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Chapter 1

A heavy silence filled the living room as we waited for the two witches to come back downstairs.

Samantha was in her room with the newly resurrected Chrissy Fry, which still caused my head to ache if I thought about it too much, and the two of them were picking a new outfit for Chrissy to wear.

An hour ago, Chrissy was a mumbling, mindless zombie, and I was still in the process of getting my head around that. But now, after a séance in the backyard that involved magical fire, smudge sticks, sweetgrass, and a spell from an incredibly rare and powerful spell book, The Cursed Compendium, Chrissy was essentially back to her normal self again.

Or… as normal as you can be after being murdered and then brought back to life again.

It had been less than a month since I’d first absorbed the satanic entity this coven of witches summoned, and I’d experienced so much shit that I had enough stories to write several books on all of this madness.

But bringing a girl back to life took the prize for the strangest shit I’d encountered, that was for damn sure.

To my left, Julia cleared her throat, and she let out a sigh as she adjusted her position on the couch.

Fiona folded and then unfolded her arms as she glanced around the room, almost like she hadn’t stepped foot in this sorority house before today.

Willow leaned back in her armchair and pulled the sleeves of her black sweater over her clenched fists. She didn’t appear to be as affected by the tense silence, but the mysterious, fire-wielding witch spent the majority of her life in a constant state of silence.

Tasha also appeared to be completely unfazed, and she simply brought out a strawberry-flavored lollipop from the pocket of her yellow rain jacket, pulled off the wrapper, and popped the candy in her mouth.

“How can you eat at a time like this?” Julia leaned around me to glance at Tasha.

“At a time like what?” The blonde-haired witch shrugged and slurped on her lollipop. “We should be celebrating Chrissy’s return, so I’m just bringing out the snacks.”

“I have to admit, it is kinda strange…” Fiona hummed as she pulled on a strand of her short blonde hair. “Like, should we act totally normal? Would Chrissy want us to act normal? What do we do?”

Everyone in the room glanced over at me at exactly the same time.

“Master?” Julia asked.

“Uhh…” I breathed. “I suppose Chrissy would want us to act normal?”

“I mean, if I’d just been brought back from the dead, and everyone was walking on eggshells around me, I think I’d find it slightly annoying,” Julia admitted.

The pastel goth twirled a strand of blue hair around her finger. Then she tucked her head into my shoulder and curled herself further into the couch.

“You make a good point.” I smiled down at Julia. “Why make it awkward when we should be proud of what we just achieved?”

“I can’t believe it worked,” Tasha said with a light shake of her head. “I was somewhat confident with what we had to do because I’d read about it so often over the years, but there was still a high chance it wasn’t going to work.”

“It just shows how incredible you are.” I winked as she blew me a kiss.

Julia giggled into my shoulder, and then she wrapped her arm over my stomach and pulled herself against me.

“So… If we’re going to act totally normal…” Fiona rubbed her jaw in thought. “Does that mean we can talk about what Chrissy said as soon as she ‘woke up?’”

“Oh,” Julia snorted. “You mean how she said it wasn’t just Toby Michaels involved in her death?”

“Yeah, what the fuck does that mean?” Tasha asked.

“I think it means Toby wasn’t the only one involved,” Willow mumbled.

“Har-har.” Tasha rolled her white-blue eyes as she pulled her waist-length blonde hair over her shoulders. “I mean… If it wasn’t just Toby, then who else was involved?”

“I think that’s one of the mysteries of Hartry, Maine,” I replied. “Unless Chrissy remembers everything, of course.”

Toby Michaels was a douchebag tennis player who probably grew up wiping his ass with fifty-dollar bills. Of course, he was the “leader” of his fraternity, and from what I’d heard, he’d had an on-again, off-again relationship with Chrissy before the night she died.

Due to my coven’s impressive collection of gifts, we were able to quickly work out that Toby was involved in Chrissy’s disappearance and murder, and we were also able to find her body buried within the trees of Hawthorn Country Park. But now it felt like the mystery was only just getting bigger and bigger.

“I really hope she remembers,” Julia sighed. “Chrissy needs that closure, her family needs answers… I just hope she can… Start her life again, so to speak.”

“I mean, literally,” Willow added. “She’s literally starting her life again.”

“Alright,” Samantha grumbled as she stormed into the room. “Do you want to stop talking about Chrissy like she’s not here?”

We’d been so caught up in conversation that I hadn’t heard the two of them wander down the stairs.

“I mean… she wasn’t here,” Tasha replied. “Not in this room, anyway.”

“Also, I doubt you actually heard us,” Fiona added. “You heard our thoughts, and there’s a difference.”

“Semantics, Fiona,” the clairvoyant snapped as she stepped to the side for Chrissy to step up beside her.

Our new arrival wore a pair of pink starry pajamas, and she must have found them comfortable because her zombie self wore them, too. She’d also had no sense of direction, so we were constantly on Chrissy-watch to stop her from walking into solid surfaces every other second.

I hoped she left the tendency to snap her teeth and throw her mottled fingers into our drinks with her zombie self.

Chrissy’s curly hair fell over her shoulders like a waterfall, and she placed one hand on her chest as she smiled at everyone.

“It’s okay, Sam.” She placed a hand on her friend’s shoulder and gave it a light squeeze. “I don’t care if they’re talking about my case or not. I know it’s all in good nature.”

“Exactly, we just want to help.” Julia leaped off the couch and held her arms out. “I’m Julia, by the way. It’s soooo good to finally meet you… in person.”

Chrissy gave Julia a lopsided smile, and then she laughed as she accepted the hug. Her unruly, curly brown hair fell over Julia’s back, and the two of them squeezed each other tight as the others stepped forward to hug Chrissy.

Chrissy had been missing for just over a year, so she’d only known Samantha before that unfortunate evening. Zombie-Chrissy had been plodding around the house for the last few days, but it was the first time she’d actually met the rest of us in person.

Samantha acted all tough in front of us, but I knew she had a big heart, and I caught her constantly smiling at her closest friend who she thought she’d lost for good.

Chrissy kept the same lopsided smile on her face as she hugged everyone around her. I wasn’t sure if it was part of her zombie transformation or if she’d always had a unique smile, but it certainly added to her personality.

When I stepped forward to introduce myself properly, Chrissy cocked her head to one side, then her smile widened.

“It’s so good to meet you properly, Master,” she said in a delicate voice.

“L-likewise,” I stuttered. “As surreal as this is, it’s great to meet you.”

Chrissy’s hug held more strength than I imagined, and she squeezed me lightly before she pulled away and took the spare seat beside Samantha.

“So… you recognize Grayson?” Fiona asked with a soft frown.

“Of course, I recognize him,” Chrissy replied. “In fact, I sort of recognize all of you.”

“You do?” Tasha gasped.

“How?” Julia sat forward in anticipation.

“Because of your connection with Grayson.” Chrissy waved in my direction. “And because he’s tethered to my magical energy. I somehow knew your names before you said them, and even though I couldn’t pin names to faces, I don’t look at you and feel like you’re strangers.”

“That’s the craziest shit I’ve ever heard,” Fiona whispered.

“Crazier than bringing someone back from the dead?” Samantha asked. “And reanimating bodies?”

“Okay, fine, when you put it like that,” Fiona laughed.

“Now, why were you talking about me?” Chrissy asked. “Apart from the obvious, of course.”

Fiona glanced over at Chrissy, and she was lost in thought for a brief second.

“Chrissy…” I sighed. “What can you tell us about the night you… disappeared?”

“About the night I died?” Chrissy said it so flippantly, almost like she was telling us about a mundane day in her life.

“Yes,” the blonde-haired witch whispered.

Chrissy leaned against the arm of her chair and one hand became lost in her curly hair.

“It’s all very hazy,” she continued a moment later. “I can’t remember specific details. For example, I’m not sure what happened during the party that night.”

Everyone seemed to look over at Samantha, who was the only other person in the room who attended that eventful house party last year.

“Everything seemed to go downhill as soon as you tried to conjure a spell that was too powerful for you.” Samantha leaned her head back and closed her eyes as she thought over the events. “The void took advantage of your vulnerability, and even though I tried to keep an eye on you, you ran from the house the second my back was turned. But by the time I’d noticed, and everyone went outside, you were already gone. We found your conduit on the lawn, but no one had any idea where you went, and it stayed like that for quite some time.”

A heavy silence filled the Rho Alpha Theta sorority house as we took in the story we’d heard so many times in the last few weeks.

“My necklace,” Chrissy gasped and touched her throat as she thought about her conduit. “I hadn’t even realized I wasn’t wearing it.”

“Don’t worry, it’s safe.” Samantha smiled at her friend. “I’ve kept it safe since that night. The chain is broken, but it won’t be hard to fix.”

“Thank you.” Chrissy patted Samantha’s hand. “And… Yeah, I remember running… And I remember seeing Toby, but I vaguely remember thinking I wasn’t at his house… It was like… I was asking myself where his house was, and…”

“According to sources, you were last seen on Mason Street,” I spoke up.

“Okay.” Chrissy frowned and nodded slowly. “I think that makes sense…”

There was another short pause as Chrissy thought everything over. I sensed the anxiety in the room, and as Julia leaned up against me, Tasha placed her hand on my back, almost like I was the one who needed comforting.

The expression in Samantha’s green-blue eyes made it look like she was battling horrific thoughts, and she pulled on fistfuls of her red hair as she ducked her chin into her chest.

But then, as the anxiety grew deeper and deeper inside me, a warming sensation washed over me like I’d been tucked into bed with a fleece blanket, and the anxiety was replaced with a much more calming feeling. The rage in Samantha’s eyes also softened down, and I looked over at Fiona to see a small smile on her lips.

Fiona had the ability to warp emotions, and the mischievous look in her glistening green eyes told me she’d caused the calming effect to take over the room.

It was a wonderful gift to have, and I wished I had something like that, especially when it was a tense situation like right now.

“So… after I met Toby, I remember getting into his car,” Chrissy continued. “But… it was different from before. It felt like I was in a tight space… and I was suffocating, or… I don’t know. But I know I found it hard to take a breath. It was… very claustrophobic.”

I instantly imagined Chrissy in the trunk of Toby’s car, probably with her hands and ankles tied, and with a gag or something around her mouth.

“But I heard voices,” Chrissy said as she frowned. “I thought I recognized the voices, but… Now I’m not too sure. I just know… I know Toby wasn’t on his own, and I… I felt their hands as they–”

“Fucking hell,” Samantha grumbled as she stood up forcefully. “I can’t hear this right now.”

Samantha stormed over to the fireplace on the other side of the room, and then she stayed there before she walked off and completed a few laps of the room.

“Sam,” Chrissy spoke up.

“I’m okay,” the red-haired witch replied. “I just… need a moment.”

Fiona stood up, and for at least a minute she held Samantha in her arms as the strong, brave leader of the sorority house had a moment of vulnerability.

“Maybe I shouldn’t have said anything,” Chrissy mumbled.

“No, no, you had to say something,” I replied. “It’s a hard story to listen to, and I can’t even imagine what you’re feeling right now, but it had to be shared. In order to bring you justice, we need to know every fact, regardless of how hard it is to hear it.”

“Well, maybe this is a good place to leave the conversation for the night?” Julia suggested. “It’s been a tough evening for everyone, especially you, Chrissy, so we could always return to this conversation later.”

“It’s okay,” Samantha sighed as she returned to her seat with Fiona right beside her. “If you want to talk about it, Chris, I can handle it. That is, if you can handle it, too.”

“To be honest, I don’t know much more than that.” Chrissy shrugged lightly. “I heard voices, felt their hands… on me, and I felt like I was in a tight space. That’s it.”

It took a little more than an hour to drive from Hartry to Hawthorn Country Park, so it was no surprise Chrissy couldn’t remember much from such a short journey.

We were also under the impression Chrissy was buried alive almost instantly after they arrived in the country park. She could have spent some time in the shed we came across because that was where we found her floral blouse, but it made sense that she probably didn’t remember any of her time locked in the shed, either.

But if Chrissy couldn’t remember more than that, and Samantha, as well as the rest of us, were struggling with the information she provided, then it was best for us to leave it there, and allow everyone the chance to rest.

Fortunately, right as our conversation came to an end, a loud noise sounded from outside the house, like someone jumping on planks of wood. I heard a familiar English accent telling someone to be quiet, and I instantly knew who had arrived.

It wasn’t like many people visited the “creepy sorority house,” but at least it wasn’t anyone to worry about.

Tasha, Julia, Fiona, and I smiled, but Samantha rolled her eyes as she smothered a groan in her hand.

“Mo and Robyn are here!” Julia announced as she jumped off the couch again.

“Make sure to close the living room door,” Samantha called out as the pastel goth ran from the room.

“I will!” Julia replied, and then she dramatically performed the action.

“I don’t think anyone will see Chrissy from the front porch,” Willow said quietly.

“Yeah, and all the curtains are closed,” Fiona added.

“I don’t care.” Samantha shook her head. “I don’t want to take those chances.”

“Where is she?” Mo asked excitedly from the other side of the door. “Is she here? Is Chrissy here?”

“Mohala,” Robyn huffed. “Keep your voice down, please.”

“She’s not here,” Julia fibbed. “She’s spending the night with her other friends.”

“What?” Mo cried. “The one time I get to see a zombie and–”

“I’m fucking with you, Mo,” Julia cackled, which made me laugh, too. “She’s right in here. But like Robyn said, keep your voice down, please.”

“Hey, Chrissy,” Tasha whispered. “If you want to have a bit of fun, pretend you’re still a zombie.”

Chrissy bit back a laugh, and then she cleared her throat as she straightened out her back.

I’d messaged Mo and Robyn as soon as the séance was over, so they knew it was safe to leave our dorm building, Jefferson Hall, but I hadn’t told them anything about Chrissy’s current state.

Robyn was my sweet and innocent girlfriend who always had a book of some sort in her hands, and she grew up in an incredibly religious, Christian family, so it was slightly ironic that she was now dating me.

Mo, on the other hand, was the best friend a guy could ask for. His obsession with Oreos, Lord of the Rings, and LEGO made up his entire personality, but he was definitely the life and soul of every party.

And that was all made extremely clear as Mo and Robyn silently crept into the room.

My English Rose tucked her chin into the collar of her winter jacket, and she gave me a smile as she brushed her ginger hair out of her face. Mo, on the other hand, looked like a kid on Christmas morning as they discovered everything under the tree.

He pulled on the edges of his blue sweater, so much so that the white of his knuckles shined through his tan skin. His round face looked like it was going to crack from the strength of his smile, and he happily bounced from side to side as he slowly made his way toward Chrissy.

“Just be careful,” Tasha warned him. “She’s still a little… What’s the word?”

“Fierce?” Fiona suggested.

“Yes, fierce works.” I nodded. “Or maybe… feral?”

At that moment, Chrissy let out a loud moan, and she fell back in her seat as her head lolled to one side.

Robyn shrieked, and she scurried over to me for comfort, but Mo was completely unfazed.

I opened my arms for my English Rose to climb onto my lap, and for a second, it felt so damn good to be surrounded by my three girls. But I did everything I could to focus on Mo and Chrissy, and not the temptations around me.

“Don’t worry,” I whispered so only Robyn could hear me. “Chrissy’s just playing along. There’s no reason to be scared.”

Robyn visibly calmed down and blew out a deep breath as Mo took a step closer toward Chrissy.

“Mo, I wouldn’t recommend you do that,” Julia said cautiously.

“Oh, I’m fine,” Mo scoffed. “What do you think she’s going to do? Feast on my brains?”

“You’d need to have brains in order for that to happen,” Samantha mumbled.

Chrissy groaned and flipped her head from shoulder to shoulder. Mo leaned in carefully, and for some strange reason, he pointed a finger like he was going to poke Chrissy’s cheek.

“Boo!” she cried as she sat forward in her chair.

“Fuuuu-!” Mo leaped back in shock, and he placed both hands against his heart as he panted.

Everyone in the room burst out laughing, including Samantha and Willow, and we all watched as Mo did his best to get his heart under control again.

“Fucking hell,” he whispered as he walked loops around the room. “I may be a tough Polynesian man, and I may have my ancestors’ blood in my veins, but that doesn’t mean I don’t have the ability to shit myself. And I think… I just did.”

“That’s disgusting, Mohala,” Tasha giggled.

“I’m totally joking, of course,” Mo breathed. “But… fuck, don’t do that to me again, man!”

Chrissy giggled as she stood up, and then she smiled at Mo as she held out her arms.

“I’m sorry,” she said softly. “It’s good to meet you, Mo.”

Mo gasped and looked over at me before he accepted Chrissy’s hug.

“I-I…” he stuttered. “Holy shit, Gray! I’m hugging a motherfucking zombieeeee!”

“Correction, I’m not a zombie anymore,” Chrissy laughed as she stepped away. “But at least you met me during that stage of the process, so you can say you’ve met a zombie. And I can’t imagine many people can say that…”

“You remember me?” Mo gasped.

“Yes.” Chrissy smiled. “I remember you and Robyn.”

“Me?” Robyn pointed to herself.

“Of course,” the curly-haired witch replied. “It’s like I was saying before you arrived, your names are familiar, but I couldn’t put names to faces. Anyone Grayson has a strong connection with, I recognize.”

“Especially when you visited him in your ghost form before the zombie stage came around,” Fiona added.

“Exactly.” Chrissy nodded.

Once Robyn had recovered slightly, she stood up to give Chrissy a hug, too.

“You’re so pretty,” Chrissy gasped as she stroked Robyn’s ginger hair and tapped the side of her circular glasses. “Aah, you’re so precious!”

“Oh, thank you.” Robyn blushed. “You’re also very pretty.”

“And you’re a Christian, right?” Chrissy asked.

Robyn’s green eyes widened behind her glasses. “How did… How did you know?”

“Is it special zombie powers?” Mo asked.

“No,” Chrissy laughed. “Robyn has been playing with her cross necklace since the second she walked through those doors.”

“Oh,” Robyn giggled and tucked her gold necklace back under the neckline of her dress. “I hadn’t realized.”

“Yeah, so this sorority house comes with its very own Mother Theresa,” Fiona laughed. “How cool is that?”

“I wouldn’t use the word ‘cool,’” Samantha mumbled. “And she’s in a relationship with Grayson so that makes things fucking weird.”

“Alright, Samantha, enough,” I sighed.

“I’m just saying.” She shrugged.

“Yeah, well, just don’t,” I replied.

“Technically, I’m Jesus if I came back from the dead.” Chrissy smirked at Robyn.

Or maybe it was a smile. It was hard to tell with the lopsidedness.

“Jesus and Satan in one room,” Julia giggled.

“He’s the embodiment of raw, satanic power,” Tasha corrected.

“Same difference.” Julia shrugged.

“I’m sure that’s the start of a joke,” Mo chuckled. “Jesus, Satan, and a Christian girl walked into a bar…”

“Will my religion always be the butt of every joke?” Robyn asked.

“Of course not,” I replied as she came back to sit on my lap.

“No,” Mo said at the same time. “But it might start the joke.”

“Mohala,” Tasha sighed. “Let’s change the subject, shall we?”

“Yes!” Fiona threw her hands up in the air. “I want to get back to what we were talking about earlier.”

“What was that?” Samantha asked.

“Were you talking about zombies?” Mo gasped. “Because I don’t know if you guys know this, but I cannot believe I met a zombieeee!”

“You may have mentioned that, yes,” I chuckled.

“Also, I hope you remember the fun times we had, Chrissy,” Mo added. “We played Floor is Lava, you walked into the fridge, like, ten times over before I stopped you, and we just had the best fun!”

“I’m sorry, I don’t remember that,” Chrissy laughed. “But it does sound like fun.”

“We also gave each other manicures, and I braided your hair,” Julia spoke up. “I had to be careful not to pull your hair from your scalp, and the acidity in your undead nails kinda bled through the polish, but it was still fun!”

“I was thinking about that!” Chrissy laughed as she looked down at her nails where the purple polish was in the process of chipping off. “I never would have picked purple normally, so I was wondering where that came from.”

“Well, now you have the chance to pick your colors.” Fiona grinned. “What color do you like? I take you for a yellow girl…”

“Yeah, yellow.” Chrissy nodded. “Anything pastel, really.”

“Aah, I knew we were going to be the best of friends!” Julia squealed and clapped her hands excitedly.

“You should go for… zombie green.” Mo grinned proudly.

“Goodness, Mohala, enough about the zombies,” Robyn laughed lightly. “Please.”

“But zombies are cool, man!” he exclaimed. “Like, I literally feel like I’m Daryl Dixon from The Walking Dead right now. Or Negan because Negan’s the best.”

“Isn’t Negan the biggest villain in the entire show?” Chrissy frowned.

“Do you watch The Walking Dead?” Mo gasped and placed one hand on his chest.

“I started watching it,” she replied. “But then I stopped after Negan killed Glenn… He was the best character, and Negan killed him…”

“Thank you!” I threw my hands in the air. “The show wasn’t the same after that.”

“Whoa.” Mo winced like we’d slapped him across the face. “Don’t talk about my Negan like that. He has excellent character growth, thank you very much. He’s also not the biggest villain, in my opinion. I mean, have you met The Governor or The Whisperers?”

“Was The Governor the guy who kept his daughter chained up in the closet?” Chrissy asked. “It’s been so long since I watched it. Especially as… you know, I took a year off.”

“Yeah, his zombie daughter!” Mo bounced his ass on the couch cushion. “Then The Whisperers literally skin the walkers and wear their faces to blend in. It’s fucking cool.”

“That sounds disgusting,” Robyn mumbled. “There’s a reason why my parents never allowed me to watch things like that.”

“But still… none of them killed Glenn.” I grinned. “And he was our favorite little pizza delivery guy.”

“Okay, fine!” Mo huffed. “Maybe Negan should have thought about that…”

“And if I’m right, it’s also the same actor who played Denny Duquette in Grey’s Anatomy,” Julia giggled. “And you can’t hate Denny.”

“And Supernatural,” Willow mumbled. “I liked him in that.”

“Okay, okay,” Tasha laughed. “In my opinion, that Denny guy should have died as soon as Izzy cut his LVAD wire. Just saying.”

“No!” Julia gasped. “Denny had a future ahead of him. Izzy should have been fired and jailed, but Denny shouldn’t have died!”

“Alright, enough,” Samantha sighed. “Can we please talk about something else?”

“Samantha, are you saying you’ve never seen any of these shows?” Fiona asked. “Why? You’d love them!”

“I have far more important things to do than watch TV shows.” Samantha crossed one leg over the other and flipped her dyed red hair away from her face.

“But…” Julia was speechless for a second. “McDreamy? McSteamy?”

“McZombie?” Mo imitated.

“I don’t McFucking care,” Samantha mumbled. “There’s got to be something much more interesting we can talk about.”

“How about food?” Mo asked with a shrug of his shoulder. “I’m starving, so I’m hoping there’s some snacks lying around here somewhere.”

“Mohala, it’s me.” Tasha smiled as she pulled out a second lollipop. “Of course, we have snacks.”

“But you ate a pizza and chicken wings at six o’clock,” Robyn pointed out.

“Yeah, and it’s now nine,” Mo laughed. “Plus, we had to walk across Hartry since then. So, I’m hungry again.”

“You’re always hungry,” Fiona replied.

Mo smacked his rotund stomach before he placed his hands behind his head.

“What can I say?” he asked rhetorically. “I’m a growing boy.”

“You’re certainly growing in one way…” Julia teased him. “But I’m also hungry, so let’s see what we can find in the kitchen.”

“Yessss!” Mo launched himself off the couch with as much grace as an elephant, and then he followed Julia out of the room.

The others around me started their own conversations, or they went to get some food, too, and I leaned against the back of the couch with Robyn on my lap.

I still couldn’t quite explain how I was feeling, and I knew that had nothing to do with Fiona’s gift.

I was thankful we had Chrissy back, and nothing went wrong during the resurrection spell, but it was something I was never going to forget, and I wasn’t sure whether that was a good thing or not.

We also needed to get to the bottom of Chrissy’s murder, and I was determined to do that as quickly as possible.

Mo, Julia, and Tasha returned to the room a few minutes later with bowls of chips, bags of gummy candies for Tasha, and Julia had a chicken sandwich in her hand.

Willow helped herself to a gummy bear, and she slowly began to dissect the bear with her teeth, but the rest of us grabbed handfuls of food and threw them in our mouths.

Everyone made themselves comfortable, and I looped one arm around Julia’s shoulders as Robyn placed her cheek on my chest.

I was surprised at how comfortable Chrissy was given everything she’d been through, and I hoped her attitude didn’t change too much over the next few days, but that was something I had to keep an eye on.

“Hey, Gray,” Mo said from the couch beside mine. “Can you pass me the bowl of–”

A sudden knock at the door interrupted Mo’s request, and everyone spun their heads toward the sound.

“No one comes to the house,” Samantha whispered as she stood up and walked toward the window. “And they certainly don’t come at this time of night.”

I instantly looked at Chrissy, and then over at Mo and Robyn.

“Who is it?” Fiona asked.

“Umm…” Samantha carefully peered around the curtain. “Oh, shit!”

“What?” Julia asked.

“It’s our RA,” Samantha mumbled. “We’ll have to let her in.”

The RA knocked on the door again.

Chrissy looked over at me and winced.

Unless there was a party going on, Dowell University had a policy that no boy was allowed in a sorority house after dark, and vice versa. So the girls were already breaking that rule.

There was also the fact that Chrissy Fry was currently sitting, alive and well, in the living room.

The same girl who everyone assumed had died a year ago.

And now the RA wanted to come into the house.

Fuck.


Chapter 2

“What the hell do we do?” Julia whispered as we all jumped to our feet.

“We obviously have to hide them,” Samantha replied with a sharp edge to her tone. “Penny clearly isn’t here for her weekly inspection, given how late it is, so I think you should all go down to the basement, and we’ll hope Penny doesn’t want to go down there.”

“And… if she does?” I asked.

Penny knocked on the front door again, but this time it was louder and more insistent than before.

“Then I think Robyn will need to pray to her precious God that Penny doesn’t see you,” Fiona sighed.

Willow turned on the TV as Robyn, Chrissy, Mo, and I ran from the room and made our way toward the basement door. Samantha stood at the front door with her hand clutched around the handle, and as soon as we descended the stairs, Samantha finally opened the door for Penny.

“Sorry, Penny,” I heard her say as we quietly creaked down the stairs. “We must have had the TV on too loud.”

“That’s okay,” the RA replied. “I’m sorry for calling so late, but a few people noticed a fire in your backyard, so I had to come and check it out, you know? I just need to make sure everything is okay.”

“Oh, shit,” I whispered.

Willow had conjured up a fire for the séance, but it had been a magical fire, so it was made up of a variety of bright colors. If someone noticed that and saw how different the fire was, they were definitely going to start speculating something.

“Oh, that,” Samantha laughed lightly.

“Were you lighting fires?” Penny asked. “Why?”

“Just…” the stubborn witch stalled. “Just a standard Saturday night, y’know?”

“For someone as confident and ballsy as Samantha, she’s a really crappy liar,” Mo muttered.

“Can we go into the backyard?” the RA asked. “I need to make sure the fire is out before I leave.”

“Oh, yeah, sure!” Samantha said, perhaps a little too enthusiastically.

As soon as the front door closed again, we all rushed toward the singular basement window. I was just tall enough to reach the old, rusty latch, and I visibly winced at the sharp creak as I cracked the window open.

Apart from a flickering light above the garage, the backyard was as dark as dark could be, and we could barely see the faint glow of a flashlight as Samantha and Penny made their way around the side of the house.

“Shit, get down,” I ordered quietly as the light shone in our direction.

The four of us huddled together in the shadows of the basement, and it was almost like a sense of if I can’t see them, they can’t see me.

I hoped Penny didn’t notice the opened window, and she didn’t ask about it, either.

“So, what was the reason behind the fire?” the lady asked as they walked across the grass right above us.

“We were toasting marshmallows,” Samantha replied easily. “You can’t beat s’mores on a Saturday night, Penny.”

“But did the fire have to be that big?” the RA asked. “I mean, people were spotting it from the other side of the street. A lady in the library next door spotted it, too.”

“It got out of hand very quickly,” Samantha said with a shaky laugh. “Julia dropped one of her marshmallows, so the flames ate away at the sugar. Then I tried to keep the fire burning, but I think I added too much wood.”

The two of them mumbled something back and forth as they wandered around the yard. I was able to see the RA shine her light in various directions, but the window was too small and too narrow to get a proper look.

“Is that…” Penny paused. “Did you spray paint a satanic symbol on the grass again?”

Robyn gasped, Chrissy bit back her giggle, and Mo patted my back like he was proud of me.

“Nice,” he whispered.

“Like I said, Penny,” Samantha replied. “It was just a standard Saturday night for Rho Alpha Theta. S’mores and satanic symbols never hurt anyone.”

“I mean… sure,” Penny scoffed. “But I’m going to have to ask you to stop doing that now. People like to talk, and you’re not helping yourselves if you make fires and draw symbols late at night. I also don’t want the sorority to close down, and the corporation, or even the Dean, could decide to remove Rho Alpha Theta if complaints are made, and dangerous activities occur. Do you understand?”

“Of course,” Samantha said seriously. “We weren’t doing anything reckless. We were just making s’mores, like I said. But from now on we’ll use the microwave.”

We couldn’t lose the house, it was simply out of the question.

Magical energy surged through every inch of soil beneath this house, and there was a reason why the void in the basement was as powerful as it was. It was our hub, our personal charger, and it connected us to everything we knew and loved.

I didn’t even want to know what would happen if the girls lost the house and we had to start new somewhere.

Our strength and energy would dwindle, that was for damn sure, and even if I made the witches stronger simply by being who I was, I wasn’t sure if that was still going to be the case without the house because how was I going to remain strong without my charger?

Penny appeared to be fairly understanding with the girls, especially if Samantha felt comfortable joking about satanic symbols around her. But she still had a job to do, and the safety of the girls was far more important than some joke she shared with them.

Fortunately, once Penny knew everything was okay, she got in her car and drove away.

We all let out sighs of relief as soon as we heard her car engine drift further down the road.

“The coast is clear!” Julia called out as the basement door swung open.

“Thank god for that,” Mo chuckled.

Mo and Robyn were quick to return upstairs, but Chrissy wandered around the darkened basement and took in the chairs scattered everywhere, and the wooden podium where The Cursed Compendium had been placed until earlier this evening.

It didn’t feel right just leaving her to wander around the basement, so I stood beside the stairs as she took in her familiar surroundings.

“It’s so surreal to see this place again,” Chrissy whispered as she placed her hand gently on the closet door.

The blue light of the void seeped through the cracks of the door, and it pulsed like a heartbeat as it sensed Chrissy’s magical energy.

“I can’t even begin to imagine what you’re thinking right now,” I said softly.

“It’s… a mix of emotions, I think,” Chrissy replied. “I’m glad to be home, of course, but I’m confused, and a little scared, too.”

“What are you scared about?” I asked. “Toby? Because I hope you know I won’t allow anything to happen to you, and it’s the same for the rest of the coven, too.”

“I am scared of Toby, and rightly so.” Chrissy dropped her hand, then she turned back around to face me. “And I’m not sure if that feeling will ever leave me. But I’m mainly confused. I mean… It honestly feels like I’ve woken up from a long sleep. Like a medically-induced coma, or something. But… I wasn’t asleep. I was… I was dead.”

I didn’t know how to respond to that, so I kept quiet as Chrissy continued to search.

“Grayson.” My head snapped up as she said my name.

“Yes?” I asked.

“Do my, umm…” Chrissy sighed. “Does my family know what… what happened?”

As far as I was aware, her parents, John and Olivia, and her older brother, Jamie, still lived in Brooklyn, but I wasn’t sure how much they knew. They obviously would have been told that Chrissy’s case had been closed, and she was presumed dead, but that was where my knowledge ended.

“They weren’t informed when we found you, and they didn’t know about the séance, either,” I said as carefully as I could. “But now that you’re… here, we’ll have to inform them of that.”

“Okay…” She nodded. “Fortunately, that sort of information is slightly easier to deal with when it comes to a family of witches and warlocks, but I’m still nervous about their reaction.”

“I wouldn’t be nervous about it.” I smiled and stepped forward to place one hand on her arm. “Since the second you left this house last year, all they’ve wanted was to see you again and to know you’re safe and well. I’m sure of it. So try not to think too much about how nervous you are, and instead think about how much joy it’ll bring them. And you. Plus, you don’t have to tell them right this second, or even tomorrow. You can take some time to think it over, and then do it when the time is right.”

Chrissy bowed her head, and her unruly brown hair fell over her face and shoulders. She took several deep breaths, cupped her face with her hands, and then looked up at me with a smile.

“You’re right,” she replied. “I know if it had been Jamie in my situation, I would have wanted to hear from him, so I know it’s the same for him.”

“Exactly.” I smiled. “And like I said, this doesn’t have to happen right now. I can’t say many people have been resurrected before… unless they were also connected to powerful witches, so take some time to adjust. Get to know everyone in the coven, catch up on TV shows and movies you’ve missed out on and try and relax.”

“I’ll do my best,” Chrissy said somewhat confidently.

An idea suddenly hit me, and if the Chrissy in front of me was the same as the girl Samantha told us about, then I had a feeling I knew a way to help her relax.

“What are your views on animals?” I smiled as we headed back to the stairs.

“I… like them.” Chrissy shrugged. “Why?”

“Because there’s someone else in this house who you haven’t met yet, and maybe you could be in charge of looking after him?” I suggested. “If the new and improved Chrissy likes hamsters, of course.”

“New and improved,” she laughed. “I’m certainly that. And, yes, I love hamsters.”

“Perfect.” I grinned.

While the others remained in the living room with their snacks, I led Chrissy upstairs toward the first level of bedrooms in the three-story house.

“Don’t worry, I didn’t steal your room,” I said as we came to a halt by my closed door. “Samantha probably would have ripped off my balls if I even tried to take your room.”

“Do you live here?” She frowned.

“On occasion.” I nodded. “Of course, I can’t live here officially, but I need to stay with my coven several times a week, otherwise my energy will diminish if I’m away from them, and you. So, I have a designated room, but it’s not something Penny will notice or question the girls about.”

“That’s fair enough,” Chrissy said as we entered the room.

The bedroom was as basic as they came, and apart from some clothes in drawers, it almost looked like no one lived there. The pinboard was empty, the walls, bed sheets, and curtains were all as white as bone, and it was the polar opposite of the room I shared with Mo back at Jefferson Hall.

But there was one addition to the room, and he was there to stay.

Pippin’s glass tank was propped up on the oak desk, and at first, I couldn’t see my furry little buddy, so I knew he was hiding in his bedding somewhere.

“This is Pippin.” I smiled as I searched the Syrian’s tank.

“Oh, my god.” Chrissy cupped her mouth with both hands and dropped to her knees to look through the sides of the tank. “He lives here?”

“Not until recently,” I explained. “He lived with me in Jefferson Hall, but when I started spending slightly more time here, I didn’t like leaving him, and it wasn’t fair to move him around so often. So now this is his new room, and the girls look after him whenever I’m at Jefferson Hall.”

All of a sudden, the bedding in one corner of the tank began to move, and Pippin popped his blond head up to see us.

“Good evening, Pip.” I smiled and held my hand out flat for him to scurry onto.

“Oh, he’s so precious,” Chrissy whispered.

Tiny pieces of bedding had made a home on Pippin’s fur, and I gently stroked the tuft of brown in between his pointed ears as his dark eyes glanced over in Chrissy’s direction.

“This is Chrissy,” I told him, to which Pippin rubbed his face with his tiny paw. “I know, she’s pretty, huh? Are you getting all shy, Pip?”

“God, I don’t think a hamster has ever made me blush before,” Chrissy giggled.

“He’s a total ladies’ man.” I winked. “But maybe you could keep an eye on him during the day when the others are at class? He holds a great conversation, and he always knows what to say in response. And the best part about it? He’ll always keep your secrets.”

I’d had many a conversion with Pippin over the last couple of months, and he hadn’t told a soul.

“Of course, I’ll be happy to look after him.” Chrissy gave me a lopsided smile. “But what if Penny spots him?”

“Dowell University allows small pets in our rooms, so Julia can say he’s hers, or something.” I shrugged. “It won’t be too hard to explain it.”

Then Chrissy took a turn holding Pippin, and she laughed as my little friend crawled up her arm, over her chest, and made himself comfortable in her hair.

I made sure to feed Pippin while Chrissy was holding him, and I topped up his water, too. By the time we returned downstairs, all of the snacks had been thoroughly enjoyed, but Tasha returned to the kitchen to get us some more.

We didn’t stay for too much longer after that because it was already ten-thirty, and everyone was exhausted after such a long and surreal day.

Because I’d spent the last couple of nights at Rho Alpha Theta, I decided to head back to Jefferson Hall with Mo and Robyn for the night. I also had to make sure to show my face around the dorm building every so often, otherwise my own RA, and other students, would start to wonder where I was.

Once Robyn was safe upstairs in her single room, Mo and I walked down the crowded hallway to get to ours.

“I hope you’ve been keeping it tidy,” I laughed as I brought my keys out of my pocket.

“I mean… I think it’s tidy,” Mo chuckled.

That didn’t give me much hope, but as I entered the double room I saw both our raised beds were made, Mo hadn’t left any dirty laundry all over the floor, and his trash had been put in the designated trash can, instead of littered across the room.

“Okay, it’s actually pretty clean,” I admitted.

“Thank you!” he cried. “Now, Lord of the Rings?”

“Of course,” I snorted. “It is a day in the week, after all.”

I took a quick shower while Mo set up the movie, and I collapsed into bed as the opening scene started to play.

Mo worked his way around the room, heated up a Hot Pocket in the microwave, cracked open a can of root beer, and filled a bowl with kettlecorn. He asked if I wanted anything, but I was still full from the snacks earlier on.

I could remember watching the first half of the movie before I fell asleep, and I woke up during the early hours of the morning to find Mo asleep with his hand draped over the empty bowl of popcorn.

The TV was still on, too, so I jumped out of bed to take care of it, before I made my way into the bathroom, then returned to bed again.

The next day consisted of completing mediocre tasks that no one really wanted to do, but they had to be done.

Willow and Samantha traveled the hour-long journey to Willow’s grandparents’ house to hand back The Cursed Compendium. The spell book would then somehow find its way back to the wetlands of Louisiana, and the Thornhearts who owned the incredibly rare and powerful spell book.

The Thornhearts were by far the creepiest people I’d ever met, and I’d only met two of them. Both of the women we met were called Celeste, and I was pretty sure it wasn’t a coincidence.

Apparently, one member of the Thornhearts coven was over three hundred years old, but I still question whether that’s actually true. I was also told by one of the Celestes that if anything happened to The Cursed Compendium, my children and my children’s children would suffer.

So, it was safe to say we were all exceedingly pleased when the book was gone.

Sunday was also spent trying to regain some of Chrissy’s memories from the night she died. We showed her the blouse she was wearing that night, and she had vague memories of arriving at the country park, but that was where her memories ended.

However, in order to get full revenge on those who hurt her, we needed to be certain who was involved, so we needed names and faces.

It was now Monday, and our plan was to meet at the sorority house after class, and we’d try even harder to draw those memories together.

Biology class with Robyn went by smoothly because it was our favorite class, and calculus with Julia was as expected. It was nice to sit beside my pastel goth, but Lackberg, our bird-like professor, was as grouchy as always.

But if I wanted to graduate in a few years in the hopes of becoming a vet, or if I still could become a vet, what with the new life I lived, then I simply had to deal with people like Professor Lackberg.

Samantha decided to skip her last few lessons of the day because she didn’t want to leave Chrissy alone for too long, but the rest of us sat at our favorite table for lunch, and we lightly joked and conversed until the gap between my classes was over.

Wildlife Resources was my last class of the day, and my energy levels dropped lower and lower as each minute ticked past.

As I trudged out of the dimly lit room, I instantly made my way toward the coffee stand and ordered myself a latte and a blueberry muffin. The others knew to meet me there, so at least I wasn’t going to be running late.

“Hey, bro,” Mo called out as I poured some sugar into my coffee.

“Hey.” I smiled over my shoulder, then replaced the plastic lid on the cup and picked up the bagged muffin from the counter. “Are you coming over to the house?”

Mo was undecided whether to join us or not, and he said he’d tell me at the end of the day.

“I’m going to head back to Jefferson Hall,” he replied. “Kyle recently bought a new video game, and he’s been asking me to play with him for ages, so I think I’ll do that.”

“That’s fine,” I said as I slurped my sweet, milky latte. “The three of us will have to do something soon.”

“Totally, bro.” Mo slapped my shoulder with a hand. “Kyle’s always asking about you.”

Kyle lived in room twelve, on the floor above us in Jefferson Hall. I used to see him fairly often, but I’d been so busy with my new coven, I hadn’t had the time to do anything outside of witchy, satanic shit. So, I definitely had to make time for Kyle at some point soon.

I demolished my muffin in a handful of seconds as Mo and I waited for the others to arrive. I knew Robyn had English, which was on the other side of campus, so I imagined she’d be the last to turn up. However, the others had probably been caught in conversations somewhere, or maybe they had to speak to their professors.

Five minutes later, Willow, Fiona, and Tasha walked through the doors to the building on our right, and Robyn and Julia appeared a couple of minutes after that.

“Goodness, it’s so cold,” Robyn laughed as she rubbed her gloved hands together. “Also, I don’t know if anyone else heard it, but there was a hooley last night. I couldn’t believe it!”

“A what?” Julia snorted.

“A hooley,” Robyn explained. “It means a strong wind.”

“I think I say this every time, but that is now my favorite English slang word,” Mo chuckled.

“I’ve never heard that before,” I snickered. “But you’re right, there were some very strong winds last night. I thought my window was going to shatter.”

“At least you can’t blame us this time.” Willow shrugged before she wandered away.

“That’s true,” Tasha snorted. “We weren’t trying to summon anything last night, unlike last time there was a storm…”

The coven practically blew up the entire town when they summoned the satanic entity I’d had to absorb. Fortunately, I got there before the storm stole any lives, but the outcome could have been entirely different if I’d turned up an hour later.

We said goodbye to Mo before Willow, Julia, and Fiona started the twenty-minute walk back to the house. Then Robyn, Tasha, and I headed for my white Ford Fiesta.

“Oh, I just received a message from Samantha,” Tasha said as she clambered into the back of the car. “She’s wondering if we can stop at the diner to get Chrissy a burger?”

“Sure.” I nodded.

“Did Samantha actually ask that?” Robyn giggled. “Or did she demand we stop at the diner?”

“She definitely demanded it,” Tasha laughed. “But do we expect anything else from Samantha?”

“Of course not,” I chuckled. “But the world would be so boring if everyone was the same.”

“Quite right.” Robyn nodded.

My English Rose directed the warm air straight at her as I drove out of the parking lot. I wasn’t overly cold, and Tasha’s blue raincoat kept her warm enough, so we allowed Robyn to take all the heat.

A couple of minutes later, we pulled up outside the small, tin-can diner, and all three of us climbed out of the car and headed inside.

“Do you guys want anything?” I asked.

“Oooh.” Tasha’s white-blue eyes shone brightly. “Can I get a slice of chocolate fudge cake?”

“Of course.” I smiled. “Robyn?”

“Oh, no, I’m okay, thank you,” she said politely.

“Are you sure?” I asked. “A hot drink might be what you need right now.”

“Umm…” Robyn nibbled her bottom lip as she looked over the enormous menu above the counter. “Okay, fine, I’ll have a peppermint tea, please.”

I shot her a wink as the blue-haired, copper-skinned, tattooed waitress headed over to us.

“Grayson.” Athena smiled as she tied her white apron around her waist. “I haven’t seen you in ages.”

Athena was also a student at Dowell University, and the bags under her gray eyes told me how much she needed to stop and rest for a minute.

“It’s been, like…” I thought for a second. “A week?”

“Exactly, ages,” she replied. “Now, what are we having? A banana milkshake with extra whipped cream?”

“Like you even had to ask,” I laughed. “Can I also get a cheeseburger, a slice of chocolate fudge cake, and a peppermint tea, please? And that’s all to go.”

“Regular fries or curly fries with the burger?” Athena asked as she noted everything down on her notepad. “And how do you want it cooked?”

“Umm…” I shrugged as I looked over at Tasha. “What do you think she’d like?”

“I think regular fries,” Tasha said. “Plus, that’s the safest option.”

“Medium is safest, too,” I said.

Athena glanced up at Tasha, and her gray eyes widened for a split second as she noticed who I was standing beside.

“Regular fries?” she asked with a light shake of her head like she wanted to remove any intrusive thoughts. “Medium…”

“Thanks.” I smiled.

As Athena rang up the total and took the order into the kitchen, Tasha and Robyn took a seat in one of the empty booths.

“Grayson,” Athena whispered as she leaned over the counter. “This is probably none of my business, but… Are you hanging around with those girls now? The ones from Rho Alpha Theta?”

Athena was one of the first people I asked for advice when the coven started to “stalk” me, and she essentially told me to keep a safe distance. She’d heard the tales about the sorority house, and she thought the girls were trouble, just like a lot of people in Hartry.

The warning tone of her voice made it seem like she was quite concerned that I was hanging around with Tasha, and I thought it was nice that she was looking out for me.

“The girls turned out to be nice,” I said honestly. “People look at them strangely and think they’re different, and I can see why, but I don’t think they should change who they are because some stranger doesn’t like them.”

Athena thought for a second, and she scratched away at the tattooed vines on her fingers as she glanced up at the ceiling.

“You know what, you’re right,” she replied. “Fuck what anyone else thinks. I mean, I’m visibly tattooed with blue hair, so I know what it’s like for people to instantly judge me.”

I watched as Athena made my favorite banana milkshake, then she put a slice of fudge cake into a cardboard box and prepared Robyn’s peppermint tea.

By the time the burger was ready, I’d already enjoyed at least half of my milkshake, and it seemed to get better and better with each sip.

I thanked Athena and gave her a smile as I collected the paper bag. She gave us a wave and then muttered something about having a coffee before she had to deal with the rest of her customers.

It was no surprise to any of us that all of the curtains were drawn in the house by the time we pulled up outside. I was pretty confident the curtains were going to stay like that until the world knew Chrissy was alive and well, however long that was going to be, so we had to get used to the lack of sunlight until then.

We were the last ones to arrive, and we found everyone in the kitchen as we walked inside. Chrissy practically devoured the burger with her eyes, and she let out a loud moan as she sank her teeth into the soft bun and juicy patty.

“Fuuuuck,” she moaned. “It feels like it’s only been a couple of days since I last had a burger, but it also feels like I’ve been craving one for years. Oh, my god, it’s so good!”

“I could say the same about this fudge cake.” Tasha licked her fingers clean before she chewed her mouthful.

The others weren’t hungry, apart from Willow who helped herself to three small cubes of cheese, two segments of orange, and a slice of apple.

I still wanted to get to the bottom of her strange diet, but now was not the time.

“So, we want to discuss how we’re going to get Chrissy’s memories back?” I asked as I drank the last of my banana milkshake.

The milkshake was pretty melted, but it still tasted good.

“I have an idea, and I think it’s perfect,” Julia said as she played with her silver lip ring. “Then again, it is me, so of course, it’s perfect.”

“Just tell us the idea, Jules,” Samantha sighed.

I rolled my eyes at the snarky witch’s attitude, then I turned my attention back to the pastel goth.

“What’s your plan?” I asked.

“Well… I think Chrissy should see these guys face to face,” Julia explained. “She should be around Toby and his friends, with us, too, of course, and maybe their faces will trigger something? After all, it’s coming up to Halloween, so everyone will be having parties soon. I think the first one is on Thursday…”

“I like the idea…” Fiona leaned on her elbow and twirled her short blonde hair around one finger. “But I think we’re forgetting the fact that Chrissy vanished. Like… no one is allowed to see her.”

“Yes…” Julia smirked. “But you seem to forget… it’s Halloween. Masks, makeup, disguises… No one has to see Chrissy’s face.”

“Ooh!” Chrissy gasped before she threw a fry in her mouth. “That could work!”

“I like it.” Robyn nodded, and Tasha and Samantha agreed.

“And me,” Willow mumbled as she made a tower out of cheese.

“Oh, shit!” Fiona squealed and clapped her hands. “Chrissy, could I go as you for Halloween? That would freak Toby the fuck out!”

“Don’t you think that’s a little bit insensitive?” Robyn asked.

“And?” Fiona shrugged. “Chrissy’s right here, so it’s not disrespectful to her. Plus, people think we’re freaks anyway, so who gives a shit what they think?”

“I have to admit, that would really freak Toby out,” I laughed. “So, I’m not completely against the idea.”

“If you want to dress up as me, you can.” Chrissy pulled at her burger and popped a piece in her mouth. “It would be like an inside joke.”

“Okay, yay!” Fiona clapped. “I’ll have to find the perfect wig.”

“So… Thursday?” Julia asked. “We’ll attend the first party with the hope we’ll come across Toby?”

“If it’s the only way to get to the bottom of this, then yes…” Chrissy sighed. “But I won’t be left alone, right?”

“Absolutely not,” Samantha snapped. “I’d love for someone to try and get past us.”

“We won’t let anyone hurt you.” I smiled sadly at the scared witch. “Toby is as good as dead to us.”

“Hmm, just like I am to him.” Chrissy winced as she caught on to what she’d said.

“We’ll be able to joke about it soon, I promise.” Tasha wrapped her arms around Chrissy, and it wasn’t long before everyone was joined in a giant group hug.

The rest of the evening was spent watching TV in the living room, completing any homework, and eating dinner.

I decided to spend the night at the sorority house to top up my energy levels, but I gave Robyn a ride back to Jefferson Hall first. I told her she could have stayed in the house with me, but even though she would have loved to, she had to be up early to meet a professor before class.

Samantha and Chrissy were still in the living room when I walked back through the door, so I said goodnight to them and walked upstairs to my assigned room.

But then, right as I opened the door to my room, a flash of blue and pink caught my attention from the opposite side of the hallway.

Julia stood up against her doorway.

Wearing absolutely nothing apart from her pink-and-blue hair that fell over her chest.

“Do you want to keep me company tonight, Master?” She smiled seductively.


Chapter 3

Our lips became fused together in a heated kiss before Julia could even shut the door behind us.

The two of us stumbled across Julia’s dimly lit room as we made our way toward the bed. I stepped on something hard and sharp which caused me to wince, but I kicked it out of the way and focused on the delicate slope of Julia’s neck instead of the stinging pain in my foot.

My lips trailed across her soft skin, and I inhaled her mouthwatering scent as Julia’s fingers became lost in my hair.

Julia hit the foot of the bed first, and I wrapped my arms around her waist as I lifted her off the ground and practically threw us onto the springy mattress. The pastel goth let out a sweet giggle, but that reaction quickly faded as my lips returned to her chest, and I continued to suckle on her skin.

“Fuck, Master,” Julia moaned as I caught her nipple between my teeth.

The delicate skin pebbled as her nipple hardened against my tongue, and Julia tried to fight against the restraint of my hands, but I refused to free her.

Once I’d finished pleasuring one breast, I left a trail of kisses across her chest as I aimed for the other. Julia lifted her hips, rocked against mine, and wrapped her toned legs around my waist to hold me steady, but I continued to torment and tease her with nothing but my tongue and teeth.

“Fuck,” she choked out a gasp.

“Do you know what your body does to me?” I asked as I reluctantly pulled away.

Julia smiled as she rocked her hips against mine. “Show me.”

So I did.

Even through my denim jeans, Julia knew exactly how she affected me as I rocked my hips against her.

“Mmmm…” Her light-brown eyes softly closed as she caught her lip between her teeth and ran her hand over the solid bulge in my pants.

I forced a hiss through my clenched teeth.

“You did that on purpose,” I growled. “You wanted this reaction from me.”

“Did it work, Master?” she asked innocently.

“Let’s see, shall we?” I grinned.

Then, before Julia could work out my next move, I slammed my lips against hers once again.

My tongue battled with her own, I nipped at her full lips with my teeth, and the two of us became lost in the heat and passion in the room. As soon as I let go of her hands, Julia’s fingers settled in my hair and pulled at the dark curls.

It was like neither of us could get enough. I wanted to taste every inch of her, and I wanted to lose myself between her legs as she crumbled and cried out my name. But I also wanted to stay exactly where I was and allow my hands to do all the work.

It seemed like Julia wanted the same thing, and her hands roamed across my body like she couldn’t decide what to do. She silently battled against the need to extract me from my clothes, hold me closer, or scratch at my scalp as she dominated the kiss.

Not that I had any complaints about it.

Several minutes went by, and part of me would have been quite happy to stay in that position for the rest of the night. But when Julia’s hands returned to their spot on my back, she slowly ended the kiss.

“You need to remove these clothes, Master,” she whispered as she plucked at my shirt. “I’m… I’m b-begging you.”

“You’re begging me?” I raised an eyebrow.

“Uh-huh.” She slowly nodded. “M-Master, pl-please…”

“Fine…” I sighed sarcastically. “But only because you asked so nicely.”

I barely got my words out before Julia began to tear and pull at my t-shirt and jeans. My t-shirt was thrown to the other side of the room as soon as I was free from it, and my cock almost cried out in delight when my jeans were pushed down my legs.

It took no time at all to throw every item of clothing to the floor, and neither of us said a word as my lips returned to hers, and our hands began to roam. I traced her soft thigh with my fingers as she shifted her hand against my stomach, and my core tightened as she brushed her hand lower and lower until she reached my aching member.

“Fuuuuck!” I cried as her hand circled around my cock.

