reconnect in the morning, right before class.”  
 
    “Are you certain, master?” Marina asked with an arched purple eyebrow.  
 
    “Yes,” I replied without hesitation. “You all deserve a full night of sleep. If one of you could share a bed with Revna, I would appreciate it. I’ll create rooms for her and Samara tomorrow.”  
 
    It pained me a little to send the women off into their own private quarters, but as much as they were thirsting for my cock, tonight belonged to Samara. I would spend the entire night making her mine, and for her first time, I knew she would prefer to be alone.  
 
    “Thank you, master,” the women responded in unison before they turned around and headed for the door.  
 
    Vanessa lingered behind, and before she looked at me, she stared down at her hands and clumsily fumbled with her fingers. She sighed deeply when her eyes met mine, and it looked like whatever she wanted to say, it was painful for her.  
 
    “Cole, before I leave,” she said in a low voice. “I’d like to say it’s been… good… to fight by your side. You fought incredibly and never faltered, even when moments were at their direst.” 
 
    “Thank you, Professor.” I smiled. “As did you. We would have never survived the journey without you by our side.”  
 
    “Err, well, now with that out of the way,” she said before she cleared her throat. “I’ll see you in class tomorrow morning. Don’t be late.”  
 
    “Goodnight, Vanessa,” I chuckled.  
 
    The professor took a moment to look at me, and for a second there, I thought she was going to say something, but instead, she simply shook her head, lifted her skirt, and swiftly left the grand hall.  
 
    Then I turned to face Theodora, and she flashed me a small smile before she stared at Samara. 
 
    “Welcome,” she purred with a small nod.  
 
    “Thank you,” the golden-haired woman responded in a meek voice. “I-I appreciate you taking me in… considering my past sins.” 
 
    “We try to give second chances when we see potential,” Theodora replied. “And Cole argued for your potential. Just be sure to not take it for granted, Miss Samara.” 
 
    “I vow not to,” Samara responded quickly.  
 
    “Is this what you wanted, Headmistress?” I asked before I dug into my waistband and pulled out the second artifact.  
 
    “No,” Theodora responded as she shook her head. “You’ll be needing that shortly… all I wanted to say was how grateful I am to see you back. Tomorrow, we will have a long talk, but for now, please enjoy your night… both of you.” 
 
    “Thank you.” I nodded. “Sleep well, Headmistress.” 
 
    I guided Samara by the small of her back out of the hall, and we walked in silence all the way up to the common room. I pushed the painting back and stepped past the threshold, and Samara took a moment to study the living room, the fireplace where the familiars slept, and the two stairwells.  
 
    “This all belongs to you?” she asked in a soft voice.  
 
    “Yes,” I replied, and all I wanted to do was take her to my bedroom. “Well, it belongs to all my women as well. Soon, it will also be yours.” 
 
    “Speaking of possessions, are you going to make me yours?” Samara asked before she slowly turned around and looked deeply into my eyes. “Because I want to belong to you… tonight.”  
 
    “Follow me, then,” I whispered, and all I wanted to do was rip her clothes off right here, but I maintained self-control. “Your wish will be granted soon enough.”  
 
    I headed upstairs to my bedroom and opened the door, and I breathed with satisfaction as I stared upon the red satin-covered bed, the dark walls, and the fire sparking in the hearth. I glanced back at Samara and saw she was staring at every inch of the bedroom, but when she caught me looking at her, she gasped, quickly bowed, and then got down to her knees.  
 
    “Cole,” she said in a low, pleading voice. “I’m ready to become yours.”  
 
    I grinned and placed a finger under her chin, and then I raised her face to meet mine. The unusual color of her eyes had shifted again, and when she stared up at me, I could feel every nerve tingle with desire. 
 
    “Very well,” I said, and with the other hand, I reached into my waistband and pulled out her former holy dagger. “Hold still.”  
 
    Samara didn’t even flinch when I pressed the blade against her skin and cut deeply across her collar bone. Her eyes never left mine as her flesh parted open, and thick tears of blood ruined her blue gown.  
 
    Without breaking eye contact, I swiped the drops of blood from her skin and began to draw the unholy pentagram on the floor. Samara didn’t question me as I silently worked, and when I was done, I placed the dagger on my desk and returned to Samara, who was still on her knees.  
 