But two could play that game, and I thought Julia was going to buck off the bed as soon as my fingers reached the heat of her pussy.

“Gahaaaa!” Julia’s eyes winced closed, and she slammed her lips back against mine while she continued to moan into my mouth.

My pastel goth shivered as my fingers connected with her wetness, and her juices dripped down toward my palm as I plunged my fingers as quickly and deeply into her heat as I could.

Her hand fell from my cock as she lost the ability to function, but I didn’t have any issues with that because I knew it wouldn’t be long before I put my cock to good use.

I knew I’d always remember the time I took Julia against the wall of the sorority house, all while the others were blissfully unaware inside. There was also the time we went to Louisiana to get the rare spell book, and Julia and I took advantage of sharing a hotel room.

Fiona and Tasha were in the room right next door, and Willow and Samantha were one down from them, but I didn’t care in the slightest. That was also the time the coven found out about our new and sudden relationship, so at least we didn’t have to hide our feelings toward each other after that.

Fortunately, Tasha and I made it quite clear we were more than friends the other night when we’d had one too many of her lethal elixirs. In fact, I barely remembered what happened that night.

My only clear memories involved having the brilliant witch pinned to the mattress while I made her mine.

And that was exactly what Julia and I were doing now.

“Gray… Gray…” Julia panted as I curled my finger upward and flicked her sensitive nub.

“What did you call me?” I growled softly against her lips.

“Master,” she corrected, and her eyes closed once again. “Master, please… I… Fuuuuck.”

I knew what she needed, and she didn’t have to explain it. Fortunately, given the juices that rolled into my palm, and the way her body quivered and shuddered, I knew she was extremely close. It wouldn’t be long before she got what she wanted.

I continued to pump my fingers into her damp entrance until her pussy lips reached my first knuckles. Julia arched her back, her hand lazily massaged her breasts, and her jaw dropped open in a silent scream as the pleasure became too much to handle.

My little witch pressed her ankles into my back, her lush body was coated in a thin layer of sweat, and she rocked her head from side to side as the sweetest noises vibrated through her lips.

Julia put both hands on my shoulder blades and practically pressed me against her. She barely breathed as the pleasure wracked through her, and finally, the shuddering came to a dramatic stop.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she mumbled as she slowly rocked her hips a couple more times.

I curled my finger to reach the spot once again, but Julia didn’t need any sort of assistance.

“Mmmmmasterrrr!” she cried as her arms fell onto the bed.

That final cry was all it took for Julia to flip over the edge, and she rode through her orgasm as the juices gushed into my hand and onto the bed.

A look of pure bliss crossed her face, and her pussy lips tightened around my fingers as the last waves rolled through her.

“Oooh!” Julia winced from the sensation, and then she melted against the bed like a deflated balloon. “At least we… At least…”

“Maybe you should recover before you try and talk,” I chuckled.

Julia let out several deep breaths as she regained her strength from the finger fucking, and then she gently rolled onto her side and looked up at me.

“I was going to say…” she giggled. “That at least we don’t have to keep our voices down this time. But then again, I’m not sure if everyone needs to hear what we’re getting up to.”

“I don’t particularly care,” I replied. “All I care about right now is which position to fuck you in.”

Julia’s gasp filled the entire room, and a devilish expression filled her light-brown eyes. I was actually surprised her eyes hadn’t started bleeding yet, which was a side effect of her telekinesis gift, and it only happened when she battled overwhelming emotions.

But I knew the blood would trickle down her cheeks sooner or later.

“What do you think?” I asked. “Do you want to go for your favorite position?”

“Is the sky blue?” Julia smirked up at me.

“I mean…” I teased and leaned across the bed to reach the curtain and peer outside. “Right now it’s too dark to tell–”

“You know what I meant, Master,” Julia giggled as she playfully slapped my arm.

“Of course, I did.” I winked, but then my lips curled up in a grin. “Get on your knees and face the wall.”

Excitement crossed Julia’s face as she jumped to her knees, and then she curled her arms around my neck and gave me a heated, biting kiss before she followed my order.

The sight of her delicious ass in the air, and the way her tits swayed as she got into position, was an image I instantly added to my core memories. Julia was fucking delectable, and for a second I couldn’t believe she was all mine.

My cock became insistent on reaching Julia’s glistening, pink folds, and the crazed monster inside me began to roar in frustration as I simply stared at the beauty before me.

Julia locked her fingers around the wooden bedpost, her multicolored hair fell over her shoulders like a waterfall, and as I ran the back of my hand down her spine, the pastel goth arched up like she’d received an electric shock.

“Master, pleeeease,” she begged, and then she glanced over her right shoulder. “I… I neeeed you, Master.”

And I needed her just as badly. A drop of precum pooled from my swollen head, my palms itched, and I had the sudden urge to bite down on the swell of her ass cheeks.

I also considered teasing her some more and delaying the pleasure until Julia couldn’t handle another second. But I was as desperate as she was, and my selfishness outweighed every other side of me.

So with that, I grabbed my cock in one hand as I smoothed my other hand over the silky skin of her ass.

“Yes, yes, yessss…” Julia whispered.

My hand drifted over her hip until it returned between her legs from the front, and as I reached the heat of her delicious pussy, I parted her lips with two fingers.

“Fuck, you’re drenched already,” I groaned as I gave my cock a quick, hard tug.

“I always am when it’s you, Master,” she replied. “I can’t control myself whenever I’m around you.”

“Neither can I,” I said as I lined the head of my cock up with her entrance.

As soon as my cock received a taste of what was to come, the insatiable monster called out again, and it controlled every move from then on. I replaced my fingers with my mushroom head, and then I slammed all the way in with a loud groan of pleasure.

“Shiiiiit!” Julia squealed.

The two of us jolted against the bed, my skin slapped against hers, and it took a second for Julia’s tight entrance to recover and to expand around the size of me.

Her damp tunnel squeezed the life right out of me, but as soon as she adjusted, I pulled my hips back and slowly rocked forward again as I picked up the pace.

“Master, Master, Master…” Julia chanted.

“Fuck,” I grunted as the sensations rippled right through my body. “You’re fucking incredible.”

Her warmth and wetness glided over me, my title slipped from her lips over and over, and the entire bed began to squeak and knock against the wall as I slammed into my little witch again and again.

Julia braced her feet on my legs as I slammed my hips forward, her breasts bounced from the impact, and the sound of our heated skin slapping together caused my mouth to water.

“Fuck,” I panted as I picked up the pace even more.

“Yessss!” Julia cried. “Ahaaaa, Master!”

I imagined the way her eyes winced closed every time I sheathed myself inside, and how her body quivered and broke whenever I made her cum. I knew those expressions were on her face as I slammed harder and harder into her tight tunnel, and part of me wished there was a mirror in front of us so I could have watched us as I claimed her.

“Ooooh, fuck, Master!” she cried as we rocked together. “I… Oh, shiiiit!”

Seconds later, her juices gushed over my cock, and then trickled down my thighs as she reached her second orgasm. Her body tensed up beneath my hands, and she pressed her face into her shoulder as she cried out my name.

Julia briefly reached up with her left hand to wipe her face, but as she placed it back on the bed again, I spotted the smear of blood that coated her skin.

I’d fucked her so hard her eyes had started bleeding, which was a tell-tale sign her emotions were all over the place.

The two of us seemed to lose control as I increased the speed yet again. Julia cried out my name, I palmed her sweet ass before I gave it a quick smack, and Julia cried out even more.

I was almost certain the bed was going to snap, or perhaps we were going to leave a dent in the wall. I also wondered whether the linen was going to last the night, or whether Julia was going to rip it in her tight fists.

I was pretty sure Julia’s parents wouldn’t have been too pleased to pay for all of the repairs in the room.

“More, more,” Julia panted as the bedsprings cried out in protest. “Harder, Master.”

“Only if you’re sure,” I said breathlessly.

I wasn’t sure if I could give her much more, but all of that changed as soon as I pulled back, and then slammed my way back in, so much so that my back arched from the pressure.

“Fuuuuck!” I cried.

“Gahaaaa!” Julia squealed.

Neither of us said a word as I focused on the speed and strength of my thrusts. I had no idea how much time passed, but it must have been a few minutes after I found my second wind that a shiver ran down my spine. My balls tightened as my orgasm came into reach, and Julia’s panting picked up again as she reached her tipping point for the third time.

I slowed my pace as much as I could, and soon we were nothing but a gentle rocking against the bed, but my climax was in touching distance, and my impatience took over as I desperately tried to reach it.

“Maaaaaster!” Julia screamed. “Fuck me, fill me… Shit, yes!”

I knew it was going to be hard and fast, but I hadn’t realized how hard or how fast until Julia let out a shuddered breath and coated my cock in her juices.

Her body wobbled from the impact of her orgasm, and she probably would have collapsed if she hadn’t been holding onto the bed frame. But the feeling of her breaking around me was all it took for me to reach my climax, too.

An animalistic roar slipped from my lips as my warm cum sprayed from my cock. Stars twinkled in my eyes, and I filled her accepting womb as round upon round of cum spilled from my cock.

I called out Julia’s name, but I was so caught up in the emotions that raced through my body, that I wasn’t sure how my words sounded.

Or if I even made words.

Julia also tried to say something, but it was nothing but a mixture of moans and grumbles, like I’d fucked the ability to talk right out of her, and vice versa.

I ran my hands over her flushed back as my cock jerked and the last few shots of my seed spilled free. A light pool of sweat resided in the delicate dip of her back, and nothing but our deep, labored breaths filled the room.

It took a minute or two for me to find the energy to pull out, and Julia shuddered as my cock slipped past her sensitive opening.

“Oh, my god,” she moaned as she collapsed onto the bed.

“Fuck,” I groaned as I dropped down to join her.

We remained in bed for the next ten minutes while we restored our energy, and then I briefly left the bed in order to locate my clothes.

“Fortunately, this all happened in your room,” I chuckled as I found my abandoned boxers and slipped them up my legs. “Poor Pippin has had a front-row view of my ass on far too many occasions.”

“Personally, I don’t see that as a bad thing.” Julia winked. “In fact, I’m rather fond of your ass.”

“You’re not the only one to say that.” I smirked as I launched back onto the bed and tackled Julia against the mattress.

“Master!” she squealed.

Her laughter only encouraged me more, and I ran my fingers over her sides and across her stomach as I attacked her with tickles.

“M-Master!” Julia cried. “Nooo, st-stop!”

I was simply addicted to her sinful body, and I couldn’t stop touching her, no matter how much Julia begged me to stop tickling her. Her skin was as soft as the finest velvet, the sweet and floral, lingering scent of her perfume caused my mouth to water, and for a moment I couldn’t even believe she was mine.

And it wasn’t just Julia.

I was the luckiest bastard in the world because I had Julia, Tasha, and Robyn calling my name and begging me to claim them.

And I wanted every man in Hartry to know exactly that.

However, because of how her body made me feel, it wasn’t long before the desire to take her all over again reappeared. And from the way she hooked her leg over mine and practically forced me against her, I knew Julia felt the same way.

I gently cupped her face in my hands as I positioned myself between her legs, and I used the tabs of my thumbs to brush away at the streaks of blood that stained her cheeks.

But as Julia rocked her hips against mine, red-hot heat formed in my stomach, and all I wanted was to inspect every inch of Julia’s delightful body with my fingers and cock like I’d done a short while before.

The old Grayson wanted to forget about my growing issue and focus solely on Julia, especially since I’d just fucked her into next week. I wanted to feel her break around me, and I wanted to take my time until she’d reached the waves of her orgasms all over again.

But the new devilish Grayson told me to fuck that idea. I wanted to launch Julia across the bed, rip her clothes into shreds and fill her with my cock in a handful of seconds.

It was only one o’clock in the morning, so the night was young, and we still had plenty of energy to burn.

So, after I kicked off my boxers, that was exactly what we did.

But this time, I wanted to watch her face as I pinned her with my cock. I didn’t want to only hear it in her delightful moans.

Julia kept her ankles locked against my back, and as I placed one hand on the curve of her waist, I used the other to blindly guide my cock toward her sweet pussy lips.

Just the sensations that ran through us as I brushed my mushroom head against her entrance were enough to cause us both to jump. But it was nothing in comparison to how it felt when her pussy lips parted and I pushed myself inside.

Our heated skin slapped together, the bed frame squeaked in protest, and our shuddered breaths blew together in sync. Her ankles pressed into my back to pull me further forward, and all of it was matched with the sound of the bed slamming against the wall.

Her damp walls continued to constrict around me, a bead of sweat rolled between Julia’s ample breasts, and I thought my heart was going to beat straight out of my chest. But I kept my head down and took in the marvelous view beneath me as a shiver ran down my spine.

“M-Master!” Julia cried as her eyes winced closed.

Our bodies shuddered together, stars twinkled in my eyes, and I rocked my hips again as a second round of cum flew from the tip of my cock. It was like a damn firehose, and Julia pulled me tight against her as her body accepted every drop of my warm cream.

Other than our ragged breathing, the two of us remained silent while our bodies tried to recharge, but that was easier said than done when I was still balls-deep inside her. I braced my hands on either side of her to stop myself from crushing her, and Julia closed her eyes and let out a tired yawn as we became lost in the euphoria we both felt.

But the moment of bliss ended as Julia placed her fingers against her eyes.

“Oh, shit,” she groaned as ribbons of blood began to seep through her clenched fingers.

Julia kept a box of Kleenex on her bedside table for moments like this, and I reluctantly pulled out and reached for the tissues before the blood trickled onto the bed.

“Fuck,” I grunted at the sensation that ran through my cock.

“Ohooo,” Julia laughed. “No wonder my eyes started bleeding. That feeling alone is enough to set them off.”

I collapsed onto my side, and Julia pulled herself up and quietly thanked me as she accepted the Kleenex.

“Does it ever get frustrating?” I asked as Julia dabbed her eyes and cheeks.

“It can…” she thought for a second. “Especially because I can’t control it, and they start to bleed in public, or something. But I’m so used to it now, so it doesn’t frustrate me as much as it used to.”

I stroked her pink-and-blue hair away from her face and placed a delicate kiss on her shoulder.

“I wonder if you could control it,” I said after a moment of gentle silence.

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“Well, I know my presence makes you stronger and has already made you stronger,” I explained. “So, maybe it could be something we could work on? If you’re able to pinpoint when the bleeding will start, like if you could sense it, or something, you could try and stop it?”

“That’s definitely a possibility.” Julia nodded as she disposed of the tissue and curled into me. “I asked my parents about it when it first happened, and I asked if there was a way to stop it. They said it’s unlikely I’ll be able to stop it completely because it’s part of my gift. Like how your eyes glow red in certain situations. But I never asked them about controlling it. I assumed it was part of my life now, and I learned to deal with that.”

Julia’s parents were a powerful witch and warlock, and she spoke very highly of them. They knew a lot more than I did, given how new this way of life was to me, but it was possible no one truly knew Julia’s strengths, especially as each gift was different.

“I think we should work on that,” I replied. “I know I’d love to be able to control my glowing eyes if I could. I bet it’s the same with you, too.”

It seemed as though my eyes glowed red whenever a tsunami of uncontrollable anger and frustration worked through me, and it wasn’t exactly the easiest thing to explain whenever I was around a group of strangers.

“We could also see if Tasha knows anything about it,” Julia added. “Maybe she’s read something about controlling side effects in the number of ancient books she’s read?”

“That’s very possible.” I nodded.

“I mean, we already know you’re not the only person to have absorbed a satanic entity.” Julia adjusted her position and rested her head in her hand as she looked up at me. “There have to be tales of what others have managed to achieve in the past, surely, and maybe our answer resides in those tales somewhere?”

I was instantly reminded of the sorority coven in Ridgeview University, Louisiana, and Jameson, the douchebag who absorbed the satanic entity the girls summoned.

I knew he hated me from the very first second he caught us on his land, and his vampiric-like witches were very strange, too. Especially Lily, the witch who could literally communicate with her Mexican black kingsnake, Justin Timbersnake.

Just like I did with Pippin, except Justin actually answered her.

It was the coolest thing.

Another one of the girls even had deep X-shaped scars sliced through her eyelids and the surrounding skin. The scarring was so extensive that she could barely open her eyes to look at us.

“As long as we don’t have to get in contact with Jameson again,” I snorted and rolled my eyes.

“Oh, you mean the guy who treated his coven like a pack of dogs?” Julia raised an eyebrow. “He literally controlled them with a snap of his fingers.”

“Two snaps, not one,” I imitated as I snapped my own fingers. “What an asshole.”

“You can say that again,” Julia giggled. “But luckily for us, I’m still having daily conversations with Emily, so if we needed to ask the coven questions, I could probably safely ask her without Jameson knowing.”

Emily was the sweetest, cheeriest member of the coven, apart from Justin Timbersnake. I recalled how her bright purple hair shone in the sun, and Julia instantly became best friends with her.

But that proved how different our covens were, and the relationship I had with my witches. Even Samantha wouldn’t keep secrets from me, especially if someone wanted to ask questions about our coven. But it wasn’t the same with Emily, and that told me everything I needed to know.

Julia made an assumption shortly after we returned from Louisiana, and she thought the coven hadn’t summoned the satanic entity properly, which could have resulted in Jameson turning out the way he did.

Or maybe he was simply a prick.

It was hard to know.

But either way, Jameson and his coven, and Julia’s bleeding eyes, weren’t issues we had to deal with tomorrow, or even next week.

We had far more important things to deal with first, and it was all based around Chrissy and Toby Michaels.

And the Halloween party we had to attend on Thursday.

I thought about the party as Julia fell asleep in my arms.

I had no idea what to expect, but if Chrissy and Toby were in the same room together, then I knew it was going to be a night to remember.


Chapter 4

I took in my reflection in the floor-length mirror as I adjusted the sleeves of my denim shirt and zipped up my red vest.

But then I unzipped it again and let out a sigh.

“Should I leave it open?” I asked Mo who was still in the process of getting dressed.

“Definitely open, bro,” he replied as he fought against the restriction of his yellow rubber gloves. “Now, are you sure you don’t want a skateboard? Because one of my buddies has one you can borrow for the night.”

“I don’t need a skateboard, Mo,” I chuckled. “I don’t need a hoverboard, either.”

“But you’re Marty McFly!” Mo threw his arms up in the air.

“I’m still Marty.” I motioned toward my costume that mainly consisted of denim and white Nike sneakers. “Anyone who knows Back to the Future will instantly know who I am.”

“Yeah, I suppose.” Mo nodded. “What about me? Do you think it’s obvious who I am?”

I turned as I took in Mo’s beige chinos, a white t-shirt and lab coat, and the yellow rubber gloves.

“I mean, right now you look like a doctor who’s been washing the dishes,” laughed. “But put on that crazy wig and goggles, and you’ll instantly be Doc Brown.”

“Should I have gone for a hazmat suit, though?” Mo pulled the lab coat across his large stomach and secured it with a couple of buttons.

“No, I don’t think so.” I shook my head. “Honestly, you look great, Mo. Like I said, anyone who knows the movie will instantly know who you are from the wig alone. You’re overthinking this too much.”

“Yeah, because it’s a sorority Halloween party, man!” he chuckled. “We have to make a good impression. Or… I do because you already have your impressive coven of witches.”

Halloween was the only day we could openly talk about witches, and everyone around us would think we were talking about costumes.

If only it was Halloween every day.

But I wasn’t sure if I could handle Mo’s stress every day of the year.

“I’m sure you’ll still make a great impression, with or without the suit.” I smiled.

Mo shrugged and nodded his head as he adjusted his wig. It looked like he’d shoved his fingers in a socket, but Doc Brown had experienced a number of electric shocks in his fictional life, so it worked.

Once Mo was ready, and he’d picked out a candy bar to eat on the drive to Rho Alpha Theta, we left our dorm room and locked the door behind us. A number of the students in the hallway were also dressed up in various costumes, so for once they didn’t judge us or our appearances.

“Off to the DeLorean!” Mo cheered as we headed for the parking lot. “Oh, my god, I just thought–”

“Before you say anything, no,” I laughed. “You’re not turning my car into a time machine.”

“Nooo!” Mo smacked my arm playfully. “I may be brilliant, but I don’t have those skills. I was going to say we should have looked out for the tiniest little costume for Pippin. He could have been Einstein!”

“Doc’s dog?” I chuckled. “That’s actually a great idea.”

“Right?” Mo sighed. “Damn. Oh, well, he’ll just have to go in his little Critter Cruiser, and that could be the DeLorean.”

I knew Mo wasn’t being serious because we wouldn’t risk Pippin’s life like that. But I also didn’t put it past Mo to find a costume for Pippin so the Syrian hamster could join in on the fun.

As I reversed out of the parking spot, Mo took a selfie of his costume, and he gave me a running commentary as he sent it to his family’s group chat.

“Mama Kalua hates Halloween,” Mo snickered. “She’ll freak.”

“But you’re not wearing anything scary,” I replied. “It’s Doc Brown.”

“Just you wait…” he cackled. “Oh, she’s typing!”

I softly braked at a set of traffic lights, and neither of us said a word as we waited for Mrs. Kalua’s response.

Mo’s gasp, followed by a loud chuckle, told me he’d received a reply.

“Mohalaaa!” Mo impersonated his mother’s squeaky voice. “What have I told you about dressing up and celebrating Satan’s work?”

“Well, that’s ironic,” I snorted.

“Yup,” he replied. “But then she went on to say that if I had to pick a costume, I should have gone for a Polynesian character. Or something to represent my home.”

“What, like a lei and a coconut bra?” I smirked.

“Don’t forget the skirt,” he joked. “Oh, she’s sent me another message, and… Eurgh, fuck’s sake, man.”

“What did she say?” I asked as we drove down a residential street.

“Why can’t you be more like Keala?” Mo put on his mother’s voice again. “She’s dressing up as that Disney girl. Moana. Your father and I did not send you to Maine for you to forget where you came from.”

“Yeah, why can’t you be more like your sister?” I snorted. “Maybe Mama would have approved of your costume if you’d dressed up as Lilo.”

“And you could have been Stitch,” Mo cackled.

“Sure, that works.” I rolled my eyes playfully.

“I’m going to a party as Doc Brown,” Mo mumbled as he typed out his message. “He’s an inventor, and very clever. But I’m going to a few parties so… Fuck off, autocorrect! Okay… So I will be sure to pick a Polynesian, or Hawaiian, costume next time.”

“Are we going to a few parties?” I asked.

“I only said it to keep her happy,” Mo laughed. “But, I mean, yeah… Not only are we doing this for Chrissy, we’re also doing it for the sorority chicks.”

“Fair enough.” I shrugged lightly.

Music seemed to pulse from every house around us as we neared Rho Alpha Theta. I was looking forward to the Halloween party, but I had a feeling I was going to lose my hearing at some point through the night.

“Oh, shit,” Mo said suddenly. “Mama’s real-named me!”

“What?” I frowned.

“She’s not happy that I’m going to more than one party, so she’s used my real name,” he groaned. “I can’t believe she’s put my middle name in there! I knew she’d be pissed, but I didn’t think she’d be this pissed!”

“Let me see!” I kept one hand firmly on the steering wheel as I tried to wrestle the phone from Mo’s hand. “C’mon, Mo, show me.”

“No!” he chuckled and pressed himself against the car door. “You’re not seeing it, and I’m not going to tell you what it is.”

All I knew about Mo’s middle name was that it was twelve letters long and it started with an ‘M.’ He refused to tell us what it was, and he said we’d literally never guess it.

His middle name didn’t matter to me, but I was curious.

“Okay, fine,” I sighed and sat up straight before I crashed the damn car. “Do your other siblings have long middle names, too?”

“Oh, yeah, it’s a Kalua tradition,” he replied. “And it’s not just our family, either. In my culture, long names are used to convey information, feelings, and that sort of thing. So my parents have used family names, stories, and events to come up with our names. My four brothers and I have all taken names from my father’s side of the family, and my two sisters have taken my mother’s.”

Mo wasn’t this open and honest very often, and he loved to joke around when he could. So to get a proper explanation, and to hear him talk about his culture in more depth, was really nice.

“And it’s all middle names?” I asked. “Your siblings’ names aren’t shortened?”

“No.” He shook his head. “Part of me wonders if my parents did that for ease. I mean, there’s seven of us, so that’s seven names to shout and order around. It would take them all day if our names were that long. My sister, Lokemele, has the longest first name, but only by a few letters.”

Cultures always fascinated me, and to hear how people were so similar, yet so different amazed me.

“Apparently, my mom looked through a baby book and picked out my name,” I said as the Rho Alpha Theta house appeared in the distance. “I know my father had nothing to do with it because he had nothing to do with me in general. But to think my mom liked the name, so she chose it, but your parents probably put so much time and effort into picking out the best seven names they could.”

“I have to give Mama and Papa some credit,” Mo snickered. “They don’t do things by half, that’s for damn sure.”

Mo pocketed his phone as we arrived at the sorority house, and that conversation in the group chat was probably one of the easiest Mo had ever encountered.

Neither of us was ever going to forget the time his mother reminded him that condoms were a thing in front of his siblings, and how she essentially described his sibling’s diarrhea in front of the entire family.

“So, do you have any idea what the girls have dressed up as?” Mo asked as we headed up the yard.

The black sorority house was as dark as always, and all the curtains had been drawn to stop people from spotting Chrissy. Yellowed lighting shone through the curtains, and Julia and Fiona had a wonderful time carving pumpkins and leaving them on the porch steps, but that was as far as the decorating went with them.

“I have no idea,” I replied. “I don’t even know what Robyn’s going as.”

It took a little bit of persuading, but Robyn finally agreed to go to the Psi Beta Mu Halloween party because she knew we were doing this for Chrissy.

Just like with Mo’s mother, Robyn was scared her parents would disown her if they knew she was taking part in Halloween celebrations. Her parents didn’t even allow Robyn and her brothers to pick and choose the movies and TV shows they watched, so taking part in Halloween and Samhain was definitely out of the question.

Fortunately, none of them were on social media, and her parents lived all the way over in England, so there was no way they were ever going to find out.

As we stepped onto the wooden porch, my hands began to tingle with the magical energy as it zapped underneath my skin. I was more than used to the feeling now, but it still took me by surprise whenever I neared my witches and the hub of the coven, and my own energy reacted with theirs.

Before I could knock, the door creaked open, and Julia popped her head around the wood.

“Good evening.” She grinned.

“Good evening.” I smiled.

Julia’s blue-and-pink hair was tied up in two knots on the top of her head, and small, curled strands framed her face.

I couldn’t see her costume because of the door, but I could see that her bright eyeshadow matched the color of her hair, and her lips were painted a shimmering purple so dark it was almost black.

“Would you like to come in?” Julia threw out her arm in a grand gesture as she stepped away and pushed the door further open.

That was when I spotted the skeleton bodysuit she had on. It ran all the way down to her ankles, and it was practically a second skin on Julia’s petite body.

“You look fantastic,” I said while I took in the view once again.

“Thank you, Master.” She winked and ran the tip of her tongue across her lips.

“I was surprised you found a costume for someone so small,” Fiona teased lightly as she left the kitchen. “But at least the heels give you some height for once.”

But I wouldn’t have known it was her if I hadn’t heard her voice.

Fiona had raided Chrissy’s clothes or the ones Samantha kept for her, and she looked scarily like the real person.

“Great things come in small packages.” Julia twirled around on the toe of her black, heeled boot. “And these heels make me at least five foot six, thank you very much.”

Fiona smiled a lopsided smile and flipped strands of her curly brown wig over her shoulder.

“Fuck, you’ve even picked up on her mannerisms.” Mo’s jaw dropped open in shock. “Is this all down to makeup and costumes, or did you play some witchy shit to turn yourself into Chrissy?”

On closer inspection, I noticed Fiona had brown contacts to replace her green eyes, she’d dotted freckles on her cheeks and nose, and she stood with her hip a little out to one side, which was exactly how Chrissy stood.

“This is all a costume.” Fiona waved at her green blouse, jeans, and white sneakers. “No witchy shit. I also thought it was a bit unfair to put Chrissy through more transformations so soon after not being dead.”

“Fuck off, can you actually swap appearances with someone?” Mo asked with a gasp. “If so, there are hunnnndreds of people I want to swap faces with.”

“I’m only fucking with you,” Fiona giggled. “I have no idea if that’s a real thing. But you could ask Tasha, and maybe she can do some research for you.”

“Dude!” Mo grabbed hold of my denim sleeve. “I fucking love being part of a coven! Even if I’m nothing but the family dog, or whatever.”

“That’s a very harsh thing to say about a dog,” Tasha giggled as she confidently walked down the stairs.

At first, I only saw Tasha’s black, heeled boots that went up to her knees. Then I caught sight of the black-and-white striped corset dress, and it looked familiar, but I wasn’t quite sure who Tasha had chosen to dress up as.

It wasn’t until I saw her hair that the penny dropped.

Her waist-length, blonde hair had been curled and pinned to an inch of its life so it sat above her shoulders and around her head like a crown. Tasha had used a green hair spray to color the ends of her hair, and white makeup had been added to her face to give it an almost skeletal look.

“Did someone call on Beetlejuice?” Tasha joked as she patted her wild, green hair.

“Holy… shit.” My eyes felt like they were going to pop out of my head.

“I’m the ghost with the most, baby.” She winked as she popped a green lollipop in her mouth.

It was very fitting.

“Y-You… Yep,” I sighed. “You can say that again.”

Long legs, shimmering skin, and tits.

A fucking great pair of tits.

“I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but we decided to dress up as variations of Chrissy Fry,” Fiona laughed as she pushed out her hip again. “And don’t worry, she totally allowed us to do this.”

“So, we have Previous Chrissy.” Julia motioned toward Fiona. “I am Skeleton Chrissy, and Tasha is Ghost Chrissy.”

“Okay, that’s brilliant,” Mo chuckled.

“I’m impressed.” I smiled. “So what about the others?”

“Robyn chose to portray one of Chrissy’s favorite hobbies as a kid,” Julia replied. “She’s finishing up her makeup, so she should be downstairs soon.”

“And did she actually choose it?” I frowned.

I couldn’t imagine Robyn would have chosen a costume, and I knew the sorority sisters, and mainly Julia, would have liked to pick the costumes for her.

“She had the choice between picking her costume or Samantha’s,” Fiona explained. “So technically she did choose it.”

I was intrigued to find out what the others had dressed up as, and how it fit into Chrissy’s life.

And when Robyn came downstairs, my jaw practically hit the floor.

“We give you, Cheerleader Chrissy!” Tasha announced.

But Robyn wasn’t a regular cheerleader.

My innocent English Rose was dressed as a dead cheerleader. Fake blood dripped down her chin and onto her chest, her eyes were coated in black makeup, and she wore the smallest fucking outfit I’d ever seen.

More of the fake blood had been added to the little dress and knee-high socks, and there was some on her white pom-poms, too.

“You look incredible,” I said as Robyn made her way over to me.

Her black heels clicked against the wood flooring, and she looked slightly unstable, but it was nothing she couldn’t handle.

“Oh, thank you.” Robyn blushed. “I always wanted to be a cheerleader whenever I saw them on American TV shows, and now I am one for the night.”

“It suits you.” I winked and not-so-subtly checked out her ass under her skirt.

“But I’m so sorry.” Robyn placed her hands against her mouth, and the pom-poms swished with the movement. “I don’t think I know who you’re dressed up as…”

“What about me?” Mo asked. “Does the wig ring any bells?”

“Umm… no,” Robyn giggled. “I’m so sorry.”

“Why are you apologizing?” I asked. “If you haven’t seen the movie, then you haven’t seen it.”

“Oh, is it from a film?” she asked. “Which one?”

“Back to the Future,” I informed her.

“Oh.” Robyn’s black eyes widened behind her glasses. “I’ve heard of that!”

“You’ve never watched it?” Julia gasped. “That has to change, pronto.”

“My parents thought it was too unbelievable.” Robyn shrugged. “Time machines aren’t a real thing, and it’s highly unlikely anyone will create a machine that could allow someone to go back in time. But… How do you go back… to the future? That sounds like a bit of an oxymoron to me.”

“I’m not sure if I have the time to explain it,” I laughed. “But I’ll tell you all about it later, I promise.”

“Okay.” Robyn smiled.

Chrissy was the next to come downstairs, and for her variation of herself, she decided to dress up as a zombie.

She wore a white dress that was ripped in several places, and it had dirt and fake blood all over it. Her curly hair had been thoroughly straightened to help disguise her, and she had a generic zombie mask that she’d pull down into place as soon as we left the house.

Samantha had dressed up as Cruella de Vil because, apparently, that was Chrissy’s favorite Disney villain. Her black dress barely covered her chest and ass, and she had a white shawl over her shoulders with black spots all over it.

Samantha had even covered her red hair with a black-and-white wig. I didn’t think Samantha was the sort of person to go out of the way like that for a costume, but she was constantly surprising me.

Willow was the last one to get ready, and the black lace train of her dress drifted down the stairs as she came to join us.

Like with all of Willow’s clothes, the dress covered every inch of her, and she had a ripped, black veil clipped to her black hair. It was clear from the bridal-like dress that she’d decided to go as a corpse bride, but I had a feeling the veil was also used to hide the burn on Willow’s neck and face.

She also wore a pair of black satin gloves to hide the scarred palms.

Willow and I were closer now than we ever had been before, all because I’d helped her channel her fire conduit, but I still didn’t feel comfortable asking about her scars and how much of her body had been burned in a devastating fire.

“I decided to be a corpse bride,” Willow muttered with her chin tucked into her chest. “Chrissy was a corpse. And I wanted to wear a dress. So it works.”

“You look great.” I smiled. “You all do.”

Willow’s black lips curled up in a small smile, but then the expression vanished when she noticed everyone looking at her.

“Also, if you think we look great, wait for Samhain.” Julia smirked. “We always leave the best until last.”

“I can’t wait for that,” I replied with the same expression. “Now, shall we plan what we’re going to do before we leave? Or have you already decided?”

“I think it’s self-explanatory,” Chrissy said. “We’ll turn up at the party, see if Toby is there, and then go from there?”

“Pretty much.” I nodded. “I think we should mingle with the other guests and see what happens. The main reason we’re going is so you can try and get your memories back. We don’t want to cause any scenes, and you can’t remove your mask, Chrissy, no matter what happens. But if nothing happens, or if you see Toby and feel like you need to leave, then we’ll leave. We don’t want to force you into anything too traumatic.”

“And you don’t think this is traumatic?” Samantha scoffed.

“No, I don’t,” Chrissy answered. “Being around Toby could be the only way I get my memories back, so we have to at least try.”

“But like Grayson said,” Tasha spoke up. “If it’s too difficult, we’ll leave and return to the drawing board.”

“And what about when we learn who was involved?” Robyn asked.

“Simple.” Julia shrugged. “We make them suffer. Exactly like they did to Chrissy.”

“Good.” Willow rubbed her gloved hands together.

“But first we need to find out who is involved,” I added. “So if you’re all ready, shall we go?”

Chrissy took a deep breath, and she curled her arm around Samantha’s before she slipped her mask into place.

It was only a ten-minute walk to the Psi Beta Mu sorority house, but we had to pass Iota Delta in order to get there.

Iota Delta was the fraternity house that shared a road with Rho Alpha Theta. Only the best of the best joined that fraternity, and the unwritten “leader” of the house was Oscar fucking Hill, who I once beat to a pulp when he attempted to vandalize the sorority house while the sisters were busy in the backyard.

He was literally named after the Academy Award his grandfather won, so that was the sort of prick we had to deal with.

Fortunately, Iota Delta was cloaked in darkness, so I assumed the guys were out somewhere, and we were able to walk past without them calling out our names, or pissing off the girls.

The majority of the walk was spent helping the girls step over curbs in their heels, and they passed my vest around when they started to get cold.

“We could really use some heat right now…” Tasha hinted. “Willow?”

“I’m not starting a fire in the middle of the road,” she mumbled.

“I just felt like asking,” Tasha giggled.

We spent the rest of the journey in silence, apart from the scuffing of heels against asphalt, and the pulsing music from houses all around us.

I checked on Chrissy a couple of times, and she said she was fine, but the shaky tone of her voice made me think she was lying, and it was confirmed when Fiona spoke up.

“Do you want some help with those nerves?” she asked the zombie girl.

We all came to a halt, and Chrissy looked over at Fiona as she rubbed her hands together. I couldn’t see the expression on her face, but I imagined she was nibbling her lip nervously.

“Please,” Chrissy whispered.

Fiona nodded her head, and then we started walking again. She didn’t say another word, but I knew she was warping Chrissy’s emotions.

“Oh, god, that’s so much better,” Chrissy whispered a few seconds later. “I feel as light as a feather now.”

“You’re welcome,” Fiona said with a smirk in her voice. “I’ll help you as much as I can when we’re in there.”

“I’ll also help you,” Samantha added. “I’ll use my own gift to focus on the minds around us. I can’t read every mind because I need to have a connection with the person first, but if Toby is there, I’ll do my best to work out what he’s thinking.”

“Thank you, Sam,” Chrissy said with much more confidence.

The Psi Beta Mu party was in full swing when we arrived. Colorful streamers rained down from the white balcony on the second floor, a skeleton was positioned in a chair next to the front door, and the lawn was littered with glowing jack-o’-lanterns.

“I thought they might have put a bit more effort into the decorations,” Julia mumbled.

“Then again, we can’t ask a lot for a sorority who has a combined IQ of fourteen,” Samantha mumbled.

“I can already smell the vanilla perfume from here,” Mo chuckled.

In the time it took us to get from the road to the front door, I spotted at least seven Playboy bunnies, a few scantily-clad nurses, Tarzan and Jane, and the most interesting version of a female Pennywise I’d ever seen.

“It’s like they say in Mean Girls,” Fiona said with a light laugh. “Halloween is the one night a year where a girl can dress up as a total slut.”

“Yep, and no one can say a bad word about them,” Julia giggled.

“I’m sure I could think of a few bad words,” Willow said.

“And that rule only applies to those who never dress up as total sluts,” Tasha snorted. “So if you want to ridicule Psi Beta Mu, then I think it’s fair game.”

“Buuuuurn!” Mo cackled.

We all made a single-file line as we made our way into the house. People were screaming and dancing all around us, the music seemed to blast through the house from all angles, and I kept a hold of Robyn’s and Tasha’s hands so I didn’t lose them in the crowd.

One guy screamed right in my ear when he announced there was more alcohol in the kitchen, and another guy cried out with excitement when he learned there were more snacks in the living room.

“Hey, Marty!” A random guy slapped my shoulder and pointed at my costume. “And Doc! That’s fucking cool!”

“Thanks.” I gave him a tight-lipped smile and continued to walk.

“Let’s go into the dining room!” Julia called out from the front of the line. “It doesn’t seem to be as busy in there!”

I nodded my head, and I assumed the others did the same. Julia snaked through the ever-growing crowd of people, and we all managed to safely get to the dining room without anyone getting injured.

“Okay, let’s do this!” Julia hopped around and waved her hands in the air.

The music overhead suddenly changed to something more upbeat and fun.

“Aaah, I love this song!” Fiona screamed and instantly joined Julia on the dance floor.

It wasn’t long before Tasha, Samantha, and Willow joined the other two, and they all danced around in a giant circle as they enjoyed the music. Chrissy was slightly more apprehensive, but when Robyn sweetly took her hand and said everything would be okay, the two of them joined the others.

“You know,” Mo shouted out over the music as he threw some popcorn in his mouth. “For a sorority Halloween party, this one isn’t that bad!”

“Have you been to many of them in the past?” I chuckled.

“No.” He shook his head. “Hence why I can say it’s not that bad.”

I wasn’t much of a dancer, and neither was Mo, so we stood against the back wall of the dining room and simply watched the others have fun. Robyn had really broken from her shell in the last few days, and even though she didn’t drop to the floor and shake her ass and tits like the others did, it still looked like she was having fun.

But I was really glad Chrissy seemed to be having fun, too. It took her a second to warm up to the atmosphere, and she continuously peered over her shoulders like she was on the lookout for Toby, but when Julia snuck over some shot glasses filled with clear liquid, Chrissy shot it back without much hesitation.

It had been the wildest week of our lives, and it seemed like the longest month in existence. We all needed this party, and I was so glad we decided to come, even if we didn’t come across Toby Michaels and his pack of loyal dogs.

“I’m going to get some punch,” I said to Mo over the deafening music. “Do you want one?”

“I’m good, bro!” He held up his can of Sprite. “But some chips would be good!”

I gave him the universal symbol for “okay,” and then I asked the girls if they wanted anything. Robyn asked for a bottle of water because she hadn’t touched the shots Julia supplied, but the others were okay.

A long table was positioned against the wall which separated the living room and dining room. Red stains coated the white tablecloth, and there were half-empty plastic cups of punch and other interesting drinks, but at least there was a lot of punch and snacks left.

The red, fruity punch had plastic spiders floating on the top, cobwebs were draped over the rim, and there were more plastic skulls and pumpkins dotted all across the table.

Once I’d poured some of the punch into a cup, collected a bottle of water, and picked up a bowl of chips, I made my way back to the others and narrowly missed bashing into the overexcited and possibly drunk students around me.

Robyn took her bottle of water from the crook of my arm, Mo smiled as he took his bowl of chips, and I drank my punch in three large gulps.

Everyone was having so much fun, and the biggest smile crossed my face as I took in my coven and Robyn in front of me.

But then it all changed when a pirate made his way past my circle of witches.

I watched as the guy lost his footing and accidentally hit Chrissy’s shoulder with his own.

“Sorry,” he mouthed before he walked away.

But that was all it took for the night to take a dramatic turn.


Chapter 5

Even with the plastic mask that covered her face, I saw the fear creep through Chrissy’s brown eyes, and her hands trembled uncontrollably as she brought them to her mouth.

“Hey,” I said, but it probably wasn’t loud enough for anyone to hear me over the deafening music. “It’s okay. It’s okay.”

My magical energy surged through my veins as I closed the distance between me and my coven. I wasn’t sure whether it was because of my anger, Chrissy’s fear, or perhaps the sorority sisters were trying to keep hold of their own gifts. But either way, something caused the buzz of electricity to flow underneath my skin.

Chrissy was completely frozen in place, and Samantha had both hands on the zombie girl’s shoulders in an attempt to help her or keep her calm. Willow and Tasha watched as the pirate made his way out of the dining room, completely unaware he’d caused such a reaction.

But why?

I had no idea who the guy was, but him accidentally bumping into Chrissy had certainly had a landslide effect.

Either he was involved in Chrissy’s death, or something about him reminded her of that evening, and it was only the similarities that caused her to freak out.

But regardless of what it was, I knew we had to get her the hell out of the house. There was no way she was going to calm down while stuck in the middle of a sorority party.

“Hey, hey,” I said louder and with a bit more force than before. “Take deep breaths. Try and remain calm while we get you out of here, okay?”

Chrissy’s chest expanded and dropped as she took deep breaths, and I was concerned she was about to start hyperventilating. Her eyes were rimmed with unshed tears, and she clawed away at her mask like removing it was going to help her breathing.

“No!” Samantha placed her hands on Chrissy’s. “You have to leave that in place until we get out of here, remember?”

“C’mon!” Julia waved us over as she started to push through the crowd.

Mo, Robyn, and Willow assisted Julia in clearing a path, and Fiona and Tasha acted almost like a pair of bodyguards. Samantha and I both had our arms around Chrissy, and we cried out for people to move as we shuffled forward.

“Some people can’t handle their drinks!” a random guy laughed in the short break between songs.

I didn’t even look in his direction, but I suddenly wished I had my own gift to unleash on the inconsiderate bastard.

“Just leave them, Grayson,” Samantha said, so she must have heard my thoughts. “They’re not worth it.”

I also wouldn’t have jeopardized our lives and secrets like that, but the thought of doing something was extremely tempting.

Thankfully, we all managed to get out of the house before I exposed myself, and before Chrissy removed her mask. But the coast still wasn’t clear.

Once we were away from the hustle and bustle of the party inside, it was much easier to hear everyone, and Chrissy’s labored breathing was even more noticeable. It almost sounded like she was choking, and I feared she’d pass out if she didn’t get her breathing under control.

“Fiona,” I said as I rubbed Chrissy’s back soothingly. “Is there anything you can do to help her?”

“I’m trying.” Her lips curled down in sadness. “It’s like she’s put up a mental block, and I can feel her pain, but I can’t warp the emotions.”

“Hey, hey, Chris.” Samantha cupped her friend’s face underneath the mask. “Look at me, okay? Look at me and don’t pay attention to anything else going on. Can you feel me? Can you feel me touching you?”

It took a second for Chrissy to respond, but she slowly reached out and placed her hands on Samantha’s shoulders. We all watched in silence as Chrissy moved her hands across the shoulders of her friend, down her arms, and then back up again.

“That’s it,” I said with a sad smile. “This is real. We’re all real, and we’re all standing here right now. Focus on that.”

To the right of me, Robyn drew the sign of the cross on her chest, and she closed her eyes like she was sending off a few silent prayers. Julia, Willow, Fiona, and Tasha had sort of made a circle around us so Chrissy was a bit more hidden, but I wasn’t sure if the terrified girl had even realized it.

Mo had brought his bowl of chips with him, which I hadn’t noticed, but he’d discarded the bowl on the ground, so at least he wasn’t viewing Chrissy as a source of entertainment.

A few people wandered around us, and some drunk students stumbled over the decorations on the lawn, but no one seemed to pay us any attention.

But the partygoers were the last thing on my mind when Samantha gasped loudly.

Her entire face curled up in anger. Her eyes darkened, she clenched her teeth together, and the smiles she gave Chrissy were far from real.

She must have caught on to what Chrissy was thinking, or any images that flickered through her brain, and she wouldn’t have reacted like that if Chrissy was thinking of happy childhood memories.

“Samantha,” I said soothingly. “Try and look past that for now.”

“I can’t,” she spat through clenched teeth. “And you’d feel the same if you were in my fucking head, Grayson.”

I didn’t want to know what Chrissy was thinking, or what Samantha saw, but horrific images started to flicker through my mind. I thought of the true crime cases I’d followed in the past, and I saw the pictures and heard the statements of the victims’ traumatic experiences.

Anger surged through my body at an alarming rate, and if Chrissy’s memories were half as bad as what I imagined, then her reaction was more than justified.

I wasn’t sure if she could see me, or if Chrissy’s panic had essentially cut off the majority of her senses, but I turned my head away from the group. Just in case my visible anger caused Chrissy to spiral even more.

I took a few even breaths, and I focused on everything that made me smile in an attempt to get rid of the negative feeling.

I thought of my coven, Robyn, Mo, Pippin, and my grandparents.

But every time those faces appeared in my mind, I was quickly reminded of the issue at hand.

“Holy shit, dude!” some guy dressed as Zorro laughed as he pointed his plastic rapier straight at me. “How the hell did you get your eyes to do that? Rich, look! Look at his eyes!”

It wasn’t until I noticed the red glow in my peripheral vision that I realized what was happening.

“Shit, Grayson.” Mo tugged on my denim sleeve.

“Fuck!” another guy laughed, and I assumed it was Rich. “That’s so cool!”

“Th-Thanks,” I said with a shaky laugh.

We had to get out of there.

I tried to cover my glowing eyes as I turned back to face the others. Everyone apart from Chrissy and Samantha was staring at me in shock.

“Grayson…” Julia whispered.

“I’m fine.” I shook my head. “Let’s just… go home.”

It was hard to get Chrissy to move at first, but she slowly started to calm down as she took each rigid step away from the house.

It had only been a few minutes since we’d left the party, but it felt like we’d been standing on the lawn for hours. I hoped the rest of the evening wasn’t going to be as long and tiring as that, but there was no way of knowing.

Thanks to Fiona’s gift, she was able to tell us when Chrissy felt more at ease, and as soon as we were far enough away from the house, Samantha slipped Chrissy’s mask away from her face.

Apart from Fiona’s occasional announcements, no one said a word until the Rho Alpha Theta house appeared in the distance. Even I was hit with a cooling, calming presence as I saw the house. The buzz of energy slowly trickled away from my body, and my eyes had stopped glowing at some point during the walk home.

“We’re home, Chrissy,” Tasha said as she assisted Samantha in helping the zombie girl up the porch steps. “You’re safe now.”

Julia and Willow rushed ahead to unlock the door and turn the lights on, and Robyn clutched her hands against her chest as she watched the sisters help their friend.

“Are you okay?” I asked her.

“Yes, I’m okay.” She nodded and pulled at the skirt of her cheerleader dress. “It’s hard to watch, that’s all.”

“I know,” I sighed. “And if you want to go home, I’d completely understand. My car is right there.”

“Yeah, I’ll take you,” Mo offered. “I’m as sober as you are, so I can drive.”

“Thank you, both of you.” Robyn smiled as she curled some of her hair behind her ears. “But I’d rather stay here and know that Chrissy is okay. Tonight has been hard for her like it has for all of us, and I would sit and panic all night if I didn’t know what was going on.”

I thought it was impossible for Robyn’s heart to get bigger, but she just kept proving me wrong.

“Okay.” I pressed a kiss against her temple, then linked my fingers with hers as I walked her into the house.

Everyone gathered in the kitchen, and Samantha assisted Chrissy in climbing onto one of the bar stools as Tasha fixed her a drink.

“I don’t know if you like tea.” Tasha cupped a steaming mug in both hands as she placed it down in front of Chrissy. “But this is a lemon and ginger tea, and apparently it works wonders for stress and anxiety.”

“It does,” Willow said as she unclipped her veil and threw it onto the kitchen table. “The nurses gave it to me in the hospital when I couldn’t sleep–”

Willow’s eyes widened as she realized what she’d said.

But then she shrugged and returned to where we stood at the breakfast bar.

“Thank you,” Chrissy whispered like a timid mouse as she took a small sip of tea.

“How are you feeling?” Fiona asked.

“Honestly?” Chrissy was quiet for a moment. “It’s all very… vague. I remember getting ready for the party, and I remember us walking there, but then I don’t recall anything until when we arrived home. It’s almost like I left the party, experienced the memories, and then found myself at home.”

“How strange,” Robyn whispered.

“Was I ever alone?” Chrissy frowned. “Did you leave me at any point?”

“No, never,” Samantha replied. “We were with you the entire time.”

Chrissy scratched the back of her neck, and then she took another small sip of tea.

“Do you…” I hesitated for a second. “Do you want to… tell us what happened?”

“Umm…” Chrissy pulled at her torn, white dress, and her eyebrows practically locked together in another frown.

“You don’t have to,” I rushed to add. “We can discuss it later if you want.”

“Just do whatever you’re comfortable with, Chris,” Samantha said comfortingly.

It was nice to see a softer side to Samantha, even though I wished the circumstances were different. It just showed how much she cared for her friends and family, and it reminded me that I couldn’t judge a book by its cover.

“No, it’s… It’s okay,” Chrissy said with more confidence than before. “We went to the party for this exact reason, so I think it’s only right I share… I share what happened.”

No one said a word as we gave Chrissy the time to compose herself. She drank some more of her tea, twirled a strand of straight hair around her finger, and then rubbed it against her lips to help pacify her anxiety.

“So… what actually happened?” Chrissy said against her finger. “At the party, I mean.”

“Some guy dressed as a pirate walked into you,” Julia explained. “It wasn’t malicious in any way, and he apologized straight away, but that was all it took.”

“Okay…” Chrissy nodded slowly. “So… I think that’s when I was reminded of the night, last year. It was like… It was like I was reliving that exact moment all over again…”

“PTSD,” Willow whispered. “That’s what it sounds like.”

“Potentially,” Chrissy agreed. “At first… At first, I thought I was drunk. It was like I was walking down a road, but my body felt heavy, and my legs were like jelly. I was calling out for Toby, and I was asking myself where he was. Maybe I was on Mason Street at that point? I don’t know, but I only remember walking. And… are you saying I didn’t actually walk anywhere?”

“Not until we went home,” Fiona replied. “In fact, apart from when we left the house, you were standing still the entire time.”

“That’s so strange,” the former zombie girl mumbled. “Anyway, I then remember Toby appearing in front of me. We had a conversation, but it was muffled… almost like it was a dream. But then it changes… Our conversation became so clear, it sounded like how we’re talking now, but my vision changed. Everything around me was blurry, and all I could focus on was Toby and his car. He… He, umm…”

“It’s okay.” Samantha rubbed her friend’s hand. “Take all the time you need.”

“You’re doing so well, Chrissy,” Robyn said sweetly. “I don’t think I could do what you’re doing.”

“Yeah, you’re seriously the bravest person I know,” Mo added. “And I’ve met some pretty brave people in my life.”

“Thanks.” Chrissy forced out a laugh, and she looped her fingers around her mug to stop her hands from trembling.

Chrissy attempted to continue for a couple of minutes, but she always seemed to get stuck on the words whenever she tried to say them.

However, after Fiona worked her magic on the witch’s emotions, Chrissy tried again.

“Toby and I were talking…” She let out a deep breath. “He asked me where I’d come from, and I said this house. I… I asked why… I asked why he didn’t come to the party, and he said he was on his way over to the house when he saw me.”

“Bullshit,” Samantha mumbled. “Sorry, but if he was driving to this house, he wouldn’t have passed Mason Street, so he wouldn’t have seen you.”

“Unless he was nearing the house when Chrissy left?” Tasha suggested.

“So, he might have turned around and followed me?” Chrissy clarified.

“Yeah…” Tasha nodded.

“With hindsight, it’s certainly possible when it comes to Toby,” I muttered.

“That’s true,” Chrissy sighed. “Okay, so… once I’d asked that, he asked me if I wanted a ride home. He said something about me being drunk, and it wasn’t safe being out so late. And now that just…”

“Makes you feel a bit sick?” Julia asked. “Because it certainly makes me nauseous.”

“Nauseous.” Chrissy nodded. “But the darker side of my brain almost wants to laugh. Fucker. Anyway…”

There was another pause as Chrissy found the courage once again.

“I remember getting into his car, and we started driving,” she continued. “I never asked where Toby was going, I don’t think, and I wasn’t in the right headspace to notice. But then… Then Toby pulled the car over, and… he asked me to get out, and, umm… That was, umm… that was when…”

Chrissy collapsed against Samantha as powerful, heart-wrenching sobs broke from her. I felt every ounce of pain, and my anger from before filled me again without warning.

I wanted nothing more than to comfort the poor girl, but I also wanted to track down every motherfucker who hurt her and give them a spoonful of their own medicine.

Maybe even double the dosage.

We told Chrissy she didn’t have to say anymore, and we could end the night there, but Chrissy was courageous, and she was determined to get through the entire story.

It took a few attempts, but she was finally able to tell us they were no longer alone at this second location. She remembered Toby had a conversation with someone, but their words and voices were muffled.

However, one piece of information she knew for certain: there were four of them that night. Toby and three other guys, but their faces were blurred, and she didn’t hear any names.

The guy dressed as a pirate this evening was one of the three friends. Unfortunately, it all happened so quickly that we never got a good look at the guy before he vanished into the crowd of drunk students. But at least it was a place to start.

“Four of them?” Robyn gasped. “And you’re certain they were all involved?”

“More certain than I’ve ever been in my entire life,” Chrissy mumbled. “I remember the feeling of… The feeling of their hands, and… I remember… Everything. The suffocating feeling when I was put back in the car, and… what happened after that. Just… not their names or faces.”

My fists were clenched so tight I thought my bones were going to pierce through my skin. Chrissy didn’t have to go into much description because I instantly understood what she was trying to say, and exactly what those lowlifes did to her that night.

I was so glad Chrissy was back with us, and it almost seemed like dying that night was the best thing to happen to her. She didn’t have to suffer through the torture for an excruciating amount of time. She could have spent days hidden in the shed in the country park, simply dreading Toby’s return.

“I’m so sorry, Chrissy,” Fiona sniffed and brushed her tears away with her finger.

“No one should ever have to experience something like that,” Julia spoke into her clenched fist. “Especially someone as kind and gentle as you.”

“I suppose I’m glad it happened to me and no one else,” Chrissy said with a light shrug like she wasn’t sure if she truly believed that.

“That’s an incredibly selfless thing to think.” Robyn mopped up her own tears. “And it shows how strong you really are.”

On either side of me, Tasha and Willow wiped away their tears, too. I felt like there wasn’t much I could do to help because I wasn’t able to remove the pain Chrissy’s memories brought us. But I stroked their backs gently as I pushed back my own emotions.

Fiona must have been working so hard to keep her own feelings in line that she struggled to assist us, but we all worked together in an attempt to keep each other calm.

But despite how hard I tried, I couldn’t fully remove the anger, and I wanted nothing more than to seek revenge on those four motherfuckers who did this.

“What do you want to do now, Chrissy?” I asked carefully.

Chrissy sighed and shrugged her shoulders as she thought.

“I…” she paused. “I want to do whatever we can. Whenever we can.”

“Personally, I want to seek revenge as soon as possible,” I replied. “But we’ll go at your pace, and it’ll be completely up to you.”

I watched as Chrissy played with her hands. She linked her fingers together, and then she created circles with her hands until her fingers touched at the tips.

She created more circles of open space for at least another minute as the others shared a light conversation about the sorority house we’d visited that evening.

Chrissy seemed to pay all her attention to the conversation, so I wasn’t sure if she even knew what she was doing with her hands. She rubbed them together, pressed her thumbs in between her palms, and crossed and uncrossed her fingers over and over.

At first, I thought it was an anxious twitch, and perhaps she was trying to fight off her anxiety.

But that all changed when a green leaf appeared from between her hands.

“What the hell?” I whispered.

“Holy shit, dude!” Mo gasped. “Did you create that?”

“What?” Chrissy frowned.

And the expression stayed firmly on her face as she glanced down at her hands and opened them up to reveal the cutting of a plant.

The plant had small, light-purple flowers, but it also produced small, black berries, too. They were almost like dark, shiny blueberries, but I wasn’t about to turn them into muffins.

My grandmother always told me not to eat the berries from a plant unless I knew exactly what they were, and I wasn’t going to break my promise to her now.

“Oh,” Chrissy actually laughed as she dropped the plant on the breakfast bar. “I wasn’t even aware I was doing it.”

Chrissy’s gift was all based around soil and plant life. I hadn’t seen her use her gift in the five days since she’d been resurrected, so it was quite interesting to watch her create the plant without even thinking about it.

“Is that…” Tasha cocked her head to one side. “Is that deadly nightshade?”

“Oh, shit!” Chrissy jumped off the stool and ran to the sink to wash her hands.

“Are you affected by poisonous plants?” I asked. “Even though you can create them?”

“I don’t know,” Chrissy said over the stream of flowing water.

“This is the first time I’ve ever seen her produce poisonous plants,” Samantha added.

“Perhaps I’m feeling a little poisonous these days…” Chrissy sighed.

It was interesting that Chrissy never created poisonous plants, but then one of the first things she created was a cutting of deadly nightshade. It made me think her gift had changed slightly with the resurrection, or she was somehow stronger now than she was before, and that was only one of the new aspects of her gift.

“What happened to the girl who created nothing but roses and forget-me-nots?” Julia chuckled.

“She’s been through a lot,” Chrissy replied. “It’s a long story.”

“That reminds me,” I said suddenly. “When we found your… burial site, you appeared in your ghost form for the first time. I’m assuming you don’t have any recollection of that?”

“No, I don’t remember anything from that part of my journey,” she responded.

“Okay…” I nodded. “So, you don’t remember us coming across the abundance of forget-me-nots that covered your grave?”

“What?” Chrissy gasped. “No!”

“Oh, goodness.” Robyn clapped. “I’ll always remember that!”

“What happened?” Chrissy asked.

“I used my senses and our tethered connection to locate you in the country park,” I explained. “We had no idea where we were going, but we came across this… blooming meadow. The rest of the woods were dark and… barren, but then there was this meadow filled with lush grass and more flowers than we could count. When we spotted the forget-me-nots, Samantha said they were your favorite flower. Or… still are.”

“Yes, they are.” Chrissy nodded.

“But that was also when we noticed the patch of forget-me-nots looked to be roughly the size of an average female,” I continued. “It was like you’d essentially drawn out your grave for us, and we thought you might have used the last of your strength to dive deep into your magical energy, and you created the meadow.”

“Oh, my god…” she whispered. “I… I don’t remember what happened when… I was placed there. But… it certainly sounds like I had some sort of control over the creation of the meadow.”

“It sounds like something you would do,” Samantha spoke up. “You would have wanted to make the world a beautiful place as you left it, and you always said you loved the meaning behind forget-me-nots. If, or when, we came across your grave, you would have wanted us to see those flowers and instantly remember you. It would have been a sign you were going to remember us, too.”

“You’re right.” Chrissy nodded. “That’s exactly what I would have done. So… I must have created the meadow.”

The darker side to it was that it meant Chrissy was partially still alive when she was buried. I hoped she was too far gone at that point, and she hadn’t realized exactly what had happened to her.

“And now I’ve gone from creating that to…” Chrissy thumbed toward the deadly nightshade. “But Toby went from this cute guy I had a crush on to one of the four guys responsible for my murder. So, we can all change, I suppose.”

“I mean… yeah.” I winced at her bluntness.

“But that brings us back to our original conversation.” Julia sat up on her bar stool. “We have Toby and Pirate Guy, but we need to find out who he is, and we need to find the other two douchebags. So… what do we do?”

“Despite what happened, I think the Halloween party worked well,” Fiona replied. “Personally, I think we should do it again, if Chrissy is comfortable with it, of course.”

“I’ll…” Chrissy sucked her teeth. “I can’t do anything right this second, so I’ll need to wait a couple of days, but… Yeah, let’s do it again.”

“Are you sure?” Robyn raised her ginger eyebrows. “Really?”

“Really.” Chrissy nodded. “If it wasn’t for this evening, we wouldn’t have even known about Pirate Guy, so it’s definitely working.”

“Alright, then.” Julia jumped down from the stool and walked out into the hallway.

Her heels clicked against the wooden flooring, and they became fainter and fainter as she walked into another room.

“Okay!” Julia called out through the house as she returned again. “We were all given a list of the local holiday parties, so this can be our guide.”

As she returned to her stool, Julia slapped a piece of paper onto the bar, and everyone gathered in close to read it. The white paper had the Dowell University crest at the top of the page, and a list of sororities and fraternities with their Greek letters beside them.

Each house had been listed in chronological order, and it gave us a time and date of the Halloween parties available this year. There appeared to be a different party every night leading up to Halloween next weekend, so I hoped we didn’t have to attend them all.

Rho Alpha Theta was expected to attend parties and sorority gatherings, but surely not every single one.

In fact, Rho Alpha Theta was the only house on the list that hadn’t planned to throw a party, but we were slightly busy with other things.

“We obviously need to pick out the parties we think Toby would attend,” Julia continued. “For example, I personally don’t think he has any reason to go to Sigma Phi Epsilon on Monday night.”

“Uh…” Chrissy thought. “I mean, the fraternity could have changed completely in the span of a year, but he always said how he thought the fraternity ‘brothers’ were all nerdy virgins.”

“What a charming chap,” Robyn mumbled.

“Then we can cross that one off our list,” Willow muttered under her breath.

“But we also have to think about Toby’s fraternity,” Tasha said. “Sigma Gamma Delta, regardless of who lives there, has always been friendly with Iota Delta. Oscar Hill and Toby like to show off to see who has more money, but that’s made them friends, too.”

“Iota Delta has a party on Saturday.” Mo tapped the paper.

“But that’s only a couple of days from now,” I mumbled. “Chrissy, do you need more time than that?”

“Umm…” She nibbled on her bottom lip. “I don’t… know. How about we plan to go, but we can always pull out at the last minute if I think it’s too much?”

“That’s fine with me.” I nodded and gave her a proud smile.

She’d been through so much this evening, and it constantly amazed me how brave and strong she was.

“We also can’t forget about Toby’s own party,” Samantha said as she pointed to the very bottom of the page.

“What’s that?” Robyn asked.

“Every year, on Halloween weekend, Sigma Gamma Delta has the biggest haunted house in town,” Samantha explained. “The fraternity families pay thousands of dollars transforming the house, and literally everyone goes. Even non-sorority or fraternity students are invited.”

“Again, Toby likes to show off,” Chrissy hummed.

“Well, I think we have to go to that, then,” Fiona said like the decision was already made. “We could try and work out the other three guys involved before next weekend, and then–”

“Then what?” Julia asked. “What are we planning on doing once we know who’s involved?”

“Whatever we have to do.” I shrugged.

“Like…” Robyn gulped. “Kill them?”

“They killed me,” Chrissy stated with anger in her voice. “In fact, they did so much more than kill me. Toby should have killed me there and then. The other guys should have killed me when they pressed me up against the car and… They stretched out the torment as long as they could, and who knows what happened from the moment they pulled me away from the car, to the moment they poured dirt all over me.”

Several pairs of eyes widened as they took in Chrissy’s anger.

“I’m sorry,” she muttered when she spotted their reactions. “That… It got the better of me, and I shouldn’t have–”

“That’s okay,” I said honestly. “You’re more than allowed to feel anger.”

I tried to soothe them all as best I could, and Fiona helped me with that.

But I found it almost impossible to move on with the conversation, especially as I spotted the poisonous plant on the breakfast bar.

I knew for a fact that I would have done anything to save my coven, especially if someone hurt them.

Even if that meant killing for them.


Chapter 6

We spent the evening after the sorority’s Halloween party relaxing as much as we could, and we made sure Chrissy was as comfortable as possible, especially after such an eventful day.

I decided to stay at Rho Alpha Theta, mainly because I thought my presence in the house could have helped Chrissy and the others recharge, and that was probably what we all needed.

Especially Fiona.

It was the most I’d ever seen her use her gift, and she was so tired, she started falling asleep on the couch. It was completely unlike her.

I gave Mo and Robyn a ride back to Jefferson Hall, and I promised to see them both in the morning before I made my way back to the sorority house.

It seemed like hundreds of students crossed my path as I drove the short distance home. At one point, I had to stop in the middle of the road as a gaggle of blood-stained football players wandered in front of my car.

“This is giving me major Pied Piper vibes,” I mumbled to myself as I tapped my fingers impatiently off the steering wheel. “The Piper leads the way, and the others follow behind in a single-file line… Or, in this case… the quarterback leads the way.”

I gave the football players a long stare as the last one stumbled and barely made it onto the sidewalk before he fell flat on his face. But once the coast was clear, I continued on with my journey, and I managed to make it back to the sorority house before I had to stop for more drunk traffic.

Julia, Willow, Tasha, and Fiona were still in the living room when I walked through the door. They were in the process of searching through their movie options, and Tasha had filled the coffee table with Halloween-themed cupcakes, chips, bowls of candy, and a selection of her famous elixirs, too.

Well, I assumed it was Tasha since she was the only one in the house with a sugar addiction.

“Do you want to join us, Master?” Julia asked as she collected a cupcake from a silver tray.

The cupcake was covered in green buttercream with a plastic bat secured in the middle.

“I could have an elixir made for you in seconds.” Tasha winked.

“I think I’ll go without the elixirs this evening,” I chuckled. “I’m still trying to recover from the first drinks you gave me.”

“But that was last week.” Fiona frowned.

“Exactly,” I snorted. “And if it wasn’t for the sobering elixir, I would probably still be drunk now.”

The witches weren’t exactly immune to the elixirs, but they didn’t get drunk after one sip, either. I hoped to build a tolerance, too, over time, but one every so often was more than enough for me right now.

I took a cupcake from the tray and scooped up a handful of chips from the bowl, then left the girls to find a movie to watch.

What I liked was that the sisters still did typical sorority things, even though they weren’t a typical sorority. They had their movie nights, nights of overly indulgent self-care, and attended parties, even when they didn’t want to. They took part in gardening to assist the college community, and if Rho Alpha Theta had to attend events for whatever reason, they would also be there.

Of course, they risked losing the house if they didn’t follow the college guidelines, but they still had fun taking part in everything.

“Good evening, Pippin,” I said as I kicked my bedroom door closed with the heel of my foot. “I hope your evening wasn’t as adventurous as ours.”

My fluffy Syrian poked his head out of a wooden tunnel I’d positioned underneath his bedding. His cheeks were stuffed with his dinner, and he was probably on his way to dropping it off somewhere else in the tank.

“What are your plans for the evening, Pip?” I asked while I changed out of my Marty McFly costume. “The night is young, you have at least eight hours before you return to bed… So, are there any parties going on? What does a hamster do for Halloween?”

Surprisingly, Pippin didn’t reply.

But he did scurry out of his tunnel and over to a corner of his tank where he made himself comfortable against the bedding.

“Are you saying you’re going to stay at home and hide from the outside world?” I asked. “Because that sounds like a good idea to me.”

Pippin seemed to watch me as I readied myself for bed, and I stood beside his tank and shared a one-sided conversation as I ate the cupcake and chips.

“You know,” I said around a mouthful of cake. “This is pretty damn good.”

Pippin held a dried pea in his tiny paws and nibbled on it while I ate my treats.

“You’re pretty good dinner company, too,” I added. “I know you don’t say much, but your expressions speak a thousand words.”

When Mo first met Pippin, he thought my little buddy only had one expression, but now he knew differently. We could tell when Pippin was happy, sad, angry, and frustrated.

It was quite entertaining to watch.

After we’d enjoyed our snacks, I crossed the hallway to get to the bathroom, cleaned my teeth, and removed my contact lenses for the night. I had enough lenses to last me a week if I wore them every single day, so I made a mental note to order some more.

Between the darkness in the hallway and blurriness from having left my glasses in my room, I couldn’t see very clearly. I relied mostly on muscle memory to locate the door handle, and thankfully, I’d left a light on in the room so I could instantly see well enough to get around.

“Maybe I’ll come across a witch who could improve my vision,” I said to Pippin. “Or Tasha could find a spell in one of her ancient spell books. That would be good, huh?”

I grabbed my glasses from the bedside table and positioned them on my nose.

“That’s so much better,” I laughed.

Once Pippin had his nighttime treat, and I’d filled up his water, I wished him goodnight and went to bed. It was eleven-thirty, so it was surprisingly early, given that we went to a party, but I still knew I was going to be exhausted in the morning.

I felt like I was only asleep for an hour before my alarm went off, and after five minutes of contemplating, I finally forced myself out of bed.

By the time I went downstairs, my coven was already in the kitchen having breakfast. Chrissy stood out of view of the kitchen window, so the curtains were open, and at least we weren’t smothered in dim lighting.

“I’m going to stay home today,” Samantha announced as she filled her favorite black mug with coffee. “I can catch up on work next week, and I’d rather make sure you’re okay, Chrissy.”

“I’m fine,” Chrissy answered somewhat convincingly. “It was a rough night last night, but you guys can’t put your lives on hold for me.”

“I’m not putting my life on hold.” Samantha shrugged. “It’s one day. Plus, I only have morning classes on Fridays, so I would be coming home at lunch anyway.”

“Okay, fine,” Chrissy laughed lightly, almost like she didn’t have the strength to argue her point.

“Well, I don’t know about you guys, but I’m craving a pizza night,” Julia announced while she placed her bowl and mug in the sink. “We should make the dough ourselves, pick all of our toppings, and then watch a movie while we eat them!”

“Yes, that sounds so good!” Fiona gasped. “Tasha, you should make your sweet pizza again.”

“Mhmm!” Tasha’s eyes widened, and she quickly ate her mouthful of chocolate cereal.

“The layer of caramel instead of tomato sauce was…” Julia gave the creation a chef’s kiss. “The marshmallows didn’t work in the oven, though.”

“No.” Tasha shook her head. “I’ll add them on at the end, I think. But the chocolate worked, and the sprinkles around the crust instead of garlic dusting… All inspired by Buddy the Elf, of course.”

“Of course.” I nodded.

“To be honest…” Fiona winced. “A garlic-covered crust sounds so much better than a sweet one right now.”

“Especially if you dip it in melted butter.” Chrissy pretended to drool. “Mmmm!”

“Or if you roll the crust up with a piece of pepperoni inside.” Julia flapped her hands with excitement. “Then it’s like a little pizza burrito!”

“In that case, don’t forget the cheese,” Samantha added.

“I like cheese,” Willow mumbled as she made an interesting concoction for breakfast.

Willow had carved the crusts off her piece of toast, and then she’d cut the bread into long, thin strips, almost like streamers. I thought she was going to eat the toast as it was, but she started to braid the nine strips into three separate braids. The toast didn’t hold the shape very well, so she sat an empty coffee mug and a small side plate on the braided ends to stop them from unraveling.

But Willow didn’t stop there.

One by one, she took a bread braid, folded it, and dipped it in some melted peanut butter before she popped it in her mouth.

Willow sat back in her chair and folded her arms over her chest as she ate her little creation.

“You constantly amaze me, Willow.” Chrissy smiled.

Willow’s eyes widened, and a blush formed on her cheeks as she noticed everyone looking at her. So she threw another bread braid in her mouth, pulled the neck of her black, long-sleeved t-shirt up to her nose, and curled herself up in the chair.

The timid witch only moved when she put another piece of bread in her mouth, but we all worked around her like she wasn’t even there.

I decided to leave my car at the sorority house because we were going to return later on anyway, so with half an hour before classes started, I left the house with Willow, Fiona, Julia, and Tasha.

I received a message from Mo saying he and Robyn had already arrived, and they’d meet us at our favorite bench if we had time before classes started.

Because Robyn was one of the best girlfriends in the world, she surprised me with a latte and an apricot Danish, and she had a bag filled with pastries for the others, too.

The crumbs on Mo’s t-shirt and powdered sugar around his lips made me see he’d already enjoyed his sweet treat.

“Thank you.” I smiled as I placed a kiss on Robyn’s cheek.

“It’s okay.” She blushed. “I saw them on the counter, and they looked so good that I couldn’t ignore them. I also didn’t want to get myself one without treating all of us.”

“That’s very sweet of you, thank you.” Julia smiled as she took a large bite.

“I’ll save mine for lunch,” Willow mumbled. “I had a big breakfast. But thank you.”

Only a child would have considered a single slice of toast and a little peanut butter a “big breakfast,” but for Willow, it was like having an entire buffet of food.

Robyn tried to hide her deepening blush with her mustard-colored scarf, and she tucked her chin into her chest to hide her smile, but we all saw it.

I thought it was cute that someone thanking her made her embarrassed, but Robyn’s reaction to said blush told me she thought differently.

I took Robyn by the hand and said goodbye to the others as they all headed off in different directions toward their first classes.

“You know it’s getting chillier when I have to wear my thicker tights under my dresses,” Robyn giggled as she tucked her chin into her scarf. “And it isn’t even winter yet.”

“I bet it’s colder in England, though,” I replied.

“Surprisingly, it’s the same temperature right now,” she said. “I was talking to my friends last night, and we realized it was about two degrees colder over there. The only difference was that it was raining on them. So, it was freezing rain that soaks you straight to the bone.”

“Oh, yes, there’s nothing worse.” I nodded. “But just wait until the summer months. There are days where you’ll almost wish for the freezing rain.”

“I can imagine,” Robyn laughed. “I never experienced that sort of heat in my life until I came over here for the first time. I knew it was going to be stiflingly hot, but I didn’t think it was going to be that bad. Thank goodness for the air conditioning, that’s all I can say.”

Our conversation about varying weather lasted until we’d taken our seats in biology, and I quickly ate my pastry and drank my coffee before Professor Burton walked into the room.

Robyn and I gave Burton our total concentration as he told us about the next section we were going to start working on next week. We were going to leave virology behind and start on parasitology, which was personally one of my favorite topics to study.

It was going to involve lab work, and a lot of work using the microscope, but Robyn and I both loved it when we could truly throw ourselves into the course.

But the one thing I loved most about biology was its ability to remove me from what was going on outside of the four walls around me. If I didn’t have Robyn or my coven on my mind, then I had Toby Michaels and his bastard friends.

I was also worried someone was going to find out I was spending an awful lot of time at the sorority house. I dreaded to think what would happen if the Dean stepped forward and banned me from entering the house, or perhaps something worse than that.

But while Professor Burton explained parasitology to those who needed a little bit more of an understanding, I was able to forget about the real world.

I was also able to zone out on my way to calculus when my grandmother called for our weekly catch-up.

I told her I couldn’t talk for long because I had to get to class, but that was fine because Molly Price was a very busy woman. She always had coffee dates with her friends, chores to complete around the house, and water aerobics classes to attend.

My poor grandfather was the one to chauffeur her about everywhere, even though Grandma was perfectly able to drive herself. She said if he didn’t drive her places, he would “sit on his ass all day trying to complete that damn crossword.”

Grandpa would grumble and say he was nothing like my father.

“That useless son of a bitch,” Grandpa always mumbled before he cleared his throat. “One of these days he’ll wake up and regret he ever said goodbye to you, Gray.”

My grandparents were trying to enjoy a well-deserved retirement in the heart of Fort Lauderdale, Florida, especially after they had to raise me when my mother passed away.

They were two of the most important people in my life, so it always made my day whenever I heard about their busy schedules.

By the time lunch came around, I was starving, and I prayed there was something good on the menu.

My prayers were answered when I caught sight of students walking toward their tables with plates loaded with macaroni and cheese. There was also the option of burgers and some strange-looking fish dish, but macaroni was always going to win, in my opinion.

Once I had the macaroni, a bottle of water, and an apple loaded onto my tray, I headed over to our favorite table at the back of the cafeteria. I was the last one to arrive, and Mo and Robyn had saved me a seat in between them.

As always, Mo had two trays of food in front of him. One tray was almost identical to mine, except with Coca-Cola instead of water, and the other tray was loaded with a burger, fries, and a strawberry cupcake.

Robyn had packed her own lunch, which I thought was extremely cute. She removed a purple plastic tub from her brown leather bag, and inside she had a cheese and tomato sandwich neatly cut into four squares. She also had a small orange, a vegan-friendly granola bar, and her reusable bottle filled with water.

Robyn laid out a paper napkin and emptied her lunch onto it like she was having a mini picnic in the park.

Julia and Fiona had helped themselves to the macaroni, too, and they both spooned a small amount onto a spare plate for Willow.

From inside her pocket, Willow brought out a tiny plastic container. Given her appetite, the box was probably big enough to hold all three of her meals for the day. However, I was surprised when she pulled off the lid to reveal three bite-sized tomatoes.

With the food in front of her, Willow carved into the tomatoes until the juice and seeds practically drowned the plate. She mixed the macaroni in with the tomato concoction, and then spooned each separate pasta noodle into her mouth and chewed thoroughly before she went for another bite.

Tasha had also brought her own lunch with her, and I was pretty sure it was Willy Wonka’s dream meal.

She had a family-size bag of Reese’s Pieces, a Halloween cupcake from last night, a Twix, and three lollipops. But because Tasha couldn’t go anywhere without her lollipops, I knew she’d have more in her pockets somewhere.

Tasha once told me she ate about one hundred and twenty lollipops in a month, and often more than that. So three lollipops for lunch was nothing in the grand scheme of things.

“Hey, Fiona,” Mo said as he spooned some macaroni into his mouth. “Can you tell me more about your gift?”

Fortunately, Mo knew to keep his voice down, and the cafeteria was loud enough that no one else would have heard him.

“What do you want to know?” she asked casually.

Mo took a fry from one plate, dipped it in the cheese sauce on another, then folded it into his mouth.

“Did you say you can feel others’ emotions?” he asked. “Or just warp them?”

“Sort of both,” Fiona explained. “If I have a good connection with someone, I’ll be able to feel and warp them. If I want to, I can warp the feelings of those around me, but I have to really focus on their emotions. I can’t just imagine it, I need to be able to see them, and often touch them, too.”

“Why do you have to touch some, but not others?” Robyn asked as she dabbed her paper napkin against her lips.

“If I’ve only met a person for the first time,” Fiona replied. “For example, someone… in an airport. If I’ve never met them in my life, I wouldn’t be able to warp their emotions. If I’ve met them a few times, I’d be able to do it by looking at them. Then, if I considered them one of my closest friends, I’d be able to feel their emotions, too.”

“So that’s why you can feel ours?” I motioned around the table.

“Good example.” She smiled and nodded. “You’re all part of my coven. Or you’re close friends, like Mo and Robyn.”

“And that also explains why you’re so close to our… new friend?” Mo casually asked about Chrissy.

“Exactly.” Fiona nodded. “There is a connection between us already, and that’ll never change. So the gift takes that into account.”

“That’s so fascinating,” Robyn mumbled.

“It’s pretty cool,” Julia agreed.

“Fiona definitely has one of the best gifts out of all of us.” Tasha poured a handful of Reese’s Pieces into her hand and threw them into her mouth.

“I think they’re all incredible,” Mo replied. “Like… fire? Telekinesis? Clairvoyant? Plants?”

“I never said they weren’t incredible.” Tasha smirked. “I said ‘one of the best.’”

“You also can’t forget about yourself there, Tasha,” I added. “Even if you don’t have a gift, so to speak, you’re far more intelligent than anyone else I’ve ever met.”

“Thank you, Master.” The blonde-haired witch smirked. “That means a lot coming from you.”

“I have a question.” Robyn raised her hand like she was in class. “Because Grayson can make you all stronger, could it be that you’ll be able to feel and warp all emotions, even without meeting people before?”

“That’s… possible.” Fiona nodded slowly and looked over in my direction. “I suppose it could be something we look into?”

“Sure.” I shrugged lightly. “I’m not sure what it involves, but I’m interested to find out. Why don’t we give it a try when we go home?”

“Yes, please.” She grinned before she spooned more macaroni and cheese into her mouth.

All of a sudden, our conversation was interrupted when Chariots of Fire started to blare loudly from somewhere around us.

“What the hell?” Mo asked.

“Oh, excuse me,” Robyn laughed. “That’s my ringtone for my parents.”

“And just when I thought you couldn’t get any cuter.” I smiled.

“Is it okay if I answer it?” she asked as she looked around the table.

“Of course,” Julia replied.

Robyn rummaged around in her pocket until she found her phone, then she rested her elbows on the table as she answered the call.

“Hello?” she asked, and a smile formed on her face. “Hi, Mum, how are you?”

I wasn’t sure it was possible, but for some reason, Robyn sounded even more English whenever she was on the phone with her family.

“Oh, that’s excellent.” She grinned. “And how is Dad doing? Did he go to Fusion this evening?”

Robyn’s mother said something that made her laugh, and the two of them conversed back and forth while the rest of us finished off our lunches.

“Oh, drat,” Robyn gasped. “I cannot believe I’ve been so rude. Goodness, I’m so sorry. I’m currently having lunch with my friends, and I’ve been completely ignoring them.”

“Don’t worry,” I whispered and cupped her spare hand with mine. “Enjoy the conversation with your mom.”

“Hello, Mrs. Gardner!” Julia giggled.

“Yo, yoooo!” Mo called out as the rest of the table gave her our own silent greetings.

“That was Julia and Mo,” Robyn laughed. “But the others are smiling and waving.”

Robyn was silent as her mother replied, but the phone was slightly too far away for me to hear her response properly.

“Yes, you’ll have to meet them the next time you and Dad can afford to come over,” Robyn said. “I think you’ll love Maine in winter.”

The smile on Robyn’s face stayed firmly in place as she ended the call with her mother, and even when she put the phone back in her pocket and leaned back in her chair.

“What was your mom saying?” Fiona asked.

“That you all sound like lovely friends,” Robyn replied. “And that my dad hopes to meet you all, too, but he’s busy this evening.”

“Is he at Fusion?” Tasha asked, to which Robyn nodded. “And… what is Fusion?”

“It’s a youth event at Church, and it’s on every Friday,” my English Rose explained. “The children of the Church are invited to the village hall where they can play games, interact with their friends, listen to music, and learn more about the life of Jesus Christ at the same time.”

“Oh, so your dad helps to run that?” I asked.

“Yes.” Robyn smiled. “He plays the guitar, so he is in charge of all the musical activities. He’s been doing it for years, even before my brothers and I went to Fusion.”

“Now, I’m not Jesus’ biggest follower, as I’m sure you’re aware,” Julia laughed. “But I have to admit, that does sound kinda fun. A Friday night with my friends, good music, food, I assume there’s food… I wouldn’t say no.”

“I’m not sure if it’s the sort of music and food you’d enjoy, however,” Robyn giggled. “Unless you want to eat kids’ party food and sing about worship.”

“Could I change the lyrics and sing about worshiping Grayson?” Julia pointed at me.

“Outside of Fusion, you could, yes.” Robyn nodded.

“Hmm…” Julia pursed her lips in thought. “In that case, I think I’ll leave it.”

“We could start our own Fusion,” Fiona laughed. “It’ll be every Friday night at the house, and it’ll be called Tethered instead.”

The seven of us burst out laughing, and the rest of lunch was spent discussing the various activities we’d have at Tethered, and the music we’d listen to.

Robyn only had morning classes on Fridays, so she decided to spend some time in the library next to Rho Alpha Theta.

Because we’d all had a busy night last night, and it was going to be another busy weekend, we decided to spend the evening studying and finishing up with any leftover homework. Fortunately, I was ahead with my homework, so I decided to assist Fiona with her gift.

As classes ended for the day, Mo headed back to Jefferson Hall, and I promised to meet him there later on. I also messaged Robyn about my plans, and she said she’d meet me at the house once she was finished in the library.

Samantha and Chrissy came downstairs to greet us when we walked through the front door, but Samantha quickly got bored of the conversation and wandered away, which was no surprise to anyone.

“We’ll leave you to have fun!” Chrissy called out as she wandered into the sunroom at the back of the house.

Fiona collected her conduit from her bedroom, a black antique mirror, and then we went downstairs to the basement to sort everything out.

The two of us set out five large candles on the five points of the pentacle painted in the center of the room, and then we took our seats in the middle of the star. Fiona had her conduit beside her, and I tried to focus on nothing but the witch in front of me as I allowed my magical energy to thicken.

“Do you know what we need to do to strengthen your gift?” I asked.

“No, I don’t.” Fiona shook her head. “But take my hands, focus on my energy, and do what you think is right.”

“Okay,” I blew out a deep breath and quickly glanced over at the closet behind Fiona.

Blue light had already started to glow through the cracks of the door, and I physically felt the pulsing of the void as it connected with my own energy.

Once I was ready, I took hold of Fiona’s hands, and she started to whisper a lyrical, foreign spell as I closed my eyes. Because I was tethered to Fiona, the connection was almost instant, and it took no time at all for the multicolored lights of her magical energy to appear in my mind.

Each witch had their own flavor, so I could tell the difference between them all when they were near me. Fiona’s energy was like sound waves pulsing through the water, and those sound waves deepened as they situated themselves in the pits of my ears.

I tried not to pay attention to the sounds, but it was almost impossible to shut them out completely.

I thought about Fiona’s abilities, and then I thought about them going up a level. Almost like a Pokémon evolution. How a small and innocent-looking Charmander became a terrifying and lethal Charizard. Or, in Fiona’s case, she would be like the Psychic-type Pokémon, Abra, or maybe Gothita.

I thought about Fiona’s gift shining bright, and how the brighter it became, the stronger it became. I felt the vibrating buzz in my hands as our magical energies became one, and even the shadowed figures from the void danced around us in my mind.

But at least now I knew they weren’t there to lead me into a fickle game that could have disastrous effects. Like how the void manipulated Chrissy into channeling a spell that was too dangerous for her, and it then caused her to flee from the house on the night she died.

I focused on all of that, even to the point where my head started to hurt, and I wasn’t sure if my body could take much more of the electrical currents. But nothing seemed to work. So, after ten minutes of trying, Fiona and I returned to the room, and we took a moment to relax before we tried again.

Another twenty minutes went by, and in that time I even focused on the shadowed, dancing figures of the void in case they were going to assist me, and they were the missing link we needed, but it didn’t appear to do anything.

“Do you feel any stronger?” I asked.

“I don’t… think so.” Fiona frowned.

“Okay, let’s try one more time,” I suggested. “I have an idea of something that might work, but let’s just see.”

Fiona nodded her head, let out a deep breath, and then took my hands.

I’d focused on Fiona’s energy and the void, and that hadn’t been the key to her gift.

But I hadn’t focused on the lights themselves.

As the lights appeared and the sound waves pulsed, I focused directly on the lights themselves. I imagined each strand of yellow, blue, purple, and red light was made up of thousands of smaller, thinner strands.

I saw them like frayed ropes, and how each strand of synthetic fiber then contained a thousand more fibers. It wasn’t long before I saw the hub of Fiona’s energy, a glowing ball of light in the center of the darkness, surrounded by thousands upon thousands of strands of colored lights.

I pictured all of the lights growing in size and power, and how they all fused back together again, like a coiled rope.

Once the lights appeared the way they had to begin with, I broke the connection, and I opened my eyes to see a frown on Fiona’s face.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

Fiona’s frown deepened, and she pressed her fingers into her temple while she thought for a moment.

“Something… feels different,” she mumbled. “I don’t know, it was… It… I can’t explain it, but it’s almost like when you wake up from a deep sleep, and you feel more awake… Or you have a cup of coffee, and you feel more energized.”

“Oh.” My eyes widened behind my glasses. “Do you feel… stronger?”

“Maybe?” Fiona shrugged. “Or maybe it’s wishful thinking?”

“I suppose there’s only one way to find out.” I smirked. “Why don’t we go and test out this theory?”

“What do you mean?” she asked.

I didn’t answer her. Instead, I rushed to blow out the five candles, then I held out my hand for Fiona to take as she jumped to her feet.

In fact, I didn’t say anything at all as we ran outside, around the bush, and then slipped into the warmth of the library. The smell of old, musty books caused a calming wave to wash over me, and I was pretty confident there was no better feeling than walking into an old, public library.

“What are we doing here, Grayson?” she asked.

“Well,” I whispered as I ushered her toward a quiet seating area. “There are so many people here right now, and you don’t have a strong connection with any of them, right?”

“No, only you,” she replied. “I mean, I know Robyn is in the library, but she’s slightly too far away for me to feel her.”

“Perfect.” I smiled. “Then pick a victim, and see what happens.”

Fiona was silent for a moment, and her green eyes narrowed as she focused on everyone around her.

It didn’t matter if nothing happened because it was only to test a theory, but I was interested to see.

“Oh, Grayson!” Fiona gasped as she raised a shaky finger. “That… That boy feels… He feels drained!”

I followed her finger until I saw a boy in a red hoodie hunched over the table. His back to us, so we couldn’t see his face, and nothing about his posture truly told us how he really felt.

“And that just came to you?” I asked.

“Yes.” She grinned. “It’s faint, so it needs some work, but when I look at him, I also feel drained!”

“It worked?” I gasped.

“It worked!” Fiona whispered before she threw her arms around my neck. “It worked!”

I couldn’t quite believe it worked, and that my presence had somehow made Fiona’s gift stronger.

But I was interested to see what else I could do, and how I could affect the other gifts around me.

However, I also couldn’t quite believe the feeling that filled my stomach as Fiona and I continued to hug each other.

A deep, fiery heat formed in the pit of my stomach.

And it lingered long after Fiona pulled away.


Chapter 7

“Master, I’m sorry, but you need to sit still,” Julia giggled as she brushed a small sponge across my cheeks.

“But this stuff smells like shit,” I said through pursed lips. “Is this what your makeup smells like?”

I glanced at my reflection in the mirror and watched as my pastel goth slowly turned me into a blood-sucking vampire.

“No, absolutely not,” she snorted. “My makeup actually smells like peaches. I don’t think I’d touch the stuff if it smelled like this.”

Julia patted the white face paint over my face, and on a table beside us, she had a palette of black eyeshadow and a tube of fake blood. She’d also purchased some red contacts for the Iota Delta Halloween party, but we decided to go without them. I wouldn’t have been able to wear my own contacts if I had them in, and apparently, vampires shouldn’t wear glasses.

“What about your costume?” I asked. “Are you going to tell me what you’ve decided to go as?”

“Nope!” Julia giggled as she dropped the white sponge and chose the eyeshadow. “And before you ask, no, I’m not going to tell you what my costume for next week is, either.”

“Damn.” I smirked. “And you won’t tell me, even if I sweet-talk you?”

“You can try.” She smiled into the mirror. “But it won’t work. Now, keep your eyes closed. This shit is going to burn if it gets in your eyes.”

Julia swept a soft brush across my eyelids, then she dabbed it into the corners of my eyes. It felt like she’d brushed eyeshadow across the tops of my cheekbones, but I imagined it probably wasn’t as low as that.

All I knew about the Halloween party was that Robyn had decided to go as a firefighter, and Mo had found a hot dog costume on Amazon. Originally, he wanted me to go as a ketchup bottle, or something that matched with him, but Julia was adamant I go as a vampire.

And I couldn’t say no to my pastel goth.

“Do you know, this has been a dream of mine,” Julia said as she moved over to the other eye. “I was the biggest fan of vampires when I was younger.”

“Don’t tell me,” I laughed lightly. “You wanted to find yourself a vampire boyfriend?”

“Honestly, yes,” she giggled. “But a satanic vampire boyfriend is even better.”

“Fortunately for me, you decided to go for a traditional costume,” I replied. “You didn’t go down the Twilight, Vampire Diaries look.”

“Oh, god, no!” Julia coughed out a laugh. “I mean, unlike some, you don’t exactly need sparkling skin to look attractive, Grayson Price.”

“Thank you.” I smirked.

“But, no.” Julia dusted the last of the eyeshadow over my lid. “Where’s the fun in a costume when you’re wearing jeans and a t-shirt? At least Marty McFly’s vest is a statement piece.”

I couldn’t remember the last time I’d ever worn anything so formal, but classic vampires weren’t exactly known for their casual attires.

Julia had chosen a pair of black slacks for me that my grandmother had forced me to bring to college, as well as a white dress shirt. She paired it with a long black cape and a red waistcoat. My dark, curly hair had been slicked back across my head, and she simply had to apply some fake blood to complete the look.

“Voilà!” she cheered as I opened my eyes.

My face was as white as bone, and the eyeshadow made it look like I hadn’t had a wink of sleep in years. Julia had also patted some of the face paint across my lips to hide the rosy tint, and I was incredibly impressed with how it all turned out.

“Now I need to add the blood,” she announced.

Julia squeezed a dollop of blood onto the end of a clean brush, and then she dribbled it down the corners of my lips to make it look like I’d recently finished a meal.

“You know, if the witch thing doesn’t work out, you could always become a makeup artist,” I joked.

“The witch thing,” Julia laughed. “You say it like I have a say in the matter.”

Julia sprayed my hair once more to make sure it was as solid as can be. It reminded me of ballroom dancers whose hair was so slicked back with gel that it actually glistened.

Once I was ready, Julia gave me a light kiss on the cheek as she skipped from my room to return to her own. She hadn’t even started on her hair or makeup, so I had no idea who she was going to dress up as, but I was interested to see.

“Alright, Pip,” I said as I stood up from my chair. “Please don’t be alarmed by how I look. This will all be wiped off by the time you wake up for the night.”

Pippin was fast asleep in the far corner of his tank, but that didn’t stop me from talking to him.

“You should consider yourself lucky, Pip,” I continued as I located my cell phone. “I could have decided to go as an Uruk-Hai, but I didn’t want to trigger any sort of PTSD you may have from your abduction and your unwanted trip to Isengard. I could have been Aragorn because I’ll always be there to protect you–”

“Are you talking to that hamster again?” Samantha asked from the other side of my bedroom door.

“Leave him alone,” Chrissy laughed. “I think it’s cute that he talks to Pippin.”

I rolled my eyes at Samantha’s snide comments, and I saw no reason to respond. But I did open the door to reveal my costume to the two witches on the other side.

Or the nun and… Damian from Mean Girls.

Samantha wore a black dress that stopped mid-thigh and a pair of white stockings. She’d used a piece of black material and a white headband to form a veil. She also had a large wooden cross around her neck and a pair of black stiletto heels.

Chrissy, on the other hand, wore a pair of beige pants and an oversized blue hoodie. The hood had been tied tightly under her chin, and a pair of black aviators covered the majority of her face. In her hands, she held a sign that said “she doesn’t even go here” in red marker.

It wasn’t exactly a mask, but I wouldn’t have known who she was if I glanced at her fleetingly.

“Huh.” I frowned as I cocked my head to one side. “I always knew you were on the same side as Robyn, Samantha. I didn’t realize nuns were secret sluts, though.”

“Har-har.” The red-haired witch rolled her eyes and placed both hands on her hips. “Let it all out, blood-sucker.”

“Oh, I will.” I smirked, and then I turned to face Chrissy. “But I must admit, that’s a wonderful costume.”

“Thank you, Master,” Chrissy said with her lopsided smile. “I planned on picking another costume with a mask, but Damian is rather iconic, and it covers most of my face.”

“I think it’s excellent.” I nodded.

“Hey, bro, you coming down?” Mo called up the stairs. “This hot dog is ready to paaaaarty!”

“Fucking hell,” Samantha mumbled under her breath. “Why is he even coming? This is a party for sororities and fraternities. Not the freaks of Jefferson Hall.”

“Okay,” I sighed. “Enough.”

“Yeah, Sam, tone it down,” Chrissy added. “We should be happy they’re so understanding of us. When does that ever happen?”

Samantha refused to respond, but she glanced off toward the ceiling, so I knew she’d heard everything Chrissy had to say.

The snarky witch had to understand that Mo and Robyn were here to stay. They were important to me, and the rest of the coven, so they were important to her, too. Even if she didn’t see it that way.

“Gray!” Mo called out again. “Are you coming?”

“Sorry, yeah,” I replied.

My black cape swished across the wood flooring as I descended the stairs, but I halted my steps as I caught sight of Mo standing beside the kitchen.

Dressed as a fucking hot dog.

Part of me wished it had been a complete surprise to me, but it still shocked me when I saw it.

Mo’s all-in-one suit ran all the way down to his knees, and the top of the hot dog worked like a hood over his head. A squirt of mustard and ketchup had been sewn onto the pink sausage, and a pair of black sneakers finished off the look.

I wasn’t sure if he was wearing shorts underneath because all I saw were hairy, tan legs. But it actually made it even funnier that it was a hot dog with bare legs.

“I thought you were always going to pick Polynesian characters?” I smirked.

“Hey, Hawaiian hot dogs are a thing.” Mo shrugged which caused the entire costume to lift up. “Plus, Doc Brown isn’t exactly Polynesian, either.”

“But what about your mother?” Robyn asked from the kitchen. “What would she say about it?”

“She doesn’t need to know,” Mo chuckled.

I wasn’t sure if anyone responded because as soon as Robyn entered the room, I lost the ability to even think, let alone talk.

Instead of a dress, Robyn had somehow squeezed her incredible body into a skin-tight, latex suit. Almost like something Catwoman wore.

The suit had yellow stripes around the knees, chest, and elbows, and Robyn had unzipped the top until it was right above her cleavage. A pair of red suspenders were clipped onto her waist and stretched over her shoulders, and a little red fireman’s hat was perched on her curly, ginger hair.

It would have been so easy to make a joke about a fire hose and sliding down a pole, but I bit my tongue because I knew it would have embarrassed her.

However, part of me wanted to take the zipper pull between my teeth and drag it all the way down to her belly button to reveal what she hid underneath.

But her body was mine, and mine alone.

“I hope I won’t need to go to the loo at any point,” Robyn giggled as she tried to pull at the latex suit, but it didn’t budge. “This wasn’t exactly easy to get on, so I don’t think it’ll be easy to take off.”

“I can help you with that.” I winked.

“I’ll be sure to let you know if I need your assistance.” Robyn smirked.

I was so proud of my English Rose because she’d really started to break from her shell in the last couple of weeks. I knew she originally found it hard to be herself around the coven, but she was opening up a lot more lately.

“Alright, love birds,” Mo sighed sarcastically. “Rub it in. Just because I don’t have anyone to help me out of my costume…”

“It’s okay, Mo,” Fiona said from somewhere behind me. “We’re a coven, so we work as a team. If you need help getting out of it later, we’ll be sure to do that.”

“Count me out,” Willow mumbled.

I turned around to view Morticia Addams and the sexy candy striper as they left the living room.

I was almost certain it was illegal for candy stripers to deal with patients if they were dressed like that, but Fiona made it work. It was almost illegal to look that good, too.

The red-and-white striped dress barely covered her ass, and the material was thick enough to cover her nipples, but that was about it.

Fiona wore a little white apron around her waist, and a piece of white cloth with a red cross had been pinned to her short, blonde hair, but that was where the costume ended.

“Holy… shit,” I chuckled. “This is the polar opposite of your Chrissy costume.”

“You can say that again,” Fiona laughed as she tucked the skirt of her dress against her ass. “But it’s only Halloween once a year, right? We have to make a good impression.”

“I always celebrate Samhain,” Willow said.

I glanced over at Willow to nod in agreement, but I instantly became distracted by the Morticia Addams outfit she’d picked.

“Don’t,” Willow muttered as she caught my line of sight. “I don’t want to hear it.”

“What?” I asked. “Hear how fucking proud I am of you?”

“I know, right?” Fiona hopped around excitedly and grabbed a hold of Willow’s arm. “I’ve never seen you wear something so revealing!”

Just like Morticia, Willow’s tight black dress ran all the way down to the floor, and long, flowing sleeves covered everything apart from her hands. But for the first time since I met Willow, she wore a dress that revealed her chest.

And the burns that contorted her pale skin.

The scars ran across her clavicle and down toward her cleavage, and part of the burn traveled up to form the scar on her neck and cheek.

Even with her hair down, the scars were still on show, and I was so fucking proud that she was confident enough to leave the house, and even be around the rest of us, in something so revealing.

Because Willow didn’t want us to say anything, I kept my mouth shut, but she knew from my smile, I was proud of her.

Fortunately, Samantha and Chrissy came downstairs then, so our attention turned to them.

“Oh, Samantha, you should have told me.” Robyn smirked. “If you wanted to borrow my habit, you only had to ask.”

I covered my mouth as I snorted through my nose, and Mo, Chrissy, and Fiona did exactly the same thing.

“Funny one, Sister Christian,” Samantha grumbled.

“Actually, I think you’re the Sister Christian tonight,” Mo chuckled.

“Also, I don’t know how to tell you this, but nuns don’t wear heels.” Robyn motioned toward Samantha’s feet. “Nuns wear sandals as a sign of reform. It’s to show their reliance toward God.”

It would have been so easy for Samantha to retort, but she turned her head and crossed her arms over her chest.

A couple of minutes after that, Tasha came to join us, so once again we were distracted from the other conversations.

Tasha had decided to dress up as a teddy bear, and I wondered if it had something to do with her plushy conduit. She wore a light-brown, furry dress that stopped right above her knees, and a pair of teddy bear paws slipped onto her hands like gloves. Her waist-length, blonde hair had been curled and pinned behind her ears, and a headband with tiny, cupped bear ears was positioned on top.

“Okay, you look adorable!” Fiona squealed.

“Oh, Tasha.” Robyn clasped her hands over her chest. “I just want to give you a cuddle.”

“Trust me, it’s very comfortable,” Tasha laughed.

Just like Robyn, I always wanted to give Tasha a hug, and the furry costume looked incredibly inviting.

As well as the body underneath it.

And Tasha was right because it was incredibly soft and comfortable. I ran my hands up and down her back as she pressed herself against me, and I cupped her face in my hands as I gave her a light kiss.

“You forgot the tail,” I whispered as I tapped her inviting ass.

“I know,” she sighed. “I didn’t think of it until after I’d ordered everything. But I think my ass looks okay in this dress…”

“Trust me, it’s more than okay.” I winked.

“What about my ass, Master?” Julia asked from the stairs.

And I looked up as my jaw dropped to the floor.

“Fuck me, I’m a lucky man,” I said beneath my breath.

There appeared to be another theme this evening.

We had a nurse, a firefighter, and now a policewoman.

Julia’s outfit consisted of a skin-tight blue shirt, the shortest black skirt I’d ever seen in my life, and a police officer’s hat. Julia had tied a black belt around her waist. It came with a set of silver cuffs, and she held a black baton in one hand. Her pink-and-blue hair had been curled, and it sat neatly over her shoulders.

“No law-breaking, please.” She tapped the baton in her hand.

“Fuck, I’ll happily break the law if you’re the one who deals with it.” I raised an eyebrow.

“I’m sure you would, Master,” she giggled.

If the others hadn’t been in the entryway with us, I would have dragged Robyn, Julia, and Tasha into the nearest room and locked the door behind me.

“Okay, can we go now?” Samantha sighed. “I’d rather get this over and done with while we have the chance.”

“At least Iota Delta is just up the road,” Tasha replied. “So if you need to leave, you can.”

“Depending on how it goes, I might need to leave,” Chrissy blew out a deep breath.

“Are you sure you want to do this?” I asked. “Because we can easily take these costumes off and watch a movie instead.”

“Umm…” Chrissy toyed with her hoodie strings. “No, no, I want to do this. We need to get more puzzle pieces.”

“We do.” Julia nodded.

“We also need to find out exactly who Pirate Guy is,” I added. “I didn’t get a good look at him, but if we see him at the party, it might come rushing back to us.”

“It might all come rushing back to me, too,” Chrissy replied. “But I’m ready to do this. I’m ready to give myself the justice I deserve.”

“That’s the right way to look at it.” Mo smiled. “And, hey, I might not look overly intimidating while dressed as a hot dog, but my great-grandfather was a high chief. I have Polynesian blood in my veins, and if anyone starts messing with you, they’ll hear from me.”

Mo’s great-grandfather wasn’t a high chief, but he liked to use that line whenever he could.

“Thank you, Mo,” Chrissy laughed lightly. “I appreciate your care and concern.”

“You also have a vampire, a bear, and a policewoman.” Julia motioned around us. “Robyn could put out a fire, and Willow could make a dangerous concoction for Toby to drink. Fiona could apply aloe vera to Toby’s buuuurns, and Sam could pray for his healing. Or his death.”

“Definitely his death,” Samantha agreed.

“Then it sounds like I have the best group around me,” Chrissy laughed as she adjusted her sunglasses. “Okay… shall we go?”

“Let’s do it.” I nodded.

I held Robyn’s elbow to steady her as she walked down the porch steps in her heels. Due to the hotdog costume, Mo was forced to walk through the door sideways, and that just caused me to laugh, but the others walked out of the house like they were walking down a catwalk.

The pulsing music from Iota Delta vibrated through the air around us, and I glanced up the road to see bright lights shining through the windows. It was the first time I’d ever seen the street so busy, and it seemed like hundreds of people were all headed in the same direction.

Chrissy kept her head down as we walked, even though her Damian costume covered the vast majority of her body, but the others walked with confidence.

We arrived at the fraternity house that was so decorated it looked like Spirit Halloween had thrown up everywhere, and we slipped in behind a gaggle of cheering guys who all appeared to be dressed as Zeus. A Halloween-inspired soundtrack blared through the speakers around us, but I was too focused on everyone around us to really take in the names and artists of every song that played.

Every room in the house was filled with people, but there was a quiet spot in the corner of the living room beside one of the many snack tables.

“Oooh, they have brownies!” Mo shouted over the music.