    “Crawl to the center of the pentagram,” I ordered. “Then we can begin, but you must remain as still as possible.”  
 
    Samara wasted no time before she dutifully crawled over to the unholy symbol, and when she was ready for me, I took a deep breath and then raised my hands into the air. Immediately, I felt a secular presence sift all around me, like an invisible curtain grazing my skin. Satan’s power flowed through my veins like a sweltering river, and my heart pounded with the intense, unholy manifestation. I knew his presence was here in this room with us, and as I stared down at the former goddess, I could feel it growing like a dark cloud above my head. Then, when all his power was mine to control, I began the unholy chant to make Samara a part of my wicked and undying coven. 
 
    “Vocal, et tenebras petere quod sit conjunctio fiet, et anima per sanguinem,” I echoed, and a sudden, sharp wind flowed through the bedroom and sent a pleasant shiver down my spine. “Hae mulieres serve meus, et me in vita mea voluntati parer. Now, close your eyes and repeat after me… you are done with the elder lord and are mine for all eternity.” 
 
    “I am finished with the elder lord and his magic,” Samara said in a loud whisper as she closed her eyes. “Now, I am yours. I am yours to command for all eternity, Cole… and soon, I shall call you master.” 
 
    A small smile formed at the corners of my lips as her breathing grew shallow and quick. I knew she was accepting both my power and the dark lord’s energy at the same time, all while exhaling her holy devotion. I could see that it took a toll on her, but she remained as still as possible. 
 
    “Now,” I continued. “In the ancient, unholy tongue, say you will serve me for all eternity.” 
 
    It took her a long moment, but her lashes fluttered, and I could see her eyeballs darting back and forth underneath her eyelids. Then she sucked in a sharp breath of air, and her breasts heaved up and down before she spoke in another low whisper.  
 
    “Si audierint et observaverint--” she said in a tiny voice, but I knew that would not suffice.  
 
    “Louder,” I commanded. “We need hell to hear you. The unholy spirits need to know you’ve changed for the better.”  
 
    “Si audierint et observaverint Illum Sicut animam meam in dominum,” the stunning golden-haired woman replied in a louder and more confident voice, and suddenly, the walls began to quake, and the floorboards were jiggling.  
 
    A surge of strength coursed through me as soon as the words left her lips, and the wind instantly grew colder. When I studied Samara’s perfect features, a part of me almost didn’t believe she was now bent to my will, but I had to set that notion aside and commit to the reality that she was now becoming mine.  
 
    I prepared to finish the pact, and blood coursed south as I thought of her naked and underneath me. I couldn’t wait for the spell to be complete.  
 
    “Et nos in viam diabolum malum,” I bellowed, and I raised my hands even higher into the air. “Nos Gratias ago Vos omnem virum robustum!” 
 
    Samara didn’t even flinch as the room grew darker and ice-cold. She remained as still as a statue, and blood continued to trickle down her collarbone and stain her gown. As I finished the spell, the wind grew stronger and fiercer, but her full lips didn’t quiver, and no matter how hard the wind brushed back her long hair, she didn’t move an inch. Finally, when everything came to a cold stop, and all was still, I knew the spell had been completed.  
 
    “I command you to stand up,” I said in a firm voice. “Now.” 
 
    Samara’s eyes instantly fluttered open, and when her ocean-hued gaze stared up at me, I could see her newfound adoration and devotion. Then she got to her feet, and her lips parted open as she slowly smiled. 
 
    “I-It worked, master,” she breathed in amazement, and she took a step closer to me. “I-I can feel you. Your will, your ambition, your power. It is more magnificent than the elder lord could ever hope to be. M-Master… what would you have me do first?”  
 
    “I want you to undress,” I commanded as I looked down at her. “Then get back down on your knees and wait for my next command.” 
 
    “Yes, master,” the former elder goddess sighed in a dream-like voice.  
 
    I watched with the utmost satisfaction as she obeyed my order and began to tug the blue, blood-stained gown off her shoulders. When the fabric slipped over her slender body, I exhaled sharply, and blood coursed south as I studied every inch of her perfect, naked body. Her nipples were already swollen with desire, and her breasts were full as they bounced with every shaky breath she took. A small smile crept across my face as she slowly crept down and bent her knees, and when she was positioned exactly how I wanted, I tossed off my blazer and began to unbutton my shirt.  
 