Mo’s hot dog costume shuffled from side to side as he tried to run toward the table, and part of me wished I’d recorded it on my phone. The inflatable costume shifted around his bare knees, and I could imagine the shuffle of the scratchy material under the pulsing music.

Just like the last party we attended, it didn’t take the girls long to fall into the rhythm of the music. They swung their hips, raised their arms in the air, and hopped up and down whenever the bass picked up.

At one point, Julia and Tasha grabbed my hands and pulled me in to join them, and even though I wasn’t much of a dancer, I started to enjoy myself.

Chrissy’s Damian costume worked perfectly, and she waved her white card in the air as she allowed herself to relax more and more. Several people walked around us, and some of them even glanced in Chrissy’s direction, but they turned and walked away without incident.

No one recognized her, and that was exactly what we wanted.

At least, until about an hour later.

The blaring music made it difficult for me to hear what anyone was saying, but as I turned to get a drink from the snack table, a recognizable voice broke through the thumping bass of the speakers.

“Fisher brought vodka with him!” the guy shouted. “David! David! Have you got the vodka?”

A chill ran down my spine as I heard Toby’s voice, and I slyly looked over in his direction. The curly, golden-haired fuck was dressed up in a Thor costume, and it took all of my energy not to punch him square in his fucking face.

Or take the hammer from his hand and allow that to do the job for me.

David Fisher already made my blood boil.

But despite how angry he made me, I knew Chrissy needed me more.

Just as I turned back to my coven, I spotted the fear behind Chrissy’s sunglasses. Her sorority sisters were crowded around her, and they all glared at Toby with the same burning rage that was inside me.

With a shaky hand, Chrissy held up four fingers, then she slyly pointed toward Toby.

“Them?” I asked as I thumbed behind me. “Those four?”

“Motherfuckers!” Samantha growled. “I should have known it was them!”

While Fiona tried to calm Samantha down, I looked back toward the men in question. Toby held his hammer over one shoulder, and he slowly drank punch from a plastic cup as he smiled at something someone said.

The three men around him were all dressed as Marvel characters, too. One guy was Iron Man, the other was the Hulk, and the third was dressed up as Captain America.

Iron Man and Captain America held their masks in their hands, so I was able to get a good look at their faces, and I suddenly realized that Captain America was also Pirate Guy from Thursday night.

They may have been dressed as four members of the Avengers, but they were far from heroes.

Douchebags.

“Grayson.” Tasha tapped me on my shoulder, and I turned to face her. “I think we need to leave.”

“Yeah?” I asked over the music.

“She’s…” Tasha looked over at Chrissy. “She needs to leave.”

I nodded in agreement because I also had to leave before I became a murderer, too.

Fiona, Julia, and Willow took Samantha by the arms and led her out of the house before Samantha also killed someone. Robyn, Mo, and Tasha stood around Chrissy, and I took her hand as we followed behind the others.

Just as we passed the table, I looked over at Toby and spotted the deep frown on his face. But then he shook his head and looked back at Iron Man.

It wasn’t until Chrissy turned her head to look at me that I noticed her glasses had slipped just enough to reveal her brown eyes.

Despite how traumatized she may have felt, she still had the strength to shoot me a weak smile and adjust her glasses.

“Did you do that on purpose?” I gasped as we finally left the house. “You need to be careful! He definitely saw you!”

“And what?” Chrissy asked. “Toby knows I’m dead and buried, so to him, there’s no way I could have been standing there in front of him. I wanted to have some fun, and watching him shit his pants for a short minute was all the pleasure I needed.”

I couldn’t decide whether I agreed with what Chrissy did or not. Sure, Toby couldn’t bring her up in conversation without revealing the fact that she was dead, and then it would have been obvious who killed her. And Chrissy was rightfully angry, so she was allowed to have some fun if she needed to.

We needed to make sure she didn’t reveal too much, otherwise, our plan wasn’t going to work, and we wouldn’t be able to give her the justice she deserved.

But now that we had the faces of the four men involved, we were one step closer.

“Sam!” Tasha called out as we neared the sorority house. “Sam, wait up!”

“I can’t, Tash,” the sullen witch mumbled. “If I even look at that house, I’m going to walk back in there and slaughter every last one of them.”

“Sam, please,” Willow said quietly.

“No!” Samantha broke away from the girls around her and spun on her toes to face us. “Apart from Chrissy, no one saw what I saw back there. No one felt the fear, anger, pain, and sheer humiliation she felt that night!”

“I felt it,” Fiona replied.

“Alright, then you know how hard it was for me to walk away!” Samantha yelled. “I saw… everything!”

“Let’s discuss this inside,” I said gently. “The front yard is not the place to have this conversation.”

“Jules, unlock the door,” Tasha ordered softly. “Let’s do as Grayson said.”

Chrissy whimpered as she caught on to Samantha’s clear frustration, but I gave her hand a gentle squeeze as I walked her inside.

As soon as we were in the living room, Samantha explained everything she saw. She described the memories Chrissy was instantly hit with as soon as Toby was spotted, then again when his friends joined him by the table.

She explained in great detail everything that happened from when Chrissy was pressed up against the car that awful night, to the moment she was buried alive.

“David Fisher, Patrick Rice, and Richie Murphy,” Samantha snarled. “Just wait until I get my hands on them!”

I thought the bones in my own hands were going to break from how tight my fists were, and my entire body trembled with barely-contained rage. Robyn, Fiona, and Julia cried and whimpered as they heard Chrissy’s traumatic tale, and I couldn’t believe Chrissy hadn’t broken down alongside them.

The stories and descriptions Samantha gave us were even worse than the true crime podcasts I liked to listen to. I felt sick to my stomach, and I physically had to grip the arm of the couch to stop myself from racing back toward Iota Delta.

I knew it was going to be bad because it wasn’t easy to hear about someone’s murder, but I hadn’t thought it was going to be that bad.

“Chrissy…” Julia whispered as she caught a sob in her hand.

“Please, Jules, don’t,” Chrissy replied with a shake of her head. “I don’t want to hear how sorry you are, or how brave I am.”

“I wasn’t going to say that,” Julia said before she sniffed back her tears. “Of course, I think you’re brave, and I am sorry, but that wasn’t what I was going to say.”

“Then what was it?” Chrissy asked.

Julia cleared her throat and sat forward until her ass rested on the edge of her seat.

“I was going to ask how you wanted us to kill those fuckers.” She slapped her baton into her hands. “And when the Halloween finale will take place.”


Chapter 8

I tossed and turned for what seemed like hours, and I willed myself to fall asleep, but nothing seemed to work.

I found myself overthinking everything that happened that evening at the Iota Delta Halloween party. I thought about Toby’s arrival and his three bastard friends who were all dressed as different Marvel characters.

I couldn’t wait to give them a taste of their own medicine, and that was the main thing that kept me awake.

Every time I closed my eyes, I was reminded of the stories Samantha told us last night. I pictured the torment Chrissy endured all because of Toby Michaels and his flock of Merry fucking Men.

I still found it hard to believe that people could be so cruel and heartless toward others, but it was even harder to accept that fact when my own friend was the victim.

Because of the eventful evening, Robyn decided to stay at Rho Alpha Theta with me, so that was definitely a welcome surprise. I lost count of how many minutes I spent simply watching her, and I was slightly jealous that she’d managed to fall asleep so easily.

I wasn’t sure if Robyn was aware of it, but whenever she was lost in a deep sleep, her nose twitched like a rabbit’s. She made the softest moaning noise, so at least she wasn’t a snorer, and occasionally she would brush her cheek against the pillow, let out a soft moan, and twitch her nose at the same time.

It was really fucking cute.

I must have been watching Robyn for at least ten minutes, and that felt like it was verging on the creepy side, even when she was my girlfriend. So instead of watching my English Rose, I turned over onto my back and flicked through my phone for several minutes.

I fell down a rabbit hole for a few minutes when I came across someone’s Facebook profile. It was a guy I hadn’t seen since high school, and I’d forgotten he existed until he was recommended to me as a friend. I then came across more of my old friends through that guy’s profile, and I had great fun reintroducing myself to them.

But they had no idea I’d been snooping around, and I made sure not to accidentally react to any of their posts. Because that would have been exceedingly difficult to explain.

I wasn’t quite sure how it happened, but, at one point, I accidentally pressed play on a video, and of course, the volume was loud enough to wake the entire house.

Fortunately, I shut off the video seconds later, and Robyn moaned as she shuffled over to her other side. But the fact that I almost woke her up caused me to drop my phone and sit in silence so I didn’t make the same mistake again.

But after a couple of minutes of twiddling my thumbs, and when I knew there was no way I was going to fall asleep anytime soon, I decided to climb out of bed.

The many benefits of living in a house, instead of a shared dorm room, was the fact that I could go downstairs and watch a TV show without disturbing anyone. Waking up Mohala was like waking the dead, so I probably could have watched something, but I never wanted to risk it.

It also wasn’t the same watching something on my phone or laptop with my headphones. So I made a plan to make myself comfortable on the couch and watch something until I fell asleep.

However, as I descended the stairs as quietly as possible, I noticed a stream of light coming from the living room. Robyn and I were two of the first people upstairs last night, and I assumed whoever had locked up the house forgot to turn the light off.

But my heart stopped for a fraction of a second as I caught sight of a figure standing in front of the windows.

“Holy–” I slapped my hand against my chest as the figure turned to face me, and I recognized her familiar features.

“Shit, I’m sorry, Grayson,” Chrissy said apologetically. “I didn’t think I’d disturb anyone down here.”

Once I was confident I wasn’t having a heart attack, and that I wasn’t about to shit my pants, I made my way further into the room and sat down in the first seat I came across.

Chrissy took the seat opposite me, and she pulled her hands into the sleeves of her fleece pajamas as she curled her legs underneath her. Fortunately, because the weather was getting a bit colder, I’d worn pajama shorts and a t-shirt to bed. I certainly hadn’t planned on coming into contact with anyone when I came downstairs.

“How long have you been down here?” I asked.

“Not long.” Chrissy shrugged. “I’ve been… finding it hard to fall asleep these last couple of days, so sometimes I wander around the house on nights like this.”

“For once, I have a slight understanding of how you feel,” I replied. “Every time I turned over, I felt more and more awake. My mind was… running on overdrive, I think.”

“Yeah, that’s a daily occurrence for me, too.” She nodded and coiled a strand of brown curls around her finger. “I feel… cooped up.”

“Cooped up?” I asked. “In the house?”

“Yes, exactly,” Chrissy sighed. “I mean, I know I’ve been able to leave the house a couple of times to go to the parties, but that’s it. I can’t go outside without a mask or a costume, and I can’t fully appreciate nature and the constant changing of the weather. We can’t even have the curtains open, so that’s exactly why I’ve opened them now.”

“I understand,” I replied. “You’ve been to two parties and spent approximately three hours out of the house in the last seven days. Even three hours a day sometimes isn’t enough for me, so I can totally understand why you’re feeling cooped up.”

“I just want to run around the front yard, y’know?” she asked rhetorically. “Or if it started snowing tomorrow, I’d want to go outside and build a snowman or have a snowball fight. I don’t want to sit and watch from a window. And I don’t want you to think that I’m not grateful for everything you’ve all done to help me because I have a second chance at life now. But it’s a lot to deal with.”

“You don’t have to explain anything to me, or even clarify anything.” I gave her a sad smile. “I know that you’re grateful, and so does everyone else in this house right now. Because to you, it doesn’t feel like you’ve died. It feels like you’ve gone from living a somewhat normal life, with the freedom to do as you please, to being contained within the four walls of a house in a matter of days.”

“That is exactly what it’s like,” Chrissy agreed with a touch of relief.

“There’s also the fact that you’ve decided not to tell your parents yet,” I added. “I can understand why you’ve decided that, and it’s completely up to you. But having limited connections to the outside world probably makes this whole process slightly harder, too.”

Chrissy had decided last night, after the party, that now wasn’t the time to tell her family about her… sudden return. She wanted to focus on Toby and his friends and plan a suitable revenge, and then she’d bite the bullet and make the call to her family home in Brooklyn.

I knew what it was like to be lonely, and not to have many people around for me to turn to. But I had no idea what it was like to feel trapped in one place, where even looking out of the window was a risky move.

Chrissy Fry had gone through so much in the last week. But now the closest she got to embracing the crisp, evening air was standing in front of a window and feeling the cold against the glass.

I didn’t have gifts like the rest of my coven, nor did I have the ability to warp time, but I wanted to do something to help her.

I wanted to do something to help her.

“Fuck it,” I announced as I came up with an idea. “Why don’t we go outside for a walk?”

“What?” Chrissy frowned. “A walk?”

“Yes.” I smiled. “It’s three o’clock in the morning, all of the fraternity and sorority parties will have ended by now, so it’ll be quiet. Chrissy, it’s impossible for you to get your old life back, at least right now, anyway. But I can give you some sort of sense of normalcy, and perhaps nightly walks could be something you and I do together.”

“Really?” she gasped. “You’ll do that for me?”

“Of course.” I frowned at the absurdity of her question. “You’re part of my coven, so I’ll do anything for you. Even if it’s just a case of walking up and down the street, or running laps around the yard. I’ll do it if you want me to. I’d also take us for a ride in my car. We might not be able to get out and go anywhere, but we could drive.”

Chrissy’s brown eyes lit up with pure excitement, and she smothered her gasp with one hand.

“I’d love that!” She grinned. “I’d really, truly, love that!”

It no longer seemed to matter how tired I was, or how tired I was going to be in the morning. If my suggestions made Chrissy happy, then I could deal with a bit of exhaustion.

“Hey, it’s a good thing Dowell University doesn’t give their students a curfew,” I chuckled. “Imagine explaining why a guy from Jefferson Hall and a girl who everyone presumed was dead are hanging out together in a sorority house at three in the morning.”

“Oh, yes, there is that slight issue,” she giggled. “We’ll have to be extremely careful.”

“I’m sure we can manage that.” I smiled. “In that case, shall we get a jacket and get ready to leave?”

“Let’s do it.” Chrissy nodded enthusiastically.

It was like I’d offered someone their dream vacation, all expenses paid. When in fact I had willingly offered to go on a walk with someone at three in the morning.

I told Chrissy I would only be a couple of minutes as I quietly ran back upstairs. Robyn was still sound asleep when I crept into the room, but I still left her a note in case she woke up before I returned.

I simply wrote that I was going on a walk with Chrissy and that I’d be back soon. I knew Robyn wouldn’t have automatically checked her phone if she saw my side of the bed was empty, so at least the letter would stop her from panicking.

Once that was sorted, I grabbed my hoodie from the back of my desk chair, located my phone, keys, and sneakers, and then returned downstairs again. In the short time I was upstairs, Chrissy had pulled Samantha’s black jacket over her pajamas, and she’d shoved her feet into a pair of purple rain boots.

The jacket was zipped right up to her chin, and her unruly hair was hidden away inside it.

“Do you have a key?” she whispered.

I smiled and tapped the front pocket of my hoodie as I removed the keys.

Julia told Penny, their RA, that she’d lost her house key in order to get a new one cut. Of course, she hadn’t lost the key, and the new one was handed straight over to me, but Penny had no idea about it, and we just hoped she never found out.

Once the house was safely locked up again, Chrissy and I made our way across the yard and headed left like we were on our way back to Iota Delta.

The sidewalk was littered with beer cans, plastic cups, and an abundance of feathers for some strange reason. The fraternity’s front yard was also littered with the same trash, as well as soaked paper streamers, a skeleton with one leg missing, and several other decorations that had been ruined in one way or another.

“Who is in charge of cleaning this mess up?” I asked as I kept my voice down low. “Surely it would be Iota Delta, right?”

“Yes, they’re responsible for it,” Chrissy replied. “If they want to have the party, they need to be in charge of keeping it tidy before, during, and after. Their RA will get involved if it hasn’t been cleaned up before this evening, so they have twenty-four hours to get cleaning.”

“But what if they have a full day of classes the next day?” I asked.

“Then they should have thought about that before they planned to have a party.” Chrissy looked over at me with a smirk. “Also, the partygoers should have some consideration for them. It’s not fair for them to turn the house into a trashcan and walk away without offering to help clean up.”

“That’s a fair point.” I nodded. “My grandma always said not to invite random people to parties because you never know if they’re going to destroy your house or not.”

“Your grandma made a very good point,” the brown-haired witch laughed.

“She usually does,” I replied. “And what would happen to Iota Delta if they don’t have the place tidied before this evening?”

“They’ll essentially get a… black mark next to their name,” she loosely explained. “A fraternity or sorority has to receive… I think… four or five black marks in the span of a month in order for there to be a punishment. I’m not sure what the consequences are, but they’re obviously bad enough to make people rethink their decisions.”

“Could they get expelled?” I asked.

“They certainly could,” Chrissy replied. “They obviously won’t get expelled for not cleaning up after a party, and it’ll need to be continuous bad behavior or rule-breaking. But brothers and sisters can certainly be expelled from the Greek life, and maybe even the college itself if the rule-breaking was bad enough.”

As we reached the end of the road, we looked both left and right. Each direction would have taken us through more residential streets, but we decided to walk straight on.

A small collection of trees lined the opposite side of the road, but I knew a large park sat on the other side with more residential streets around it.

A park without street lights definitely sounded like a better place to be instead of wandering up and down streets where anyone could have spotted us.

When we reached the trees, I had to use the flashlight on my phone to light the way, but the ground didn’t appear to be too treacherous underfoot.

“Have you thought about getting yourself a cell phone soon?” I asked as I scanned the trees around us. “Or are you waiting until you can leave the house a bit more regularly?”

“Yeah, I’m going to wait,” Chrissy replied. “I see no reason to have one yet, and I can use someone else’s phone if I need to call someone. Even though everyone I talk to lives in the same house.”

“That doesn’t mean you shouldn’t get one,” I said with a light shrug.

“No, I know…” she sighed. “I think there’s also the fact that I’ve lost my old phone, and I don’t think I’ll ever get that back. I’d had that one for years, and it had so many memories saved on it. Photos and videos aren’t everything, and I know that, but it’s still hard.”

The cops were confident Chrissy had her phone on her when she left the house, and the device had vanished when she did. Now that we knew differently, I was almost certain Toby had destroyed the phone somehow, so it probably would have been impossible to get it back again.

He must have known that the police would have been able to track the phone if it was working, and that could have led them to Chrissy. So destroying the phone would have been as important as disposing of Chrissy’s body.

“I totally agree.” I patted her shoulder comfortingly. “It’s horrible thinking that you’ve lost something, and you’ll never get it back again. My grandparents have physical photo albums filled with special memories, but I know we’d all be devastated if something happened to them.”

“So, are you close with your grandparents, then?” Chrissy asked as we cleared the trees and looked out across the open park.

Apart from the bright moon above us, my phone was the only source of light that cut through the darkness, but it was enough for us to work with.

“Extremely,” I said with a smile. “They were all I had before I moved here.”

“What about your… parents?” Chrissy asked carefully.

“My mom died when I was two,” I explained. “My father is a useless sack of shit who abandoned my mom when I was born, so even then, my grandparents were all we had.”

“Oh, Grayson, I’m so sorry,” Chrissy gasped. “I had no idea, otherwise I wouldn’t have asked.”

“It’s okay.” I smiled, but I wasn’t sure if she saw it through the darkness. “I’m nineteen, so this has been my life for seventeen years. That’s all I know. I don’t know what it’s like to live with parents, and have grandparents who you visit whenever you can.”

“I suppose you’re right,” she mumbled. “So you… don’t have a relationship with your father?”

“No, and I don’t want one,” I said honestly. “I’d be surprised if he even knew how old I was. He certainly doesn’t know what I’m doing with my life. He’s too busy keeping up to date with his other children.”

“You have siblings?” she asked.

“Apparently I have step-siblings somewhere,” I snorted. “I don’t know how true that statement is, and I don’t wish to find out. I’m quite happy with my life the way it is.”

“I think I’d feel the same way if my family was like that,” Chrissy said with humor in her voice.

“What’s your relationship like with Jamie?” I asked as we slowly made our way around the perimeter of the park.

“I’d say we have a typical brother-sister relationship,” she replied. “He’s a few years older than me, so I probably annoyed him when I wanted to join him and his friends when they went outside to play. There were also times we constantly argued, but I don’t know any siblings who haven’t argued with each other.”

“I imagine you’ll see a huge difference in him after all this,” I said with confidence. “I bet he’d do anything to have you beg to play with him and his friends now.”

“I think you’re probably right,” Chrissy sighed. “I can’t wait until I can speak to them again.”

“Neither can I.” I smiled. “And I’ll stand beside you as soon as you feel comfortable telling them. You won’t be alone when you do it.”

“Thank you, Grayson.” Chrissy threw her arms around me and gave me a squeeze. “I’m sure I’ve thanked you once or twice since last week, but I want to thank you again for everything you’ve done for me. If it wasn’t for you, I literally wouldn’t be here right now.”

“I think I’ve lost count of how many times you’ve thanked me,” I chuckled. “But please, keep saying it. It’s nice to hear.”

“Okay.” Chrissy butted her shoulder against my arm. “Thank you, Master.”

Our conversation changed then, and Chrissy asked me about the premonitions I’d encountered in the last few weeks.

I told her all about the ghost tour Julia and I took part in when we visited the historical town of Alnwick. I told her about Rose Cottage, and how Rose Haiden, the creepy woman who butchered and dissected every man who walked through the cottage door, made herself known to me.

“She did?” Chrissy gasped.

“Yes.” I nodded. “The tour guide was telling us information about Rose, and whenever he gave an incorrect fact, it was like a voice would appear in the back of my mind. Rose told me that she had brown hair instead of blonde like the man said, and I was right. Even though I had no idea what she looked like. And it was like that through the evening.”

“That’s amazing,” the witch whispered.

“But then it got even stranger when I looked out of the cottage window,” I continued. “It was dark outside at that point, so I couldn’t see much. But then two figures appeared in the distance. The closer the figures got, the more I was able to make out their ghostly forms, like smoke in the air. Julia hadn’t seen them once throughout the evening, so we were pretty confident that they responded to my magical energy.”

“Just like that?” Chrissy asked. “They just… appeared?”

“Just like that.” I nodded. “It was the first proper time I had encountered other magical beings instead of sensing them. Julia felt confident it was because I was stronger than I was the first time. So, I’m interested to see what could happen now if I’m even stronger than the last time.”

“Me, too!” Chrissy laughed lightly. “I hope I’m there when it happens.”

“I’m not sure it’ll happen any time soon because we hadn’t planned on going on any ghost tours,” I said honestly. “But as soon as you’re able to join us, I’d love for you to be there.”

For the next little while, Chrissy and I slowly walked laps of the park. It was nearing four o’clock in the morning, and we both needed to sleep, so we decided to head home.

“Have you enjoyed your walk?” I asked as we made our way toward the small collection of trees.

“I really have,” Chrissy hummed. “I can’t wait to do this more often!”

“Me, too.” I smiled. “I think it was what we both needed.”

“It certainly was,” she replied.

Because Chrissy knew she was going to be inside again for a while, she took advantage of the empty park and the fact that it was too dark for anyone to spot us. Let alone recognize us.

Chrissy kept her noises down to a minimum as we headed back, but she danced and ran around the grassy field like a puppy who finally got the chance to run around the backyard. The scratchy material of her jacket swished together, and her rain boots squelched against the fresh mud as she ran around.

It really was a lovely scene to witness, and I was so glad I was the one who witnessed the sudden change in Chrissy, and the sense of freedom she was finally handed.

But then, right as Chrissy ran back to join me, a sharp, almost buzzing feeling appeared in my hands and up my arms. It was like an intense case of pins and needles, but it came on so suddenly and without any warning.

“Grayson?” Chrissy asked. “What’s wrong?”

I hadn’t even realized I had been holding my hands out flat until her fingers locked with mine.

“Grayson,” she said again.

“S-Sorry.” I shook my head. “They just started tingling. It’s okay.”

Chrissy hesitated for a moment, but then she gave my fingers a squeeze before she let them go. I shook my hands with the hope it would remove the strange feeling, and then we started walking toward the trees.

But the feeling only grew stronger and stronger.

Then, right before we entered the wooded area, something pulled me sharply to the left.

And so hard, it could have pulled my shoulder from its socket.

“Fuck,” I gasped as I steadied myself. “What the hell?”

“Even I saw that, Grayson,” Chrissy whispered. “It was like someone took a hold of your arm and pulled you.”

“That’s exactly what happened,” I replied.

“But… why?” She frowned.

The pins and needles in my hands and arms had turned into a burning itch, and I even scraped my teeth against my skin with the hope it would clear the unpleasant feeling. But it didn’t seem to work.

“What’s in that direction?” Chrissy squinted her eyes like it was going to assist her in seeing through the darkness.

“I… don’t know.” I shrugged. “More houses, maybe?”

“I think we should have a look.” Chrissy looped her arm through mine and dragged me in that direction before I could say anything.

“Chrissy,” I whispered. “What are you doing?”

“Something wants you to go in that direction, Master.” Chrissy halted her steps, but she didn’t let me go. “It pulled you in this direction, the feeling in your hands got worse, and that feeling didn’t even appear until we decided to leave. Something wants you over here, and I want to find out what it is.”

I was too tired to make sense of anything, so it took a second for me to process everything she said.

“Do you…” I frowned. “Do you think it’s more of the ‘others’ again? Like we talked about?”

“I think that’s exactly what it is.” She smiled. “You can sense the magical energy from something or someone near here, and it’s leading you to them!”

I rubbed my left knuckles into my right palm until a heated friction warmed my skin. It didn’t calm down the itching, and if Chrissy was right, then I had a feeling only one thing would soothe the unpleasant sensation.

I had to find the owner of the magical energy.

Chrissy kept a hold of my phone as we wandered through overgrown, untreated grass. The greenery brushed against my bare legs, but I was too focused on everything else around me to really care about that.

The open plot of land between the park and the back of a residential street looked like it had been left abandoned until more houses or student accommodations were built. For a second, I wondered who wanted me to walk through knee-high grass without even a sense of direction.

But then it all started to make sense when the tugging sensation came once again. Except this time with my right arm, and it was so strong that it almost hurt.

And as soon as that happened, Chrissy said she could hear something.

“What is it?” I whispered.

We were both silent for a second, and then I heard it, too.

It was running water.

“A stream?” Chrissy asked. “It doesn’t sound loud enough to be a big river.”

“I… think so.” I nodded.

Ten minutes later, Chrissy and I came across a deep stream that cut through some of the trees. It was moving fast enough that the water turned white at the top, and I shuddered to think how easily it could pull a person under. There was a wooden bridge for us to cross, and we stood in the center of it as a soft breeze blew against us.

We still had a few hours before the sun would start to rise, but we should leave soon if we wanted to get back to Rho Alpha Theta before anyone saw us.

But I couldn’t just leave.

Because as soon as we stood on the bridge, the feeling in my hands vanished. Almost like it hadn’t even been there.

“Do you think this is where the magical energy resides?” Chrissy pointed down at the stream.

“I’m pretty confident it is,” I replied. “But it means that either someone drowned in this stream and their magical energy still resides here. Or they were killed before this stream was… created?”

“I mean, water is deadly,” Chrissy said. “Especially fast-flowing water like this. It’s very possible someone could have had an accident and died in this stream.”

“But not anyone,” I pointed out. “Someone who contains magical energy.”

“Hartry is known for the presence of witches during the infamous witch trials,” Chrissy explained. “It’s very possible that we could be standing over a burial site right now. Maybe this stream was created after the witch trials once every witch had been dealt with, and now their energy still resides here?”

“Maybe…” I nodded slowly. “But if that’s the case, why was it so desperate to get my attention? Whoever ‘it’ is. Because even when I went on ghost tours, and I examined areas where witches’ ashes had been scattered, I’d never felt a connection like this. This felt different, and whoever owns this energy literally pulled me in this direction. So, I think that means something.”

“Like what?” Chrissy frowned.

Despite how much I wanted to get Chrissy back to the house, I also didn’t want to leave the bridge.

“I don’t think your mystery is the only one that cloaks this town,” I said as I glanced back down at the flowing stream.


Chapter 9

It was six o’clock in the morning by the time Chrissy and I returned home, and because it was a Sunday, I knew the chances of anyone being awake were slim.

We hadn’t shared a word during the walk home, but the almost unexplainable experience on the bridge had been on my mind nonstop, and I couldn’t wait to explain it to everyone.

Robyn was still fast asleep when I slipped back into bed. The note appeared to be exactly where I’d left it, so I hoped that meant she’d had an undisturbed sleep. I brushed back her soft, ginger hair with the back of my hand, leaned in to give her a kiss on the cheek, and then made myself comfortable.

I was awake for at least the next ten minutes, and at one point I wondered if I was going to get any sleep at all. But before I knew it, it was nine o’clock, and my alarm pulled me from my much-needed sleep.

“I should have turned this bastard thing off,” I grumbled as I blindly searched for my phone. “Why did I even have it set for a Sunday?”

“Good morning, Grayson,” Robyn yawned.

“Good morning.” I smiled, then turned onto my side and wrapped my arms around my English Rose. “I’m sorry if the alarm woke you up.”

“It’s okay.” She caught a second yawn in her hand. “Oh, goodness, excuse me.”

Robyn always knew how to make me smile, even without realizing it.

My sweet, innocent Christian girl pressed her head against my chest, and I caged her in my arms as my eyes softly closed.

For a short moment, the only noise in the room was the mix of our soft breaths, and I was almost convinced Robyn had fallen back to sleep again.

Until she spoke.

“Were you cold during the night?” she asked as she slipped one hand into the front pocket of my hoodie. “You weren’t wearing this when we went to bed.”

I was so tired when Chrissy and I came in from the walk that I barely had the energy to remove my shoes and glasses. I hadn’t even realized I was still wearing my hoodie until Robyn pointed it out.

“Er… no,” I laughed lightly. “I couldn’t sleep last night, so I went downstairs to watch TV, but then I came across Chrissy doing the same thing. We had a conversation, and she told me how cooped up she felt in the house, so we decided to go for a walk.”

“You went on a walk?” Robyn pulled back and looked up at me with a frown. “Last night? You left the house?”

“Yes.” I nodded. “We were out for about three hours.”

“Really?” she asked.

“Yes,” I laughed. “Chrissy wanted to experience the great outdoors, even if she could only go in her own backyard, so I offered to take her.”

“I cannot believe I didn’t realize…” Robyn thought for a second. “I always thought I was quite a light sleeper.”

“Trust me, you were out for the count.” I grinned. “But I left you a note in case you noticed.”

Robyn’s frown reappeared for a short moment as she twisted her torso and removed the piece of paper from her bedside table. Robyn angled the paper until it reached a stream of light that slipped through the cracks of the curtains, and she softly mumbled my written words to herself.

I couldn’t hide the wince as I caught sight of my disastrous handwriting. I wasn’t exactly blessed with neat penmanship, unlike Robyn, but it appeared to be even worse when I didn’t have any light to guide me. I had even lost the ability to write in a straight line, and I spotted a few T’s I hadn’t crossed, and ‘i’s I hadn’t dotted.

“Thank you for leaving me a note,” Robyn said as she placed the paper back down again. “That was very sweet of you.”

“I thought it was better than leaving you a text message,” I replied.

“Yes, absolutely.” My English Rose nodded and returned to the safety of my arms. “I don’t touch my phone until the second my alarm goes off. Plus, I’m a romantic, and there’s nothing better than a handwritten letter.”

My laugh echoed around the room.

“I’m sorry it wasn’t a three-page letter about my life and survival on the front lines, and how I dream about you and our three red-headed children,” I teased. “But I suppose my brief tale of going for a walk with a previously-deceased sorority witch is probably the next best thing.”

“Three children?” Robyn giggled. “Goodness, Grayson, I didn’t realize we were at that stage of our relationship yet.”

“You didn’t?” I gasped. “But I’ve already picked out names!”

“You’re unbelievable,” Robyn laughed as she playfully hit my arm.

As our laughter died down, Robyn and I allowed the comfort of the mattress to take control. I even fell asleep again, and I didn’t wake up until a short snore gurgled in my throat.

Robyn simply giggled and stayed firmly put in my arms.

Another five or ten minutes went by, and I didn’t even think about getting out of bed until Robyn sat up.

“Are you going to Mass this morning?” I asked as I ran one tired hand over my face.

All I knew about the local Morning Mass was that it started at eleven o’clock on Sundays, but there were services throughout the week if Robyn wanted to attend those, too.

“I probably should because I know my parents will ring me later and ask about it,” she replied. “They’ll ask about the sermon, the teachings, and if I learned anything from my morning service, and I can’t lie to them about something like that.”

“But… you don’t want to go?” I frowned.

Robyn and I hadn’t been together for that long, only about six weeks, but not once had I heard her question whether or not to go to church. It was her safe haven, a place where she felt closer to her family on the other side of the world, and where she could safely confess her feelings and “sins.”

I didn’t understand her relationship with God and some other dude with long hair and sandals, especially as I was the polar opposite of them now. But I understood how important it was to Robyn, so the fact that she even considered not going was a complete surprise to me.

“I… don’t know.” She shrugged. “I don’t feel as motivated today, which I know is a terrible thing to say.”

Robyn looked up to the ceiling and drew the sign of the cross on her chest.

“But I also know I’ll love it when I get there,” she continued. “So, perhaps I should suck it up and put any negative thoughts behind me.”

“If you don’t feel like going, then you shouldn’t be forced into doing it,” I replied. “But I also know what you’re like, and I know you’ll regret not going as soon as it reaches eleven o’clock and you’re still sitting here.”

“Yes, no, you’re right.” Robyn nodded. “My faith is extremely important to me. Even though I don’t follow the Word of God as strongly as my parents do, it is one of the constants I have in my life. I wouldn’t want to potentially risk my relationship with God because I feel slightly tired this morning.”

I wanted to add that if God was this merciful and forgiving guy, then surely he wouldn’t look down on people who needed a day of rest. And ironically, Sunday was also the day of rest.

But what did I know? Perhaps God saw exhaustion as one of the unforgivable sins.

With that decided, Robyn hurried to change into a blue, spotted dress, a pair of black tights, and a baggy black cardigan. She brushed through her hair and secured it back with a claw clip, and then applied a small amount of mascara and patted some lip balm onto her lips.

In the time it took her to do that, I successfully left the bed and made it to the best of my ability. I wasn’t sure of our plans for the day, so I changed into a pair of gray sweatpants and a clean hoodie. Something comfortable, but also acceptable if I decided to leave the house.

“Good morning, Pippin,” Robyn cooed and reached into the glass tank. “I hope you have a lovely, relaxing day.”

The Syrian hamster poked his little head out from beneath a pile of bedding. He allowed Robyn to brush his fluffy cheek with the back of her finger before he popped back under again. I imagined he’d used the last of his energy to complete that small move, but we always made sure to give my little buddy some attention before he fell asleep for the day.

By the time the two of us wandered downstairs, Robyn had twenty-five minutes before she had to leave to make it to church on time. Julia, Fiona, and Tasha were in the kitchen enjoying their breakfasts, but there was no sign of Willow, Samantha, or Chrissy.

All three of them were dressed in their matching black silk pajamas, and I assumed they saw no reason to get changed for the day unless they had to.

“Good morning, Master,” Julia said before she spooned some cereal into her mouth. “Good morning, Robyn.”

“Morning.” I smiled.

“How did you sleep?” Fiona asked.

“Well, I slept wonderfully,” Robyn laughed as she poured some orange juice into a glass and tore a banana off the bunch. “But I don’t think I can say the same for Grayson…”

I nodded my head in agreement and made a beeline for the coffee maker. I didn’t care if the coffee was hot or lukewarm. As long as it contained caffeine, I was going to drink it.

I would have even turned it into an IV drip if I had the ability to.

“Oooh,” Julia giggled from somewhere behind me. “Robyn, you dirty dog, what were you doing last night?”

“N-Nothing!” Robyn spluttered, and I turned around just in time to see the blush spread across her cheeks.

“Uh-huh, sure…” Tasha teased as she pulled a spoon from the jar of Nutella and ate it like it was ice cream. “That’s what we all say when we’re trying to hide our late-night escapades.”

“And we don’t hide it very well when it comes to Grayson.” Julia shot me a wink. “I think the entire town knows how much he affects my mind, body, and soul because I certainly shout it loud enough.”

“You can say that again,” Fiona giggled. “We’ve all heard what he does with his fingers.”

Robyn took a sip of orange juice at exactly the wrong moment.

“Goodness!” Robyn coughed, spluttered, and caught the juice as it dribbled down her chin. “I didn’t need to hear that.”

“Why?” Julia smirked. “He does it to you, too.”

“Okay,” I laughed as I handed Robyn a paper towel and stroked her back. “I don’t think Robyn wants to have this conversation minutes before she leaves for Mass.”

“Forgive me Father for I have sinned,” Tasha giggled. “I talked about my boyfriend’s mind-blowing fingers around the breakfast table.”

“But it’s okay because I made sure to pray before we sat down to eat,” Julia teased.

“We gathered to break the bread, and then he broke my insides.” Fiona grinned.

“Fiona!” Tasha chuckled.

“I really will need to pray after all of this,” Robyn whispered and drank the last of her orange juice before the girls embarrassed her again.

Fortunately, Robyn knew they were only joking, so she was able to smile and laugh alongside them, even though she didn’t get the same kick out of those conversations.

“Why are we talking about praying in this house?” Samantha grumbled as she walked into the kitchen. “Oh, Sister Christian’s still here. That makes sense, then.”

“We were talking about Grayson’s glorious fingers,” Julia replied nonchalantly. “He’s gifted, Sam.”

“I wouldn’t know,” the sullen witch mumbled and sauntered past me to pour the last of the coffee into a mug. “I don’t want to know, either.”

It wasn’t the warmest, freshest drip coffee I’d ever had, but it had started to do its job.

Tasha sniffed the room loudly and made a dramatic show of it as she stood up from the table.

“Can anyone smell that?” she asked.

“Smell what?” Robyn frowned.

“It’s something…” Tasha continued to sniff while she made her way toward Samantha. “Oh, found it. It’s bullshit, Sam.”

“Bullshit?” Samantha spun around to face the blonde-haired witch. “Who am I bullshitting?”

“Us.” Tasha shrugged. “Of course, you want to experience Grayson’s fingers. Everyone does.”

“I’d rather sit beside Robyn and sing about God than experience anything to do with Grayson,” Samantha mumbled at the lip of her mug. “You can all sing his praises, but not me.”

“You say that…” I frowned. “But you literally wear pentacle necklaces and perform séances. I’m surprised you don’t have 666 tattooed on your forehead.”

“Just give us time, Master,” Julia giggled. “We’ll do anything you want us to.”

“It’s okay.” I smiled. “You don’t have to rush toward the nearest tattoo parlor.”

“I’m not sure if my parents would understand,” Robyn laughed. “They also don’t agree with body modifications, so they’d probably disown me if I went home for Christmas with a tattoo.”

“Answer me this.” Julia crossed her arms on the table and leaned against them. “Would they freak out more if they knew you had a tattoo, or you were essentially fucking Satan?”

Robyn’s eyes bulged behind her circular glasses, and even I was taken aback by Julia’s question.

“In all honesty…” Robyn said after she had recovered slightly. “It wouldn’t matter who it was with. If my parents knew I was practicing premarital sex, they would either disown me or send me straight off to a convent where I’d be forced to wear a chastity belt.”

“Seriously?” Fiona gasped. “Even if it was something as simple as going from second to third base?”

“Yes.” Robyn nodded. “It doesn’t matter how… far you go. My parents were taught that anything more than a peck on the lips is considered inappropriate before marriage. Even cuddling is unwise.”

“Cuddling?” Samantha asked as she set up the coffee maker to brew another jug of liquid goodness. “What sort of cuddling do they do?”

The coffee machine made a soft burring sound in the background as a gentle trickle of coffee fell into the pot.

“Cuddling triggers the desire to feel… more,” Robyn explained. “It is only natural to feel an attraction toward your partner, of course, and you could allow yourself to lose control around your partner if you’re not careful.”

“Is that why arranged marriages are a thing?” Tasha asked. “Or why some brides aren’t allowed to see their husbands until the day of their wedding?”

“Naaaah, fuck that.” Julia shook her head and waved her arms in the air. “I understand that it works for some, but I would need to see my husband before I marry him. Fortunately, we have Grayson, so that doesn’t apply to us, but still!”

“Like it would apply to us anyway,” Fiona laughed. “I can’t imagine your parents would force your groom away from you until you walk down the aisle.”

“I’d like to see them try.” Julia smirked.

“I’m not sure about the reasons behind that, Tasha,” Robyn replied as she quickly peeled the banana she still had clutched in her hand. “But luckily my parents don’t follow those traditions.”

I blocked out the room and the rest of the world as Robyn closed her plump lips around the banana and sliced through the tip with her teeth. She caught me looking as she slowly chewed on the fruit, but the smile she gave me made me see that she saw absolutely nothing wrong with the innocent act of eating a banana.

But it wasn’t the same for me.

Fortunately, I was standing in front of the breakfast bar, so I leaned in closer to stop anyone from seeing the obvious bulge in my sweatpants.

“Anyway.” Robyn took another agonizing bite and quickly swallowed it. “I best be off if I want to make Mass in time.”

“Do you want a ride?” I asked.

I thought about Mo in a coconut bra and grass skirt while performing the hula in order for my dick to soften, and it surprisingly worked better and far quicker than I thought it would.

“Oh, no, you’re okay, but thank you.” Robyn placed the banana on the table and ran into the entryway to get her scarf and coat. “It looks to be a crisp morning outside, and a walk in the fresh air is exactly what I’m after right now.”

Robyn coiled a mustard-colored scarf around her neck, tucked the loose tendrils of hair over her shoulders, and then slipped her black coat over the top. She ate the last of her banana in two bites and then patted her pockets to make sure she had everything.

But then her eyes widened as she brought out a pair of gloves to match the scarf.

“Oh, drat!” my English Rose groaned.

“Are you okay?” I frowned.

Robyn was already out of the room before she replied.

“I forgot to clean my teeth!” she laughed as she zoomed up the stairs.

“Is God really going to mind if Robyn didn’t brush her teeth before she arrived at his house?” Fiona asked.

“You’re asking that like God actually exists,” Samantha snorted.

“Also, leaving the house without brushing your teeth is fucking nasty,” Tasha replied. “I brush mine twice before I leave the house. Once when I wake up, and the other after breakfast.”

“And it’s a damn good thing you do,” Julia snickered. “How you still have a full set of pearly whites with all the shit you eat is beyond me.”

“I’m blessed.” Tasha shrugged. “I realized that I could either brush my teeth multiple times a day and hope I stay clear of cavities. Or I could give up my high-sugar diet and eat like a normal person. But who wants that sort of negativity in their life?”

“Yes, who?” I laughed.

It was like living with Mo, but at least he knew to include fruits and vegetables into his diet every couple of days.

Robyn rushed down the stairs a couple of minutes later, and she gave me a brief kiss on the lips before she slipped her gloves on.

“Is it okay for me to come back here after the service?” she asked.

“You know you’re always welcome here,” I told her, to which Julia, Fiona, and Tasha nodded their heads, too.

“Okay, thank you.” Robyn smiled. “See you later.”

“Bye!” I called out as she ran for the front door.

The witches shared a brief conversation about groceries they needed to get from the store while I finally made some breakfast. I helped myself to another mug of black coffee, slotted two slices of bread into the toaster, and helped myself to the peanut butter from the cupboard.

By the time I sat down with my food, Willow and Chrissy wandered into the kitchen. It was clear in their eyes that they both could have used a couple more hours of sleep, and Willow tucked her silk robe around her tiny waist as she made herself comfortable on the chair beside mine.

“So…” Samantha glanced between me and Chrissy. “Now that you’ve joined us, Chris, are you both going to tell us what you were up to last night?”

“Did you hear us?” Chrissy asked. “I thought we were being really quiet.”

“What?” Julia’s jaw practically dropped to the floor. “What did we miss last night? Hear what?”

“It’s totally not what you’re thinking,” I laughed.

“I was about to take a shower, but that can wait,” Tasha added. “I want to know what happened, too.”

“I didn’t hear you, so to speak,” Samantha replied and tapped her temple. “I overheard Grayson thinking about it when I woke up.”

The witches around the table seemed to glance at us with a mix of excitement and curiosity on their faces. From the way it was worded, it definitely sounded like Chrissy and I had an eventful evening which probably included my “gifted fingers.”

But I was glad the conversation was brought up because we desperately needed to talk about what happened.

I enjoyed my slices of toast while Chrissy gave them a brief rundown. She told them how neither of us could sleep, the reason we went for the walk, and what happened before we had the chance to walk home again.

“Grayson complained about a tingling sensation in his hands,” she explained. “Is that right, Master?”

“Yes.” I nodded and slurped my coffee. “It was instantly clear that I’d caught on to the presence of magical energy in the air. It literally grabbed my arm and pulled me in the direction we needed to go. And I knew the pins and needles in my hands weren’t caused by Chrissy because it was the first time it had appeared.”

“Really?” Fiona gasped.

“Yes,” Chrissy replied. “Because of that, I dragged Grayson in that direction, which was when we came across a stream and a small bridge. And then the sensations calmed down.”

“So… You’re thinking the magical energy resides in the stream?” Tasha asked. “That was why it calmed down when you approached it?”

“I think so.” I nodded. “Whatever, or whoever is there, I think it wanted me to notice it, so it grabbed my attention and brought us in that direction.”

“Unbelievable,” Willow whispered as she picked a red apple from the fruit bowl and took a small, mouse-like nibble.

“What else happened?” Julia asked.

“Nothing.” I shrugged. “We stood on the bridge and watched the water flow past before we left to come home again. We discussed what could have happened, but it’s almost impossible to know. Chrissy suggested that area of land could have been a final resting place of the witches’ ashes from the witch trials. But it’s also possible that someone who contained magical energy unfortunately drowned, and their energy resides wherever they died.”

“It’s likely the stream has been around for far longer than this town has,” Julia explained. “Like, huuuundreds of years old. And we all know how dangerous water can be, and apparently, you can drown in, like, a few inches of water. So, with a stream that deep and fast, I think it’s an unfortunate case of an accidental drawing.”

“That’s all possible.” Tasha nodded.

“What about premonitions?” Samantha asked. “Did you see anything?”

“We didn’t see anything,” I replied. “If I hadn’t felt their presence, I would have had no idea they were there, or that the stream even existed.”

“And where did this take place?” Fiona asked.

“Behind the park at the end of the road.” I pointed my arm in the rough direction. “Through the trees and behind the houses.”

“Huh…” Tasha frowned. “That’s so strange. And is it something you want to look into?”

“Maybe?” I shrugged. “I mean, I think it’s only right that we find out what happened there, or if it’s more than one person, but–”

“It definitely could be more than one person,” Julia spoke up. “Especially if you felt the energy so strongly. But that’s another question to add to the ever-growing list.”

“Exactly.” I nodded. “But if the discovery of the energy isn’t vital, we should focus on Toby Michaels and his friends before we do anything else.”

“But it’s not just them we need to think about,” Samantha announced. “We can’t forget about his dad, and whether he has any part to play in all of this.”

“His dad?” Chrissy asked as she piled her unruly hair on top of her head. “What does his dad have to do with me?”

“Do you know anything about his dad?” I queried.

“No.” Chrissy shook her head which caused her hair to fall back down to her shoulders. “Toby and I didn’t have that sort of relationship. He isn’t exactly the sort of person to open up about his family life.”

“Even with his potential girlfriend?” Fiona’s eyes widened, but then they narrowed into slits. “What a douche.”

“Some people are private, I suppose.” Chrissy shrugged.

“Well, sure…” Samantha mumbled. “But sometimes being overly private isn’t a good thing. Especially when Toby’s father is the chief of police here in Hartry.”

“He is?” Chrissy gasped, and then her eyes widened with realization. “Chief Michaels, right?”

“Yes,” I replied.

“Damn, why didn’t I put two and two together?” she asked.

“You had no reason to.” I shrugged. “If Toby didn’t mention his family, and you didn’t need to contact the police for whatever reason, then you had no reason to connect the dots.”

“I suppose…” Chrissy sighed. “But anyway, why are we wanting to investigate him?”

“Because Toby thought about his father when I… interrogated him.” Samantha smirked. “I managed to read his mind while I asked him questions about you. His father was one of the first people he thought about, as well as some blurred images of his friends, who I’m now thinking were the three who joined him that night. But I’ve always questioned why he thought about his dad when I mentioned your name.”

“Because…” Chrissy thought for a second. “Because it’s possible his father played a role in my murder, or Toby took advantage of his father’s position?”

“Exactly.” I nodded. “Since the night we found you, I’ve always said going to his dad for help was probably a smart move. In a… twisted sort of way. I mean, if your father is the chief of police, and you need his help covering up a murder… Well, I imagine it comes with a few benefits.”

“Yeah…” the brunette witch sighed and dropped her head into her hands. “God, I cannot believe this is happening to me. And from someone I actually respected, too.”

“Trust me, it destroys us just as much.” Tasha reached across the table and squeezed Chrissy’s hand.

“But that’s why we’re going to get to the bottom of this, and we’re going to find the right people responsible,” I replied. “We’ll deal with Toby and his friends, and we’ll find out the truth when it comes to Chief Michaels, too.”

“How?” Willow asked.

I thought for a second, and I glanced around the table at the six witches who were all looking in my direction.

But then an idea hit me, and a smile curled across my lips as I solidified the plan.

“I know what we need to do.” I grinned as I looked over at Fiona. “And you’re going to help me.”

“Me?” Fiona pressed a hand against her chest. “What am I going to do?”

“We are going to work as a team,” I told her. “I want to talk to Chief Michaels, and while we’re having a conversation, you’re going to get a read on him. Now that your gift is getting stronger, and you can feel someone’s emotions better than before, you might be able to tell what he’s thinking when I ask him questions about Chrissy.”

“B-But…” Fiona nibbled on her bottom lip. “What if I can’t do it? What if my gift isn’t strong enough yet?”

“Then we’ll take today to study it,” I replied. “We’ll try and increase the frequency of your magical energy, and your gift, like we did the other day. And if it doesn’t work, then we can try and get a good read on his facial expressions if that’s what we have to do.”

“I think that’s a solid plan.” Tasha nodded, and Julia, Willow, and Samantha agreed, too.

“I… I…” Fiona nodded slowly. “Okay, let’s… give it a go. But… when do you want to talk to him?”

“Well…” I sighed. “We have, what, six days before the Sigma Gamma Delta Halloween haunted house?”

“Yes,” the witch replied. “And it runs all weekend.”

“Okay, then let’s try and speak to Chief Michaels as quickly as possible,” I suggested. “I think we need to have every puzzle piece in place before the party next weekend.”

“So are you thinking, like… tomorrow?” Chrissy asked with a mix of curiosity and fear on her face.

“Tomorrow.” I grinned. “Fiona, you and I will head to the police station after class, and then you’ll put your gift to the ultimate test as we find out if Chief Michaels is exactly as slimy as his douchebag of a son.”


Chapter 10

“I’m telling you, bro, the look he gave me was…” Mo sighed and narrowly dodged the incoming foot traffic. “It was like I had grown a second head and then eaten it in the span of thirty seconds.”

“He clearly took it personally.” I offered him the best response I could think of. “But Kyle has to understand that everyone has a different view on things, and no two opinions are ever fully the same.”

“Thank you!” Mo raised his arms in praise and almost dumped the contents of his two plastic trays in the process. “Whoa, shit.”

A lone apple rolled to the floor, and if I hadn’t balanced my one tray and stabilized Mo’s soda can, that would have fallen to the floor, too.

“Maybe we should wait until we sit down before we continue this conversation,” I chuckled.

“Meh, it’s fine.” Mo shrugged. “I only lost an apple, and who really needs fruit with every meal anyway?”

I wanted to add that it was wise for most people to have fruits and vegetables with most meals. Especially when, like Mo, they had two full trays filled with sugar and carbs.

But I valued my life too much to say anything, so I simply agreed and followed Mo toward our favorite table where the others were waiting for us.

“So, anyway,” my best friend said as he slid his trays onto the table. “Next time I see Kyle, I’m going to tell him that it’s fine to think the way I think. It’s also fine for him to have his own opinion, but don’t try and force me to feel the same way.”

The five witches and Robyn glanced up at us with obvious frowns on their faces. Robyn knew to leave Mo to his rants, so she popped a grape into her mouth as she returned to the book in front of her.

“Do I want to know what Kyle’s done now?” Julia asked.

I shook my head as Mo sighed and slumped into his seat.

“Well!” Mo opted for the tray that contained BBQ chicken wings and loaded fries first. “Kyle said I was crazy for thinking that David Tennant was the best Doctor!”

Because Mo was stressed, he practically threw a chicken wing in his mouth and chewed around with it until he pulled out a clean, meat-free bone.

“Doctor of what?” Fiona frowned.

“Of… time and space!” my Polynesian friend cried and grabbed another chicken wing. “David Tennant is, and always will be, the best Time Lord in my opinion, and Kyle can’t seem to handle that!”

“We’re talking about Doctor Who,” I whispered.

“Is that about the strange dude in a phone box?” Tasha cocked her head to one side and tore her Red Vine in half with her teeth.

Mo let out an almighty gasp and clutched one hand over his chest like he was having a heart attack.

“It’s a TARDIS,” Mo mumbled shakily. “Time and Relative Dimensions in Space! And… don’t disrespect The Doctor like that!”

“Oh, give me fucking strength,” Samantha moaned before she forced herself from the table. “I’m going outside where it’s quieter.”

A few of us waved as Samantha stormed away, but Mo and Tasha were too caught up in their own conversation to notice.

“Okay, okay, it’s not a phone box.” The blonde-haired witch pulled another Red Vine from the packet. “But what does Kyle say about all of this? Why does it matter?”

“Because he says that Tom Baker is the best!” Mo slumped over his food, and he curled a fry into his mouth as he forced himself to sit up again. “He also said that Matt Smith was better than David Tennant.”

Someone had to take control of the conversation, otherwise it was going to go on for days.

“But surely they all bring something special to such a popular character, right?” Robyn asked. “It’s not like I’ve watched it because it’s far too scary for me, and my parents wouldn’t allow it. But I do know that Tom Baker played the character very well, and it was the same for David Tennant.”

“And Matt Smith,” Julia added quietly.

“I don’t think I know who he is…” Robyn placed the back of her hand over her mouth as she became lost in thought.

“You do.” I nodded as I picked up my own chicken wing from the messy pile in front of me. “He was in The Crown.”

“Oh!” Robyn’s eyes widened. “He played Prince Philip! Yes, I do know him. He was very good as young Philip, so I imagine he was very good as The Doctor, too.”

Once Robyn had a better understanding of who the actor was, the table fell quiet as we focused on our food. Mo tried to start up the Doctor Who conversation again because he wanted to prove to himself that Kyle was wrong. However, once I said that I agreed with Mo, and the others nodded their heads, too, Mo took that as a win and changed the topic.

But that exact moment, I caught sight of a flash of blond hair in the corner of my eye, and I subtly glanced over to see Toby Michaels walk toward the exit of the cafeteria. He had his three usual friends around him, David Fisher, Patrick Rice, and Richie Murphy, who were all responsible for Chrissy’s murder. He also had another two friends with him who I didn’t recognize, as well as two girls who practically threw themselves on him.

“That makes me sick,” Julia pretended to gag. “Look at them walking around without a care in the world.”

“They’re all acting like the sun shines out his bottom,” Robyn whispered. “But we all know what comes from that area of his body.”

“A steaming pile of dog crap,” Mo mumbled.

“I’m tempted to warn those girls,” Tasha said quietly. “What if the same things happen to them that happened to Chrissy?”

“But we can’t do anything,” I sighed. “We have to be confident with our plan. So, that means a week of preparation before the finale.”

“And that all starts today,” Willow muttered.

“So…” Tasha crossed her arms over her chest and leaned into the table. “Fiona, how comfortable do you feel about your adventure with Grayson this afternoon?”

“Yeah, do you want to take some time to practice before we go?” I asked.

“Practice?” Fiona frowned.

“Yes.” I nodded. “Maybe you could try and focus on the emotions around you. Get an idea of the feel of your gift, and perhaps that’ll help us later when it comes to speaking to the chief.”

“I can certainly give it a go,” Fiona let out a deep breath as she rolled her shoulders back.

“Try me first,” Mo said with a straight face. “How am I feeling right now?”

Everyone around the table laughed.

“You’re frustrated.” Fiona leaned forward and narrowed her eyes. “You’re pissed because of what Kyle said about The Doctor. You’re also still hungry, even though you ate two lunches already.”

“Holy shit, how did you know all of that?” Mo gasped and turned to look at me. “Can you teach me how to do that shit? I want to know what mood someone’s in.”

“I think even I could have told you that,” Robyn laughed into her hand. “It’s written all over your face.”

“I think you’ll find you’re wrong.” Mo gave her a pointed look.

“Sure, Mohala, sure.” Robyn smirked. “You also need to remember that Fiona can already feel our emotions because she’s formed a connection with us.”

“Oh, yeah, shit…” he muttered, which caused the rest of us to laugh.

“It’s okay, let’s focus on the students around us,” I said quietly so only my table could hear me. “Try and get a feel of the emotions in the air, and if you need to use my energy to help support you, then do it.”

I could count on one hand the number of times my coven had tethered themselves to my magical energy outside of the house. It had happened occasionally with Julia, but she had her conduit with her at the time, so that helped to bridge our bodies together.

My connection with Fiona also wasn’t as strong as my connection with Julia and Tasha, so our little mission to the police station was definitely going to help with that.

Fiona rolled her shoulders and made herself comfortable as she glanced across the cafeteria. There was only half an hour before lunch ended, so I hoped that was all the time Fiona needed.

I watched as her eyes scanned across the sea of bodies, and then they narrowed slightly as they came across her chosen “victim”.

“Which one are you going for?” Willow whispered.

“The boy in blue with the white cap,” Fiona said quietly. “Sitting next to the girl in yellow.”

The girl in yellow seemed to be telling a wild story, especially given the way she swung her arms around and how she threw her head back as she laughed. However, Fiona’s chosen “victim” sat with hunched shoulders, and because his back was to us, it was impossible to know what expression was on his face.

As Fiona focused intently on the boy in blue, I dug down deep into my magical energy until my tethered connection with Fiona appeared. Her flavor buzzed away internally, and I closed my eyes for a brief moment as I focused on the bright lights that led me toward the hub of Fiona’s gift.

I knew Fiona had reached out toward my energy when the sharp, tingling sensation filled my hands. I tried to act casual, and I looked over at Willow and Robyn and smiled like I was part of their whispered conversation. But I was only interested in Fiona and the boy in blue.

The tingling sensation grew stronger and sharper the more Fiona focused on her gift. I was suddenly pleased we had planned to go back to the sorority house after the police station, otherwise I was going to struggle to regain my energy.

“I think I’m getting somewhere,” Fiona whispered a moment later.

“What can you feel?” Tasha asked with a gasp.

“I can feel… sadness,” the short-haired witch mumbled. “He’s… sad, and… I think he’s tired.”

No one said a word as Fiona continued to study the mysterious boy.

“Yes, he’s definitely sad and tired,” she confirmed. “I’m also getting a hint of determination… but that feeling isn’t as strong as the others.”

The girl in yellow laughed again, and she reached forward to pat the boy’s shoulder. I wondered if she was trying to cheer him up somehow or distract him from the reason behind his sadness. Maybe he felt like he had to smile and laugh along with her, and he was determined to make the girl think that he was doing okay.

“Can you warp his emotions so that he doesn’t feel so sad anymore?” Robyn suggested.

“I don’t like doing that.” Fiona looked away from the boy for a quick second in order to glance at Robyn. “He could be grieving the loss of a loved one, or he could have received some really bad news. Those feelings are valid, and I wouldn’t want to mess with his head if he suddenly started feeling like he was on cloud nine.”

“That makes sense.” Robyn nodded.

Once Fiona finished with the boy in blue, she looked around the cafeteria before she came across someone else.

The next “victim” was a girl with short black hair. She looked to be even shorter than Julia, and I wasn’t sure if something like that was even possible. Unlike the boy in blue, the girl was facing our table, and she looked down at her feet as she slipped on a black coat.

The girl stood on the other side of the cafeteria, so it was hard for me to tell the expressions on her face, but I was interested to see if it was the same with Fiona.

“Okay, she’s like an open book,” Fiona laughed. “I barely even need to dig down deep for this one. This girl is feeling exceedingly happy and hopeful right now. She feels… confident… Yeah, she feels so confident about something.”

“Oh, my god, maybe she’s in love.” Julia placed her hands over her chest.

Robyn and Tasha patted their chests, too, but Willow and Mo groaned at the thought of talking about relationships. Fiona hadn’t noticed their reactions, and I personally didn’t care about the reason behind the girl’s happiness.

“Maybe she has a little crush on someone,” Tasha continued. “And she plans to ask them out as soon as she sees them next!”

“Oh, my god, yes!” Julia bounced on her chair.

“If only we knew who she had a crush on, we could assist them,” Robyn suggested. “Or Fiona could assist them by making them feel all warm and fuzzy around this girl.”

“But what if they find out those emotions weren’t genuine?” Mo asked. “It could break the girl’s heart if she’s let down.”

“Are you seriously getting involved in that?” Willow sighed.

“I’m invested!” Mo slapped his hands on the table. “Don’t you want to find out who this girl ends up with?”

“She might not end up with anyone,” Willow muttered.

“Willow’s made a good point.” I nodded. “This girl could be feeling happy and confident about her grade on a test. There’s no way of knowing if this is about a love interest.”

“Fuck, way to pop our bubbles, bro,” Mo groaned.

“I’d already started searching for a nice hat to wear to their wedding,” Tasha laughed.

“Okay, fine, maybe she is about to ask the love of her life out on a date.” I shrugged.

“That’s better.” Julia grinned.

“I’m going outside,” Willow mumbled as she stood up from the table. “I’ve heard enough romantic crap for one afternoon. It’s going to make me sick if I continue listening to it.”

Willow picked up an apple core with two fingers, and she crushed the paper cup that had been filled with water when she first sat down.

For the next ten minutes, Robyn, Mo, Julia, and Tasha discussed various theories, and whether the girl had a crush on anyone we knew. Fiona gave up practicing after that, mainly because she wanted to keep her energy levels as high as possible for later on.

After that, the rest of the day went by smoothly, which often wasn’t the case for a Monday.

My Wildlife Resources class was fun and entertaining. We were assigned an essay that was due Friday, and it was all based around community and conservation. Some of the students in class groaned at the thought of writing another essay, but I didn’t mind.

I loved getting stuck in an essay. Doing all the research and noting down all the valuable information felt almost magical to me. Especially if it included facts I didn’t know before.

Robyn was the exact same. She often spent her weekends writing essays she hadn’t even been assigned just because she wanted to. My coven and Mo didn’t fully understand our love for studying, but we weren’t hurting anyone, so I saw no issue in it.

As soon as classes ended for the day, I wandered outside and waited around for the others beside our favorite bench. I was tempted to get a coffee from the vendor located on the grass in front of me, but the line of fifteen people put me off a bit.

My coven, Robyn, and Mo turned up outside a couple of minutes later, and they all crowded around me as I slipped my backpack onto my shoulders.

“So… are we going now?” Fiona asked.

“I thought we could, yes.” I nodded. “But if you preferred we went later, or if you want to recharge slightly before we left, that’s also okay with me.”

“Um… no, let’s do it now.” Fiona decided. “We won’t be long, right?”

“I wouldn’t imagine so,” I said with a soft shrug. “I suppose it depends on how long it takes to find him, and if he has the time to talk to us.”

“Okay, okay.” She nodded her head slowly. “Then let’s go now, and we can recharge when we get home.”

Mo and Robyn decided to head back to Jefferson Hall because they had some homework to complete, but the others started to wander back to Rho Alpha Theta.

I asked if anyone wanted a ride home, but they were all happy to walk. Robyn wanted to experience more of a crisp, October evening, and my coven saw no reason for me to give them a ride because the police station was on the opposite side of town.

“Am I the only one who’s slightly nervous about this?” Fiona played with the sleeves of her red blouse as I put the car in reverse.

“Um… no,” I said honestly. “I’m also nervous.”

“You are?” she gasped. “Okay, good. I mean, what if the chief realizes that we’re up to something? What would he do to us?”

“Honestly?” I paused for a second. “I don’t actually think he can do anything. We’re just asking questions. We’re not breaking any laws.”

“Yeah… I suppose,” Fiona sighed. “I’m nervous, that’s all.”

“I get that.” I nodded and slowed down to stop behind the car in front of us. “Just try and hide those nerves when we talk to him. I don’t want to give him reason to question our sudden arrival. Then again, maybe we would be nervous if we’re talking about a difficult subject…”

“Well, exactly, I’ve been thinking that, too,” she replied. “There’s also the fact that I may be the one who can feel and warp emotions, but cops can read people like open books. He might be able to know that I’m lying, or we’re lying, or–”

“Fiona.” I reached across and patted her knee soothingly. “You’re getting all worked up over this.”

“I knoooow!” She slumped down in her seat and let out a loud groan. “This is going to go so horribly wrong, Master, I can feel it!”

The lights ahead of me suddenly turned to red, so, after I stopped, I had the time to look over at Fiona and properly take in the anxious little witch who’d practically curled herself up in a ball in her seat.

“It’s not going to go wrong,” I said soothingly. “We need to have confidence in ourselves. We also have to remember why we’re doing it.”

Fiona pulled harder on her red sleeves, and she brushed her jean-clad knees together nervously. It was the first time I’d seen her so nervous, even when we were in charge of transporting a body back to the house. But if she was that terrified, then I didn’t want to force her into doing something she didn’t want to do.

“Would you rather go home?” I asked. “I could drive you to the sorority house now?”

Fiona was lost in thought for a second, and it wasn’t until the light turned green again that she answered.

“No, we need to do this,” Fiona said as she rubbed her hands together “We need to do this for Chrissy. We’ve worked so hard on my gift, so we’re not going to just back down now.”

“That’s the way to look at it.” I smiled.

Fiona played with her short blonde hair as I drove us to the other side of town. The police station was located a couple of blocks away from Target, but it was also far enough away from the main heart of the town to be considered the quiet and tranquil part of Hartry.

The gray brick building was hidden behind a curtain of thick trees. From the outside, the building looked to be smaller than Rho Alpha Theta, but it could have felt like it went on for miles inside.

A white flagpole stood to the left of the building with the American and state flags at full mast. There were a couple of cop cars parked outside, but the rest of the lot was free for us to use.

“Before we go in there, let’s come up with a plan,” I said quietly, but I knew no one was going to hear us.

“What are you thinking?” Fiona asked.

“Well…” I rubbed my hand across my jaw. “How about, as soon as you’ve been able to get a good reading, you tap my hand or squeeze my shoulder. Something subtle that tells me you’ve got all the information you need.”

“Yes, I can do that.” She nodded.

“We’ll also ask to speak to Chief Michaels, and only him,” I continued. “If someone says he’s out on business and won’t be back until tomorrow, we’ll return tomorrow.”

“That sounds pretty self-explanatory,” Fiona replied. “So, let’s focus on getting in, getting the information, and getting the hell out of there.”

Fiona and I shared a nervous look, and then we both blew out a breath before we climbed from the car. Fiona smoothed out her jeans, and she pulled at her red shirt like she wanted to make a good first impression.

My hoodie came without stains, and I had at least bothered to comb my hair when I stepped out of the shower this morning, so that was good enough for me.

As we reached a glass door with the word “Hartry Police Department” in blue above it, I placed my hand on the bottom of Fiona’s back in a silent gesture to allow her to go first.

A rush of warm air blew from the heater above us, and our shoes squeaked against the linoleum flooring. Eight plastic chairs were lined up on either side of the entryway, and there was a reception desk straight ahead with a solid, metal door to the right.

Every noise seemed to echo around me, and I suddenly had the need to cough to break up the awkward silence as we wandered toward the reception desk.

An older lady with graying hair and wearing a black zip-up fleece sat on the other side of the desk. A plastic barrier separated her from us, and she typed away on her computer as Fiona and I patiently stepped up to the barrier.

We must have been standing there for at least thirty seconds before the lady stopped typing and looked over at us.

“Can I help you both?” she asked with a slight sigh.

“Umm, yes,” I said as confidently as possible. “I was wondering if it was possible for us to speak to Chief Michaels?”

The lady frowned and adjusted her position on her black office chair. The springs squeaked in protest, but the noise was muffled by the plastic between us.

“Can I ask what this is about?” the lady queried. “Are you here to report something?”

“No, no.” I shook my head. “We’re actually here to discuss the disappearance of Christina Fry. I know he was in charge of the search and rescue when she went missing last year.”

The lady pushed back in her chair, and that only made it cry out in protest more. The expression on her face made it look like she was caught in deep thought, but then she glanced over at her computer and pressed a few buttons.

“Can I take your names?” she asked.

“Grayson Price,” I responded. “And Fiona Bruce.”

“Take a seat.” She motioned to the chairs behind us. “Someone will come out and see you soon.”

“O-Okay,” I stuttered. “Thank you.”

“Yes, thank you,” Fiona said quietly as we made our way toward the chairs.

Fiona locked her fingers together and rested them on her lap, and I took in every inch of the rather mundane entryway.

The wall in front of us was covered in posters and fliers. Some of the fliers warned us about the danger of drugs, addictions, and how to get help. One of the posters even had a photo of someone dressed in black climbing through an open window with red, blue, and white lights illuminated in the background.

The intention was to make everyone think before they broke into someone’s house. But given how often houses were broken into across the globe, I wasn’t sure how well that poster worked.

A couple of minutes later, a loud buzz came from somewhere beyond the reception desk. A guy dressed in his full uniform casually wandered through a door, and he leaned against the lady’s desk as the two of them shared a private conversation.

He looked so casual with a gun holstered on his belt and a set of cuffs on the opposite side from the gun. I couldn’t imagine feeling that at ease, but I guessed he’d gotten used to carrying them all the time for his day job. His gold badge glistened in the overhead light, and his blue shirt and black pants looked as crisp as a piece of paper.

“The deputy is bored as fuck,” Fiona whispered. “Even with that smile he’s sporting, I can sense exactly how tired and frustrated he is.”

“Oh.” My eyes widened behind my glasses. “And what about the lady?”

“She’s had enough for the day, too,” Fiona said confidently. “But that was pretty clear given the frown on her face.”

“Impressive.” I smirked.

“I’ve been practicing.” She winked.

Fiona and I stayed quiet while we waited, and I found myself tapping my fingers against my knees as I counted the floor tiles beneath my feet.

A couple of minutes later, another loud buzzing noise was heard. The metal door to the right of the reception swung open to reveal a large man with broad shoulders and a neck that appeared to be lost between the collar of his black shirt and his head.

His curly blond hair had streaks of gray in it, and I instantly spotted the similarities he shared with Toby Michaels.

I already hated the fucker, but I knew I had to keep my anger to a minimum.

“Grayson Price?” he asked in a deep, intimidating voice. “Fiona Bruce?”

“That’s us,” I said as I stood up and held out my hand for the man to shake.

But he simply looked toward Fiona and gave her a tight smile.

“This way, please.” Chief Michaels turned on his heel and walked back the way he came.

I held my hand in the air for an awkward second, and then I slowly dropped it before we followed Chief Michaels through the door.

Either he hadn’t noticed my hand, or he saw no reason to shake it. I was trying to be polite, and I kinda wanted to get into his good books and charm the information straight from him. But if he didn’t want to acknowledge my hand, then fuck him.

I didn’t want to acknowledge his bastard of a son, but there wasn’t much I could have done about that.

The man stomped down a thin corridor, and I was surprised he was able to walk through it without his shoulders hitting the walls on either side.

I also sent off a silent prayer that Chief Michaels had nothing to do with Chrissy’s murder. Just the thought of her coming in contact with a guy as large and powerful as him made my skin crawl.

“Please, this way.” The chief held out his hand as he kept his office door open with his black boot.

“Thank you.” I smiled.

“Thank you,” Fiona whispered.

His office was filled with trophies, awards, and bookshelves that were stuffed with two layers of books. There were so many in front of the back rows that I couldn’t even see them all. His oak desk was positioned beside the window that overlooked the parking lot, and as well as the papers scattered everywhere, Chief Michaels had two photo frames sitting at an angle near his computer.

One photo was of Toby in a white polo shirt and white shorts. He was standing on a tennis court with a silver trophy lifted into the air above his head, and he had the biggest fucking grin on his face.

The other photo was of a young woman. She looked to be about thirty, and she was standing in front of a misty waterfall. Her messy, windswept brown hair was all over the place, and the lady was trying to control the state of her hair as she gave the person behind the camera a big smile.

I wasn’t sure who she was, but I assumed it was an older photo of Toby’s mom, or someone just as important to Chief Michaels.

Toby’s father let out a loud sigh as he sat back in his office chair. He gave us both a smile as he placed his hands behind his head, and he looked between Fiona and me in turn.

He looked incredibly casual, so I was interested to find out if that was really the case.

“So, how can I help you both?” he asked. “I was told you wanted to discuss Christina Fry?”

“Yes.” I nodded. “My friend and I were wondering if it was possible for you to reopen her case? It’s been over a year since she went missing, and I wondered if there could be any new developments if the case was reopened again?”

Chief Michaels dropped back to his desk, and he ran one hand over his stubbled cheek as he looked down in thought.

“You want us to reopen her case?” he asked, to which I nodded. “And can I ask… Why is this so important to you both?”

At that moment, my hands began to buzz with magical energy, so I knew Fiona was accessing the deepest inner layers of her gift.

“Because she was part of my sorority, sir,” Fiona said timidly. “I’ve only recently joined the sorority, but even I can feel the black hole Chrissy has left behind. Even those who don’t know her just want her home, and we want to do everything we can to find her.”

The chief nodded his head slowly as he reached for a paper file beside him. I hadn’t even noticed when I first walked in, but the file had Chrissy’s name written on the front.

I wondered how much of the information in that file was bullshit.

But I kept my mouth shut.

“Christina Anne Fry…” the man mumbled as he flipped through the pages and read the information he came across. “She was an active member of the Rho Alpha Theta sorority house during the time of her disappearance.”

“Yes, sir,” Fiona whispered.

“Hmm…” He frowned.

I briefly asked myself why we hadn’t brought Samantha with us, too, because I really wanted to know what was going on inside his head. But Samantha’s gift only worked if she had a strong connection with someone, so I knew Fiona was our best bet if we wanted to learn about the inner workings of Chief Michaels.

“I really wish I could do something,” he sighed as he closed the file again. “I desperately wanted to find out what happened to Chrissy myself, especially as she had such a strong connection with my son. But the girl is presumed dead, so it wouldn’t be as easy as flicking through her file again and reopening her case. It’s not as simple as that.”

The buzzing in my hands continued, and I rubbed them together to try and relieve the sensation, but it made me look like I was potentially sad or anxious.

“Yes, of course.” I nodded, when in reality I wanted to laugh at the sheer crap that left his mouth.

“Unfortunately, her case is out of my hands now,” Chief Michaels continued. “Her information was handed off to the state of Maine as soon as it turned cold, and this file here is all we have left.”

“So, you can’t… do anything?” Fiona sniffed.

I placed one arm around her shoulders to comfort her.

“I’m sorry, Miss Bruce,” the chief replied. “In order for the case to be reopened, you’d need to speak to someone much higher than myself.”

I wasn’t sure how true that statement was because I didn’t know much about the justice system. But surely Chief Michaels could reopen the case if he wanted to, especially as Chrissy’s disappearance, and a possible crime, had taken place in his district, right?

However, there was also the possibility that Chief Michaels was lying through his fucking teeth to get us to stop looking into Chrissy. And if that was the case, then why?

Did he know what really happened that night?

“Okay…” Fiona squeezed my shoulder and then patted my hand. “I just hoped something could have been done about it.”

That was Fiona’s secret sign to tell me she was ready to go, and she had gathered all of the information she could at that moment.

“It’s okay, Fiona.” I smiled at her. “We’ll find her. We’ll do what Chief Michaels said, and we’ll take Chrissy’s case to someone higher. This doesn’t have to end here.”

“I’m sorry that I couldn’t be of more assistance.” Chief Michaels stood up from his desk, and Fiona and I stood up after him. “But if you have any questions, please don’t hesitate to ask. I’ll help you as much as I can with this.”

“Thank you, sir.” I gave him a sad smile.

I hadn’t realized I was such a good actor until that moment.

Fiona and I kept up the false pretense as we left the station and headed for my car.

I even drove us out of the parking lot before we started talking, just in case someone spotted us laughing and smiling.

“How did it go?” I asked.

“It was… hard at first,” she admitted. “I had to use every inch of my gift as I could. And yours, too.”

“I know, I felt it,” I chuckled.

“Sorry,” Fiona laughed lightly. “However, after that, I was able to read something. He felt sad at times and confused, too. But at one point he was angry, and there was another emotion there, but I couldn’t quite put my finger on it. It was like he was trying to block this emotion out, perhaps because he was scared it would show on his face, or something.”

“What was it?” I asked. “Guilt? Relief? Frustration?”

“I don’t…” Fiona sighed. “I don’t know. It was something, and perhaps if I hone in on my gift more I’ll be able to pinpoint that hidden emotion. But I don’t think we should mark Chief Michaels off the list just yet.”

“Oh?” My eyes widened. “Do you think he might be partly responsible for Chrissy’s murder?”

“I think it’s very possible,” the witch replied. “We obviously can’t say for certain, but I don’t think we should strike off his name yet, either.”

I completely agreed, and even though we didn’t receive all of the answers we wanted this evening, it definitely felt like a step in the right direction.

During our drive back to the sorority house, Fiona received a message from Julia. It said that Samantha, Willow, Julia, and even Chrissy had planned to go to the diner for dinner, and she asked if Fiona wanted to meet them there.

“Chrissy?” I frowned. “I’m assuming in heavy disguise.”

“I imagine so, yes,” Fiona laughed. “It’s probably to help her leave the house a bit more.”

“What about Tasha?” I asked. “Or did Julia forget to include her name in the message?”

I also realized that Julia hadn’t mentioned my name, but I was sure they wouldn’t mind if I turned up with Fiona.

“I’ll ask her,” Fiona said as she typed out the message with both thumbs.

We were nearing the diner by the time a reply came through the phone.

“Oh.” A blush appeared on Fiona’s cheeks. “Julia, umm… recommends you head back to the sorority house. You’ve had a long day, so it’s probably best for you to recharge.”

“I feel fine.” I shrugged. “I think I can wait until after dinner.”

“No, Master.” Fiona gave me a pointed look. “She really recommends you head back to the house… because Tasha is waiting for you there.”

I instantly caught on to what she was saying.

My coven had cleared the house because Tasha wanted some time alone with me.

Fortunately, the sorority house wasn’t that far away from the diner.

And with my foot firmly planted on the gas pedal, I got there in less than half the time.


Chapter 11

The sun had practically disappeared for the night by the time I pulled up outside Rho Alpha Theta. A single, lonely light shone through the entryway window and allowed me to see someone waiting for me.

And not just anyone.

I almost caught my foot in my seatbelt as I practically launched myself from the car, but I managed to save myself before I fell on my face. The desire to be with Tasha was so overwhelming that I’d lost all coordination, but at least I knew I’d have her in my arms in a few short seconds.

I completely forgot about the day’s events as I locked my car and ran toward the house. All I was focused on was the sinful little witch who’d appeared at the front door.

Tasha was still dressed in her blue raincoat, matching boots, and her black outfit underneath. But she pressed herself against the doorframe in such a seductive way that I would have been surprised if we even made it into the house.

“Good evening, Master,” she purred as she coiled a strand of blonde hair around her finger. “I see you got my message?”

“Yeah, Fiona said something about how you wanted to see me?” I smiled.

“I did,” Tasha replied. “I thought you could help me with something?”

The blonde witch looped her arm through mine as she walked me inside, and then she slammed the door behind her and twisted the key in the lock.

“What do you need assistance with?” I asked.

Tasha placed both hands on my shoulders, then she pushed me back slightly until she had me pressed up against the wall. She angled her head from side to side, and she ran her left hand down my chest as she continued to get a good look at me.

“I have a problem,” Tasha informed me. Her voice was barely above a whisper. “I’m sure it won’t take you long to work out what the problem is.”

At that exact moment, Tasha ran her hand over the front of my jeans, and it took less than a second for my body to react to her touch.

“Oh, it feels like you have a problem, too,” the witch giggled.

My response came in the form of panted breaths, and they became deeper and deeper the more Tasha ran her hand over me. It felt like my cock was going to rip through my zipper, and I had to bite back my groan as my dick begged to be released from its confinements.

I closed my eyes for a quick second, and I opened them again to find Tasha almost pressed up against me.

That was all it took.

“Maaaaster,” Tasha whispered as I slammed my lips against hers.

Our kiss was full of hunger, and Tasha occasionally caught my bottom lip between her teeth as she showed me exactly who was in charge. I blindly unzipped her rain jacket then slipped the crinkly material down her arms, and our lips only parted when it came to removing our clothing.

Her hands pulled at my jeans as she pressed her chest against mine, and I found myself trying to pull her black leggings over her ass at the same time. I awkwardly stepped out of my jeans and kicked them off to the side without much thought. Tasha needed a bit more help with her leggings, and she practically climbed me like a tree as she removed the soft clothing.

But that didn’t bother me.

I needed Tasha bare and ready beneath me more than I needed air. Just the thought of feeling her body jerk and combust as she reached her orgasm fueled the feral beast inside me.

But my bed was too far away, so I went for the next best thing.

Fortunately, the living room curtains were still closed, so no one saw us as we blindly made our way into the room. Tasha kept her arms locked around me, and I kept my hands firmly on her bare ass where nothing but her thong remained.

“Grayson, Grayson,” she whispered as I nibbled and suckled on her neck.

Tasha tried to pull at my t-shirt, and I slipped hers up her chest, but we were both so distracted by each other’s bodies that it became almost impossible to remove the clothing. So, I decided to change it up a bit to make it easier for us both.

Without a second’s warning, I grabbed Tasha by the hips and pushed us both over the arm of the couch until she was pinned against the couch cushions. The little witch let out a giggle, but I quickly muffled the noise with my lips.

The new position made it so much easier to remove the last of our clothing, and I briefly halted our kiss as I removed her black t-shirt, followed by removing the thong from her heat. The material was so fragile in my hands that it wouldn’t have taken any sort of strength to rip it to shreds.

Her pussy practically called out to me, and I teased her bare entrance with one finger as I lapped up the juices that pooled between her pussy lips.

She was already fucking drenched, and I briefly wondered whether she had been like that all afternoon as she waited for me to come home, or if my kiss and wandering hands had pushed her over the edge.

My mouth began to salivate at the thought of how wet she was, and it took a second for me to actually put some words together.

“Ahaaaa,” Tasha sighed as she squirmed against the couch.

“Do you want this?” I asked as I parted her entrance with a finger, and then another.

“Yesssss,” she hissed. “Pleeease, Master!”

“Then you’ll have to be patient.” I smirked.

Tasha closed her eyes and let out a sigh, but she knew I wouldn’t make her wait for long. As soon as I’d removed the last of my clothing, I nestled myself perfectly between her legs, and my two fingers teased her damp entrance once again.

They slipped inside her with ease, and if it wasn’t for my mouth fused against hers, I was sure Tasha would have filled the entire sorority house with her satisfied moans. Her eyelids fluttered closed as I curled my fingers upward, and then I decided to include my thumb, too.

“Masterrrrr!” Tasha squealed as I began to rub her clit.

I continued to pump my fingers into her dripping pussy, and as her face began to scrunch up and her body tensed around me, I knew Tasha was only seconds away from reaching her orgasm.

Her juices poured over my fingers, and she bucked her hips against my hand as she stuttered my name.

“Gr-Gray… Grayson!” she cried.

My hand was dripping in her wetness, and the sight of that alone was almost enough to cause my cock to explode without even touching it. I tried to distract myself by playing with Tasha’s nipples and pulling the darkened nubs with my teeth, but it only made the situation worse.

“Fuck, they’re soooo sensitive,” she moaned.

A shiver ran through me as Tasha caught me in her palm, and she gave my length a quick squeeze as she rolled her hand back and forth.

“Fuccccck,” I grunted, and I dropped my chin to my chest.

Her wetness dribbled down my fingers and into my palm, and as she continued to drive me fucking crazy with her hand, I started to pump my fingers.

I muffled her moans with my lips, and I constantly had to stop myself from crying out, too. Tasha shivered underneath me, her hips rocked into my hand, and I pressed myself forward as she brushed the tab of her thumb over my dripping head.

Tasha was fucking made for me. The way my body reacted to the lightest touch of her hands, and the way I desired her as much as I desired Robyn and Julia amazed me.

Her hand fell from my cock as she lost the ability to do anything. Tasha continued to rock her hips as she rode the waves of her oncoming orgasm, and I simply left a trail of kisses down her chest and across each breast as more and more of her juices gushed into my hand.

“Cum for me,” I whispered into her ear. “Cover my hand in everything you have to offer.”

Tasha’s breathing became deep and labored, but then her eyes scrunched closed once more as she relaxed beneath me.

“Oohoooo!” she cooed as she rode my fingers.

I caught the change in her expression as she reached her tipping point. Her juices poured down my hand and onto my arm. Everything about her was pure perfection, and the noises she made as her orgasm trickled through her were unlike anything else.

Tasha melted into the couch as she softly closed her eyes. I brushed strands of her hair away from her face, and I simply watched her as she slowly came around again.

“Shit, I needed that,” she giggled.

“I’m glad I was able to give you what you wanted.” I leaned down and brushed a kiss against her flushed cheek.

“I don’t know how to thank you,” Tasha replied, but then a sly grin curled across her lips. “Or maybe I do…”

I didn’t say a word as Tasha wriggled from my hands and sat up on the couch.

“Sit back,” she ordered with a sweet smile.

Once I had my ass on the couch, Tasha brushed the back of her hand down the side of my face as she shuffled her knees backward. At first, I had no idea what she was doing, but it all became obvious when she positioned her head over my aching cock.

I thought my dick was going to snap from how fucking rigid it was.

Tasha’s breasts brushed my thighs as she leaned down further. It was a glorious sight, but it got even better when she wrapped her plump lips around my cock.

Tasha ran the tip of her tongue up and down the shaft as she bobbed her head, and it caused a tingling sensation to shoot right through my body. I grabbed onto the couch cushions with two fists, and my body became rigid to stop myself from launching at my intelligent little witch.

“Gahaaaa,” I groaned as Tasha ran the tip of her tongue across my head.

My panted breaths helped to keep me relaxed, but that all went out the window when Tasha dropped down again, and my entire length shot down her throat. Not once did she gag or choke on my size, and she simply repeated the move over and over.

The muscles in my back were tense and sore from being so rigid, but every time I felt some sort of pain, the uncomfortable feeling would vanish as the need to cum increased more and more.

“Is this good for you, Master?” Tasha asked as she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

“So, so good,” I said as a shiver whizzed down my spine.

“But I don’t think you’re quite finished yet.” She smirked. “So, how about I get back to work?”

“Yessss,” I hissed. “Please.”

“Remember, no one’s in the house with us…” Tasha teased seconds before she took my cock straight into her mouth. “We can be as loud as we want.”

“Aahaaaa!” I coughed out a laugh.

A few minutes of pure torture went by as Tasha used her lips, tongue, and hand to bring me to the edge.

Then finally, after what felt like hours, Tasha took me back down her throat just as my balls tightened and my cock spasmed. I shot load after load of hot cream straight down her throat, and she didn’t even flinch as she began to drink it up.

“Mmmm,” I moaned as my cock emptied even more.

Tasha guzzled down every drop of my seed like she was shooting back one of her famous elixirs, and she didn’t let go of my cock until it had fully emptied.

However, it didn’t take long for another spark to flicker through my dick, and I was already ready to feel my witch again as she shuffled back across the couch.

“You’ve been hiding that special skill from me,” I growled as I caught Tasha in my arms and flipped her onto her back.

Then, because she’d teased me, it only felt right to tease her back.

“Master!” she squealed as I tickled her most sensitive spots. “Master, please!”

I completely ignored her cries for help, and instead, I continued to tickle her as I thought about how incredible it was to see my dick slip past her lips.

“Fuck,” I groaned as sensation rushed over my cock. “What the hell are you doing to me?”

“I could…” Tasha squirmed and laughed. “Say the… same thing! Master!”

Her laughter and squeals were like music to my ears, but the sight of her bouncing, jiggling tits made it even better.

Her legs automatically locked around me, she placed her hands on my broad shoulders, and I lined my cock up with her entrance as she softly pleaded for more.

Then, as I looked her straight in the eye, I slammed myself inside in one swift move. The two of us let out long groans of pleasure, and once I’d waited for her to adjust to my size, I pulled back slightly and drove in again.

Her walls tensed around me as I began to rock my hips, and she raised her own in time with me as I started to increase the speed. The feeling of my cock slipping further and further into her was enough to take the breath right out of me.

Tasha became wetter and wetter every time I pulled back and slammed in again, and she pressed her heels against my ass in an attempt to drive me forward even harder. I grabbed onto the back of the couch as I increased the tempo, and the furniture jolted across the wooden flooring as Tasha and I moved together in sync.

“Master, Master, pleeeease,” she begged. “Shiiiit!”

Her damp walls continued to constrict around me, a bead of sweat rolled between Tasha’s breasts, and I thought my heart was going to beat straight out of my chest.

Her hands balled into fists around my shoulders, and her nails dug into my skin as she fought against her urges. Tasha’s eyes winced closed several times, and her plump bottom lip became caught between her teeth as she bit back her moans.

The constant satisfaction seemed to engulf us, and a sheen of sweat coated my skin as my heart continued to beat wildly out of control.

“Arrghhh!” I shouted as Tasha’s walls tensed around my aching cock.

“Mmmmm!” she moaned through pursed lips.

The living area was filled with the sound of our bodies slapping together, mixed with the continuous moans and the shattered cries of satisfaction. We usually had to keep our noises and voices to a minimum, so we took full advantage of the empty house.

“Fuck, fuck, yes!” Tasha cried. “Right fucking there! Fill me, Master, fill meeee!”

“Jesus Christ,” I said through clenched teeth.

“Ahaaaa.” She winced her eyes closed again.

“You’re fucking maaaaade for me!” I roared.

Tasha threw her head back into the cushion as I quickened my pace. I pulled back and slammed in once again, and every time I did, I made sure to pound against her harder and faster.

The couch squeaked and protested against our movements, but I continued to slam my hips against Tasha’s as the two of us cried out in delight. The couch slid across the flooring in time with our sweaty skin slapping together, and I almost didn’t care about possibly breaking the furniture.

All I needed, and all I wanted, was the glorious, delectable witch in my arms.

So, I took advantage of the empty house, and I found pleasure in every inch of her mouthwatering body.

I moved my lips across her collarbone and down her chest, all while I silently pleaded. I knew it wasn’t going to be long before I reached my second climax, but my heart was beating so wildly, and I almost thought it was going to give out before I could give Tasha and me what we so desperately wanted.

I suckled on her delicate nipples, and I placed sweet kisses down between her breasts and back up to her neck again. Her skin tasted salty from sweat, and a heavy look in her eyes made it appear as if she was both high and drunk at the same time.

But that look didn’t last for long.

Because, as soon as Tasha had the energy to do so, she locked her ankles against the base of my spine and ordered me to flip over onto my back. We had to chuck a few of the cushions onto the floor to make room, but I quickly forgot about the lack of space.

Especially when Tasha started to ride my cock.

Her hands became lost in her blonde hair, and she arched her head back as she slowly rocked over my dick.

“Graaaayson!” she moaned as her damp walls tightened around my length. “I’m… Fuuuuuck me, I’m going to–”

Tasha didn’t have the opportunity to finish that sentence before an overwhelming orgasm rippled through her. Her body trembled, and the spasm moved through my cock as Tasha did everything she could to keep herself upright.

I took over and started to thrust forcefully off the couch into her sweet pussy.

“Oh, fuuuuuck!” she cried a moment later. “I… I think…”

Tasha let out a shattered cry as she came once again, and I continued to pound up into her drenched pussy as her juices coated my cock.

Once her orgasm settled, I picked up the pace and went straight back to where we were before.

Tasha’s face twisted in pleasure as my name fell from my lips over and over, and a spider-like sensation raced down my spine.

“Get used to multiple orgasms.” I grinned. “They’re a common thing with me.”

“Mmmm, I love a man who’s so confident,” she said as she ran her tongue across her top lip.

I showed Tasha exactly how confident I was for several minutes after that as I turned us back around until I had control again.

She came three more times in those short minutes, and at one point I had to grip onto her hips to stop myself from slipping out. I was certain there would be marks on my back from where her ankles and fingers had been digging in, but I liked the idea of having a reminder of today.

Tasha’s warm tunnel continued to squeeze me like a fucking vise, and I wanted nothing more than to fill her with my seed. I found myself watching her bouncing breasts as I rocked my hips against her, and I thought it might have distracted me from the force building inside me.

But boy I was wrong.

If anything, it only made me more desperate to feel her quiver beneath me as we both released at the same time.

Finally, after what seemed like hours, a feral roar formed in the back of my throat as the base of my engorged cock began to swell. Tasha’s walls stretched out even more as she nestled herself around my swollen member, and we both moaned in unison as we became knotted in the most primal way.

“Yessss, this is what I neeeeed!” Tasha cried as she pressed herself up against me. “Fill meeeee, Masterrrr!”

A thin sheen of sweat coated her skin, so as I rocked into her softly, I kissed and lapped at her delicate skin and tasted the faint scent of her luscious perfume.

“Yes, yes, yessss,” Tasha hissed.

“Shiiiiit,” I groaned.

But as a tingling sensation shot down my spine, I straightened my back and grabbed hold of her hips. Then, as Tasha orgasmed once again, I let out a monstrous roar as streams of cum poured directly into her womb.

“Aaaah, fuuuuuck!” I coughed out a breath as another wave took over me.

“Mmmm, Grayson!” Tasha squealed. “Oh, shiiiiit! Please, fill meeee!”

She didn’t need to tell me twice.

“Take it,” I ordered. “Take every last drop.”

Her walls clenched around me, and another shiver ran down my spine as I emptied myself into her womb.

“Fuuuuuck,” I growled as the feeling overpowered my body.

“Ahaaaa!” Tasha cried. “Yesssss!”

Streams upon streams of thick, warm cum shot from my cock like a volcano erupting. Tasha’s juices covered my cock and dribbled from her entrance, and we held each other together as our bodies jerked and squirmed from the sensations alone.

We rocked together through the waves as even more of my seed filled my little witch, and stars began to float through my vision as my heart just about burst from my chest.

“Shit, I…” Tasha paused to catch her breath. “I can’t… Fuck, I can’t even think straight!”

“I think I know what you mean,” I chuckled.

My limbs felt like jelly, and the rest of my body had turned to mush.

I only had one thing on my mind: the stunning blonde trapped in my arms.

Tasha and I held each other for at least the next ten minutes. I leaned down as I placed a sweet, delicate kiss on her lips. But the dominating little thing in my arms instantly deepened the kiss, even to the point where she rolled us over so she was balanced on top of me.

That quickly started rounds two and three.

If we’d had the time, I knew we would have taken advantage of every piece of furniture in the room. Or perhaps even across the house.

But I knew time was not on our side, and we had to remember we shared the house with other people. And the majority of them probably wouldn’t have appreciated it if Tasha and I fucked on every couch, chair, the kitchen table, and the breakfast bar.

So, we simply fucked our way across the couch instead. We both took turns taking control, and one of my favorite things Tasha did was the little trick she did with her hips. She somehow had the ability to rock them in a circular motion, and she coiled her arms above her head as she twisted her torso from side to side.

As soon as round three came to an end, we both fell back onto the couch and allowed our labored breaths to fill the room. I wrapped a lazy arm around Tasha’s shoulders, and she tied her waist-length hair up into a knot before she placed her head on my chest.

“That’s better,” she whispered.

“Was your hair getting in the way?” I asked.

“Oh, like you wouldn’t believe,” she chuckled. “Nothing hurts more than when you sit on your hair, or someone leans on it. Fuck, rip it out of my skull already!”

“I’ll make a note not to do that,” I replied.

“But not just that, it’s also exceedingly heavy,” Tasha continued. “And when I’m sweaty and it sticks to everything… Urgh, it’s best if I tie it up.”

“Have you ever thought about cutting it?” I asked. “Not that I want you to, of course. If I had so many issues, I’d cut my hair.”

“I have thought about it once or twice…” Tasha sat up and glanced up at the ceiling in thought. “Because, I mean, it is a lot to work with. But then I think back to why I kept it so long in the first place.”

I kept quiet while Tasha told me her brief story.

“As you know, my parents were very controlling and strict,” she explained. “They told me what I could and couldn’t eat, hence the reason behind my high-sugar, childish diet. They didn’t allow me to play with toys and plushies, hence why I have a teddy bear conduit. My mother also had a say in how I did my hair. She also wanted me to have it short, like, at my shoulders, and she thought it looked cute like that. Even as I became a teenager, my mother hated the idea of my hair being any longer than my shoulders.”

“Really?” I frowned.

“Really.” She nodded. “So, as soon as I knew I was going to be moving out, I started growing out my hair. I even found a spell for hair growth, and that allowed it to reach my waist as quickly as it has. So now I can’t decide whether to cut it or not.”

“It’s all up to you,” I told her. “If you want to cut it, that’s your decision to make. Not your mother’s. And that’s where the difference comes in. You might even feel better about cutting your hair because you decided on the length and the style. No one else made that decision for you.”

Tasha thought for a second, and then she leaned into me and kissed my cheek sweetly.

“You’re right.” She smiled. “It’s all up to me. And something else that’s completely up to me…”

Tasha hopped off the couch in search of her raincoat, and then she fiddled around with the clothing until she found the chest pocket.

“Is that what I think it is?” I asked.

“Oh, yes.” Tasha winked. “Are you ready for a post-sex smoke?”

Tasha brought out three lollipops, but only the white sticks were on show so I couldn’t tell which flavors she had in her hand.

The two of us always ended our moments together with a lollipop or two, and she said a sugar rush after sex was just as good as getting a nicotine rush. Even though neither of us had ever smoked a cigarette in our lives.

“I’ll pick…” I waved my hand over the three sticks. “This one.”

“Ta-daaa!” Tasha opened out her palm to reveal the grape-flavored lollipop I’d chosen.

There was also a strawberry one to choose from and a blue raspberry which Tasha chose for herself.

The two of us fell back onto the couch as we unwrapped the sweet treats and popped them in our mouths.

A gentle silence filled the sorority house, and it was nice to have some peace and quiet for once. Even Iota Delta hadn’t started blaring their music yet, but it was only seven-thirty, so I imagined they were going to start their party preparations soon.

The two of us stayed exactly where we were until we started to crunch on the ends of our lollipops. We weren’t wearing a single scrap of clothing between us, but the candies took priority over anything else.

“Okay,” I sighed and picked away at some hardened sugar stuck in my teeth. “We should probably put some clothes on before the others get home.”

“Probably,” Tasha giggled. “Julia said she would message me when they were heading home, and she hasn’t said anything yet, so…”

“But Julia is also known for being slightly forgetful,” I snorted. “Especially when something excites her.”

“True.” Tasha nodded.

My intelligent little witch disposed of the lollipop sticks and wrappers while I searched the living room and entryway for my clothes. My boxers and jeans were closer to the stairs than the front door, and my t-shirt and hoodie had somehow made a home over two lampshades in the living room.

Tasha had impressive aim, I had to give her that.

I rushed to slip my legs into my boxers and jeans, and Tasha did the same with her bra and thong.

And it was a damn good thing we did.

As soon as she snapped her thong into place, we heard the sound of a key in the lock, and the front door swung open.

“Oh.” Tasha crossed her arms over her chest.

“Shit,” I laughed as I hurried to locate my t-shirt.

Samantha’s head shot up as she heard us, and her eyes roamed up and down my body as she took in our state of undress.

“Fucking hell,” she groaned. “We thought we gave you horny dogs more than enough time.”

“Julia was supposed to message me!” Tasha replied.

“Ooops!” Julia smirked as she slipped into the house behind Samantha. “But when it comes to Grayson, do we ever really have enough time?”

“That’s very true.” Tasha nodded as I rushed to slip my t-shirt on. “What we said about his fingers was true, and I experienced it aaaaall this afternoon!”

Julia squealed in delight and threw her arms around Tasha. Even Fiona and Chrissy smiled, too.

But Samantha and Willow didn’t appear to be overly pleased that they’d almost caught us in the act.

“You’re all disgusting,” Samantha mumbled as she wandered into the living room.

“Just be careful of the couch!” Tasha cackled.

Samantha’s groan filled the entire house.

“Hey!” Julia called out. “At least the cushion covers are washable.”

“It’ll need to be when it comes to Grayson,” Tasha giggled. “Now, let’s finally talk about what we’re going to do with Chief Dipshit.”


Chapter 12

Samantha wandered around the room like something had contaminated it, and I briefly wondered if she was going to bring out the antibacterial spray like Grandma always did.

Even now, I still laughed at the memory of Grandma wandering around the house with a mask and gloves on. She practically fumigated the house after one of Grandpa’s fishing trips, and she complained that the stench lingered around the house for weeks.

Even though it was only his boots that smelled bad.

“Tell me,” Samantha ordered as she pointed a finger at me and Tasha. “Where in this room did the two of you fuck? Where is the ‘no go’ section?”

“Really, Sam?” Chrissy asked as she pulled the black beanie off her head. “Is this necessary?”

Her unruly brown hair tumbled free from the hat, and she slipped off her glasses to reveal her face again.

I assumed her disguise had worked well, and hopefully, no one recognized her in the diner.

“Yes, it’s necessary,” Samantha sighed. “Grayson’s balls and… fuck knows what else has been all over this couch, and I want to know where to avoid. I don’t want to sit on that.”

Julia caught an immature snort in her hand, and even Tasha and Fiona laughed, too.

“Is something funny?” Samantha sneered.

“Yes, actually,” Julia replied as she sat up in her seat. “Unlike you, I actually like sitting on Grayson’s balls and ‘fuck knows what else,’ like you said. They make a very comfortable seat.”

“You’re all disgusting,” she mumbled.

It started off as entertaining because there was something funny about watching Samantha wince and prod the furniture. She acted like the couch was going to come to life or something, when in fact the couch hadn’t changed since she was last in the living room. But when we were all waiting to start a conversation, and Samantha was far too interested in finding a safe place to sit, it became irritating.

“Alright, enough,” I sighed. “You want to know where Tasha and I fucked? Right here on this couch. We didn’t touch the rest of the furniture in this room. I know this may come as some sort of shock to you, but people have sex. And it’s not just in beds with the lights off. Deal with it. So, if you want to sit down and shut up, we can finally talk about Chief Michaels. Or, we can take this into the kitchen because, despite the temptation, I didn’t fuck Tasha against the kitchen counter.”

“Maybe next time.” Tasha winked.

“Ooh, can I join you?” Julia teased.

Fiona pretended to tip her hat off to me, and Chrissy nodded her head in agreement.

Everything I said was true, and Samantha had to stop acting so childishly.

The sullen witch in question simply huffed and rolled her green-blue eyes. She played with her lip ring with the tip of her tongue. I knew she played with her multiple facial piercings whenever she was frustrated, so that was her way of saying she was pissed but she was trying to ignore it.

However, despite how she felt, Samantha finally took a seat beside Chrissy. She leaned back against the chair and kicked one leg over the other. Samantha folded her arms underneath her tits, and she hunched her shoulders until her chin was caught in the neck of her black hoodie.

She could throw a tantrum if she wanted to, and that was fine by me. But she wasn’t going to get her way all the time.

“Okay…” Chrissy laughed. “Now that that’s been sorted out, shall we finally discuss what happened with Chief Michaels? Because I know something happened while you were at the police station.”

“He’s a… character, that’s for sure,” I snorted.

“Yep…” Fiona nodded slowly. “A bit of a prick, too.”

“I mean, he’s Toby’s father.” Chrissy gave us a pointed look. “Should we expect anything less?”

“I knew he wasn’t going to be angelic,” Willow mumbled.

I’d almost forgotten she was in the room because she was so quiet. Willow was completely curled up in one of the armchairs, and the lack of light in that corner of the room, as well as the all-black outfit she wore, caused her to essentially blend into the darkness.

“He certainly wasn’t angelic,” I replied. “Not only did he refuse to shake my hand, which I thought was pretty damn rude, but he also tried to get us in and out as quickly as possible.”

“He didn’t shake your hand?” Julia frowned.

“No,” I replied. “I mean, maybe he isn’t the kinda guy to shake hands, or maybe he didn’t see my outstretched hand. But I still thought it was kinda strange.”

“Definitely strange,” Tasha agreed.

“What happened after that?” Chrissy asked.

“Well…” I continued. “I mentioned how we wanted him to reopen your case, Chrissy, and he said he also wanted to know what happened to you because of your relationship with Toby. But if we wanted that to happen, we had to speak to someone higher up than him. Apparently, your file was passed over to the state once it turned cold, so he can’t do fuck all about it.”

“Is that how it works?” Fiona asked. “Because it sounded strange to me.”

Everyone looked around the room at everyone else, and we all seemed to look over at Tasha.

“Don’t look at me,” she laughed.

“It’s because you’ve read more books than the rest of us put together,” Julia replied. “Surely you’ve read something about legal cases and… jurisdictions or whatever.”

“Er…” Tasha sighed. “I mean… All I know is that when a case remains unsolved, it’s transferred to someone else. I think there might be a special department that handles cold cases. I assume it’ll also be up to them to decide whether to open the case up again, but that probably wouldn’t be an easy decision to make. Cases only turn cold when all available leads have been thoroughly examined.”

“Maybe that could be something you look into?” I suggested. “Try and find out what you can about cold cases, and even Chrissy’s case specifically.”

“Why?” Chrissy asked. “Why do we want to look into it?”

“Because we have a better understanding of everything now,” I replied. “I want to see how true everything in the file is, or if a blatant lie was fabricated to make people believe you were dead and to leave it at that.”

“That’s a good point actually,” Tasha agreed. “We all thought the case was closed far too quickly because a year is not that long in the grand scheme of things. So let’s see if there’s any information online, and we can add that to the other details we’ve already collected.”

The blonde-haired witch jumped off the couch to retrieve her laptop from her bag, and then she returned to her seat beside me.

“So, what else did you discover while talking to Father of the Year?” Julia asked as she played with the blue-and-pink braid draped over her shoulder like that icy chick from Frozen.

“Apart from how he felt sad, angry, and confused?” Fiona raised a single blonde eyebrow.

“He did?” Chrissy frowned.

“Yes,” the blonde witch replied. “There was also another emotion festering deep beneath his skin, but I couldn’t get a good feel on that one. It was like he was blocking it out, and he didn’t even want to entertain the idea.”