    Samara stared at my broad chest, and then she eagerly reached for my belt.  
 
    “Ah, ah, ah,” I said as I clicked my tongue. “Be patient.”  
 
    “I’m sorry, master,” Samara muttered as a deep blush crept across her face, and she dropped her hands back into her lap. “I-I just can’t wait to see you. I want all of you.” 
 
    “As I said, you’ll have to be patient,” I reminded her before my hands slowly made their way to my pants. “Just like I’ve been.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” the newly transformed Wicca said. “I will do whatever you ask of me.”  
 
    “Good,” I said before I unclasped my button and slid my pants down, and when my erect cock sprung to view, it made her shimmering eyes go as wide as dinner plates. “Now… I want you to take a taste. You deserve it, but remember, you must obey every direct order.”  
 
    “I promise,” she said before she glanced up at me and licked her lips. “I will listen to every word and obey every command.”  
 
    “Then begin,” I ordered in a low growl. “Slooooowly.” 
 
    I neared her mouth, and when she was close enough, she gently grasped my rigid member with her smooth hands and licked my cock from tip to balls. I shuddered with immense pleasure as she ran her tongue all along my length, and her wet touch felt like pure ecstasy. I grunted and tossed my head back as she grew more eager, and when she wrapped her full lips around my dick and took me all the way in, I slowly began to buck my hips and fuck her wanting mouth.  
 
    “Hmmmmmmm,” she groaned as I rocked back and forth.  
 
    “That’s it,” I grunted before I grabbed her thick, golden locks and sped up my movements. “Take me all the way inside. I know you can go deeper than that.”  
 
    Samara’s eyes watered with desire as she stared up at me, and her face was red as she swirled her tongue in expert motions around my cock. The gorgeous former goddess wriggled her head all the way down to my balls and slurped against my length. Each time my tip grazed the back of her throat, she gently gagged, but that didn’t deter her from taking me in deeper.  
 
    “Fuuuuuuck,” I groaned, and I could feel my eyes rolling into the back of my head as I slid deeper down her throat.  
 
    My entire body was shot through with electricity, and my hips started to move faster and faster. When my head spun in furious circles and all my blood coursed south, I knew I was nearing an explosive threshold, so as Samara moaned and slurped, I tightened my hold on her golden locks and fucked myself even deeper down her throat.  
 
    “Hmmmmmm,” she grunted as pre-cum dripped from the corner of her wet lips.  
 
    “Fuck, I’m going to cum,” I breathed in a raspy voice. “And when I do, I want you to swallow every single drop. Don’t waste anything, or I won’t be pleased.”  
 
    In response, Samara slurped and hummed along my throbbing length and bobbed her head furiously back and forth. Then I bucked my hips like a jackhammer, and I threw my head back and released a bucket-load of hot cream inside her mouth.  
 
    “Satan,” I hissed as my cum flooded across her tongue in spurts.  
 
    The former goddess gently gagged, but as I sprayed every drop of my cream deep inside her mouth, she drank it all, like the obedient Wicca she was now. Then she gently pulled away from my slick cock until a popping sound echoed in the room, and if that wasn’t enough, she ran her tongue all along my cock to just take one more taste.  
 
    “Oooooooh,” the beautiful Wiccan purred before she swiped her moist lips and licked her slender fingers. “That tasted absolutely amazing, master. I long for moooooore. Please, master. Do not let this be the end of our night together.” 
 
    “Not even close.” I grinned like a hungry wolf. “Tonight, I plan to take you in every way I can. Now… for your next command, I order you to climb onto the bed and spread your legs wide open for me. Don’t be shy. I want to see everything.”  
 
    “Yes, master,” Samara purred before she slowly stood up and strutted over toward the bed. “I vow to do whatever you please. My sole purpose now is to serve you and make up for my past sins.” 
 
    “And we’ll start with that tonight,” I growled with primal craving, and I could already feel myself growing hard again. 
 