“Huh, strange…” Julia whispered.

“Maybe guilt?” Willow suggested.

“Possibly.” Fiona nodded. “Maybe guilt, or perhaps relief or frustration. It could be anything, really.”

“But when I think about that night, I don’t see Chief Michaels in my memories,” Chrissy urged. “I see Toby and his three friends, but his father isn’t there.”

“It doesn’t mean he isn’t involved,” Samantha muttered from where she was still curled up in her seat. “The chief could have entered the scene after you died.”

“Samantha’s right.” I nodded. “I have a feeling the chief is involved in this.”

“How?” Chrissy frowned. “We can’t go off gut feelings alone when it comes to something like this.”

“It’s not a gut feeling,” I replied. “I mean, it is because everything starts off as a gut feeling. But I think Toby would have gone to his dad hoping he’d help, instead of turning him in for his crimes. It’s probably what I would have done if I was in his position.”

“There’s also the fact that Toby thought about his father when I questioned him,” Samantha added. “How do you explain that?”

“Maybe he…” Chrissy shrugged. “Okay, I don’t know.”

“There is every chance it could be a coincidence,” Fiona said, to which Julia and Willow nodded. “But… Chief Michaels acted sketchy as shit in his office. He was trying to stop himself from feeling a certain way, and I don’t understand that. If he didn’t have any involvement in the crime, then it’s only right for him to feel sad and angry. But what else would you feel, and why did he try to stop himself from feeling it?”

“They’re very valid points,” Chrissy sighed. “I just… I don’t know. I want this over and done with, and the more accomplices Toby has, the longer it’s going to take for everything to be over.”

“Not necessarily,” I replied. “As soon as we know who is involved, we’ll deal them the cards they deserve, and we’ll seek your justice. We need to tick off a few more things from our list, and then the finale can take place.”

“Like what?” Chrissy asked.

“Well…” I thought for a second. “Let’s get a proper look into the life of Chief Michaels. What do we know about him? Do we know anything other than him being Toby’s father?”

“I never heard his name until I moved here.” Julia shrugged.

Fiona, Chrissy, and Samantha all agreed, and Tasha was too busy typing away on her laptop, so she hadn’t paid any attention to the question.

“Willow?” I asked. “Do you know anything?”

“Umm…” The timid witch pulled some of her black hair in front of her face, and it hid her like a curtain. “I know a little…”

“That’s more than the rest of us,” Samantha said. “So, what do you know?”

“Um…” Willow played with her bottom lip anxiously. “I know he’s been the chief for, like… over ten years, I think. But from what my grandparents always said, Chief Michaels has been a valued member of the community for double that time.”

“Do they speak highly of him?” I asked in shock.

We’d only met Dorothy and Eric once, but they didn’t come across as the sort of people who spoke highly of anyone. Especially not mundane humans like Chief Michaels.

“He was the first person they told me about as soon as they heard I was moving here,” Willow explained. “They were happy I was going to be so close to them, but they also said I’d be safe because the chief runs the town.”

“Alright…” Julia frowned.

“No one can say a bad word about him,” Willow continued. “And apparently he lost his wife, like, eight years ago, or something. And the entire town grieved with Chief Michaels and Toby when it happened. Even my grandparents heard about her passing.”

I instantly thought about the picture on the chief’s desk. The photo of the lady smiling in front of the waterfall. I had a feeling it was Toby’s mom when I first saw it, but I now had a completely different view of the lone picture.

“Toby’s mom died?” Chrissy gasped. “Why didn’t he tell me that?”

“Maybe because he finds it difficult to talk about it?” I suggested. “I mean, I sometimes find it hard to talk about my mom, and it’s been seventeen years. For Toby, his mom’s passing is still pretty fresh.”

“I suppose…” Chrissy frowned.

“Fuck, how awful,” Fiona mumbled. “Do you know how she died, Willow?”

“No, I don’t know.” The timid witch shrugged. “Grandma thought she was sick, but it could have been a passing rumor.”

“So…” I thought for a second. “From the way it sounds, a guy who is essentially cherished by the entire town, and further, surely can’t be that bad, right?”

“I mean, that’s how it comes across to me.” Fiona nodded.

“But that doesn’t mean he’s innocent,” Samantha mumbled. “I bet you could see good qualities in men who have been locked up for mass murder. After all, Chris, you saw good qualities in Toby.”

“That’s true,” Chrissy agreed with a sigh. “He showed me what I wanted to see, and told me things I wanted to hear. He was the perfect manipulator.”

“And cops could be good manipulators, too,” I added.

“Well, I don’t know about you,” Tasha said as she closed the lid of her laptop. “But from everything I’ve seen online, I’m even more convinced your case was closed suspiciously early, Chrissy.”

“What did you come across?” I asked.

“One website I came across said that, typically, homicide cases are kept open by the original case detective for up to four years,” Tasha informed us all. “After that, if all of their leads fail, they can close the case. However, they can also request for the case to remain open if they feel like they still have an existing lead. Only once all the leads are exhausted can the case be transferred to a unit that specializes in cold cases. So investigators could handle your case for over five years if they feel confident about something.”

“Alright…” I nodded slowly. “So, are you saying because Chrissy’s case was closed less than a year after she died, that something fishy went on?”

“I think so, yes,” Tasha replied. “Because surely it would take the detectives and investigative team much longer than a year to investigate every aspect of your disappearance, Chrissy.”

“I’d say so, yes,” Julia spoke up.

“I also read that police departments still look into cases, even after they’ve turned cold,” Tasha continued. “Some cases could remain permanently unsolved, whereas some cases could be solved after a few years. But cops look into the cases, so if Chief Michaels wanted to help you, he easily could.”

“He also said he wanted to know what happened to Chrissy,” I added as I looked over at the witch in question. “Because of your relationship with Toby, he wanted to know what happened to you. He actually sounded… sad that he didn’t know what happened, almost like he couldn’t do much about it.”

“But now Tasha’s saying he could do something about it if he really wanted to?” Julia asked and then scoffed. “And he could have turned over every damn rock he came across for the better part of four years in order to find out what happened to Chrissy, but he hasn’t done that? I smell bulllllshit!”

“Hey, I imagine Toby is his pride and joy, right?” Samantha shrugged. “Especially after his wife died. So, do you think he’d do anything for Toby? Even if he didn’t have a particular part to play, and he only kept Toby’s secret under wraps, that could be the reason why he chose not to look into your case again, Chris.”

“At this point, who knows what the truth is?” I sighed. “At least we can say for certain that Toby and his three friends were there that night, but…”

“But?” Fiona’s green, sparkly eyes widened with fear.

“We’ll have to be really careful with our plans for Toby and his friends,” I replied. “I know it’s self-explanatory, but going after the son of the chief of police is always going to be risky, so that’s something we’ll have to consider if we haven’t already.”

“I mean, we still have to discuss a plan,” Julia replied. “But I also have an idea, and I think it’s something we should consider first before we turn toward Toby and his fucking Merry Men.”

“And that is?” I asked.

“You.” She smirked.

“What?” I laughed. “Me?”

“Yes, you,” Julia replied. “Taking down Toby and his men, whatever that includes, probably won’t be easy. If we have to rely on our gifts, we’ll need to rely on you, too. So I think we should try and channel your strengths. Let’s see if you have a gift lurking down there somewhere.”

“A gift?” I gasped as I looked around the room. “Do you all think I might have one?”

“It’s very possible.” Tasha nodded. “Maybe your gift is to keep us strong and to help us channel our own unique gifts, or maybe there’s something else for us to discover… I think there’s something.”

“But how do I…” I frowned. “How do I even locate a gift I don’t know I have?”

“There’ll be a way around that.” Julia waved her hand through the air. “It’ll require our combined strengths and the assistance from the void. But if there’s something lurking down inside you, I think we should be able to find it.”

The rest of the witches nodded, so that was encouraging. I’d mentioned wanting a gift of my own before, but this was the first time I’d received a proper answer. Perhaps my coven needed me to be stronger in order for a gift to appear, and Chrissy’s arrival had been the catalyst for that to happen.

“Okay, shall we…” I pointed in the rough direction of the basement.

“Not so quickly, Master,” Julia giggled. “We’re tired, and it’s getting late. I think we should all have a good night’s sleep and return back here tomorrow afternoon. Once you’re the strongest version of your current self, we’ll start to look deep into any potential gifts.”

“That’s fine,” I agreed, even though I wanted to get to locating my gift. “Does it matter that I had planned on staying at Jefferson Hall tonight? Or should I stay here?”

“You can stay here if you want.” Julia winked. “But in regards to charging your energy, I wouldn’t worry about that. You’ve spent enough time here recently, and you’ll be around us all day tomorrow, so that’ll help to recharge your battery.”

“But if it comes to tomorrow, and we think you need to be stronger, we’ll wait.” Tasha shrugged. “An extra day won’t harm us.”

I’d promised Mo and Robyn I’d have an evening with them, accompanied by a couple of pizzas, of course. It hadn’t been that long since I’d spent an evening at Jefferson Hall, so it wasn’t like I spent all my time in the sorority house. But if I had suggested plans, I wanted to stick to them.

There was nothing worse than someone who made plans with one person, only to cancel them to do things with someone else.

I’d kept them up to date with my evening, so they knew my coven and I were in the middle of a conversation. But once the discussion seemed to die down, it felt like the right time for me to head back to Jefferson Hall.

I ran upstairs to check on Pippin and to give him his dinner, even though he was still asleep. I spent a couple of minutes spot-cleaning his tank, and I planned to do a deep clean of his home on Wednesday or Thursday, so the spot clean was all it needed.

Once that was sorted, and I’d said goodbye to my coven, I jumped back in my car and headed toward the dorm building. It was nearing nine o’clock on the Monday before Halloween, so the residential streets were filled with students dressed in various costumes.

I had to slam on my brakes when a gaggle of lifeguards jogged from one side of the road to the other. They all looked like they were auditioning to be the next cast of Baywatch, but I wasn’t sure how successful they were going to be.

“Fuck, how is she not hypothermic already?” I mumbled to myself as the girl in question swished her flowing, blonde hair over her shoulders.

If I didn’t have Robyn, Julia, and Tasha at home, I probably would have appreciated the girl’s body, and how attractive she was. But now that I was the luckiest son of a bitch in existence, the girl who wore nothing but a swimsuit in late October didn’t do anything for me.

“They all probably smell of vanilla perfume, too,” I said as the lifeguards jogged away and I was able to drive again. “There’s something so plain and stereotypical about vanilla perfume. Basic.”

I had to stop a couple more times after that. Once to dodge some cheering, strangely raunchy Disney characters. The other time was to collect the pizzas Mo had ordered, as well as the three sides, too.

“Thanks again,” I said to the guy behind the counter as I slid the six boxes into my arms.

“I’m sure Mo will be in contact again soon,” the loud and large Italian chuckled. “He is our best customer!”

“Oh, I know,” I snorted. “I’d fear for your business if Mo ever moved away from Hartry.”

“I have nightmares about that every night,” the guy laughed.

The sweet, mouthwatering scent of grease and meat filled my car as I placed the boxes on the passenger seat. I knew Robyn wasn’t a huge fan of the sides, and I hadn’t asked for one, so I assumed the three sides were all for Mo. But it was no surprise to me.

I’d always remember the first week Mo and I lived together, and the shocking amount of pizza we’d gone through. Our microwave broke, and we didn’t know how to use the oven in the communal kitchen, so we’d had to rely on takeout.

Since then, Mo had become good friends with the family-owned pizzeria, and the fact they all knew him by name showed how often he ate there.

Robyn came to the front door of the building to help me inside, and she held the doors open for me as I carried the boxes. Jefferson Hall was surprisingly busy despite the number of parties I’d witnessed on my way through town.

A few of the residents called out as I wandered past them with pizza, and even though they only joked about taking the food from me, I still wasn’t sure how much I trusted them.

Fortunately, with Robyn there to guide me, we made it toward my shared room before a theft occurred.

“I swear to the big man, I am ready for this!” Mo cried as the bedroom door closed behind us.

“Mohala, please,” Robyn laughed. “You’ve already had dinner.”

“You have?” I asked.

“A Hot Pocket isn’t dinner,” Mo explained as he heaved himself off the heightened bed and grabbed the food from my arms. “It’s called a snack because you eat it in between meals.”

“It’s not a snack when you have three,” I chuckled.

“But what about when you have three of them?” Robyn asked at exactly the same time.

“Whoa.” Mo frowned and glanced between us. “Like the Black Eyed Peas once said, where is the love?”

“What’s wrong with the world, mama?” I teased.

“Can you practice what you preach?” he asked. “Or would you turn the other cheek?”

The two of us broke down laughing as we opened up the six boxes around us.

“I have no idea what the two of you are on about,” Robyn tutted as she selected her cheese and tomato pizza with extra mushrooms.

“The Black Eyed Peas,” I told her. “They’re a band who were pretty popular in the 2000s.”

“Oh, yes, I’ve heard of them,” Robyn replied. “Of course, I’ve never listened to their music. Unless they sang about Christian worship.”

“They sang about pumping it louder and harder,” Mo snickered. “Oh, and you can’t forget about the junk in Fergie’s trunk. That sounds like Christian worship, right?”

“Excuse me?” Robyn gasped and almost choked on a piece of pizza. “That’s so rude!”

“If you think that’s rude, then just you wait,” Mo chuckled as he chucked some cheesy fries into his mouth. “Fack by Eminem might be a good example.”

“Mo…” I warned him. “I don’t think Robyn wants to hear more.”

“I trust Grayson,” Robyn giggled.

“What?” Mo shrugged. “They’re talking about rubbers.”

“Mo!” I groaned.

“Rubbers?” Robyn frowned. “What’s so bad about… Oh.”

“Yes, oh,” I replied.

“Rubbers in the UK aren’t like rubbers here in the US,” she giggled. “Goodness, they include… that in songs?”

“Oh, that’s nothing,” Mo chuckled. “You should have seen the look on my mom’s face when she heard the lyrics leaving my room! I thought she was gonna kick me straight from the house.”

“I’m surprised you’re still allowed back home,” I said as I picked up a slice of pizza from the box.

I curled the slice of pepperoni pizza into my mouth, and an audible moan formed in my throat as the cheese, chilies, meat, and grease all came together.

“Mohalaaaa!” my friend shouted as he impersonated his mother. “Do you want our neighbors to know you listen to this music? This man is talking about his appendages! Why don’t you do some good in your life and help your father prepare the shrimp, or find a girlfriend!”

“You might need your appendage when you find a girlfriend.” Robyn smothered her laugh with one hand.

“Damn, Robyn,” Mo snorted. “I didn’t know you could be so crude.”

I laughed at both of them as I selected another slice of pizza from the box.

“Honestly, leaving Hawaii to come here is worse than listening to ‘dirty rap music.’” Mo quoted with his fingers. “So if she can forgive me for moving to Maine, she can forgive me for anything.”

“Would you like to hear something funny?” Robyn had already started laughing, which I thought was fucking adorable. “I never realized his name was Eminem.”

“What, Marshall Mathers?” I asked.

“Yes,” she giggled. “I didn’t know what his stage name was. Whenever I heard it being mentioned, I thought it was M&M’s, like the chocolates.”

“Noooo!” Mo slapped his knee as he licked some cheese off his fingers.

“Oh, you’re so cute.” I smiled.

“I’m telling the truth,” Robyn giggled again. “It always confused me whenever anyone spoke about a new song or lyrics. I assumed I hadn’t heard of an M&M’s theme tune because my parents never let my brothers and I have those sweets.”

A deep silence fell upon the room, followed by the slap of pizza as Mo dropped a slice back into the box.

“Hoooold on.” He leaned forward and narrowed one eye. “Are you saying, Robyn Gardner, that you’ve never had M&M’s? Did God have something against chocolate or something?”

“Oh, no, I have now,” she replied. “But M&M’s in the UK aren’t suitable for vegetarians. Or, they weren’t when I was little, at least. So my brothers and I had to have Smarties instead. But the US recipe is suitable for vegetarians.”

“Oh, praise the Lord Jesus.” Mo held his arms up in the air. “But… wait, you had Smarties instead of M&M’s? They’re nothing alike.”

“The UK Smarties are,” Robyn explained. “They’re little sugar-coated chocolates like M&M’s. Personally, I actually think they taste better, but that’s only my opinion.”

“There’s still so much to learn about the English way of life,” I chuckled.

“But that just shows you’re, like, a hardcore vegetarian,” Mo said as he leaned back and tore some of his meat-covered pizza off with his teeth. “It’s like some vegans who don’t eat honey.”

“Some of my vegetarian friends don’t eat honey.” Robyn shrugged. “It’s all personal preference. But I try my best to ignore any food that could potentially contain animals, whether they’re big or small.”

“And who are we to say otherwise?” I asked rhetorically.

“Exactly.” Robyn smiled.

The rest of the evening was spent discussing my trip to the police station with Fiona. I told them about Chief Michaels, and what my coven and I spoke about afterwards.

I didn’t tell them about my evening with Tasha, only because I knew Mo would make some crude joke about it. At least Robyn didn’t care about anything like that. As long as I still loved her, and needed her, then she didn’t mind if I had other girlfriends.

That was one of the reasons why she was the fucking best.

As the night came to an end, I walked Robyn upstairs to her room, and I stayed in the hallway until I heard both the lock and the deadbolt of her door fall into place. Jefferson Hall was extremely safe, but I wouldn’t have been able to sleep if I hadn’t heard those two safety measures.

The next morning, Robyn, Mo, and I decided to walk to campus. It was cold outside, and winter was definitely on its way, but it felt good to get some fresh air.

We met up with my coven as we arrived at our favorite bench, and as we left for our first classes, I promised to see them all at lunch.

The rest of the day went by smoothly. My professors were all in good moods, even Professor Lackberg, and that was a major shock to Julia and me. The bird-like woman always had a sour look on her face, but today was an exception.

As classes came to an end, I met up with the others, and we all wandered back to the sorority house together. Mo, Fiona, and Tasha shared a conversation behind us, and Julia, Robyn, and I shared another. Willow and Samantha were silent up ahead of us, but they weren’t the most talkative of the group.

By the time we got to the house, Samantha headed straight for her 1969 black Chevrolet Camaro. At first, I thought she was about to drive somewhere, but then she opened the squeaky trunk instead.

“Jules, come on,” Samantha ordered. “You can carry the watermelon since it was your idea.”

“Okay!” Julia skipped toward the classic car and heaved an enormous watermelon from the trunk.

The other girls stepped forward, and they chose clear bags filled with oranges, apples, pineapples, and grapes.

“When the hell did you buy all this fruit?” I asked.

“Last night.” Samantha shrugged. “It was colder out here than in the fridge.”

“And… why?” I asked.

“Are you… making a fruit salad?” Robyn queried with a hopeful smile.

My English Rose loved fruit salads.

“The only fruit I eat are fruit-flavored candies,” Tasha chuckled.

“Yeah, and me!” Mo agreed, and then he frowned. “Or on top of pizza…”

“Maybe we can have one after, but not right now,” Julia said as we followed her into the sorority house.

“Then… what’s it for?” I asked.

The pastel goth spun around on her feet, and she gave me the sweetest, most delicate smile.

“It’s for you, of course,” she said as the basement door opened up behind her.

“Come on, Master,” Chrissy called out from the doorway. “Let’s see how powerful you really are.”


Chapter 13

As soon as the front door closed, and my coven could be themselves in the safety of their home, Julia allowed her gift to flow free. She held the watermelon out in front of her, and then she simply let go of the enormous fruit.

Robyn gasped and grabbed hold of my arm, and I had visions of the watermelon crashing to the floor and covering the entire house in its slushy, red insides.

But the watermelon simply bobbed in the air like there was something invisible holding it up.

“What the fuuuuuck?” Mo whispered.

“What?” Julia asked my Polynesian friend. “This isn’t the first time you’ve seen my gift.”

“Yeah, but this is the first time I’ve seen you control something as heavy as that,” Mo replied.

“I’ve been practicing.” Julia shrugged. “And thanks to Grayson, our gifts are getting stronger by the day.”

We’d seen Julia’s telekinesis in action a couple of times. One time was when we came across the abandoned shed where Chrissy had been forced to stay before her premature death. Julia crawled into the shed through a broken window, and she floated Chrissy’s ripped blouse back out the window with her gift.

But Mo was right. A small blouse was nothing compared to a giant watermelon.

Once we’d gotten over the initial shock of the floating fruit, Julia wriggled her fingers which caused the watermelon to lift up and down.

“Okay, Jules, come on,” Samantha sighed from the doorway to the kitchen. “Do you want to do this shit, or do you want to stand there and show off?”

“Why, Samantha.” Julia placed one hand on her chest. “I wouldn’t want to steal your light.”

I pursed my lips together to hold back the snort that threatened to leave me. But the others around me didn’t even bother to hide their reactions.

“Buuuuurn!” Mo cried.

“You walked straight into that one, Sam,” Tasha laughed.

“You should have seen that one coming.” Fiona nodded.

“I’m surprised Julia came up with it so quickly,” Willow mumbled.

“Excuse me?” Julia gasped and spun around to look at the dark-haired witch. “I’ll have you know, I’m constantly thinking of comebacks.”

“Well, you can think of more while we get set up in the basement,” Chrissy said from further down the hallway.

“Okay!” Julia held her hands up in defense while she laughed. “Let’s go!”

The pastel goth continued to bounce her watermelon through the air like a balloon that was starting to lose its helium as we made our way toward the basement door. I still had no idea what the fruit was for, and I knew Robyn was excited to turn it into a salad afterward, but I was eager to find out.

“Masters first.” Chrissy winked as she stepped aside.

“Umm… Thank you?” I replied with a short laugh.

A sharp breeze floated up the basement stairs, and Robyn shivered as she squeezed my hand.

“That’s from the wind outside, right?” Robyn asked Chrissy. “Or is there something down here that’s going to scare me?”

“Do you think I would do that to you?” Chrissy said with her lopsided smile. “I swear on my life, it’s just the wind. And that means a lot coming from me.”

I tapped Robyn’s clenched hand to reassure her, and then we started our descent into the basement. The wooden stairs creaked underneath our feet, and it suddenly felt much colder than it was in the heart of the home. But the faint glow of yellow light that greeted us at the bottom of the stairs added a warming presence to the underground room.

Several lit candles were positioned around the basement. There must have been at least twelve of them, and they all sat around a white cloth-covered table in the center of the room. A leather-bound book sat in the center of the table alongside my coven’s selection of conduits.

“What on earth?” Robyn whispered as she inspected the table.

“Do you like what I’ve done with the place?” Chrissy asked.

A brief glance around the room showed me nothing else had been touched, but I hoped Chrissy hadn’t carried the table downstairs all by herself. Because, even with the legs folded in, that shit would have been hard to maneuver around curved stairs.

“You’ve done a great job,” I replied.

“This looks excellent, Chrissy!” Fiona said as she skipped down the last couple of stairs.

“It’s exactly what we envisioned.” Tasha smiled.

Julia hovered her watermelon over the candles and placed it on the table beside the conduits. Then, with an excited smile on her face, she leaned down and picked up her jar of teeth.

“Good afternoon, my cuties!” she squealed. “How are we all doing today? I hope you didn’t cause Miss Chrissy any hassle.”

“That’ll always turn my stomach,” Samantha mumbled quietly.

“I like it.” Willow grinned.

Of course, Julia’s teeth didn’t reply, but she tapped the metal lid like she was giving her babies a pat on the head.

It freaked me out the first time I learned that Julia’s conduit was a jar of human molars, physically taken from the source. It freaked me out more when I realized she talked to them. But now it just made me laugh because it added to Julia’s unique personality.

One by one, the girls placed the fruit on the table and stood beside their conduits. Tasha stepped forward, tucked her stuffed teddy bear under one arm, and collected the book in her other hand.

Willow propped up the framed picture of her great-grandmother, and Fiona placed her hands delicately over her black antique mirror. Samantha held her grandfather’s letter opener in her right hand, and Chrissy held her broken, golden necklace carefully in her palm.

“Today we’re going to focus on any potential gifts you might have, Master,” Tasha informed me. “We’re going to do it in the basement so you’ll have the assistance of the void if you need it. But once you get stronger, and you have a better idea of what to do, we could do this anywhere in the house. Even outside the house, too.”

“Okay…” I nodded slowly.

“Because we’re essentially your conduit, we’ll assist you as much as we can,” the witch continued. “But like with the location, that can change over time, too. You might be able to do this by yourself later on down the line, or you might only need a couple of us instead of all six.”

I nodded my head once again as I took in the view of the table.

“Mo and Robyn.” Tasha looked over at them. “You can stay in the basement, that’s fine. But unless we know for certain, I think it’s best for you to stand behind the candles.”

“Why?” Mo asked. “Does our presence affect the outcome or something?”

“It could.” Tasha shrugged. “I don’t know what this is going to be like. The candles sort of act like a barrier, so outside forces can’t affect Grayson while he’s in the process of digging down deep into his abilities. The void can break past the barrier because of how powerful it is. However, if Grayson can sense anything other than his connection with us, it could throw him off.”

“Oh, okay,” Robyn replied. “And we don’t want him to sense his connection with us because we aren’t gifted with magical energy?”

“Exactly.” Tasha smiled.

“Hey, that’s cool, man.” Mo held his hands up as he retreated back behind the candles. “You do your magical shit. You won’t hear a word coming from me.”

Robyn leaned up to press a kiss on my cheek, and then she walked back to stand beside Mo.

“Now, Master.” Tasha caught my gaze. “I need to be completely honest with you, this is the first time we’ve ever tried this. We’ve all been able to sense our gifts, and they came almost naturally to us. But because you were created instead of born into this world, it’s slightly different for you. I’ve found a section in this book that explains the summoning of gifts, so we’ll use it as a sort of guide if we need it.”

“Alright,” I replied. “And how do we even know that I have a gift?”

“We don’t,” she said honestly. “Every witch is born with a gift, and every warlock is born with additional powers and strengths. But it could simply be that you don’t have one, or perhaps your gift is to make us stronger. But that’s why we’re going to practice, and we’ll see what happens.”

“Okay…” I said slowly. “So, how about you all tell me how you sensed your gifts, or how you charge them up, so to speak. And… you can also tell me what the fruit is for. Because I can’t imagine it’s to make a nice display on the table.”

“No, it’s not,” Julia laughed. “The fruit is mainly for my gift, and Willow’s, too. So with my telekinesis, I simply focus intently on the outcome. I think about everything my gift can do, and I think about what’s going to happen once I have the gift under control.”

Julia reached across the table and picked up a small bunch of green grapes.

“Take these, for example.” She dangled the grapes like jingle bells. “I started off with something small. The lighter an object is in my hands, the lighter it is in my mind, too. I blocked off everything around me – every sight, smell, sound, all of it. The only thing I thought about was popping a grape from the vine but doing it with my mind instead of my hands.

I watched carefully as Julia stared directly at the green grapes. She held the bunch by the stalk, and after a few seconds of silence, one of the grapes was pulled from the stem without Julia even touching it.

“As soon as I’d mastered that, I focused on multiple items,” Julia continued. “I didn’t use grapes at the time, I used a small bowl of loose beads. This is just an example.”

Julia returned to staring at the fruit, and within seconds, five grapes were pulled from the vine. They all hovered in the air until she slowly dropped them on the table.

“Once I was confident enough with my abilities, I moved onto something heavier,” she explained. “So, with you, it could be as simple as working on something as small as a grape, and moving up to something as large and heavy as a watermelon.”

“So, that’s why you have bananas, apples, and oranges,” I said with a slight nod of my head.

“Exactly.” She smiled.

“But it’s not just lifting and moving, right?” I asked. “Can you do more than that?”

“I can,” Julia replied. “My hope is that, in time, I’ll be able to move something as heavy as a car because that would be pretty cool. But for now, I’m working on smaller items. And like you said, I can do more than move the items.”

Julia left the grapes on the table and pulled a perfectly ripe banana off the stalk. She held the bottom of the banana in one hand, and she took a calming breath before she gave the fruit all of her attention.

It took a little bit longer than when she worked with the grapes, but after about thirty seconds of silence, the top of the banana started to bend backward. I held back my gasp as the banana began to peel itself. The only noise in the basement was the slight tear of the yellow skin as the fruit inside was revealed.

“That’s amazing,” I whispered as the peeled banana was abandoned on the table.

“Thank you, Master.” Julia grinned. “And like with moving a car, I’d like to warp other things, too. Like spoons, iron doors, or simply snap chunks of wood in half.”

She reminded me of Eleven from Stranger Things, and like the peculiar character, Julia sniffed and wiped away the blood trickling from her eyes.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“Oh, yes, I’m fine.” Julia shrugged it off. “Warping the fruit takes a lot more out of me than moving something.”

The pastel goth pulled a white tissue from the pocket of her tiny black skirt. She cleaned off the blood from her hands before she dabbed the tissue against her cheeks.

“Willow,” Tasha said softly. “Do you want to tell Grayson about your gift?”

“Umm… sure.” Willow rubbed her hands together awkwardly. “S-So being a fire conduit is… challenging.”

I wasn’t sure if Willow knew it, but she gently reached up and scratched the burn on her neck.

“I can imagine it is,” I replied.

“It…” Willow ducked her head for a moment. “Like with Julia, it all relies on me focusing on the outcome. So with me, I think of my finger as an unlit matchstick. My nail becomes the head of the match, and the… My… My magical energy is like the striker on a matchstick box.”

It was incredible how her mind worked, and I could have spent hours listening to her talk about her powerful yet dangerous gift.

“I want the outcome to be the tip of my finger on fire,” Willow continued. “I want to watch it burn and to see a rippled effect as the flame jumps from one finger to another. But I always start off with one finger.”

Willow rubbed her hands together again, and then she held up the forefinger on her right hand. She turned her hand around until her black, manicured nail was facing me, and then she let out a short breath.

The second the breath left her lips, Willow’s nail was replaced with a small glowing flame. The yellow-orange fire danced and flickered with a stream of air, and the fire turned the lightest shade of blue as it stroked the skin of Willow’s scarred finger.

“Does that hurt?” I asked.

“No.” She shook her head. “It feels like when you blow on your finger.”

I automatically brought one finger to my mouth and blew on it to be reminded of the feeling.

Willow let out another short breath as the flame jumped over to her middle finger, and then went back the other way until it reached her thumb.

I knew Willow was terrified of her own gift, and I knew it had resulted in the outrageous fire in her grandparent’s yard. However, as the flame bounced across her fingers, and even jumped over to her left hand, the smallest smile appeared on her lips.

She looked so pleased that she was able to control her gift without any disastrous effects, and I was so proud of her.

The anxious witch played with the small flame for almost a full minute, and everyone in the room watched as Willow controlled the fire. One small mistake, or if Willow experienced a lull in concentration, the entire house could have gone up in flames.

All it would have taken was for the fire to land on the cloth-covered table, and a snowball effect would have taken place.

Just like the tree in Eric and Dorothy’s yard.

But Willow trusted herself enough to work with the flame, and she extinguished the fire with nothing but her mind.

“That’s incredible,” I said, and everyone around me nodded.

It was the first time Chrissy had fully experienced their gifts, so it must have been just as amazing for her as it was for me.

“Thanks,” Willow mumbled. “I, umm… I can do more than that, though.”

“You can?” I asked.

“Yes.” She nodded. “I… I don’t always have to use my hands to create a fire, umm… So, yeah, if I take a banana…”

Samantha ripped off a banana and handed it over.

“Thank you.” Willow ducked her head as she smiled, but then she recovered. “I… Yeah, I can imagine this banana burning. I picture the skin turning to ash and flaking away. I imagine the fruit bubbling and melting, and then all of it turning into a giant fireball before it’s extinguished.”

Willow held the banana out in front of her, and I watched in amazement as the banana began to change. Like she’d said, the bottom of the banana peel slowly turned to ash. Black flakes snowed down onto the table, and as the fruit was revealed inside, the flesh began to bubble and ooze from the opening.

The blue light of the void bled through the cracks of the closet door, and my own hands began to tingle as Willow used the majority of her magical energy to control her gift.

It was the first time I had ever seen Willow channel her gift like that. She always used her hands, even if it was something as small as lighting a fire. But the burning of the banana came from nothing but her mind, and the incredible gift she’d been given.

I wasn’t sure if I even let out a single breath as the banana continued to burn. Willow held onto the tip until the fire licked its way toward her fingers. She let go with what felt like only a second before the entire thing was engulfed in flames, and the fireball remained in the air until nothing but a trail of smoke snaked its way toward the ceiling.

No one said a word as the scent of smoke drifted away. But I desperately tried to think of something to say because I knew Willow hated awkward silences when they involved her.

“I can’t believe you can do that,” I said with a shake of my head.

“I can, I just…” Willow shrugged. “I choose not to.”

“I knew you could.” Fiona smiled and squeezed Willow’s shoulder. “I knew you had the strength to do it.”

“You’re so much braver than you realize,” Tasha said sweetly.

“And you’re definitely, like, so much more powerful than the rest of us.” Julia smiled.

“She’s right.” Samantha agreed.

“I can’t wait to see what you’re like with Grayson’s assistance,” Chrissy gasped. “That’ll be breathtaking!”

“Oh!” Mo smothered his reaction with one hand.

“Yes, Mo?” Tasha asked. “You can talk, by the way.”

“Oh, okay, good,” he chuckled. “Now, I was gonna say… What if you could, like, turn your entire body into fire! Instead of just a finger, you could be like the Scarlet Witch, except with fire! Or the Human Torch! Yes, that’s so much better!”

“Oh, yeah…” Willow looked down at the floor. “Maybe.”

“Also, who doesn’t want to be Wanda Maximoff?” Mo chuckled. “She’s a fucking baaaaadass, and so are you!”

“Thanks,” the timid witch mumbled.

I wasn’t sure if Willow was just anxious, or if something Mo said had hit a nerve. Perhaps his fun description had caused unwanted memories to surface.

Either way, Willow didn’t make it too obvious to Mo, and he had the biggest, sweetest smile on his face as he crossed his arms and watched the show play on.

“Now, some gifts are different, of course,” Tasha said as she motioned toward Samantha and Fiona. “Their gifts are more mental than physical. So they can’t use the fruit to show you examples. And I can’t tell you how to be… smarter, and how to interpret foreign languages easier. I’m also not sure what Chrissy’s is like…”

“I think you could say mine is more mental.” Chrissy shrugged. “I produce the flowers and cause them to grow, but I can’t warp them or manipulate them like Willow and Julia can. I mean, maybe it could be something I learn to do as time goes on. But for right now, I can’t really show you any examples.”

“That’s okay,” I replied. “I imagine it’s all roughly the same? You think deeply about what you want to do, the outcome, and that sort of thing?”

“Yes and no.” Fiona nodded. “Because we have a mental effect, we have to have more control. We need to be able to feel a connection with our gift, as well as the person we wish to manipulate. If that’s our end goal. For example, if I want to warp someone’s emotions, I need to feel the connection, and then essentially throw sadness in their direction. Or whichever emotion I want them to feel. Like how our energy has different flavors, I can sense different people by the way they feel in my mind. So, I know I have them in control, and then I need to aim that particular emotion toward them.”

“With me, it’s like when you went on the ghost tour with Jules,” Samantha spoke up. “You said that lady spoke to you, and the same happens with me. Once I have a strong connection with someone, and I’m focused on them, I can listen to the thoughts in their head. I can see the images as they imagine them. But because I have connections with multiple different people, I can essentially block them off, or close a door so I don’t have numerous voices going on at once.”

“Damn,” I muttered. “That must be so tiring trying to keep all of those doors in check.”

“It is.” Samantha nodded. “But I’ve known about my gift for… I don’t know, maybe seven years? So, I’m used to it by now.”

“I suppose.” I nodded. “So, how do I… test out my gift? What if it’s more mental like yours?”

“Well, in this book here.” Tasha tapped the leather-bound book beside her. “I read that a satanic entity in the past once channeled the gifts of those around him. Everything his witches could do, he could do, too, but ten times better. So, maybe it’ll be the same for you, Grayson, and maybe you’ll be like a much more powerful version of all of us combined. Or you might have your own unique gift. It’s hard for us to know right now. We have to take steps up a ladder before we reach the goal at the top. But that’s why I want you to use this fruit in front of you to see if you can get an inkling of what your gift might be. Can you move it like Julia, or can you burn it like Willow? Maybe you’ll feel something else, and you’ll realize your gift is more mental than physical after all.”

“Ooookay…” I let out a deep breath.

“There’s nothing to be scared of, Master.” Fiona smiled. “It’s just fruit. Pick one, dig down deep into your magical energy, and see what happens. This is the first step up the ladder. So don’t be too hard on yourself if nothing happens. We want to see what your gift is like if you have one.”

I nodded my head as I took in everything she had to say.

Fiona was right, there was absolutely nothing to fear, so I had no idea why I was silently freaking out so much.

Once I’d recovered from my minor freakout, I chose a singe green grape and placed it on the table in front of me. It was the lightest object on the table, and I wanted to go for the easiest one first.

I carefully watched the grape as a buzz of electricity formed in my hands. I thought about how thin and delicate the skin was, and how I could crush the entire thing without applying much pressure. I thought about how the grape would look as it rolled across the table and the sound it would make as it fell to the floor.

The more the buzzing increased in my hands, the more the blue light of the void started to glow. I used to fear the void because I knew how dangerous it could be. But now that I knew it was there to support us, the blue lights and shadowed figures almost felt like a safety net for me to fall back on.

The grape remained motionless as I continued to focus on it. I added in a few more silent demands, and I imagined how it would wobble back and forth before it fell to the floor and landed in between Tasha’s feet.

But I was still waiting for something to happen after a few minutes of trying.

Instead of asking my coven for advice, I closed my eyes and focused on my magical energy without the distractions around me.

A silver light floated through the darkness of my mind, and like I did with my coven, I followed the light wherever it wanted to take me. It didn’t give me any clues as to what my gift could be, or if I even had one, but I hoped something was going to appear.

My hands began to shake as the pins and needles increased dramatically. The skin of my palms began to burn. I clenched my hands into tight fists to fight off the burning sensation, and I continued to follow the light until it came to the end of the world.

I asked myself whether moving the grape was the right tactic to go with, or whether I had to do something else. Once I knew nothing was working, I opened my eyes again and stared back down at the small fruit in front of me.

I went with Willow’s techniques, and I thought about how the grape would look if it was covered in a thin layer of ash. I imagined the juices popping and sizzling as it was boiled from the inside out, and how the branches of the vine would spark into flames as the fire eroded it.

But still, nothing seemed to happen.

“Am I doing it wrong?” I asked as I dropped any connection I had with my magical energy.

The intense itching in my hands soothed until there was nothing but the whispering wind flowing past me.

“Of course not, Master,” Julia said softly. “This is going to take time. Only you know what works, and you’ll know it as soon as you see it.”

“But what am I looking for?” I sighed. “I’m going to burn out if I keep trying this hard and getting nowhere.”

“We all have to start somewhere,” Tasha replied. “No one can run before they can walk. And no one can walk before they can stand.”

“So I have to start with standing?” I asked.

“Yes.” She smiled. “Start with standing.”

I took a few steadying breaths as I allowed myself to calm down, and then I started again.

I closed my eyes and focused on the silver light. I felt the energy from my coven around me, the buzzing in my hands, and I felt my connection with the void. I knew the blue light had started to seep into the basement again, and I combined all of those forces together in the hope that something would happen.

It felt like several minutes passed and I was still in the same position, but I didn’t give up. I searched every open space of my mind, and I dove so deep into my magical energy that I was almost certain I was going to burn out there and then.

But then, right as I was about to give up, something happened.

A glimmer of light appeared in the darkest, furthest corner of my mind. It was like how a single headlight broke through the darkness from miles and miles away.

It was a tiny flicker of hope, and I made my way toward it without thinking twice.

A feeling of sheer confidence trickled through me as I forced myself to get closer to the source. I had to get to that light, and I had to work out why it was there, and the reason behind its presence.

However, the closer I got to the light, the more tired I became. It almost felt like I was wading through thick, foot-sucking mud. Every step felt heavier and heavier, and the light didn’t get brighter.

It didn’t appear to get further away, either, but I certainly wasn’t getting closer.

Before I found myself lost in the darkness and dangers of my mind, I broke myself away from my connection. I opened my eyes and took in the view of my coven, and they all looked at me with hopeful smiles.

“I… felt something.” I frowned, to which Robyn gasped softly from the other side of the basement. “I saw a light, but I couldn’t reach it.”

“What did it look like?” Fiona asked.

“Just a… white light.” I shrugged. “It was the same color as the string of lights I see when I close my eyes. So I think it’s connected to my magical energy, but it was impossible to get to it. I felt my energy draining, and every step was heavier than the last.”

“That sounds like you need to be stronger in order to reach it,” Tasha said.

“I was going to say the same thing.” Julia nodded.

“So… what does that mean?” I asked. “Like, I know I’m not going to blow something up just by looking at it, but surely the light is a sign, right?”

“It could be,” Tasha replied. “I’ll have to look through the book and see if a light is mentioned anywhere. But if you haven’t noticed any light before now, then it’s probably something to focus on next time.”

“I don’t think I’ve noticed it before, or felt anything like that,” I said with a slight shake of my head. “But if that’s something important, it could lead toward the makings of my gift, right?”

“It could.” Chrissy nodded from beside me. “Tonight was definitely the first step, and I think we need to keep trying until we work out what your gift is, Grayson.”

“Right now?” My eyes widened.

I was far too tired to go through that again.

“No, not right now,” Chrissy replied. “Let’s rest first.”

“Oh, thank god,” I blew out a sigh.

“Plus…” A lopsided smile slowly curled across her lips. “If this week is going to be as challenging as we imagine, then we’ll need all the rest we can get.”


Chapter 14

I hadn’t realized exactly how tired I was until we left the basement and returned to the living room. I almost fell asleep as soon as I planted my ass on the couch, and that wasn’t like me.

My limbs felt heavy, but also like they weren’t attached to my body, and I didn’t even have the energy to keep my head up. Even as the others shared fun conversations around me, I only paid attention to a couple of them. I briefly recalled Mo mentioning scary movies, but I didn’t remember hearing an answer.

I couldn’t believe the short practice in the basement had caused all of this. We were downstairs for less than an hour, but it felt like my battery had gone from ninety percent all the way down to four.

I barely had enough energy to keep my eyes open, but that was about it.

“Master.” Julia cupped my shoulder as she leaned down to look at me. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah…” I nodded slowly. “I’m just… tired.”

“I know, it takes a lot out of us sometimes.” She smiled. “But Robyn has prepared a lovely fruit salad if you’d like some?”

“Umm…” I frowned and glanced around the room.

For a moment, it was almost like I’d completely forgotten where I was, and what I was doing.

Was I hungry?

Had I even had dinner?

What time was it?

It took a second for me to work out what time we came home and how long we’d been downstairs, so I assumed it was around five-thirty. I hadn’t eaten anything since lunch, so I was definitely ready for some food, regardless of what it was.

Before I even knew what was happening, Julia returned with a bowl in her hands. A silver fork had been pierced into a delicious chunk of watermelon, and I began to salivate as I imagined the sweet juices that would fill my mouth as I crunched into the watery fruit.

“Thank you.” I smiled as Julia left a kiss on my cheek.

The green grapes were sliced in half, and there was a wonderful mixture of diced apples, oranges, and slices of banana.

“Hopefully that’ll help with your energy levels,” Robyn said as she joined me on the couch.

She had a bowl of fruit salad, too, and the sweetest smile curled across her lips as she popped a piece of apple into her mouth.

“This looks delicious,” I replied. “And you’re right, I think this, plus my coven, will definitely help.”

I knew I was hungry, but I hadn’t realized how hungry I was until my teeth sliced through a grape, and I accompanied it with a chunk of watermelon.

“Holy shit,” I groaned as I fell back onto the couch.

“This is seriously good shit,” Julia commented from the chair across from us.

“Oh, yes!” Chrissy agreed. “What did you add to this salad, Robyn? It’s so good.”

“Oh, um…” My English Rose blushed and covered her mouth as she finished eating. “Sorry. I added a squirt of lemon juice to stop the apples from browning. That’s it.”

“And there’s no magical shit added to it?” Mo asked as he slurped an orange segment into his mouth like it was a gummy worm. “Because I never realized fruit could taste this good.”

“Not unless I’m magical and didn’t know it,” Robyn laughed.

“All I did was line up the bowls and spoon the salad in.” Julia shrugged. “So I had no part to play in it.”

“What a shocker, Mo,” Fiona giggled. “Fruit tastes good. Go tell the world.”

“I will, thank you.” He smirked.

“I still prefer the gummy versions,” Tasha said honestly. “Or in the form of a lollipop. But even I can enjoy this.”

“I have to admit…” Samantha paused to throw a slice of banana into her mouth. “Even though you pray to God every night, and I can’t forgive you for that, you might have some talents, Sister Christian.”

“I think that’s a compliment…” Robyn frowned.

“I think it is.” I nodded. “You should take it.”

“Hmm…” Robyn ate another forkful of salad. “I will take it. Thank you, Samantha.”

“Yeah, don’t get used to it.” Samantha shrugged. “You’ll always be Wish.com Jesus.”

“What about you, Willow?” Chrissy asked. “Do you like the salad?”

“Or… whatever it is you’re making,” Mo added.

“It’s nice.” Willow nodded before she returned to her creation.

The timid witch had made herself comfortable on the floor in front of the coffee table. She had a small cutting board, a sharp knife, and a side plate laid out in front of her, as well as a few pieces of each fruit.

She selected a piece of apple between two fingers, put it down on the cutting board, and then sliced it into thin strips with the knife. She did the same with the watermelon and orange, too, and diced the banana and grapes into smaller chunks.

Once that was all done, Willow used the knife and fork to pile the fruit into small stacks, and she added the small chunks of grapes and banana onto each one. It looked like she’d made tiny, bitesize fruit sandwiches, with the apple replacing the bread, and she threw it into her mouth like she was popping back a pill.

“Willow…” Chrissy placed her bowl on the floor as she leaned forward. “Do you mind if I ask you about your eating habits?”

Willow’s white-gray eyes widened in shock for a quick second.

“Why?” She gulped loudly.

“I’m just curious.” Chrissy smiled. “You don’t have to answer if it’s too personal, of course. Whatever you’re comfortable with.”

Part of me was glad Chrissy brought it up in conversation because I was just as curious. But I cared for Willow, and I didn’t want her anxiety to reach new levels simply because of a question.

“It’s just… how I am,” Willow whispered.

“Do you want me to tell them, Willow?” Samantha offered.

Willow seemed to be lost in deep thought for several seconds before she finally nodded. She threw back the last of her fruit stacks, collected all of her utensils together, and then ran from the room as fast as her legs could carry her.

“I don’t want to make her uncomfortable,” Chrissy said quietly as Willow ran up the stairs.

“If she really didn’t want me to say anything, she would have said so,” Samantha replied. “Plus, I know what she’s like, and I know Willow finds it hard to eat around people because of her unique habits. She thinks people are going to ask questions, and that often happens. It makes her anxious, but she’d prefer people to know the truth.”

One thing that shocked me about Samantha was how large her heart was. She’d felt so guilty the night Chrissy disappeared because she felt like she should have been watching out for her. So now Samantha was highly protective over her sorority sisters.

Samantha was a tough nut to crack, and I wasn’t sure if I’d ever witness a soft and gentle side to her. But I’d seen her cry, laugh, and hug her fellow witches, and I knew she’d take a bullet for them.

I was glad Willow had someone like Samantha, and the rest of us, too, because I imagined her world was a very scary place to live.

“Would she be okay with us knowing, too?” Robyn asked gently. “Because Mo and I can leave if she’d prefer that?”

“Yeah.” Mo nodded. “I won’t lie, I’m curious, too. But if it’s going to make her anxious, I don’t need to hear it.”

I gave my friend a smile, to which Mo pretended to tip his hat to me. Sometimes Mo didn’t know when to keep his mouth shut, and if something excited him, he made sure the entire world knew about it. But at least he knew where the line was, and he knew not to cross it.

“She’d be okay with you all knowing,” Samantha replied. “You’re around her often enough, so it would stop you from asking questions later.”

A deafening silence filled the room, and I slowly chewed on a piece of banana so I didn’t make too much noise. A light hum of music came from the floor above. Willow clearly wanted to drown out the noise from downstairs, and I decided to do the same thing.

“Before you say anything,” I said as I stood up from the couch.

It took a second for my jelly legs to start working, and although I was slightly more awake than I was before, it was still a challenge to walk over to the white speakers.

“Good idea,” Fiona said as she caught on to what I was doing.

A black iPod Touch was slotted into the top of the speakers. I wasn’t sure who it belonged to, but the device was on, so I hit shuffle songs and left it at that.

A deep song began to play, and a girl sang about how she had gum disease, so I thought that was a little weird. But I turned the volume down slightly to stop it from deafening us.

“Aah, Jazmin Bean!” Julia clapped excitedly. “I love her. Good choice, Master.”

Of course, Julia’s song preferences included receding gums.

It was right up her alley.

“Do people still use iPods?” Mo frowned. “I thought we all used our phones these days.”

“I use my phone too, of course,” Julia replied. “But my iPod still works perfectly well, and it means we don’t have to swap our phones around when we want to listen to music. We all have our favorite songs on there.”

“I still have my portable CD player.” Robyn shrugged. “It was Dad’s, but he gave it to me when my brothers all received iPods and MP3 players. Sometimes it’s nice to plug my headphones in and select a CD from my collection. Especially my Debussy CD. It’s a classic. Quite literally.”

“MP3s?” Tasha frowned. “How old are your brothers?”

“A few years older than me.” Robyn shrugged. “But my parents always chose the cheaper options. There’s nothing wrong with secondhand.”

“That’s very true.” I nodded as I returned to my seat.

I let out a loud sigh as I sunk into the couch cushions.

“Okay, now that we have some weird person singing through the speakers, shall we start?” Samantha asked.

“Jazmin Bean is not weird,” Julia replied.

“We’ve all seen pictures of her…” Fiona winced. “Sorry, but Samantha’s right. She’s a bit weird.”

“She’s the queen of the pastel goths,” Tasha laughed. “But we’re getting off track again. Samantha, go.”

“Okay.” Samantha nodded and leaned forward until her elbows rested on her knees. “So, as you’re all aware, there was a fire in Willow’s grandparent’s yard a few years ago. From what she told me, Willow was trying to get the hang of her gift and the fire quickly got out of control. It scorched the ground, the entire tree, and Willow herself.”

“Oh, my goodness,” Robyn gasped.

“Shit,” Chrissy whispered.

“She was in the hospital for months.” Samantha covered her face with her hands, and she didn’t talk again until she’d moved them. “Apparently the burns were so severe that she was intubated for almost the entire time. She had a feeding tube, too, and her parents were so scared Willow would have to live with the tube for the rest of her life.”

I knew the story about Willow’s accident would have been hard to hear, but I didn’t think it was going to be that hard.

“After months in the hospital, Willow got used to the feeding tube,” Samantha continued. “She lost her appetite due to the stress of everything, but even after the tube was removed, she never went back to full meals again. She eats enough to keep her satisfied, but her appetite is nothing compared to ours. And because of the burns, she struggles with other aspects of life, too.”

“She does?” I asked with a frown. “Like what?”

Apart from her nervousness and her tiny meals, nothing else about Willow stood out to me.

“You’ll rarely ever see her run,” Samantha replied. “Her lung function is no longer the same, so she gets out of breath very easily. The majority of her body is now made up of skin grafts, so it’s extremely sensitive, and it has a higher risk of getting infected.”

“Fuck,” Mo whispered. “I had no idea.”

“Neither did I,” Robyn sniffed back her tears.

I wrapped an arm around her shoulders, and she rested her head against me, but even I felt the pain and sadness in Willow’s story.

I was always going to be proud of Willow, and I knew that wasn’t going to change, but now I was even more proud of her. She literally battled against her fears and potential PTSD every single day when it came to her gift. Even just a couple of hours ago, Willow bounced a flame across her fingers, and she turned a banana into ash.

She almost died a few years ago, but she did all of that in the basement, and she proved how strong she was every single day.

“Oh, shit!” Mo groaned, and everyone in the room turned to look at him.

“What?” Chrissy asked.

“I made a joke about Scarlet Witch and the Human Torch earlier!” Mo slapped his tan hands over his face. “What the fuck, man? Why did I make a joke about Willow covering herself in fire, when that’s literally what happened to her?”

“You had no idea, Mo,” Tasha said quietly. “How were you supposed to know not to make that joke?”

“Yeah, but still.” Mo flopped back in his chair which caused his rotund stomach to fall out of the bottom of his t-shirt. “Do you think she’ll forgive me?”

“Of course.” I smiled. “Willow knows you didn’t mean it maliciously, Mo.”

“Hmm…” he mumbled. “I hope so.”

“Willow only holds grudges with those she hates,” Samantha said. “If she didn’t like you, she wouldn’t allow you in the house. Or she wouldn’t be in the same room as you. So she’s not going to hold a grudge, and she’ll forgive you.”

“Okay,” Mo sighed.

I knew it was going to take him a day or two to get over his mishap because Mo hated the idea of offending someone. But I felt confident that Samantha was telling the truth, and Willow wasn’t going to hold Mo’s comment over his head for the rest of his life.

“So… yeah,” Samantha sighed as I returned to the speakers and turned off the strange, gothic music. “That’s Willow’s story. But make sure not to treat her any differently, and if she does something that you think is slightly peculiar, make sure not to question her on it.”

“We wouldn’t even dream of it,” Robyn replied.