    I watched with hungry eyes as the perfectly sculpted beauty slowly crawled over to the bed and laid her vulnerable body before me. Then she placed her head upon the pillows and breathed heavily before she spread her lean legs wide open. Her bright pink folds were glistening with wild desire, and she slowly reached down toward her drenched pussy and was dangerously close to slipping a finger inside her hungry hole.  
 
    “Stop,” I ordered with authority ringing in my tone, and Samara pouted as the blood pact froze her in place.  
 
    “What’s wrong, master?” she questioned in an innocent voice I’d never heard from her before. “Do you not want me to pleasure myself?”  
 
    “Not tonight,” I commanded. “Tonight, you are mine only.” 
 
    “Then what would you have me do?” she asked. “Name it, and it shall be done.”  
 
    “Spread those legs even wider and then use your hands to widen that pretty pussy of yours,” I ordered. “I want to see deep inside you.” 
 
    “As you wish, master,” Samara agreed, and the hunger in her eyes intensified.  
 
    I breathed heavily as the former goddess did exactly what she was told, and when I saw the silky, pink folds already bright and swollen with craving, arousal whizzed through my body like a brewing storm. I knew I needed to have her body connected with mine, and soon. The wait was killing me, but the foreplay was also tantalizingly delicious.  
 
    I finally inched closer to the bed as my cock became erect once more, and I took my time before I crawled toward her open legs.  
 
    My eyes never left hers as I slowly placed my head in between her plush thighs and stuck my tongue deep inside her sweet insides. She moaned softly as I pleasured her in every way possible, and after I fucked her gently with my tongue, I nibbled and licked her sweet spot. My touch made her gasp in shock and pleasure, like her body was just struck with lightning, and the golden-haired witch jerked her body upward and squealed with desire as I flicked my tongue faster and harder against her clit.  
 
    “M-Master,” she said, and the insides of her thighs were trembling. “I-I’ve never felt anything like this before… your touch feels like the most incredible feeling in all the worlds, both holy and unholy. I don’t think I’ll ever be able to have enough! Please, don’t ever s-s-stooooop!” 
 
    “Is that so?” I asked after I pulled away and looked at her with a smile. “Then, if that’s the case, get down on your hands and knees and offer yourself up to me.” 
 
    “What are you going to do--” she began, but then I reached over and placed a finger on her wet lips.  
 
    “Don’t ask questions,” I grunted before I roughly pressed my mouth against hers. 
 
    Samara moaned as our tongues snaked together, and I reached down to plunge my fingers deep inside her sopping pussy. Her body jerked as I began to finger fuck her brains out, and her moans quickly grew louder. Her kiss became more demanding, too, as the sound of her wet pussy and my fingers sawing in and out of her folds echoed in the bedroom.  
 
    Finally, we pulled away for air, and Samara squealed and tossed back her head. When I looked at her, her eyes were squeezed shut, and her lips were curled into an O. She was red-faced and too close to an orgasm, but I didn’t want her to cum unless it was on my terms, so I pulled out of her opening. When I was no longer inside her, she opened her eyes and stared at me with worship and wild longing.  
 
    “Oh, master,” she moaned before she bit down on her lip. “What are you going to do to me? I can’t wait.”  
 
    “Then get on all fours as I asked,” I grunted, and by now, I couldn’t wait to slip deep inside her. “Don’t make me tell you again because if I have to, you won’t receive my reward.”  
 
    “I wouldn’t be able to handle that,” Samara pouted, but she quickly got to her knees and positioned herself as I asked. “Like this, master?” 
 
    “Exactly,” I growled as I stared at her full ass and wet folds. “Now, arch your back lower, and when I’m deep inside you, you may scream as loud as you want.”  
 
    “Yes, m-master,” Samara said in a quivering voice, and I knew she was both nervous and eager for my full cock to penetrate her. “I’m ready.” 
 
    Before I slipped deep into her desperate tunnel, I batted my cock along her red-hot pussy, and each time I dared to slide my tip into her wet hole, she moaned and pleaded for more.  
 
    “Do you want me?” I snarled before I grabbed the sides of her hips and dug my nails into her skin. “Tell me how much you want me to fuck your newly restored Wicca brains out.”  
 
    “More than anything,” she squealed, and her hands were already bunching the sheets. “The spot between my legs is pulsating with desire, and if I can’t have you, I won’t know what to do. Please, I beg you to fuck me and make my body yours.”  
 