“Good.” Samantha nodded and leaned back in her chair.

“I had… no idea.” Chrissy dropped her head and shook it lightly. “I wouldn’t have asked if I’d known. I didn’t mean anything… I was just curious. But… God, how awful.”

“Like with Mo’s comment, Willow knows you were simply curious,” Samantha replied. “Given the way she looks and acts, she knew you were going to ask questions one day. And now you know everything.”

“Yeah, I guess,” Chrissy sighed.

Samantha shrugged her shoulders and brushed off her hands. It felt like she was finished talking about Willow, and she didn’t want us to ask more questions, either.

I respected her wishes, and so did everyone else. So, instead of asking about Willow, Mo returned to his conversation from earlier, and he asked everyone about their favorite scary movies.

The conversation then turned to Halloween, and Fiona thought it was outrageous that they hadn’t decorated the house yet. Apparently, that was going to be our task for tomorrow, and someone had to go to Target to get all of the supplies.

The rest of the evening was spent discussing everything and nothing. I stopped myself from falling asleep several times, but it was about nine o’clock by the time I gave up trying.

Everyone decided it was best for me to stay at the house because I needed to recharge my batteries. Robyn also decided to stay with me, but Mo headed back to Jefferson Hall.

Because I’d left my car at the dorm building, Mo decided to call an Uber. As he stepped into the car, I overheard Mo asking the driver to stop at the pizza place on the way to Jefferson Hall, but it was no surprise to me.

My coven wasn’t quite ready to go to bed yet, so Robyn and I said goodnight and wandered upstairs.

Well, Robyn wandered. I plodded, and it felt like it took all of my energy to lift my feet one after the other.

I barely remembered feeding Pippin and topping off his water. I was also incredibly glad I’d decided to put my glasses on that morning because taking contact lenses out while half asleep wasn’t the easiest thing to do.

I quickly fell into the deepest sleep I’d ever had. I wasn’t even sure if I dreamed at all during the night, and I woke up several hours later feeling better than I ever had before.

For the first time in a long time, I didn’t rely on the thought of coffee to get me out of bed. I had another bowl of fruit salad for breakfast along with everyone else, and I was ready to face the day as soon as I left the house.

I sent Mo a message and asked him to drive my car to the campus’ main parking lot, and he met me at our favorite bench to hand over the keys.

The day went as well as expected. Not once did I lose any interest in my classes, and when it came time to have lunch, I used that time to speak to my friends, not to refuel my body for the rest of the day.

I knew my coven was going to help recharge me, but it was the first time I’d felt such a change since I first absorbed the satanic entity. There was a crazy difference between the Grayson I was last night compared to the Grayson I was today, and I could get used to that feeling.

Samantha, Fiona, and Tasha drove to Target at the end of the day to buy some decorations, and the rest of us, apart from Mo, returned to Rho Alpha Theta.

Mo wanted to come to the house with us, but once again, he’d prioritized video games over homework. He was scared he was going to get chucked from the course if he didn’t catch up, and Mrs. Kalua would lose her shit if that happened.

“Hooooly crap,” Julia said as she walked into the house. “Can you smell that?”

“Smell what?” Robyn asked.

It wasn’t until I crossed the threshold that I caught on to the scent of freshly baked cookies.

“Oooh, fuck.” My eyes rolled to the back of my head as I impersonated Homer Simpson.

“Who’s made cookies?” Julia called out.

“Who do you think?” Chrissy laughed as she skipped down the stairs.

Her unruly brown hair was pulled back into a ponytail, and the entire thing swung from side to side with the movement.

“I had to do something with my day, and apparently it’s been a while since I last baked.” Chrissy shrugged.

“I would like a cookie,” Willow muttered as she slipped into the kitchen.

I was quickly reminded of our conversation from last night, and even though I didn’t want to treat Willow differently, I couldn’t help but admire how truly incredible she was.

But I put the thought to one side before I found myself asking Willow various questions, and I walked into the kitchen.

Two large plates sat on the kitchen counter, and both of them were loaded with chocolate chip cookies. Half of the cookies had white chocolate chips mixed in with them, too, but the others were chocolate.

I was quick to grab a traditional chocolate chip cookie off the plate, and the thing basically melted in my mouth as I took a bite. It tasted even better than I thought.

“These look amazing,” Robyn commented as she took in the mouthwatering scent in the air.

“Thank you.” Chrissy smiled. “And I checked to make sure all of the ingredients were vegetarian, so they’re safe for you to eat.”

“Oh, gosh, thank you.” Robyn looked like she was going to cry. “That was very sweet of you.”

“What can I say?” Chrissy shrugged. “I’m a sweet person. However… that does lead me to a thought I had earlier.”

“Uh-huh…” I said with a frown.

“Oooh, who are we fucking up?” Julia gasped as she removed her leather jacket and dropped it over the back of a chair.

Julia’s outfit consisted of fishnet stockings, a short purple skirt, and a cropped black t-shirt with a cartoon bat on the front. The t-shirt looked a size too small for her, but it did wonders for her incredible tits.

I even had to force myself to look away from her chest in order to give Chrissy my attention.

“We’re not technically fucking anyone up,” she said as she pushed up the sleeves of her blue fleece pajamas. “But… we certainly could if my idea works.”

Only Chrissy could get away with wearing pajamas all day, every day, because she was the only one who never left the house.

“What are you on about?” Willow asked as she broke off a piece of a cookie and chucked it in her mouth.

“Well.” Chrissy pulled out a seat from under the breakfast bar and took a seat. “I was watching TV earlier on, and there was a religious character on one of those Mexican telenovelas. Don’t judge me. It’s a guilty pleasure.”

“No judgment here.” I held up my hands. “That shit is excellent.”

“That’s what I thought.” Chrissy nodded. “But anyway, to cut a long story short, it made me think about you, Robyn.”

“Me?” Robyn asked.

“Yes,” the witch replied. “I thought about your innocence, and how gentle you are. Which I adore, don’t get me wrong. But I also wondered, if Grayson asked you to do anything, would you agree to it, no questions asked?”

I had no idea where this was going, and by the frowns on Julia’s and Robyn’s faces, I knew they felt the same way.

“Umm…” Robyn thought for a second. “Yes, I think I would. If Grayson needed me to do something, I think I’d do it.”

“What am I asking her to do?” I queried.

“Well!” Chrissy bundled up her curly ponytail in her hands, then she let it fall again. “An idea came to mind while I was making these cookies. What if I was able to conjure up another poisonous plant like I did the other day, and I sprinkled them into a batch of cookies? Would you willingly hand them out to our victims if we asked you to, knowing it was going to harm someone?”

“Fuck.” I choked on my cookie. “That was the last thing I imagined you saying.”

“I love it!” Julia cackled as she tore a cookie in half. “And I love these, too!”

“Who am I… harming?” Robyn asked, and her voice dropped to barely more than a whisper.

“Oh, no one right now,” Chrissy amended. “But say we wanted to use these cookies on Toby and his friends, would you do it?”

I instantly wanted to say that I’d do anything to harm those motherfuckers, but it wasn’t my question to answer.

“Would it… kill them?” Robyn asked.

“Err… no.” The curly-haired witch shook her head. “It would probably leave them very unwell, but not dead. They’d probably spend a few days sitting on the toilet.”

“Umm…” Robyn sucked her teeth. “In that case, yes, I would do it if you wanted me to. Or if Grayson asked.”

“Don’t worry.” I reached across and cupped her hand in mine. “I wouldn’t ask you to do anything you weren’t comfortable with.”

I didn’t want to tarnish her or make her question her good nature. Plus, there were other members of the coven who would happily hand out deadly cookies to our rivals.

“I know.” My English Rose smiled. “But if it’s important to you, and I wouldn’t be responsible for killing anyway, then I’d do it.”

“I love you,” I whispered as I placed a kiss against her lips.

“I love you, too.” She blushed.

“But think about it!” Julia giggled as she stole another cookie from the plate. “You could totally use your religious nature to hand out the cookies. Say it’s… God’s day, and we all have cookies on God’s day.”

“No one’s going to say no to an innocent Christian,” Willow added quietly.

“Don’t worry, I don’t have any plans to make poisoned cookies,” Chrissy said. “It was a random thought I had, so I wanted to ask you.”

“You say that…” Julia smirked. “But we all know you’re going to make poisoned cookies.”

“Maybe,” Chrissy giggled.

I quickly changed the subject when I saw Robyn was still slightly nervous.

Instead of talking about poisoning people, we focused on decorating the house for Halloween. The girls still had some orange, green, and purple streamers from last year, so we used them while we waited for the others to return.

The rest of the evening was spent turning the sorority house into a Halloween lair.

Fake cobwebs were added to every corner of the porch, and pumpkins lined the steps. Battery-operated, flickering candles were added to the living room and kitchen windows, and when lit, the white curtains were coated in an orange hue.

The black house already looked creepy, so it didn’t take much to transform it, but the additional decorations certainly worked a charm.

Later that night, I decided to spend another evening at Rho Alpha Theta, but I gave Robyn a ride back to Jefferson Hall.

I’d seen my RA during the week, and I’d narrowly avoided Penny, the girls’ RA, so no one had caught on to my additional living arrangements.

When it was time to call it a night and go to bed, I checked on Pippin, took a quick shower, then made myself comfortable.

The first hour passed without me falling asleep once.

For the second hour, I selected a true crime podcast to listen to, and I hoped that would do the trick.

But before I knew it, it was two o’clock in the morning, and I’d listened to two podcast episodes without missing a single minute.

“Fucking hell,” I grumbled as I flipped over onto my side. “Is this going to be another night of no sleep?”

I punched my pillow, adjusted my comforter, and simply hoped for the best.

“I don’t get it,” I sighed as I stared into the darkness of my room. “Why can’t my mind just… shut up and cut off whenever I want to sleep?”

I searched through my phone for a few minutes, but nothing seemed to work. So after another thirty minutes of tossing and turning, I decided to go downstairs to get myself a mug of warm milk.

“Maybe this’ll help,” I mumbled to myself as I closed the microwave.

Warm milk always helped me as a child, and Grandma knew to use my favorite Transformers cup, but Grandpa always chose the first mug he came across.

Once the milk was ready, I wandered into the living room with the idea of making myself comfortable on the couch.

Perhaps I needed a change of scenery.

My laptop was still on the couch from when I’d used it earlier, so I slipped the device onto my lap and woke it up with a quick tap on the touchpad.

In order to pass some time, I decided to watch some more true crime videos on YouTube, and I hoped to fall asleep that way.

But as soon as the guy on screen mentioned the involvement of the cops, I quickly forgot about the video I was watching.

A quick tap on my touchpad brought Google up on the screen.

And all it took was for me to type Chief Michaels’ name into the search engine, and his entire history appeared in front of me.


Chapter 15

Various news articles filled the screen, and the stairs let out a soft creek as someone walked down them. I automatically angled the lid of the laptop down, and I sat perfectly still as someone padded across the entryway.

I didn’t want to disturb anyone, so I hoped the lack of light would stop them from walking into the living room. But as the shuffled footsteps came closer, I looked over my shoulder to see Chrissy standing in the doorway.

“Oh, hi,” I whispered as I turned myself around on the couch.

“Hi.” She smiled sleepily.

Chrissy’s hair was tied up in a messy knot, and her heavy eyes told me she’d just woken up. But at least she’d fallen asleep because part of me feared she wasn’t getting enough rest.

“Are you okay?” I asked. “Do you want to go for another walk?”

“No, no.” Chrissy shook her head as she padded over to the couch. “I actually came downstairs to get a drink.”

Her fluffy slippers shuffled across the hardwood flooring, and she pulled her hands into the sleeves of her fleece pajamas.

“So did I,” I laughed lightly.

My cup of milk was still pleasantly warm, and I cradled it against my chest before I took a small sip. The sweet, creamy goodness was exactly what I needed, but a sprinkling of cinnamon or chocolate on the top would have finished it off perfectly.

“That looks good,” Chrissy yawned. “I think I might get the same.”

I watched the witch with a smile as she slowly turned around and shuffled back out of the room again. She was still half asleep, and there was something quite sweet and innocent about the way she padded from the room like a young child.

I didn’t look back at my laptop while Chrissy busied herself in the kitchen. I heard the soft click of the microwave door, the clatter of glass bottles as the fridge was closed, and then the soft tear of a paper napkin.

A couple of minutes later, Chrissy returned to the room with a mug of warm milk and a chocolate chip cookie wrapped up in a napkin. She took the spare seat beside me and instantly took a bite of the sweet treat.

I wanted to say three o’clock in the morning probably wasn’t the best time to eat a chocolate chip cookie, but I kept my mouth shut. Chrissy hadn’t exactly had the easiest time recently, so if she wanted a cookie, she was allowed to have a damn cookie.

“Oh, it’s so cold.” She shivered as she wrapped a blanket around her knees and shared it with me.

“Thanks.” I smiled.

I thought I was okay in shorts and a t-shirt, but I realized how much I missed the warmth of my bed when the blanket was placed over my bare legs.

“What are you doing?” she asked as she motioned her cup of milk toward me.

“I couldn’t sleep, either,” I told her. “So, I came downstairs for a drink and found myself in the living room. I was actually about to look into the life of Chief Michaels if you want to join me?”

“Oooh.” The sleep in Chrissy’s eyes was instantly replaced with excitement. “Yes, what does it say?”

I angled my laptop so we both could see it, and I tapped the device awake.

“I haven’t really looked,” I admitted. “I typed his name right as you came downstairs. So this is new to both of us.”

Chrissy took a small sip from her milk and another bite of her cookie as she leaned in closer toward the laptop. There were several articles on the screen, and some of them were about completely different people who shared the same name.

But as I clicked on the image tab, pictures of the chief appeared, and I curled my lips back in disgust as I caught sight of a picture of Toby and his father together.

In the picture, Chief Michaels had an arm around Toby’s shoulders, and they both looked at the camera with large grins on their faces. The background was rolling green hills, and they were both wearing puffer jackets and scarves, so they must have been somewhere cold. But that was the only information I received.

The sight of the two of them made me feel a little bit sick, but there was a clear similarity between them. Their blond curly hair, the dimples in their cheeks, and even their builds were somewhat identical. The image actually made Toby look like a nice and approachable guy, but like every asshole, I knew he was full of shit.

So, that instantly made me hate his father, too.

“Lucas Michaels…” she mumbled. “Huh. He doesn’t look like a Lucas.”

“What name suits him?” I asked.

“I… don’t know,” Chrissy quietly laughed. “He looks like a… Paul. But his close friends call him Paulie.”

“I can see what you mean.” I nodded. “And does Toby look like a Toby?”

“Toby looks like a dick,” Chrissy mumbled. “But, sure, I suppose his name suits him.”

I caught my snort in my hand to make sure I didn’t wake up the others.

“Do you mean a guy named Richard who gets called Dick?” I arched a playful eyebrow.

“No, I mean a flaccid, pencil-cock.” Chrissy’s eyes gleamed with mischief. “The unsatisfactory kind. The sort of dick where someone has to ask if it’s even in. One where it doesn’t even touch the sides.”

“Oh, wow,” I chuckled slightly louder than planned. “I haven’t seen this side of you before.”

“Meh.” Chrissy shrugged. “I can be petty and snarky when I’m pissed off.”

“And that’s exactly why we’re going to get our revenge soon.” I gave her shoulders a quick squeeze. “Now, let’s see what we can find out about Lucas, Paul, Paulie… Whatever you want to call him.”

“Let’s do it.” She grinned.

The two of us drank the last of our milk, and then we got to work.

To make the search slightly easier, I added in “Hartry, Maine” after Lucas’ name and reloaded the page.

The first articles that popped up praised the chief for all the work he’d done in Hartry. A fundraiser was held in the small, college town two years ago, and all of the money went toward a renovation of the doctor’s clinic. According to the article, Lucas Michaels had been the one to initiate the fundraising, and it was because of his hard work that the clinic received the makeover it desperately needed.

Chrissy and I skimmed over a few more articles after that, but they were all roughly the same. It seemed as though no one had a bad word to say about him, and that was exactly what Willow told us a couple of days ago.

“What’s this one?” Chrissy pointed to a link at the bottom of the page as she read out the title. “Town mourns the loss of a beloved resident…”

“Oh, shit,” I whispered as the news page opened up. “It’s about Toby’s mom. Dated nine years ago.”

A sweet headshot of Lucas’ wife appeared at the top of the screen, and I instantly recognized her as the same woman in the picture on Lucas’ desk. Her brown hair was pinned back from her face, a red scarf was wrapped around her neck, and she smiled brightly at whoever took the picture.

“It says Annabelle Michaels, aged forty-one, died due to sudden cardiac arrest in the middle of the night,” I mumbled. “According to the chief, his ‘sweet Anna’ appeared to be acting perfectly normal when she went to bed the night before.”

“Oh, my god,” Chrissy gasped. “That’s awful.”

“The Hartry residents filled the town with red roses in memory of her,” I continued as I scrolled down the page. “Even the neighboring towns laid out her favorite flowers, and Hartry hasn’t been the same since Annabelle’s death.”

The article included pictures of the flowers and the vigils that took place. There was even a picture of a bunch of red roses with a note tied to it. Someone had written how sorry they were to hear about Annabelle’s passing, and that they’d pray for Lucas and Toby.

“Willow said her grandparents thought Annabelle was sick,” I said as I scrolled through the last of the article. “But I can’t believe it was something as awful as a sudden cardiac arrest.”

“Does the article say anything about any underlying heart conditions?” Chrissy asked. “Because that’s pretty… I dunno, it sounds slightly strange to me.”

“Umm…” I scrolled up and down the article, but I was so tired that all the words seemed to blend into one. “Wait, here we go. According to this, Annabelle had been diagnosed with something called ARVD/C – Arrhythmogenic Right Ventricular Dysplasia/Cardiomyopathy.”

A quick Google search of the diagnosis gave us all of the information we needed.

“Okay, so it’s a genetic mutation,” Chrissy mumbled. “It causes irregular heartbeats…”

“And may cause ventricular tachycardia and sudden cardiac death in young, apparently healthy individuals,” I read aloud. “So if she did appear to be ‘fine and healthy’ the day before, it must have suddenly hit her in the middle of the night.”

“I can’t even imagine…” Chrissy mumbled. “To think that Lucas had no idea what was going on. He was fast asleep while his wife was dying… and it was far too late to do anything by the time he woke up.”

“Maybe that explains why Toby never said anything?” I suggested. “He didn’t have any warning, nor could he prepare himself for his mom’s death. So, I imagine it’s really hard for him to bring it up in conversation.”

“Yeah, I suppose.” Chrissy nodded. “And it wasn’t like the two of us were in a serious relationship. We hooked up every now and then, so we didn’t exactly dive deep into our lives. I mean, it wasn’t like I felt confident enough to tell him I was a witch.”

“Your secret is a little different…” I mused. “But, yeah, you both had secrets, I guess.”

We skimmed past a few more articles that praised Lucas for all his work, but then we came across a news story right at the bottom of the first page of search results.

“Hooooly shit…” Chrissy whispered. “Is that what I think it is?”

“Tragedy in Hartry waters causes residents to come together,” I read aloud.

“You don’t think that’s the… stream, do you?” Chrissy asked with a hint of hesitation in her tone.

“But this is only dated from seven years ago,” I responded. “I thought the death in the stream was hundreds upon hundreds of years ago.”

“Not necessarily.” The witch shrugged. “Mine wasn’t, and you still felt my magical energy as strongly as you felt the energy in the water.”

“But I’m tethered to you,” I explained. “So, I would have felt your energy, regardless of how long it had been.”

“Yeah, I guess…” Chrissy nodded. “Either way, let’s see what this article says.”

Part of me hoped the article wasn’t related to the energy in the stream, but I lost hold of that hope when the page loaded. The journalist wrote about the river that flowed through Hartry, and then about the stream that led up to the mouth of the river.

She went on to write how, on one tragic day, two friends made the decision to end their lives together. And it all took place in the deepest part of the rushing stream.

There was even a picture of the bridge where Chrissy and I had stood the other night.

According to research, although it looked gentle and peaceful, the stream was over seven feet deep in the middle before it reached the mouth of the river. It was full of unforgiving rocks, and people were even warned not to enter that particular part of the stream because of the heavy undercurrent. The water level was higher than the other night, and I wondered if it had rained somewhere further upstream since I’d seen it last.

But the two friends knew that, and it was exactly why they’d chosen the spot.

“Look.” Chrissy pointed at the screen. “It says their husbands were killed in action. They worked for the Hartry Police Department, and after the men were shot at the scene of a crime, the two friends couldn’t go on living without them.”

“Fucking hell.” I ran one hand down my face. “That’s so sad. It also says the chief covered funeral costs because they were members of his own department.”

The two of us were quiet as we took in the harrowing story.

“Oh, shit, Grayson.” Chrissy tugged on my sleeve. “They weren’t the only ones!”

The journalist wrote that two years before the women died, another woman had taken her life in the exact same spot.

“She was also the wife of a Hartry cop.” I shook my head in disbelief. “This guy died in a car accident, and the lady wasn’t the same after his death, which then led to her own.”

“The three deaths in the stream have caused the town residents to come together,” Chrissy read out loud. “Something has to be done, and if the stream isn’t dried out, they fear more people are going to commit suicide if they lose a loved one. Or if anything goes wrong in their lives.”

The article included pictures of the three funerals, as well as the vigils the town held beside the stream.

“Clearly nothing’s happened since then,” I mumbled. “I mean, I don’t know for certain, but I didn’t think streams could be dried out? Or maybe the residents want the water to be diverted, or to fence it off from public access. But I thought something would have been done.”

“I honestly don’t know…” Chrissy shrugged. “But think about the number of petitions that happen every day, and how many of them actually get resolved.”

“Yeah, you’re right.” I nodded.

“But that’s not what I’m thinking about right now,” she continued. “If they were the women you sensed that night, does that mean they all possessed magical energy?”

“That’s what I’m assuming,” I replied. “I’ve never had anyone lead me in any particular direction, nor have I ever felt a reaction like that to someone’s spirit.”

“But you’re stronger now than you were when you previously searched for spirits,” Chrissy added. “That could play a part in it, too.”

“Yeah, you’re right,” I agreed. “I suppose it’s hard to tell the truth without all the facts in front of us. But there is one thing I feel pretty strong about, but I don’t know how to feel about it.”

“What’s that?” the witch asked.

“How can Chief Michaels have anything to do with your murder?” I asked rhetorically. “We haven’t read a single bad thing about him. Surely someone like that doesn’t have the ability to harm someone. Or even assist someone in covering up your murder. I mean, sure, it’s a bit strange that three officers and their wives died, but the police put themselves in danger every single day. And we don’t know what it’s like to lose a partner like that, so maybe suicide felt like their only option?”

“You’re right…” Chrissy nodded. “It does seem slightly suspicious, but also plausible at the same time. I don’t think there’s enough to go on.”

“But at least we’re on our way to working out what happened in the stream,” I added. “We need to see if there’s a way to work out whether those women were the ones I sensed in the water.”

“But that doesn’t have to happen tonight,” Chrissy yawned. “Or… this morning, I guess.”

It was nearing four o’clock, and I’d definitely started to feel the exhaustion kicking in.

“No, we definitely don’t,” I agreed.

We were both in agreement, it was time to go to bed, especially as I had three hours before my alarm went off.

Fortunately, by the time my head hit the pillow, I was already asleep, and I remained in a deep sleep until the second my alarm woke me up.

“Uuuhh,” I mumbled to myself as I rolled over and located my phone.

It took several attempts to actually press the off button, and then I fell flat on my back as I forced myself to wake up properly.

But as I went through my usual regime of scrolling through every possible app on my phone, I noticed I had a new email from one of the secretaries at Dowell University. My morning classes were canceled due to staff illness, so I didn’t have to arrive until after lunch.

“Bullseye!” I cheered.

I typed out a quick message to Robyn and Mo and informed them of my sudden change in plans, and then I made myself comfortable as I tried to fall back asleep. Julia would have received the same email, so I knew she’d tell the others why I was still in bed.

I hadn’t realized how tired I was until I opened my eyes again and looked at the clock. It was already noon. I had an hour and a half before my afternoon class started, so there was a bit more time to rest before I needed to get up.

After half an hour of lounging around, I forced myself out of bed and into the bathroom. I cleaned Pippin’s enclosure, gave him a small amount of food to last him until dinner, and then left the house.

I arrived five minutes before my Wildlife Resources class started, and then the rest of the afternoon seemed to speed past. It felt like only minutes had passed since I’d left the sorority house, not hours.

As always, my coven and I met by the benches, and Robyn and Mo briefly came over to see us, too. There was a church service she always liked to go to on Thursdays, so she ran off to that. Mo needed to do some studying in the library, so he’d ride with us to the house, but then he’d return after he’d been to the library which was right next door.

Chrissy greeted us as she always did when we walked through the front door. I also noticed she’d changed out of her pajamas in the time I’d been gone.

Her blue, fleece pajamas had been replaced with a pair of jeans, an oversized purple hoodie, and a pair of slipper boots.

“How was everyone’s day?” she asked like a curious mother.

“Mine was amazing!” Julia laughed. “Grayson and I only had to attend one class.”

“I only had to attend two.” Fiona shrugged.

“Lucky for some,” Samantha muttered.

“Yep…” Willow sighed.

“It’s not like it’s an everyday occurrence,” Chrissy replied. “Now, come on. I’ve set up a fun activity in the kitchen.”

“Is it more cookies?” Tasha gasped.

“No,” Chrissy laughed.

“Other sweet treats?” Julia asked and pursed her lips.

“No,” the curly-haired witch laughed again. “Come through here and see for yourselves.”

We all piled into the kitchen to see what Chrissy had done for us, and I found myself staring at a small whiteboard propped up on the breakfast bar. A few whiteboard markers were positioned in front of the board, and despite how hard I thought about it, I had no idea what Chrissy was up to.

“Everyone take a seat,” she ordered.

“Yes, ma’am,” I mumbled as chair legs squeaked and scratched against the flooring.

“Grayson and I were talking this morning, and he said something that stood out to me,” she started.

“I did?” I frowned. “What did I say?”

“It must have been so memorable that you forgot all about it,” Samantha grumbled.

“In my defense, it was three in the morning,” I replied. “But… What did I say? And how does it relate to a whiteboard?”

“You told me we were going to get revenge soon.” Chrissy grinned. “And since the Halloween weekend starts tomorrow, we need to think of a plan.”

“Okay, I love this!” Julia bounced in her seat, and her blue-and-pink hair bobbed with her.

“What I thought we could do is write down potential plans.” Chrissy motioned toward the board as she picked up a blue marker. “We need to write down when it’s going to happen, how it’s going to happen… That sort of thing.”

“Alright…” I nodded slowly. “We need to be careful about this.”

“What do you mean?” Tasha asked as she unpeeled a yellow lollipop and placed it on her tongue.

“Because we’re going up against the chief’s son, we have to be really careful,” I explained. “We can’t take any risks, not unless we want to get caught. So, all evidence has to be thoroughly destroyed. Say, for example, something leads cops to this house, we cannot have words or even a written plan sitting out in the open.”

“Don’t worry, Master,” Chrissy said softly. “We’ll be sure to clean this board once we’re done. There will be nothing left for anyone to find.”

“And I don’t plan on anyone working out that we’re involved, either,” Samantha added.

“Okay, then.” I nodded.

“So!” Chrissy clapped her hands together before she pulled off the cap of the marker. “First things first, when is this going to take place? We have tomorrow night, Saturday, or Sunday.”

“Tomorrow night is always the biggest,” Samantha replied. “Everyone goes on the first night, and then it’s slightly quieter throughout the rest of the weekend. Personally, I think we should do it tomorrow unless you all think we need more time?”

“I was ready to do this last week,” Chrissy mumbled as she scribbled the three days on the board. Then she added two ticks underneath “Friday.”

“I’m happy to do it tomorrow,” Fiona said, which caused another tick to be added to the board.

“Is it better to do this with more people around?” Tasha asked around her lollipop. “Because the more people there, the more likely it is that someone’s going to see us.”

“Yes.” I nodded. “But if there’s only a handful of people there on Sunday night, it limits the number of suspects, and it’ll be easier to work out who was involved. A bit of crowd and chaos is our friend.”

“Do you think we should do it tomorrow then, Grayson?” Chrissy held the pen underneath the chosen word.

“Yeah, I think Friday,” I replied.

“Plus, we’ll all be in costumes,” Julia added. “Hopefully no one will even recognize us. Or they’ll be too drunk to notice the ‘freaks’ in the room.”

Willow also said it should happen tomorrow, and after some deliberation, Tasha agreed with the rest of us.

“Perfect!” Chrissy cheered. “So, we’ll arrive at the house tomorrow, dressed in full costumes, yeah?”

“Yes,” I replied. “And what about Robyn and Mo? Are you all okay with them coming with us?”

Everyone in the room nodded their heads, and even Samantha was okay with them joining us.

“This is going so well.” Chrissy updated the board with the day the finale was going to take place, costumes, and who will be there. “Now… What do we do when we get there? How do we kill these guys?”

“Haaaang on.” I pointed a finger. “Are we actually killing them?”

“They killed Chrissy,” Fiona said. “Plus, how do we make sure they’re not going to turn around and seek their own revenge?”

“What about the cookies we discussed yesterday?” I asked. “Are we going to poison them?”

“Maybe…” Chrissy shrugged. “If it feels right, I’ll make some. But we need to do something that’s a bit more… effective.”

“Yeah, they need to be dead,” Julia agreed. “Like… the dead sort of dead.”

“Compared to the other sort of dead?” Tasha smirked.

“And what if Toby sees me?” Chrissy asked, and she looked the tiniest bit guilty. “Like… enough to know it’s really me and he’s not hallucinating or anything.”

She was probably thinking about the moment she’d revealed her face to Toby to fuck with him, and I wondered if she was regretting the choice now.

“That’ll open a whole can of worms that we’re not ready for.” Chrissy sighed. “So, like Julia said, they need to be dead-dead.”

“Okay,” I sighed. “No, you’re right. There’s only one way around this.”

“Oooh!” Julia slapped her hands on the breakfast bar, and we all winced in surprise. “Maybe I could harvest some of their teeth when we’re done!”

“No, no teeth,” I said firmly. “Like with the whiteboard, we cannot have any connection to their deaths.”

I instantly thought about the number of true crime cases I’d researched in the past, and how the smallest amount of evidence linked the killers to their crimes.

“Fingerprints, hair strands…” I blew out a breath. “We need to make sure we don’t leave any DNA evidence anywhere.”

“Fortunately, that goes back to the number of people in the house,” Samantha replied. “By the end of the night, the house will be littered with fingerprints, saliva, and god knows what else. But Grayson’s right, we still need to be careful.”

“Okay, fine…” Julia sighed. “No teeth…”

“DNA… check!” Chrissy noted everything down on the board. “So, how do we kill them? Personally, I would like to be the one to take Toby’s life, if that’s okay with all of you?”

We all agreed without question.

“I have an idea…” Tasha mumbled as she sucked on her lollipop. “But it might be challenging.”

“Let’s hear it.” I smiled.

“Every room in the house is decorated for the Halloween event, right?” she asked while she tucked her long blonde hair behind her shoulders.

“Yes,” Samantha replied. “Bedrooms, bathrooms, even their damn closets. They go to town with his shit.”

“Then how about…” Tasha thought for a moment. “Okay, yes. I think we should all take a room. We’ll pray everyone is downstairs, and we can try and persuade Toby and his friends to enter the chosen rooms. Then, once we’re in there, we’ll lock the doors and do whatever we have to in order to kill them.”

“Their bedrooms?” Chrissy suggested and wrote the idea on the board.

“That works.” Tasha nodded. “At least then we’ll know for certain they all have locks on their doors.”

“What if the locks are broken?” Willow asked.

“Then… we’ll sort something out.” Tasha shrugged. “But that’s more of a Plan B. Let’s get Plan A finalized first.”

“If Chrissy wants to take on Toby, that means there’s six of us versus the three friends,” Fiona said. “I think we should all split up and go in groups, but Grayson, would you like to join a group? Or would you like to stay with Chrissy?”

“I…” I sucked on my teeth as I thought over the options. “I think I’ll go from room to room and assist those who need it. Unless you’d like someone with you, Chrissy? Because I’m more than happy to stay with you.”

“Why don’t you help the others if they need it, and then return to me?” she suggested. “I don’t think I want to be alone.”

“That’s okay.” I smiled. “You won’t have to be.”

We took a quick second to work out the groups. Everyone decided that Willow and Samantha would form one group, Fiona and Tasha would form a second, and Julia would be by herself.

I’d be there to assist her, too, before I helped Chrissy, but my pastel goth was confident she could do it all by herself.

“Oh, when it comes to the killings, don’t make them gory and bloody,” I added. “Make them as clean as possible, and potentially make the deaths look like unfortunate accidents.”

“Magical deaths.” Fiona smiled mischievously.

“I have the perfect book upstairs for that,” Tasha giggled.

“And I have the best idea in mind,” Chrissy cackled.

“You do?” I asked. “Are you going to share it with the class?”

“Nope.” She grinned. “I haven’t just been making cookies while I’ve been alone in this house. I’ve had time to… strengthen my gift, you could say.”

“I can’t wait.” I winked.

“Can we go back to the different groups?” Willow asked.

“Of course.” Chrissy tapped the board where the groups were written. “What would you like to add?”

“Thank you.” Willow smiled shyly. “Well… I don’t think this should all take place at the same time. People might notice if Toby and his friends all leave together. Especially if ‘the freaks’ have gone with them.”

“You’re right,” I agreed. “Maybe we should try and signal to each other once the killings have taken place? But we should use hand signals, or something, instead of sending text messages. Because evidence like that on our phones is exactly what we’re trying to avoid.”

“No… text messages…” Chrissy noted it all down. “Okay.”

“Once the final person has been killed, we should hang around the house for five or ten minutes, and then take our leave,” Julia suggested. “I wouldn’t want to wait much longer than that.”

“No, neither would I.” I shook my head. “It might not take long for people to come across the bodies, if there are bodies to come across, and we’ll want to be out of sight by then.”

“Then I can finally leave the house like a free woman!” Chrissy laughed and brushed her hands off. “Apart from the fact that I still can’t leave the house, but we’ll get there!”

“They should have thought twice before they decided to mess with us.” Fiona smirked.

“Snooze, you lose, motherfuckers.” Julia grinned.

“I think the board looks good, and the plan, too.” Tasha pointed her lollipop toward Chrissy.

“So do I,” Samantha said. “So we’ll get to the party, look out for our victims, and then lead them upstairs one by one. We’ll make their deaths as quick and clean as possible, and then someone else will take their turn. Once all four of them are dead, we’ll stay for a bit longer before we run from the house. Does everyone understand?”

We all nodded our heads.

“If we need to find a way to get them upstairs, we could mess around with the lights or decorations in each room?” Julia suggested. “Or some of them, at least. The chosen victim will walk straight into our trap, and then we’ll slip in behind them and lock the doors?”

“That could work,” Chrissy agreed. “They might catch on if we mess with every room. But we could probably get away with a couple of them.”

“Then that’s what we’ll do,” I responded. “I think this all sounds… somewhat positive.”

“More positive than I first thought,” Fiona laughed through her nose.

All of a sudden, a loud knock came from the front door.

Chrissy instantly ducked down behind the breakfast bar and took the board with her, and even I wondered whether to hide alongside her.

“Yo, yo, open up!” Mo called out. “I’m freezing my nuts off out here!”

“Oh, thank god,” Chrissy laughed as she stood back up again.

Julia skipped as she went to answer the door.

“Fuck, it’s colder than a witch’s tit out there,” Mo mumbled as he ran inside. “No offense. Hey, cool whiteboard!”

“Only you would say that’s cool,” I chuckled.

Chrissy held the front of the board facing her, so Mo couldn’t spot the plan written on it. But I knew he’d freak the fuck out if he saw it.

And he’d ask to take part, and we all knew that wasn’t an option.

“Do you think there’s anything else we need to discuss?” I asked. “Or are we comfortable with everything?”

Everyone around me said they understood the plan. Mo looked confused, and rightfully so, but for once it didn’t make him ask hundreds of questions.

Once we knew the conversation was over, I planned to take my leave with Mo. He had to get back to Jefferson Hall to finish the work he’d started in the library, and I wanted to see Robyn after her service.

I said goodbye to Pippin for the night and then gave Julia and Tasha a quick kiss. I told the others I’d see them in the morning, and they all gave me excited smiles at the thought of what tomorrow was going to bring.

The drive back to Jefferson Hall was spent talking about a South Park meme Mo saw online, and his infectious laugh filled the car for the entire ride.

Robyn sent me a message during the drive saying that she was home and I was free to go upstairs and see her.

“Do you want me to order us some Taco Bell, Gray?” Mo asked as we scanned our keycards to allow us entry into the building.

“Er…” I winced. “You can have some. But I’d rather not crap my pants during tomorrow’s Halloween party.”

I was probably going to shit my pants during the event anyway, so I definitely didn’t need a spicy, cheesy burrito to make things even worse.

“We’re going tomorrow?” he gasped. “Damn, Gray, I need to get organized!”

“But you have your costume ready to go,” I laughed.

“Yeah, but I have to make sure I’m fully prepared!” he cried. “Aah! Okay, okay. Say hi to Robyn for me. I don’t have time to lose!”

Mo took off running down the hallway before I could reply.

Perhaps “running” wasn’t the term to use, since he barely ever jogged. But he shuffled his body quickly toward our shared room, almost like he was desperate for a shit.

I laughed as I headed for the stairs, and the smile was still on my face as I arrived outside Robyn’s singular room and knocked on the door.

“Oh, umm… two seconds!” she called out.

She sounded panicky for some reason, and it instantly made me panic.

“Robyn?” I asked with a frown. “Are you okay?”

“Grayson?” she replied. “Is that you?”

“Yeah, it’s me,” I said.

I heard a loud click as Robyn released the deadbolt, and then the jangle of her keys as she unlocked the door.

“Oh, good, I thought it might have been one of my friends,” Robyn giggled as she shielded herself behind the door.

“Are you expecting one of your friends to arrive?” I asked.

It wasn’t until Robyn closed the door that I noticed she was wearing nothing but a towel, and that quickly explained her anxious approach.

“N-No.” She shook her head. “But if they needed my help with their homework, I didn’t want to answer the door in nothing but a towel.”

Her ginger hair fell in damp, dark tendrils down her back, and the scent of her fruity body wash filled the room.

I instantly began to salivate.

“Well, it’s a damn good thing you weren’t expecting guests.” I smirked.

“It is?” she asked innocently.

My sweet, delicate English Rose had absolutely no idea how desperately I craved her body.

“Yes,” I whispered. “Because you were nervous about them seeing you in a towel. And I’d hate to think how you would react if they caught you riding my cock.”


Chapter 16

I couldn’t take my eyes off Robyn’s tantalizing body as she stood in front of me in nothing but a towel.

Her eyes widened in shock at the words that tumbled from my mouth, but then the sweetest blush coated her cheeks.

I automatically thought about how her body might have reacted to my words, and whether she was as wet as I hoped she was.

“I…” she giggled. “If that’s what you have in mind, then I’m also very glad I don’t have anyone coming to the room.”

“Just me.” I smiled.

“Just you.” She nodded.

The urge to storm over to her and pick her up in my arms was almost too much to bear. But because she wasn’t anything like Julia and Tasha, I knew to take things steady.

So, as Robyn quickly returned to her bedside table and slipped her circular glasses on, I wandered toward her elevated bed and climbed on top to take a seat.

The Union Jack flag was pinned to the wall directly behind me, and St. George’s Cross was pinned to the wall opposite. Robyn had a little tea station set up on top of her mini fridge, and she had pictures of her friends and family back in England dotted around the place.

She also had a large selection of books on every available surface, and I noticed several different copies of the Bible mixed in with them. One of the editions looked to be old and well-read, and that was exactly how I imagined the Bible should look. Another one had colorful pictures all over it, and it was titled: Robyn’s First Bible.

I imagined her brothers, Joseph and Francis, had similar ones.

I hadn’t noticed it before, but I thought it was adorable that she’d brought it to college with her.

“That’s cute,” I said as I pointed to the personalized Bible.

It took a second for Robyn to work out what I was looking at, but then she smiled.

“It’s my most prized possession,” she replied. “My Godmother either gave it to me when I was born, or when I was baptized, and my brothers received the same from their Godparents, too.”

“I thought that.” I smiled, and then my lips turned up into a wider grin. “Now, if we’re done talking about the Bible, I have some worshiping of my own to do.”

“You do?” she asked innocently, but I knew she knew what I meant.

“Uh-huh.” I nodded slowly. “Get your ass over here.”

Robyn giggled into her hand as she came to stand in front of me.

“Oh, and you can drop the towel, too,” I added. “We won’t be needing that.”

Robyn’s fingers toyed with the top of the white towel folded over her chest. The curves of her breasts were mostly covered by her damp hair, and I leaned forward and flicked it over her shoulders to stop her hair from blocking my view.

A coy smile played on her lips as she finally opened up the towel, and it fell to the carpeted flooring as a groan rumbled in my throat.

She was stunning, and once again I was reminded that I really was the luckiest son of a bitch alive.

“I think…” Robyn crossed one arm over her tits, but I quickly removed it.

“Yes?” I led.

“Umm…” She caught her lip between her teeth. “I think you should… do the same to… make things easier.”

“You think I should remove my clothes, too?” I asked for clarification.

My cock practically screamed out its own answer, especially given how tight my pants suddenly felt.

“Umm… yes.” Robyn cleared her throat as a way of gaining more confidence.

“Well, what my women want, my women get.” I smirked.

I still couldn’t believe she was okay with me having more than one girlfriend.

Robyn took a step back as I jumped off the bed, but she never took her eyes off my body. She watched as I peeled off my hoodie and t-shirt, and then she lowered her gaze as my hands worked on unbuttoning my pants.

“I think it’s only fair that you do something for me while I do something for you,” I said as a mischievous thought came to mind.

“What would you like me to do?” she asked.

“Get on that bed.” I pointed to my right. “Make yourself comfortable, and then you’re going to prepare yourself for me.”

Robyn’s mouth dropped open, but then she hunched her shoulders in embarrassment as temptation took over.

“How often do you play with yourself?” I asked as my cock continued to cry out for release.

“I… I don’t,” she said honestly. “Only… you have.”

“Lucky me.” I grinned.

Even though she was nervous, Robyn still climbed onto the bed and propped herself up against the pillows.

The sight of her bare ass in the air as she climbed onto the bed was going to live with me for the rest of my life.

I instantly had an image of Robyn lying on her bed with her fingers lost within her pussy. I envisioned the sounds of her soft moans, the way my name slipped from her lips, and the pleasured look on her blissful face.

And when that image became a reality, I about lost my shit.

Robyn pressed her head back into the pillows as her left hand made its way between her legs.

If getting undressed quickly was an Olympic sport, I’d definitely win the gold.

My clothes were discarded across the room quicker than I thought was possible, and I joined Robyn on the bed just as her finger slipped between her pussy lips.

“Oooh!” she cooed as her eyes winced closed.

Then, as Robyn began to pump her fingers deeper and faster, a moan fell from her trembling lips. My cock strained at the sight, and it silently pleaded to find its own release.

“Do you realize how beautiful you are?” I asked as I kneeled in between her legs. “Do you realize what this does to me?”

Robyn’s eyes glanced over at my raging dick, and she caught her lip between her teeth again as she continued to torment her deliciously bare pussy.

“I think I…” she paused to let out a breath. “I think I have an idea.”

My English Rose played with her soaked opening as I positioned myself over her. Her soft breaths came out in labored pants, and she rocked her head from side to side as she muffled her reactions.

I couldn’t help but play with one of her darkened nipples as my other hand slipped around her slender neck. Robyn gasped from the sensation of my touch, and a small smile slipped across her lips.

“You’re fucking delicious,” I said in a raspy tone as I brought myself even closer to her.

Just as Robyn let out another moan, I closed my lips over hers, and the taste of her breath filled my mouth like the sweetest elixir.

It took a second for Robyn to catch up with me, but then her sleek tongue looped around mine, and she clutched handfuls of my hair as she held herself closer.

“Keep playing with yourself,” I said with my lips brushing against hers. “Unless you want me to take over?”

Since the first day I’d met Robyn, I knew how sensual she was, despite her religious upbringing.

There was a fiend hidden deep within my English Rose, and I was determined to let it loose.

I wasn’t sure how much time passed, all I knew was I loved nothing more than the feeling of Robyn’s tongue slipping against mine. It almost felt like a game of dominance, to see who could lose control first.

Our combined moans continued to circulate the room as I caged Robyn in my arms. Her damp hair fanned out across the pillows, and her blunt nails scratched at my shoulders as our kiss slowly came to an end.

I reluctantly pulled away in order to admire the goddess beneath me. Then, as soon as there was an inch of space between us, I slipped my hand between Robyn’s legs.

Her juices coated my fingers in seconds

“Ahhh,” Robyn stuttered out a sigh.

“Mmmm,” I whimpered. “Shit, you’re dripping for me!”

“It’s all for you,” she whispered.

“Thank fuck for that.” I smirked as I curled my finger upward and hit her most sensitive spot.

Robyn watched me with a hint of hunger in her eyes, even as she quivered in delight. She slapped one hand against my back, and then she bucked her hips as she pressed herself further against me.

As I glanced down between us, I was hit with the perfect view of Robyn’s drenched pussy as my fingers became lost inside her pristine body. The only thing that would have made it better was if I had all three of my women together on the same bed.

I was determined for that to happen one day, but for now, I was going to thoroughly enjoy every inch of the woman before me.

My fingers dove deeper and deeper, and Robyn became wetter and wetter as her muffled screams filled the room.

“Gr-Grayson!” she cried as she arched her back. “I… Oooh, goodness, I…”

“If you’re going to cum,” I whispered against her mouth. “Then you’re going to unleash yourself all over my fingers, and you’ll cry out my name as you do so.”

“Yesssss,” she hissed. “Oh, yesss.”

Seconds later, Robyn arched her back and cried out as she reached the first wave of her orgasm. Her juices drenched my fingers, and they pooled in my palm as she rocked her hips lightly against my demanding hand.

Every noise she made was like music to my ears.

It felt like her orgasm went on for minutes when in reality it was only seconds. But as her body jerked and quivered from each wave, I held her close and pressed heated kisses across her neck and cheek.

I removed my fingers when I could, and I continued to hold her.

“Grayson,” she whispered.

Robyn looked like she was going to fall asleep, but that was only the sign of a mind-numbing orgasm.

“Do you, umm…” Robyn paused. “Do you want me to…”

“Are you asking if I want you to do the same thing to me?” I asked, to which she nodded.

I was slightly more demanding than normal this evening. I wasn’t sure why, or where it came from, but Robyn clearly enjoyed it.

However, I didn’t want to push her boundaries too far. If receiving pleasure from me, and feeling my cock fill her was all she could take, then I didn’t want to do anything to jeopardize that.

I had to remember, Robyn wasn’t like Julia and Fiona, and in Robyn’s mind, she was committing the ultimate sin just by kissing me.

She’d willingly touched herself, and that felt like the perfect step up the ladder.

“No, sweetheart,” I answered. “Only when you’re ready. However, I know exactly what I want.”

“Good,” she giggled as I rocked my cock against her. “Oh!”

“Did that catch you off guard?” I asked.

My fingers found a little path up the outside of her arm, and I walked them higher and higher until they reached her shoulder.

“It always surprises me how big you are,” she said.

“There I was thinking I couldn’t love you more,” I laughed. “And then you go and say that.”

Robyn opened her mouth like she was about to say something, but her words were cut off as soon as I rocked myself against her once more.

I positioned my cock against her dripping entrance. Every soft caress of my hand along her thighs made her shiver, but it also made her relax as her eyes stayed glued to my rigid cock between her spread legs.

“Grayson,” she whispered.

“Yes?” I grinned.

“P-Please,” she moaned. “Please, I…”

“Do you want this as much as I do?” I asked.

“Uh-huh.” She nodded and gulped loudly. “Hooo, please…”

Before she could make another sound, I parted her entrance with two fingers, and then I slipped into her damp opening before the monster inside me threw a tantrum.

“Shiiiit.” I winced and threw my head back.

“Yeessss!” Robyn hissed.

Robyn’s walls clamped around me, and I stilled myself against her as I allowed her tunnel to accept the sheer girth of my cock.

Her body spasmed as her legs tightened around me, but I stroked her thighs nice and slow no matter how much my cock seemed to demand I thrust into her again and again.

I stayed perfectly still while I reveled in the feeling of her pussy slowly stretching for me, and as soon as I knew Robyn had relaxed, I gently began to rock back and forth as I buried my dick as far into her as she would allow.

“Oh, oh…” Robyn sighed as her eyes winced closed. “Ohhhhhhh, myyyy…”

The heat in the air increased even more as our skin began to slap together, and I silently willed my body, and Robyn’s, to reach their tipping points.

“Grrrraaaayson!” Robyn cried moments later. “I can’t… Oh, my goodness, this…”

I knew how she felt because I couldn’t string a sentence together either, and for a few minutes, we simply stuttered back and forth until I was able to regain control of the speech part of my brain.

“You’re perfect,” I said with a deep breath. “Everything about you is fucking perfect.”

A tense coil formed in the pit of my stomach. Robyn’s pussy was so tight, it squeezed my cock to within an inch of its life every time I pushed back in. I knew it wasn’t going to be long before I spilled my heated cream deep inside her, and from the way she shuddered and begged, I knew Robyn wasn’t far from it, either.

Every time my skin slapped against hers, Robyn would wail and scream out my name. She rocked her hips back and forth to match my timing, and I caught her lips in a biting kiss as she moaned my name.

The bed slammed against the wall as I plowed into my English Rose a few more times to really tease her.

All of a sudden, as I prayed to the gods above, a shiver shot down my spine, and my balls began to tighten as a satisfied smile curled across my lips.

I continued to rock myself back and forth, and Robyn followed in time with me, but we were both silent as the feelings washed over us.

“Let yourself go,” I growled. “Take my cum as I fill you.”

“Ooooooh, yeeeeesss!” Robyn squealed.

Then, just as I was on the brink of exploding, Robyn shuddered as she let out a feral cry that could have echoed around the entire dorm building. Her body twisted from left to right as her juices coated my heated member, and barely a second later, I poured my seed straight inside her.

My cock was like a damn firehose, and I grabbed a hold of Robyn’s hips to stop myself from slipping out as her juices gushed over me. Stars appeared in my eyes as a second load of cum spilled from my head, and Robyn wailed as my cum hit her, but I knew she liked it.

In fact, she fucking loved it.

She shook all over as a second orgasm instantly overcame her. My cock throbbed with a vengeance, and a greedy grin spread across my face as Robyn started whimpering my name over and over.

But she said it like a prayer.

Like I was her own personal God.

A pool of sweat had formed in Robyn’s cleavage, and her chest heaved up and down as she lounged limp with pleasure.

My heart felt like it was going to break free from my chest as my body calmed down, and Robyn flattened back her still-damp hair as we both rode out the waves of our orgasms.

“Gosh, that was…” my English Rose laughed as she reached for her glasses.

I hadn’t even realized she’d taken them off.

“Oh, wow, are you as speechless as I am?” she asked.

“I think…” I paused to catch my breath. “I think the lack of answers… gives you an answer.”

The two of us were quiet for a moment, and the only noise was our mixed groans as I slipped back out again. Although I loved being lost inside my stunning little bookworm, I didn’t want to face the embarrassment of collapsing when my legs went into a cramp.

But I simply rolled onto my back and opened my arms for Robyn to curl up against me.

It must have been at least ten or fifteen minutes until we moved again. Robyn climbed down from the bed and retrieved her white robe from the back of the bathroom door. Then she picked up my boxers from the floor and handed them to me for me to quickly slip on.

“Dear me, this isn’t a good look,” she giggled.

I lifted my head off the bed to see Robyn standing in front of her vanity. Her hair looked like one giant knot against her back, and I bit back my laughter as Robyn attempted to salvage it.

But it was still proving to be difficult a couple of minutes later.

“My hair is driving me nuts,” Robyn laughed as she combed through the damp tendrils with her fingers. “I should have tied it up with a bobble before we… You know.”

Robyn waved a hand in the direction of the bed, and she blushed when she saw me smiling. I loved how she couldn’t say that we’d had sex, even though I had literally just finished fucking her with every ounce of strength I had left.

But that was the way she was, and I wasn’t going to be the one to change that.

“Firstly…” I smirked. “We were far too distracted to even think about hair or the state of it. Secondly… what’s a bobble?”

“Oh, a hair tie,” she replied. “Or an elastic band. I should have thought ahead and tied my hair up.”

“But wouldn’t it have only caused more problems?” I leaned back on my elbows and kicked my legs out in front of me.

“I suppose you’re right, yes.” She nodded as she continued to tackle the knots.

“I don’t know how you can deal with long hair,” I laughed. “I imagine it gets so frustrating.”

“It certainly– Ow!” Robyn winced as her fingers became caught in a knot. “Darn it.”

“Come here,” I laughed and patted the bed. “And bring your comb.”

Robyn sighed as she picked up a wide-toothed comb. She then deliberated for a second before she picked up a purple spray bottle.

“Are you going to comb my hair?” she asked.

I sat up in bed properly and crossed my legs to give her space to sit down.

“I’m going to attempt it,” I replied. “Even though it’s somewhat entertaining, I don’t like it when you get so frustrated. I want to help you.”

I also wanted to treat Robyn like the princess that she was, and every princess should have their hair combed for them.