    “Who’s your master?” I growled. “Who do you serve?”  
 
    “You, Cole,” she mewled as she writhed against the bed. “I live to serve you and our dark lord Satan. Take me, master…. pleeeeeeeease.”  
 
    “Very well,” I chuckled before I slipped my cock deep inside her sopping opening. 
 
    The two of us groaned with instant pleasure and blood-boiling satisfaction as I ventured deeper inside her. I wasted no time before I began to gently saw in and out of her silky tunnel, and with each thrust, she moaned and tossed back her head. She gasped and groaned as I bucked my hips faster, and when my balls slapped against her skin, she gasped and screamed for more. 
 
    “Fuuuuuuuuuck!” the former elder goddess moaned with delight. “S-Satan, if I had known this was what it would feel like to be under your pact and touch, I would have succumbed myself to you sooner.”  
 
    “Oh, yeah?” I teased before I reached over and wrapped my hand around her throat. “How does it feel to be under my total control? You know I can do whatever the hell I want with you.”  
 
    “I-I’d never felt anything so amazing before,” she stammered, and her body was beginning to rock wildly against mine. “I-I can’t get enough. Ooooooh, fuck, yes, just like that! Fuuuuuuuuck! Fuck me, master!”  
 
    “To be honest,” I said in between rough thrusts. “Neither can I. Fuck… you feel so tight and hot.” 
 
    “Does my body p-please you, master?” she asked as my grip around her throat tightened. “Hmmmmm… yes, please fuck me harder. I’m seeing stars! Fuck, fuck, fuuuuuuuck!”  
 
    “Do you want it rougher?” I asked as sweat dripped down my brow. “If so, you have to beg for it.”  
 
    “Y-Yes,” she breathed through my tight grasp. “Pleeeeeeeease, master! Please, fuck me harder! I beg you! I’ll be goooooood. Fuck the darkness back into my heart. Stain me with your unholy will and seed. ”  
 
    I gave into the golden-haired witch’s desires and moved my body with more vigor and determination, and her hourglass body violently jerked forward as I thrust deeper, faster, and harder inside her sweltering tunnel. Samara tried to scream, but when my grip around her throat grew tighter, she gasped and panted wildly for breath instead. Soft, delicious moans resonated in her throat, and small quick gasps escaped from her lips as I went deeper inside her. I could choke the life out of her right now, and I knew it wouldn’t kill her, so the tighter I clutched onto her throat, the more she rocked her body against mine and gasped desperately for air.  
 
    “Do you like that?” I panted as our bodies swayed in unison.  
 
    Samara struggled to remain on all fours as I lifted one of my legs and adjusted myself so I was able to fuck her even harder and faster. Her tight, sweltering walls clenched tighter around my throbbing cock, and I knew her pussy was about to reach an explosive threshold. Her walls were clamping furiously around me, and when my grip around her throat loosened, her body jerked wildly forward, and she screamed like a wild animal as I plowed swiftly inside her.  
 
    “I-I-I’m going to cum!” she cried out, and her voice cracked. “I can’t hold back any longer!”  
 
    “So cum,” I grunted before I wrapped my hands around her long hair and roughly pulled her back. “Cum long and hard for me, and scream my name.” 
 
    “Cooooooooooooooole!” Samara shrieked, and I was sure the entire academy could hear us. “Maaaaaaaaaaaaaster!”  
 
    Her hot walls trembled around my cock and viciously squeezed my shaft until I exploded like a hose deep inside her. My vision blurred, my lungs burned desperately for air, and my cock continued to twitch deep inside her tunnel. Her greedy walls sucked me dry for every drop of cum I could offer her, and we both groaned with utter satisfaction before I slowly plopped out of her swollen, hot opening. 
 
    I grinned when I saw thick, white cum dripping from her opening, and I took a deep breath before I laid back down on the pillows and studied her submissive frame. She was still on all fours, and her legs and arms were trembling violently, but she was learning her place, and the spell of the pact was powerful on her. I hadn’t told her to move, so she still remained as I left her. I took a moment to enjoy the view, but I also knew both of us had plenty of more fucking to do before the night was over.  
 
    “You can move now.” I smiled. “Come over here.” 
 
    Samara slowly turned around, and her cheeks were bright red. I could tell she wanted more, and when she looked down at my cock, I held back a grin when she licked her lips.  
 
    “Master,” she pleaded. “Can I please touch you again?” 
 
    “You may.” I nodded. “Then, if you do well, you can ride me.”  
 
    “I’d love nothing more,” she breathed with wide, burning blue-green eyes.  
 
    “So, what are you waiting for?” I asked. “Go ahead and begin.”  
 
    Samara licked her lips, and when she was hovering over my cock, she slowly began to rub her hands up and down my shaft. I stared at her taut nipples, flat stomach, and perfect facial features as she purred with desire and moved her hands a little faster. Then I started to grunt with pleasure as blood coursed back down to my cock, and she locked eyes with me and then ran her long hot tongue along my member.  
 
    “Fuuuuuuck,” I growled as I tossed back my head. “You’re getting better and better at this.” 
 
    “Do you like that, master?” Samara purred before she wrapped her lips around the tip of my cock and then wriggled her head down to my balls.  
 
    Blood rushed down to my cock, and I tried to steady my rapid breathing. She was growing more eager by the second, though, and I knew if I didn’t stop her now, she’d make me cum everywhere.  
 
    But that’s not where I wanted to spray my seed.  
 
    “Stop,” I ordered, and she gently pulled away from my throbbing dick. Then I smiled and positioned myself more comfortably on the pillows. “Now… I want you to climb on top of me and slide down on my cock. Ride me like you would a stallion, and don’t you dare stop until we both cum. Understood?”  
 
    “Yes, with pleasure,” Samara purred before she hovered her bare pussy over my rigid pole.  
 
    Her ocean-colored eyes were locked with mine as she slowly lowered her body down onto my rock-hard shaft, and when the tip of my cock slipped into her wet, wanting pussy, we both groaned with immense pleasure.  
 
    “Shiiiiiiit,” I grunted before I grabbed onto her hips and guided her along my cock. “Your pussy feels so fucking tight around my dick. Fuuuuuck, you’re perfect.” 
 
    “And you’re sooooooo thick and long, master,” Samara gasped before she tossed back her head and stared up at the ceiling. “I can feel you all the way inside me… fuuuuuuuck! More, master! Please don’t stop fucking me!”  
 
    In response, I bucked my hips upward and went deeper up and inside her sweltering tunnel. She slowly began to bounce up and down as her cheeks burned bright red, and sweat trickled in between her breasts as she picked up the pace.  
 
    “Master,” she panted as her breasts bounced up and down. “I need you to spray your seed deep inside me and fill me to brim again. I neeeeeeeed you!” 
 
    “If you keep moving like that, then I vow to fill you all the way up,” I grunted as I plowed deeper inside her sweltering, sopping pussy. “Fuck, I vow to explode deep inside you… you’re fucking incredible… keep moving just like that.” 
 
    “Y-Yes, master!” she gasped before I reached up, grabbed one of her full breasts, and pinched her swollen nipple. “Mmmmmmmm, yes, master! Fuuuuuuck! Ahhhhhhhh! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!”  
 
    Her cheeks deepened in color, and she began to bounce even faster along my length. Her walls clenched tighter around my cock with each quick spring, and when I pinched her bud even harder, her eyes went wide before she screamed with delight. She looked like she was possessed when she greedily gasped for air and tossed back her head, and then she stared up at the ceiling with glassy, unfocused eyes.  
 
    “You’re so close,” I grunted as her walls tightened around my rod. “I can feel it.”  
 
    “I-I-I am,” she stuttered, and then she began to grind against my cock with all the speed and determination she could muster. “Fuck, fuck, fuck!”  
 
    Her tight, sweltering walls clamped around my shaft like a bear trap, and when she looked down at me, she bit her lip and ground even faster against me. Then she shifted her body back a little, and again, she started to eagerly bounce up and down along my pulsating length. 
 
    “C-Cole,” she panted with her eyes squeezed tightly shut. “I-I mean master, I-I think I’m going to lose control!”  
 
    “Not just yet, keep going,” I ordered before I clung onto her hips and then dug my nails deeper into her skin.  
 
    Samara wildly tossed her head back and forth as she jumped up and down, and when I guided her faster along my cock and bucked my hips upward, she screamed like she was dying. She bit down on her lip until she drew blood and then gasped for air.  
 
    “I-I can’t hold back any longer!” she wailed. “Pleeeeeeease, m-master, let me cuuuuuuuum!”  
 
    “Then cum for me,” I commanded. “Cum as hard as you can. Right fucking now.” 
 
    “Maaaaaaaaster!” Samara screamed, and hot juices exploded from her pussy and dripped down onto my cock.  
 
    I reached my own threshold, and with my nails deep in her skin, I gave her one more quick hard thrust and then exploded deep inside her. My head spun around in vicious circles, and her tunnel sucked me dry and demanded every drop. I gasped and grunted as I came down from the remarkable high, and my cock gave one final spurt of seed. We both took a long moment to catch our breaths, and when her breathing steadied, she slowly clambered off me and nuzzled herself beside me under the crook of my arm. 
 
    “Cole,” the beautiful Wicca purred. “That was amazing.”  
 
    “Thank you.” I grinned. “You were fucking fantastic as well.”  
 
    “Master,” she said, and her voice had become more serious. “I… I think there is something you should know.”  
 
    “What is it?” I asked as I sat up and stared into her bright eyes. “You can tell me… I’m your master now.” 
 
    “I know,” she said without breaking eye contact. “Well… the love making we just enjoyed…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “You have poured so much of your seed into me, and you are still hard.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “That’s kind of how it is with my coven. I make love to them all night.” 
 
    “And… you pour that much sperm into each of them?” she whispered. “Each time you climax, it feels like a gallon of your hot cream is spraying into my womb, and the taste of your seed… It is wonderful. I just want it all the time. I want your seed in my womb, and in my mouth, and all over my body. Tell me, has your coven asked to become pregnant yet?” 
 
    “I know they want my children,” I said, “but I have denied them because of this war.” 
 
    “Yes…” she whispered. “This is making sense now.” 
 
    “Are you going to tell what’s going on?” I chuckled. 
 
    “Do you remember the final spell I cast when we were up in the kingdom of heaven? The one I made to bring everything down, but you stopped it from happening?”  
 
    “Yes, of course, I do,” I replied slowly. “Why?” 
 
    “That curse,” she continued, and there was this lively twinkle in her eyes. “It can never be broken by any Wicca. It’s the most powerful incantation to ever exist, yet you were able to stop it. That can only mean one thing…”  
 
    “What?” I said, and my heart was hammering with anticipation. “What does it mean?” 
 
    “It means… you must be the antichrist,” she whispered, and her eyes were like an ocean storm. “You are Satan reborn. Between your absolute power over the dark arts, and your… insatiable passion. There can be no other explanation. You have taken a physical form in this existence to impregnate all your loyal witches with your dark offspring and finally destroy your enemies. I believe this is why the elder lord commanded me to kill you by any means necessary.”  
 
    “That can’t be true.” I could feel the blood drain from my face as I leaned back and tried to absorb what she just told me.  
 
    “Tell me,” Samara whispered as she stroked my face. “What memories do you have? Were you born a child into this world, or an adult ready to battle and impregnate the women around you? And who did you first have contact with?” 
 
    “Theodora,” I whispered. “She was there.” 
 
    “The ruler of Scholomance always has a place beside the Dark Lord,” Samara said. “If I were to guess, she was the one to do the ritual that brought you into existence, and now, she waits for your power to grow so that you can claim your legacy.” 
 
    My heart felt like it was beating in my throat, and my stomach was twisted into knots. I wasn’t sure how to feel or what to say, but what I did know was Theodora would have the answers to all my questions. 
 
    If I was truly what Samara claimed, then there were countless inquests I had for the headmistress. She’d dodged many of my questions before, but now, there was no way for her to elude them. If I was truly Satan reborn, that would mean I was the most powerful being to walk the realms, and I knew the elder lord would never stand for that. I also knew he would stop at nothing to see me destroyed. 
 
    Which meant this war was far from over. If anything, it was only the beginning. 
 
    “I must speak with Theodora,” I said. “And this time, she won’t evade my questions.” 
 
      
 
    End of Book 9  
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