My English Rose tightened her robe around her waist, and then she climbed onto the bed with her back facing me. Her ginger hair fell to the middle of her back. It had started to dry slightly near the scalp, but it was a damp, knotty mess past her shoulders, so I wanted to do everything I could to help.

“I’ve never had anyone comb my hair for me since I was a young child,” Robyn hummed, and her shoulders visibly dropped as a sense of serenity ran through her. “This is a lovely treat.”

“Grandma used to comb my hair for me.” I smiled at the memory. “My hair was even curlier back then. She liked to comb through it until they were nice, neat little curls, and it no longer looked like I’d been dragged through a hedge.”

The purple bottle Robyn brought over was Aussie’s Total Miracle detangling spray. It had a picture of an apricot on the front, and it said it was made with macadamia oil, too.

I had absolutely no idea of the benefits of using macadamia oil, but if Aussie used it, then I assumed it was good.

It took a second for me to locate the spout on the nozzle, but then I spritzed it all over Robyn’s hair. I paid the most attention to the messiest parts, but I didn’t want to completely douse her hair in the stuff.

“This smells so good,” I commented as the scent of sweet apricot mixed with the air around us.

“Doesn’t it?” she sighed. “I usually go for the cheaper brands, so I seldomly treat myself to their hair care, but… Goodness, the scents alone tempt me to buy the entire range.”

“Irish Spring always works for me,” I snorted. “But now I’ll need to see if this brand has a line for men.”

“I think they might, you know,” Robyn replied.

“Well, that’s all my money gone, then,” I laughed.

I wasn’t the sort of person who searched the ingredient list on every bottle I came across. I always went for the shampoo I knew I liked, and I picked a body wash for its scent, not the brand. But there was a reason why some brands were more expensive, and the proof was always in the outcome.

I let the spray sit in Robyn’s hair for a second, and then I held the comb in my right hand and carefully pulled away at the knots. I held the mass of hair in my hand, and then I plucked away at it until it was easier to comb through.

A gentle silence formed around us, and the only noise came from the wooden comb scraping against Robyn’s hair.

“Let me know if I’m being too rough,” I said.

“You’re not, but I will,” she replied. “I’m not as delicate as you might think I am. I can handle a bit of roughness.”

It would have been so easy to make a joke out of that. The urge to tell Robyn I knew that, given how wildly she’d taken my cock, was on the tip of my tongue. But my English Rose blushed at crude jokes, and she didn’t soak them up like Julia and Tasha did.

So, instead of saying what I wanted to say, I kept quiet and focused on her hair instead.

The detangling spray did a wonderful job, and it only took about ten minutes for me to fight through all of the knots. Robyn’s hair glistened in the overhead light as it fell flat against her back, and although it looked brown, the ginger tones glistened through the dampness.

I continued to comb through her hair for a few more minutes, even though her hair didn’t require it. But there was something so soothing about the motion, and the occasional sighs that left Robyn’s lips told me she loved it just as much as I did.

The sighs were one thing, but I almost fucking lost it myself as the moans started. Robyn probably had no idea what she was doing, but her reaction to the comb caused a different reaction to occur in my boxers.

As soon as I placed the comb on the bed beside the spray bottle, I wrapped my arms around Robyn’s waist and pulled her into me. I rested my chin on her shoulder, and I left gentle kisses on her cheek and neck as I continued to hold her.

“Do you know what I love about you?” her voice was barely louder than a whisper.

“I’m sure I can think of many things you love about me.” I smirked. “And one of those things is dangerously close to you right now.”

A small raise of my hips was all it took for Robyn to notice the problem I was still sporting.

“Grayson!” she giggled.

“Am I wrong?” I asked.

“No…” Robyn mumbled quietly. “But what I was going to say was, one of the things I love about you is how caring you are. You’re so gentle, and you make sure to put everyone before yourself if they mean that much to you.”

“Of course.” I nodded. “My grandparents always taught me to treat people with kindness and respect. They said there’s already enough hate in the world, and that has to change. So, as long as someone deserves my respect, they’ll always receive it. But when it comes to you, or Julia and Tasha, seeing you hurt, stressed, or upset is the worst thing for me. If combing your hair is enough to make your day, then, of course, I’m going to do it.”

“And that, Grayson Price.” Robyn turned in my arms to face me. “Is exactly why I love you.”

I stroked her face with the back of my fingers, and I curled her damp hair behind her ear. The apples of her cheeks were slightly flushed, her blue eyes glistened in the light, and I traced my fingers across the freckles on the bridge of her nose.

As the blush deepened, Robyn ducked her head and pressed her clenched hands under her chin. I wished my phone wasn’t in my pants pocket and on the floor somewhere because I had the urge to capture the view and save it forever.

“What?” she asked after a moment of silence.

“Nothing.” I smiled. “You’re adorable.”

“Oh.” Robyn frowned. “I didn’t even know I was doing anything.”

“Then you’re effortlessly adorable,” I amended. “You don’t even need to try.”

The peaceful silence around us remained for a little while longer, and I leaned back against the wall and opened out my arms for Robyn to lie with me. She tucked all of her hair over her right shoulder, and she apologized if she got my chest wet, but I waved it off.

I didn’t even see the need to reply.

The issue in my boxers finally dissolved itself, and I closed my eyes as Robyn’s soft breath blew across my chest.

“So, what are the plans for the weekend?” she asked after a minute of silence.

I’d been close to falling asleep when she asked the question, and I was instantly reminded of what was going to happen in twenty-four hours.

“We’ve decided for the… finale to happen tomorrow,” I said carefully, even though we were alone in the room.

“Tomorrow?” Robyn gasped and sat up to peer down at me. “A-Are… Are you r-ready for… that? W-What…”

“Hey, it’s okay.” I smiled. “We have to turn up, find Toby and the others… and then leave again.”

“But not before you’ve… give them a spoonful of their own medicine, right?” Robyn asked nervously.

“Yes.” I nodded. “That’s right.”

“And…” My English Rose frowned in thought. “Are Mo and I coming with you?”

“You can if you’d like to,” I replied. “You won’t be in the rooms with us, but you’ll be downstairs enjoying the party as much as everyone else in that house.”

“‘Enjoying the party.’” She quoted with her fingers. “I’m sure I will.”

I cracked a smile at her short laugh because at least it meant she wasn’t completely traumatized yet.

“Of course, if you don’t want to go, you don’t have to,” I added. “That’s completely up to you.”

“Umm…” Robyn chewed on her bottom lip. “Can I take the night to think about it?”

“Absolutely,” I replied. “You can take all day tomorrow to think about it, too.”

Robyn returned to my side, and this time we pulled the covers over us.

“But you’ll be okay though, won’t you?” she asked. “And the rest of the coven, too?”

“I’m sure we’ll be fine,” I said as honestly as possible.”I don’t want to make you any promises, but you’ve seen how strong those witches are.”

“And you,” she added. “Your strength has come leaps and bounds in the last couple of weeks. Even the last few days.”

“See.” I smiled. “That’s why I’m sure we’ll be fine. All you’ll need to do is stay downstairs with Mo, and one by one a couple of us will sneak off, and then return again a bit later.”

“Ooookay,” Robyn blew out a slow, deep breath.

It was hard for Robyn because of her religion and her beliefs. She didn’t believe in death as a punishment, but she did believe that if someone took an innocent life, they deserved to have their life taken from them, too.

I already knew she wouldn’t want to witness Toby’s death, and I didn’t tell her any solid plans because I didn’t want her to be involved in any way. However, because of what Toby and his friends did to Chrissy, she thought it was only right they received the correct punishment.

It was all to do with an eye for an eye, tooth for tooth, and that sort of thing. I wasn’t exactly clued up on everything in the Bible, but Robyn knew it better than the rest of us.

That brief thought made me look up at the wall behind us and the creepy Jesus figure nailed to a crucifix above Robyn’s bed.

“Thanks for not falling on me this time, dude,” I mumbled.

“Oh, my goodness,” Robyn giggled. “I completely forgot about that!”

“What?” I laughed. “You forgot about the time Jesus rained down from the sky just as I was about to finish?”

Getting cockblocked by Jesus Christ wasn’t one of my finest moments in life.

“I really should cover him next time.” Robyn sat up and drew the sign of the cross over her chest as she looked at her creepy figure. “He definitely does not approve of this.”

I almost wanted to shoot Jesus a smirk because I was far more important to her than him.

But then I remembered it was a wooden statue with a plastic figure glued to it, so I kept my facial expressions in check.

Fortunately, our conversation about Jesus ended after that, and Robyn and I spent the next half an hour lying in silence. We heard the occasional laughter and mumbled conversation as residents walked past Robyn’s room, but that was all we heard.

It was eight-thirty by the time we left the bed, and I searched around for my abandoned clothes.

I checked my phone as soon as I came across it, and fortunately, I hadn’t missed any emergency calls or messages.

Robyn had a salad in her mini fridge that she decided to have for dinner, and as long as Mo hadn’t eaten it, I had a meal in my fridge, too.

“It would be so easy to stay here tonight,” I mumbled as I pulled her in for a hug.

“I know,” Robyn whispered. “Even if it would be a tight squeeze in the bed.”

“That hasn’t stopped us before,” I chuckled.

“True…” she paused for a second and then laughed. “No, we can’t entertain the idea. You need all the sleep you can get for tomorrow.”

“As always, you’re right.” I nodded.

I didn’t even want to think about what I’d be witness to in about twenty-four hours.

But Toby and his Merry fucking Men were finally going to get the payback they deserved.

And I couldn’t wait.


Chapter 17

“Mo, come on,” I groaned as I watched my best friend run around our dorm room like a headless chicken. “I said we’d be at the house five minutes ago.”

I probably would have been more annoyed that Mo couldn’t stick to a time if it wasn’t for the fact that he was running around the room dressed as Jerry from The Walking Dead.

“Yep, yep, I’m coming, Gray.” Mo flapped his arms like a bird and spun around in circles as he tried to find something. “Aha! Found it! Eurgh, I have hair in my mouth. Aargh!”

Mo stuck his tongue out as he tried to remove the strands of synthetic hair of his long black wig. He’d also patted dark-brown makeup on his jaw to look like a beard, and it was already starting to smudge all over his neck and the tops of his cheeks.

After Mo sorted out his Jerry wig, he lifted a black bag from under his bed and rested the strap on his shoulder. I had no idea what was in the bag, but something heavy, plastic, and metallic hit together as the bag was jostled.

“Okay, we’re good to go!” He grinned.

“Are you sure?” I asked. “Do you have everything you need?”

Being friends with Mo was like looking after a child. If I didn’t remind him to go to the bathroom before we left to go somewhere, he’d need to go five minutes into the drive.

“I think I’m good…” He frowned in thought as he patted his costume.

Mo had purchased a full set of body armor from Amazon, and he’d used his parents’ money to pay for it. But now he had a chestplate, shoulder pads, elbow pads, and knee pads, too. Underneath all of that, he wore a simple black t-shirt and black pants, and he wore a red jacket over the top.

I had to admit, it was his best costume yet, and it was like he’d been waiting for the day to dress up as Jerry.

My coven had picked my outfit, and they thought it was only right I went to the Halloween party as an additional part of myself.

The black slacks, black shirt, and red waistcoat I could handle. But I knew the red horns I had clipped to my slicked-back hair were going to get in the way. And so was the red paint that covered my entire face.

That shit was going to get everywhere.

Fortunately, they’d all decided I didn’t need a red tail.

“Nope, we’re all good.” Mo nodded. “Let’s go, Satan.”

Butterflies started to swarm in my stomach as we made our way through Jefferson Hall. I had no idea how long the evening was going to take, but I knew the next time I returned to Jefferson Hall, Toby Michaels and his three friends would be dead.

True crime had been a passion of mine for many years, but never in my life did I ever imagine I’d be partly guilty of my own murders.

Fuck, Grandpa was right when he said college was going to change me.

The butterflies turned into a swarm of angry, pissed-off eagles as we left the dorm building. But everything calmed down slightly as we found Robyn sitting on her favorite bench.

“Hey, you both look great!” she said as she stood up from the bench and adjusted her black-and-purple dress.

“Likewise.” I smiled.

“Oh, it’s nothing.” Robyn blushed. “It was the first thing I found online.”

“Yeah, but it’s so fitting,” Mo replied.

Robyn had also decided to go for something slightly ironic, and it only felt right that she attended a Halloween party with a bunch of witches while dressed up as one.

The black dress had a purple corset sewn onto the chest, and the bottom of the dress flared out into a tutu. A pair of black tights made her legs look even more shapely and toned, and she wore a pair of black, heeled boots that ran up to her calf. A black witch’s hat was perched on her head, and she held a wooden broom in her left hand.

Robyn also had a black jacket draped over her shoulders, but I knew it was for the cold weather, not the costume.

“So, Mo, you decided to go for your Jerry costume?” Robyn asked.

“Hell yeah, I did!” he cheered. “Ain’t no one going to mess with Ezekiel when I’m around!”

“Oh, sorry,” she laughed. “I don’t know who that is.”

“Come on.” Mo patted Robyn on the shoulder and motioned toward the car. “I’ll tell you everything on the way.”

And that was exactly what he did.

I spent the entire drive to Rho Alpha Theta listening to Jerry’s backstory and what happens to him throughout the series.

“Wait,” Robyn said from the front seat. “This guy has a pet tiger? And no one questions it?”

“That’s when I stopped watching…” I chuckled.

“Excuse me, it is explained,” Mo replied from the seat behind me. “Shiva is a wonderful addition to the show, thank you very much. She is loyal and brave, but fierce and so fucking cool!”

Mo’s excitement caused the car to wobble, but I kept it under control.

“It’s explained that, before the outbreak, Shiva was trapped with a badly injured paw,” Mo continued. “Ezekiel came across her, climbed down to where she was, and saved her. The two of them bonded from there, and she was his loyal companion for the rest of her days.”

“I suppose we can’t question it too much,” Robyn laughed. “It’s a show about a zombie outbreak, so…”

“Hey, Chrissy was a zombie until recently,” Mo replied. “What if everyone ended up like her, but their hunger got the best of them?”

“Damn, you’ve got a point there,” I chuckled.

“I know,” my friend snorted. “Because I’m always right.”

The conversation came to an end as soon as we pulled up outside the black sorority house. The flickering street lamp caked the driveway in a yellow-orange light, and the addition of the Halloween decorations gave the house an even spookier feel to it.

It was amazing.

“I wonder what the witches have dressed up as this time,” Robyn said as she climbed from the car.

“This is their time to shine,” I replied and pulled my seat forward for Mo to climb out. “The fact they haven’t told me anything tells me it’s going to be spectacular.”

“Damn right,” Mo added. “I can’t wait to see them!”

My Polynesian friend clambered from the car, then he reached back in to retrieve his black bag.

“Are you going to tell me what’s in that?” I pointed to the bag. “Because I can’t imagine it has anything to do with your costume.”

“All will be revealed, my friend.” He grinned. “All I’m going to say is, I may not be magical, but that doesn’t mean I can’t be of assistance.”

Mo left me with that cryptic comment as he headed straight for the house. Robyn and I followed after him, and the front door swung open just as Mo made it up the wooden steps.

“Good evening!” Julia cheered.

But I was so taken aback by her costume that I couldn’t even think of a response.

Julia wore a jade-green, sleeveless dress that started at her chest and ran down to her thighs. Gold bangles were wrapped around her upper arms, and she wore a pair of gold skyscraper heels which looked to be far too high for her to walk in.

But, of course, she managed it without any issues.

Her blue-and-pink hair had been curled and pinned to her head to create a halo, and there was fake blood on her cheeks, almost like when her emotions got the best of her.

But the main part of the costume was the army of coiled snakes arranged around her hair, face, and shoulders.

“Holy shit, those things are moving!” Mo gasped.

“What?” Robyn whispered.

It wasn’t until I got closer that I noticed each small snake was curling themselves through the air. They weren’t even attached to her in any way. The position of them made it look like that.

“Are they… real?” Robyn gulped.

“I wish they were,” Julia giggled as she stroked one of the plastic snakes. “Maybe one day I’ll have a little army of serpents, but today Medusa’s snakes were all purchased online.”

Julia was using her telekinesis gift to make the snakes move and to keep them hovering in the air. And that was when I realized the makeup on her face wasn’t fake blood. Her eyes were actually bleeding because she was using all of her energy to power her gift.

“My god.” I smiled. “You’re remarkable.”

“Thank you, Master.” She smiled. “I know. And can I say… Fuck me, you’re hot with a pair of horns.”

Robyn giggled, Mo groaned, and the smile on my face only grew larger.

I officially loved Halloween.

“Come on, come on, I want to show you the others!” Julia grabbed my hand and pulled me toward the door. “You’re going to lose your shit!”

“I think I already have,” I laughed.

But Julia was right.

As soon as I walked into the house, I about lost my shit.

Fiona, Tasha, Willow, Samantha, and Chrissy were all standing near the stairs, and I couldn’t take my eyes off the variety of costumes in front of me.

It even took me a second to recognize everyone.

“Good god…” I laughed through my nose as I smiled.

Fiona wore a white dress with thin straps, and the back of the dress was longer than the front. Her heels were white, and her eyes and eyelashes were white, but her blonde hair was gray, and gray lightning bolts zig-zagged down her arms from her shoulders to her wrists.

And floating above her head was a fucking storm cloud.

Flashes of light broke through the cloud, and the cotton-like cloud slowly moved like it was actually in the sky. Two pieces of clear string kept the cloud attached to the straps of the dress, but on closer inspection, I saw the string wasn’t actually attached to anything.

Like with Julia’s snake, the cloud literally floated above her head. The strings were only there to hide the magic.

“How the hell did you do that?” I asked.

“I had a little help from Tasha.” Fiona smiled at the beauty beside her. “My gift is all about emotions, so I thought a storm was perfect. It’s like a bad mood.”

That was when I noticed my coven’s chosen costumes signified their gifts in a way that didn’t make it obvious to outsiders.

Samantha was dressed up as a fortune teller, Chrissy had decided to go as Poison Ivy, and she’d created a mask out of ivy leaves to hide her identity. Tasha’s long-sleeved dress was made from yellowed pages of a book for her love of studying, and her ability to learn spells easier than anyone else. But the pages fluttered in a phantom wind, and some of the words on the pages were erasing themselves before being written again.

It was like something from Harry Potter but so much better.

But regardless of how good they all looked, the prize had to go to Willow.

The timid witch, who wore nothing but black clothing to hide her body, looked unrecognizable in her costume.

Her dress fell to the floor. The skirt was black, and the top half was like a burning fire. A red-and-orange shawl covered her upper arms, and for the first time since I met her, Willow’s hair was tied back. It was styled like Julia’s, and the black hair created a crown. Loose tendrils fell past her ears, and red and orange feathers had been added to her hair to make it look like flames.

I didn’t want to make a big deal out of Willow’s outfit because I knew it would have made her anxious, but I had to say something.

“You look really good.” I smiled.

“Thank you,” she whispered with a bowed head.

“You all look amazing,” I said. “Are you going to tell me how you did it?”

“It’s a simple hovering spell,” Tasha explained. “But I went to see Gnash this afternoon, and she wouldn’t let me leave without a few extras. You know what she’s like.”

“Oh, I do,” I laughed.

Agatha Gnash worked in an apothecary in a nearby town. The store had been in her family for generations, and she’d worked there for the last twenty years since she was only ten years old. If Tasha needed any ingredients, she always went to Gnash, and that could be ingredients for elixirs or spells.

The one thing I remembered about Gnash, apart from the way she smothered my face with her tits, was the fact that the sly little witch kept humans in her basement. And she harvested everything straight from the source.

“I told Gnash I was planning to do a hovering spell for our costumes, so she gave me a special powder.” Tasha pulled a small glass jar from her purse and shook it to reveal the gray powder inside. “This works alongside the spell like a magnetic force. As long as I get the spell right, an item of a certain weight will hover wherever this powder has been sprinkled. Fiona’s hair, for example. There’s even some mixed with Chrissy’s makeup to keep the mask in place.”

“Hold on a second,” Mo interrupted. “That mask isn’t attached to anything?”

“Nope,” Chrissy said as she removed the ivy mask. “It’s sitting in front of my face, but it’s not touching me.”

“Gosh, I feel like I should have put more effort into my costume,” Robyn laughed.

“Hey, I like your dress,” Julia said.

“Right,” I replied. “I think she looks amazing.”

“However…” Julia tilted her head to one side, and her snakes bobbed around. “What’s with the hat? Why do people always give us hats? I don’t know any witch who wears one.”

“And don’t get me started on the broom…” Fiona sighed. “We all know witches don’t fly brooms. That’s fairytale stuff.”

“At least Robyn hasn’t painted her face or added a fake nose,” Tasha said. “That boils my blood every time. We have lovely noses, thank you very much.”

“Let’s not go down that path tonight,” Samantha grumbled. “We don’t have the time.”

“Actually, yeah, we need to leave soon,” Chrissy blew out a deep breath. “Shit, this is actually happening, isn’t it?”

“It is…” I said calmly. “But if you don’t want to do it, we can leave it, plan something else, and target Toby once you’re ready.”

Chrissy thought over her options for a moment, and we all gave her the time and space to think.

“No,” she said after a couple of minutes. “This has to happen now, otherwise I’ll lose the confidence to even face him again.”

“You’re going to be okay, Chris.” Samantha brought her friend in for a hug. “We won’t let anything happen to you. That man is as good as dead to us already, so let’s make it official.”

That seemed to give Chrissy the confidence she needed to head for the front door, and the others took a second to make sure they had everything.

“Oh, before you all leave,” Mo said as he held up his black bag. “I have something that might help you.”

“We don’t need your candy right now, Mo,” Samantha grumbled.

“Will you just let him talk?” Robyn stepped forward and placed a hand on Mo’s shoulder. “We’ve been desperate to know what’s in this bag, so now you can finally tell us, Mo.”

“Well!” he chuckled and opened up the bag. “Grayson told me last night that you guys will need to have some sort of hand signals, right?”

That was all I told him because I didn’t want them to be too familiar with the plans, just in case anything went wrong.

I wanted Mo and Robyn to be innocent. Plausible deniability was their best protection.

“Yeah, we need to think about that, actually,” Julia replied. “What signals are we thinking?”

“Well, you don’t need any.” Mo smirked. “Because I have these!”

Mo brought out a much smaller plastic bag, but the shine of the overhead light stopped me from seeing what was inside it.

“What is that?” Chrissy asked.

“Earpieces!” Mo cackled. “I looked through my ghost-hunting equipment last night and found them! Some of us will have these earpieces, and then we can quietly communicate with each other.”

“Okay, that’s actually quite impressive.” I nodded. “But how do we use them without anyone getting suspicious?”

“Because they’re wireless,” my friend replied. “We all need to have small transmitters on us, but they can clip to our clothes. I set them to one channel already, so we’ll all be connected. I know the fraternity house is big, but the radius is larger, so it shouldn’t cut out at any point.”

“We just… put them in our ears?” Fiona asked.

“Yeah.” Mo nodded. “They’re all set up, and I tuned them while I was in the car. Put these in your pockets, and all you have to do is talk. The microphones will pick up everything you say. Just… be careful with what you say, obviously.”

He passed the transmitters and microphones out to each of us, and we took a moment to hide them away on our persons. Mo was a massive kid at heart, and he loved his different gadgets, even if they cost him, and his parents, a fortune.

But I had to admit, the earpieces were amazing, and it made me happy that Mo was able to help, even if he didn’t get too involved in the actual murders themselves.

“Mohala Kalua!” Tasha laughed. “You’re brilliant!”

“Oh, thanks…” Mo ducked his head as he smiled.

It was the first time I’d ever seen Mo get embarrassed, and it made him even more loveable.

“Now, there is one thing…” Mo opened up the plastic packet and poured the contents into his hand. “We only have five, so we’ll need to work out who gets them.”

“Each group takes one,” I said. “Samantha and Willow, Fiona and Tasha, Julia, then me and Chrissy. You can take the fifth one, Mo, and then we’ll all be connected.”

“Okay, in that case, it’s not a bad thing at all,” he chuckled.

“But I thought you didn’t want them to get involved,” Fiona spoke up.

“I still don’t know your plans, technically,” Mo replied. “Just because I hear something doesn’t mean I’m a culprit… Right?”

“Yeah, sure.” I nodded.

I didn’t have the heart to tell him he was accessory to the crime already. If anything went wrong, he’d be in deep shit, too. But I refused to let anything go wrong, so it would be fine.

“Also, we’re not going to get caught,” Julia said confidently. “Grayson is only being cautious.”

“Exactly.” I smiled.

“Okay, fine.” Fiona nodded.

Once each member of the different groups had an earpiece, we left the house and Tasha locked the door behind us. Chrissy took a few even breaths as we headed in the direction of the fraternity house, and I had to remind her that she was okay. Nothing bad was going to happen to her.

I hoped I was telling her the truth and the evening would be over as quickly as possible.

We passed crowds of people all headed in the same direction, and some of them were already far too drunk to even properly walk, but that was their problem to deal with.

Twenty minutes after we left Rho Alpha Theta, the Sigma Gamma Delta fraternity house appeared in the distance. I expected loud music to pulse through the air, but all I heard was the laughter and excited screams of everyone in and around the house.

“Oh, my god,” Chrissy gasped and came to a halt.

“What’s wrong?” Samantha asked.

Everyone crowded around her, and I looked up and down the street just in case Toby and his friends were around us. But I didn’t recognize anyone who wandered past.

“This is…” Chrissy shook her head. “This is getting… very real now.”

“I’m going to ask you one more time,” I said with a warning look in my eyes. “Are you absolutely sure you want to do this right now?”

“Yeah, we can leave if you want to,” Fiona added.

“N-No, I…” Chrissy paused and took a breath. “I need to get this over with.”

“Remember what he did to you,” Samantha said with anger clear in her voice. “Remember what all four of them did to you.”

“I know, I know.” The terrified witch nodded. “I have to get revenge. I can do this.”

“Yes, you can.” I smiled.

“How about Fiona and I go in first?” Tasha suggested. “We can take a walk around the house, get an idea of the rooms, and then you can follow on after us?”

“Umm…” Chrissy played with her fingers anxiously. “Yeah, okay. Let’s do that.”

Tasha gave the witch a nod as she positioned her earpiece into her right ear and pulled her hair forward to cover it. She clipped the small transmitter into the inside of her paper-themed dress, and then she looked over at Fiona.

Samantha, Julia, Mo, and I placed our earpieces in at the same time.

“Are you ready?” Tasha asked.

“I was born ready for this.” Fiona smirked, and I was almost certain I saw her storm cloud flicker and darken for a second.

Tasha gave me a quick kiss, and then they both hugged Chrissy and the others before they headed off toward the house.

We waited until we saw them wander up the steps in the distance, and then we slowly started walking.

“Can you guys hear us?” Tasha’s crackly voice flowed through my ear a second later.

“Loud and clear,” I replied.

“I can hear you,” Samantha said.

“Me, too,” Julia added.

“Man, this is so cool!” Mo laughed.

“Okay, good,” Tasha replied. “We’re in the house now, and–”

Her voice was cut off as music, laughter, screams, and general background noise took over.

“Tasha, you need to go somewhere quieter,” I ordered her.

“Oh, sorry!” she said in a hushed tone. “Is this better?”

“Much,” Samantha replied. “We’ll need to keep that in mind for later.”

“Okay, I was going to say the house is… a lot,” Tasha continued. “There are people everywhere, but it doesn’t seem like many of them are upstairs. We’ll head there now to check it out, but the majority of people are downstairs.”

Tasha continued her little explanation of the house as she and Fiona walked around the house. Apparently, the decorations and various Halloween themes carried on upstairs, too, but like she said, there didn’t appear to be many people up there.

They managed to get an idea of all of the different bedrooms by the time we arrived at the house, so we all knew where to go when the time was right.

The fraternity house was essentially a small white mansion, but it was clear from the front yard alone that Toby and his fraternity brothers had spent a shitload of money on their haunted house.

The usual Jack-o’-lanterns were littered across the grass, as well as broken tombstones, cobwebs, and even a smoking cauldron on the front porch.

“I feel right at home,” Julia giggled quietly.

But as well as all of that, they had scare actors. One guy sat on a rickety rocking chair with a burlap sack over his head, and an ax rested on his lap. He rocked the chair back and forth slowly, and he tapped his ax against his hand, but that was all he did.

Until someone stepped onto the porch and the guy practically launched himself out of the chair.

“Aaah!” the girl screamed as she ran away from the terrifying man.

Another girl was dressed up as a broken doll. She skipped around the front yard with a machete in one hand and a headless doll in the other.

She sang a peaceful nursery rhyme as she skipped, but then she let out an almighty scream as she began to chase a group of poor, unsuspecting victims.

“Holy shit!” one guy yelled as he ran for the house. “You’re so fucking creepy!”

“I just want to plaaaay!” the doll-girl screamed. “Come and play with meee!”

“Grayson.” Robyn grabbed a hold of my arm. “I don’t like this.”

“It’s okay,” I whispered to her. “They’re not really going to hurt you.”

I wanted to add that the screams were going to work wonders when it came to disguising our murders.

“Shit, guys!” Tasha suddenly called out through my ear. “Rich is headed for his bedroom! He’s completely alone! Should we go?”

“I swear to god, you better be alone right now,” Samantha sighed.

“We’re not stupid, Sam,” Tasha grumbled. “Yeah, we told the entire house our plan. What do you think?”

“I think you should go if you can,” I told her. “We don’t want to miss the opportunity.”

“Okay…” Tasha said hesitantly. “Okay…”

Because the broken doll-girl was too busy tormenting someone, we all stood in the yard as Tasha and Fiona made their way into Rich’s bedroom.

I heard through the earpiece as the door was closed and heavily bolted, and the sound of their heels on hardwood flooring.

“What the fuck do you freaks want?” Rich’s muffled voice echoed through my ear.

“We’re looking for the clown room,” Fiona said innocently. “Do you know where it is?”

“Well, it’s clearly not this one,” Rich snorted. “Now, unlock my fucking door and get out. Freaks.”

“Oh, he’s so dead,” Julia whispered.

“I’m sorry, Rich,” Tasha replied. “We’re not allowed to do that.”

“What the hell are you talking about?” he snarled. “Get out of my room!”

My blood boiled with anger. Tasha and Fiona were alone with that motherfucker, and I was worried for them. But I was also concerned for Robyn and the doll-girl with the machete.

It was no surprise to me, or anyone around me, that my eyes started to glow red at that exact moment.

At least they matched my Satan costume.

The broken doll-girl caught sight of us then, and she began to skip toward us with the machete clear in her hand.

“Grayson,” Robyn whimpered.

But as soon as the doll-girl caught sight of my eyes, she came to a halt, paused for a second, and then turned around and skipped toward someone else.

“What the hell?” Julia asked. “Did you actually scare her away with your eyes?”

“Apparently so.” I frowned, but then I shrugged. “Oh, well, let’s go inside.”

My hands began to buzz with electricity, and the pins and needles tingled up my wrists and into my arms as we wandered past the guy with the ax and into the house.

Tasha and Fiona must have been using their gifts and strength to control Rich.

Nothing came from the earpiece, so I had no idea what was going on in that room.

However, that all changed as Rich let out a strangled scream.


Chapter 18

Rich’s scream vibrated through my body as we made our way into the house. I barely had the chance to take in the decorations and themed rooms because all I thought about was the man being tortured and murdered upstairs.

Fortunately, there were so many noises floating around the house that I couldn’t hear his scream outside of the earpiece. No one had any idea what was going on upstairs, and I hoped it stayed that way for the rest of the night.

The remainder of my coven and I danced along to the music as much as we could. Samantha occasionally glanced up at the ceiling, and I gave her the strongest smile I could muster, but she glanced away.

I was so glad Robyn didn’t have an earpiece because I knew the sound of Rich’s screams would have thrown her into a blind panic.

Julia rocked her head from side to side, but then she bowed down until her chin rested on her chest.

“We should start looking for the others,” she whispered into the microphone. “Tasha, how are things going up there?”

“Can’t really… talk… right now,” Tasha said breathlessly. “But… it’s going as well as expected.”

That sounded positive to me, and Samantha nodded her head to show me she felt the same way.

Part of me wanted to see what was going on in Rich’s bedroom, but Julia was right. We needed to focus on locating David Fisher, Patrick Rice, and Toby himself, otherwise our plan wasn’t going to work.

The seven of us slowly made our way toward one of the two living rooms in the house. It had been turned into a room of mirrors, and we watched as various party-goers stumbled through the mirrored maze.

One girl dressed up as Snow White bashed into a mirror, then turned to her right and bashed into another. It took several attempts for her to find her way out, and she threw her head back and laughed every time she walked into another mirror.

We decided to leave the room of mirrors for now, mainly because we didn’t have time to get caught in the maze. Instead, we walked past the stairs toward a large, open kitchen that took up the entire back of the house.

The kitchen had been turned into something that reminded me of Mrs. Lovett’s pie shop from Sweeney Todd. A scare actor had even been hired for that particular room. He pounded the worktops with a wooden rolling pin, and he sneered at everyone with yellowed, rotting teeth as they walked past him.

“Are you hungry, miss?” he asked in a terrifying, gargled voice.

A group of girls screamed and laughed as they ran away.

Robyn grabbed hold of my arm as she pressed herself against me. I was so proud of her for making it this far, but I imagined she was probably wondering whether to leave the party and go home or tough it out.

Toward the end of the kitchen, a drinks table was set up. There were two bowls of punch in the center of the table, and stacks of red cups were positioned behind them. Plastic spiders and cockroaches floated on top of the red liquid.

We all took a cup of punch to help blend in with the crowd, and then we left the kitchen and made our way toward the dining room. The room was practically pitch black, and all I noticed were the red lights that seeped across the floor, as well as clouds from dry ice.

But given the number of people who entered the room, and then ran away screaming, I imagined there were more scare actors hidden among the red lights.

“Shall we go in?” Samantha asked over the pulsing bass that surrounded us.

“You can.” I nodded. “I’ll wait out here.”

“And me.” Robyn quivered.

Samantha, Willow, Chrissy, and Mo decided to enter the room, but I stayed near the door with Robyn and Julia.

“I thought this would be your sort of thing,” I said to the pastel goth as the music settled for a second.

“I love a good Fright Night,” Julia replied. “But even I have limits.”

The three of us stayed in a corner in between the kitchen and the dining room. We made an impression of dancing along to the music for a couple of minutes while we waited for the others to return, and I kept a close eye on everyone around me as I slowly drank my punch.

“Hey, guys, are you there?” Tasha’s voice suddenly floated through my ear.

She sounded terrified, almost like she was on the verge of tears, or a panic attack.

“We’re here, Tasha,” I said soothingly. “Are you okay?”

“Y-Yes, we’re okay,” she replied with slightly more confidence. “Rich is… Well, Rich is currently hanging from his pull-up bar right now.”

I was pretty sure my face paled.

“So, it’s done?” Julia asked.

“It’s done,” Tasha confirmed. “I’m going to come back down to meet you. Fiona is… Fiona had a sudden plan, so we should hear about it soon if it works.”

“Okay.” I frowned. “We’re in between the kitchen and dining room. We won’t move from this spot.”

Part of me was curious, and I almost wanted to see what Rich looked like hanging from the pull-up bar. But I also knew I was going to witness at least two murders this evening, so I didn’t want to push myself too much.

Tasha and Fiona knew to make the death look like it was self-inflicted, or an unfortunate accident, so I had a pretty clear idea of what it looked like.

Tasha arrived downstairs just as Samantha, Chrissy, Willow, and Mo left the dining room. They were all laughing at whatever they witnessed in the dark room, and their laughter continued when they caught sight of Tasha.

“One down!” Chrissy cheered as she lost herself in the music.

By the time Fiona joined us, we were all laughing and jumping around. Even Robyn smiled with us, but I knew she wasn’t smiling at the thought of someone’s death.

For the next ten minutes, we wandered around the house and took in the various rooms. More scare actors terrified the living crap out of us, but there were also areas of the house where games were being played.

We stood beside a Beer Pong table to make it look like we wanted to join the next round, when in fact, we wanted to blend in.

But that was when a voice was heard.

“Hey, Fish!” a guy shouted from somewhere to my left.

I subtly looked over my shoulder and came across Patrick Rice dressed up as a vampire. He reached out and patted David Fisher on the shoulder in order to get his attention.

The final two friends.

“Fish,” Patrick said again. “Apparently some of the decorations have fallen in your room. Do you want to go and sort them out?”

“That was Fiona’s plan,” Tasha whispered through the microphone.

I looked over at Fiona and gave her a proud smile.

She just shrugged and smiled.

“Alright!” Fish sighed, abandoned his drink on a table, and headed for the stairs.

Then to our surprise, Patrick Rice followed after him.

“Is this… a sign?” I asked.

“I’m going.” Julia nodded. “Let’s fry this little fish.”

“Willow, what do you think?” Samantha asked her teammate.

“Let’s get this over with.” Willow shrugged.

We knew it was now or never, plus we still had to locate Toby, too. We’d been in the house for almost an hour, so if we didn’t take the chance while we had it, we could miss the last chance we got.

I checked to make sure Robyn and Mo were okay to stay with Fiona, Tasha, and Chrissy. When they both nodded their heads, I gave Robyn a kiss on the cheek and ran to catch up with the others.

“I’m following Fish to the left,” Julia whispered into the microphone as she neared the top of the stairs.

“Patrick’s room is on the right,” Samantha added.

Fortunately, the house was too loud for anyone to hear our whispered conversations, and it looked like we were checking out the rest of the house.

“Good luck, everyone,” I said with a soft sigh. “Just let us know if you need any help.”

“We won’t,” Samantha said confidently. “But I’ll keep that in mind.”

I let out a soothing breath, and then I followed Julia into the bedroom.

Fish was too distracted sorting out fallen cobwebs and plastic spiders to notice we’d walked in behind him, and the music, screams, and laughter smothered the sound of us closing the door.

Julia gave me a wink as she pulled out a small glass filled with clear liquid from her cleavage. I gave her a frown, and she blew me a silent kiss and pulled the lid off the top.

“My parents spent good money on this shit,” Fish grumbled as he became tangled in spiderwebs. “Whoever broke it could have at least had the decency to tell me.”

He had no idea we were behind him, and that was the way I wanted it.

Julia poured a small amount of clear liquid into her palm, then she replaced the lid and put the jar back between her tits.

I had no idea what she was up to until she poured the liquid over the door handle and lock.

The entire thing crackled, like ice formation.

Even though the door came with a lock, which I assumed worked, Julia had made it almost impossible for anyone to enter the room from the outside.

It must have been a gift from Gnash, and I made a mental note to thank the creepy witch.

But the crackling of ice caught Fish’s attention, and he spun around on his heel with a gasp.

“What the fuck?” he asked as he dropped the spiders in his hands. “Who the hell are you?”

“Good evening, David Fisher,” Julia said coyly, almost like she was flirting with the fucker. “Are you saying you don’t recognize me?”

The snakes in her hair vibrated, and I almost wished they were real.

But Julia’s hair was what gave everything away.

“Hey!” Fish tore some cobwebs off his chest and stormed forward. “You’re one of those Rho Alpha Theta freaks!”

“Ooookay.” I stepped forward and held out my hand before he could reach Julia. “I think you should take a step back.”

“The fuck I am!” Fish pushed against my hand, but I held my ground.

My hands fizzed with energy, and as my anger worked its way through my body, the energy followed it. It took no time at all for a red hue to appear in the darkness around me, and Fish’s eyes bulged from his head when he noticed the difference in my eyes.

The bastard stumbled back and fell against a wall of cobwebs and spiders. He managed to hold his balance just before he fell to his ass, but his wobbly legs told me he’d probably fall sooner or later.

And that was when Julia took over.

“Thank you, Master.” She blew me a kiss. “Now… If you don’t mind, I think I might take over from here.”

I motioned toward the quivering, pathetic excuse of a man against the wall, and then I grinned like the devil himself.

“Make me proud,” I told her.

“You know I will.” Julia winked.

I took a step back as Julia walked forward.

The snakes around her head dropped forward like they’d lost the strings holding them up. But as the spiders and cobwebs started to move, I knew what was happening.

Julia had dropped her connection with one object in order to focus on another, and I couldn’t wait to see what she had planned.

“We know what you did!” Samantha cried out in my ear. “We know everything!”

A gargled scream was the only response.

Patrick Rice was about to meet his death.

It wasn’t going to be long before Fish met his, and then we would face Toby to finally give him the ending he deserved.

“Now, I want to play a little game with you, Fish…” Julia walked toward the quivering man and patted his chest with one hand. “Do you want to play a game?”

“I-I…” Fish looked between me and Julia. “I…”

“It’s a simple question,” Julia sighed. “Yes or no?”

“N-No,” he choked out. “I… I don’t want to play a game with you.”

Julia gasped and slapped a hand on her chest.

“But…” she paused. “Oh, maybe it’s because we’re ‘freaks,’ right?”

Julia walked her hand up to Fish’s throat, and his eyes bulged even more as her nails scraped against his Adam’s apple.

“Hmm…” Julia leaned in closer. “But if you’re allowed to make a decision, why can’t other people?”

I had a feeling I knew where this was going, but I stayed back and kept quiet.

“I…” Fish shook his head. “I don’t…”

“You don’t know what I mean?” Julia asked as she leaned in and whispered in his ear. “Well, what I meant was why wasn’t Chrissy allowed to decide what happened to her that night you killed her?”

All hints of color vanished from Fish’s face, and it looked like he was about to be sick.

“Hey, Fish!” someone called out from the hallway. “Are you in there?”

Julia’s eyes widened. She slammed one hand against Fish’s mouth, then she looked around at me, but I patted the air in a silent way of telling her to calm down.

“Tell him you’re sorting out the decorations,” Julia ordered with a bite in her tone. “If you don’t, we’ll play my game regardless of what you want.”

“Y-Yeah!” Fish replied loudly, and the fear was clear in his tone. “I-I’m… I’m sorting out these decorations!”

“Can I come in?” the guy asked, and then the door rattled. “Fuck, this thing is fully bolted!”

Julia smirked. The mixture from Gnash was working extremely well.

“N-No!” Fish shouted. “I don’t want anyone else to mess with these decorations!”

“Okay, that’s cool, man,” the guy replied.

And then he left.

“Well, that was fun,” Julia giggled. The sound was barely audible over the booming bass that flowed through the house.

“How is everyone doing downstairs?” I asked into the microphone.

“We’re all good, bro!” Mo said happily. “Chrissy, Fiona, and Tasha are dancing, and they managed to get Robyn to join in!”

“Okay, good,” I breathed a sigh of relief.

“How are you both doing?” he asked.

“It’s… only getting started,” I said honestly.

Patrick’s cries blocked out any response Samantha could have made, so I assumed everything was going well in the other bedroom.

“Are you going to let me go?” Fish asked on the verge of tears.

“Umm…” Julia tilted her head to the side. “No, I don’t think we will.”

“But… But why?” he cried. “This doesn’t make any sense!”

“You see, it does, actually.” Julia took her place in front of Fish and looked up at him.

I also took a step forward to listen to everything she said.

“We know everything you did to Chrissy,” Julia spat. “We know what those disgusting hands of yours did! We know how she begged and pleaded for you to stop! But did you? No. You only made it worse…”

“I… I…” Fish shook his head. “I didn’t do anything! It… It was all Toby!”

Julia let out the fakest laugh I’d ever heard in my life.

It was wonderful.

“See, I might have believed you if Chrissy hadn’t told us what happened,” Julia said with a light shrug.

“What?” Fish’s eyes grew even larger than before. “That’s… That’s not possible.”

“Why?” I asked before I could stop myself. “Because she’s dead?”

“Correction!” Julia chuckled. “Chrissy is right downstairs. She’s waiting for her moment with Toby. We know everything you did, as well as Patrick Rice, who’s currently getting the same treatment, by the way. Oh, and your other friend… Rich? Yeah, he’s already dead.”

A look of uncontrollable anger flared through Fish’s face, and his entire body shook like he was about to charge past Julia and out the door.

But what he didn’t see were the cobwebs swirling through the air beside him. I kept a close eye on his hands, just in case he tried to attack Julia or reach into his pocket to grab his phone.

Julia’s own hands twirled around in circles as she controlled the cobwebs. Unbeknownst to Fish, they were slowly snaking their way around his wrists, ankles, throat, and his waist, too.

The stupid little prick clawed away at the webbing around his neck. Then, right as Fish tried to storm forward, the cobwebs tightened their grip around him.

Fish was forced back against the wall, and his jaw dropped open in a silent scream as the soft shackles kept him steady.

Julia stepped back toward me, and as she raised her hands in the air, the cobwebs raised Fish’s arms until they were flat against the wall. The man pushed and pulled against his restraints, but my pastel goth had all of the control.

“Never… again!” she cried as she pulled her hands out to the side and the cobwebs tightened even more. “Never again will you hurt anyone! You won’t be able to hurt Chrissy, mentally or physically. You’ll be six feet under, and that’s exactly what you deserve!”

Fish began to sob as another strand of cobwebs made its way around his throat. He mumbled something, but I was too far away to hear what he said. I imagined he was pleading with Julia to stop, but she was having too much fun with her little game.

But then everything took a turn as Julia ordered more cobwebs to arrive. Instead of snaking them around his body, the cobwebs aimed for Fish’s mouth. His jaw had dropped open with another silent scream, and his eyes were winced shut. He had no idea what was going on until the wisps of polyester entered his mouth and made their way down his throat.

Fish’s bloodshot eyes looked like they were about to burst from his skull. He pulled against cobwebs that kept his arms against the wall, but my pastel goth had more strength than he did.

My entire body vibrated as Julia’s energy ebbed and flowed through her and me. A quick glance at her face showed me the blood that streamed down her cheeks and onto her neck. She strained and cried as her gift overpowered her, but I dug down deep into our tethered connection with the hope that my energy could help charge her own.

“You’ve got this, Julia,” I told her.

The cobweb forced itself further and further down Fish’s throat. His cheeks turned a dangerous shade of purple, his lips turned blue, and I knew it wasn’t going to be long before the bastard stopped breathing.

He was already partly there.

Julia pressed her hands against her chest, and then she threw her arms out to the side and opened her chest.

“Aaargghhh!” she cried out.

Fish’s body was pressed tighter and tighter against the wall, and as he lost the ability to breathe, his body lost the ability to move.

If it wasn’t for the noise that bellowed around the house, I would have heard a pin drop as Fish’s head fell forward. His body was slumped against the wall like the plastic skeletons I’d seen outside.

Just to make sure, I placed my hand in front of Fish’s nose and mouth, just enough away to not touch him.

The fucker wasn’t breathing.

The pressure in Fish’s head must have caused a few blood vessels to pop, and two streams of blood rolled from his nostrils and to his top lip.

Julia let out a staggering breath as she finally broke the connection with the cobwebs.

“Julia,” I sighed as I ran over to her. “Are you okay?”

She looked like a scene from Carrie. Her blood dripped everywhere. It coated the whites of her eyes, ran down her cheeks and neck, and it was splattered across her chest, too.

Julia took a second to respond, but then she looked up at me with a small smile.

“I did it,” she whispered just loud enough for me to hear.

“You did it.” I smiled. “I’m so proud of you!”

The buzzing in my hands calmed down as Julia allowed herself to relax.

Before we left the room, we worked together to reposition Fish. I pulled my hands inside my sleeves to stop myself from physically touching him, and Julia used the last of her energy to lift him with her mind.

We tangled more cobwebs around him and tightened some around his neck. There were already laceration marks from when the cobwebs first strangled him, and the red of his scratch marks had started to form all across his throat.

The cobwebs down his throat were removed, and I balled them up and shoved them in my pocket to dispose of them in a fire.

By the time we were finished, it simply looked like Fish was readjusting the spiders and cobwebs, and an unfortunate accident caused him to get caught. The poor bastard was strangled to death with polyester cobwebs, and no one had been around to save him.

What a damn, damn shame.

“Hey, Grayson, are you there?” Samantha asked as Julia and I stepped away from our victim.

“Yeah, I’m here,” I replied. “Is everything okay?”

“Patrick’s dead, if that’s what you mean,” the sullen witch said. “Willow created a little fire inside an electrical socket which caused the circuit to blow. We were safe, and it didn’t affect the rest of the house, but now it looks like Patrick died due to an electric shock.”

“Fish accidentally strangled on the cobwebs in his room,” I replied. “Did you touch him at all?”

“No, not once,” Samantha said. “And we used our elbows to open and close the doors, so our prints won’t be on the fucker.”

“Neither will ours.” I gave her a lopsided grin. “We have to wait for Chrissy.”

“Well, that’s what I was going to tell you,” the witch added. “Chrissy has caught sight of him, and she’s slyly following him to his room right this second.”

My eyes widened as I looked over at Julia who was in the process of wiping the blood from her face. She scooped it all up with tissues she’d tucked into her bra, and she scanned the floor to make sure the blood hadn’t dropped anywhere.

I also had to make sure not to smudge my face paint anywhere, but it all seemed to be in place.

“Let’s go!” she said enthusiastically once the cleanup was over.

“The hallway is clear, so you’re free to leave the room,” Samantha told us.

I wasn’t sure if we had to do anything with the clear liquid Gnash gave my coven, but as it turned out, we only had to turn the handle. The door opened with a soft click, but it wasn’t two-way. Anyone who tried to open the door from the other side would have thought the lock was jammed.

The two of us slipped out of the room and closed the door behind us, and then we ran as far away from the room as possible.

“Chrissy’s coming,” Tasha whispered from the floor below.

Everyone turned their backs as Toby stormed up the stairs, but I kept watch to see where he went.

Chrissy silently slipped up the stairs behind him, and then she waved her hand at me to make me follow her.

“Go downstairs,” I told the others. “We’ll be down as soon as we can.”

“Please, be careful,” Julia whispered.

“I will.” I stroked her cheek with the back of my hand and then followed behind Chrissy.

“Are you okay?” I asked quietly.

“I think so…” Chrissy nodded.

Her breathing became deep and labored, but we were in too deep now.

Three men were dead in the house, and they were going to be found sooner rather than later.

And we couldn’t leave until Toby received the same ending.

We arrived at his room as his door swung closed. Chrissy and I slipped into the room, and we stood against the wall as Toby searched for something in his ensuite bathroom.

Like with Fish, he had no idea we were in the room with him.

His bedroom didn’t have a theme like the rooms downstairs, but it was covered in scary-looking clowns, bloody axes on the walls, and fake blood was poured all over his bed like someone had been murdered there.

It was quite fitting.

Because of the decorations, I couldn’t get a good look at the room, other than how big it was, but I did notice a balcony that overlooked the back of the house.

Fortunately, there was nothing going on in the backyard, so everyone was either in the front yard or downstairs.

Toby whistled a merry tune as he continued to search for something, and the anger and frustration already started to bubble up inside me. He’d murdered Chrissy Fry and then acted like he had no idea what happened and like he was the grieving boyfriend.

He’d ordered his friends to take part in the plan, and the four of them tortured the beautiful witch beside me. They received some sort of sick pleasure as they watched her squirm and heard her scream.

But even that wasn’t enough for them.

Because then they buried her alive in the middle of an abandoned country park.

Like they were simply taking out the trash.

Well, it was garbage day, so it was time to take out some trash of our own.

Chrissy checked to make sure the door was properly locked and bolted just as Toby left the bathroom.

“Alright, let’s– Whoa!” he coughed out a laugh as he saw us. “You guys scared the shit out of me.”

Toby was dressed up as a creepy, bloody clown, which suited the theme in his room.

But only the clown mask was going to be smiling by the time we were done with him.

“Can I help you guys with anything?” he asked.

“Take a seat, Toby.” I pointed toward the bed.

“What?” He frowned. “Why? Can’t you see I’ve got shit to do? I’ve got a party to run.”

“I’m sure the party can wait for now,” I replied. “Sit.”

The clown mask fell to the floor, but Toby refused to pick it up.

“Wait,” he said as realization washed over his face. “I know you. You were that fucker who punched me at a party a few weeks ago!”

Chrissy turned her head to look at me, but she kept quiet.

“I’ll tell you later,” I chuckled, then I looked back at the bloody clown. “Yes, that was me.”

“What the fuck are you doing here?” Toby asked. “You’re not even part of a fraternity! Poor, underprivileged bastards like you aren’t allowed in Sigma Gamma Delta!”

My fists clenched with anger, and I thought I was going to explode given how much my body trembled.

I knew Toby Michaels was a pretentious motherfucker, so it shouldn’t have shocked me that he thought little of those who lived in the dorms.

But it did, and it only made me hate him more.

I didn’t think that was possible until now.

Toby took a few steps forward, and I thought about everything he did to Chrissy that awful night and how guilty he was.

“Get the fuck out of my house before I throw you out!” he cried. “Do you even know who I am? Do you know the connections I have?”

I thought of nothing but how I wanted the fucker to suffer. I wanted him to experience everything Chrissy was forced to experience, except ten times worse.

I wanted to hold him there, make him suffer, and then only release him once he was good and dead. The feeling was unlike anything I’d ever felt before, and my entire body trembled with the urge to hold him down and press the life out of his veins.

My eyes began to glow red, and I thought my hands were going to go up in flames from the burning pressure that rushed through them. The sensations were overwhelming, but I was too focused on Toby to really pay attention to much else.

He continued to storm toward me.

But then he stopped.

He literally froze for a few seconds.

He didn’t blink, his fingers didn’t twitch, and he held himself with one leg out as he was about to take a step.

Fight, flight, fawn, or freeze.

Toby definitely froze.

“What the fuck?” I frowned. “That’s weird.”

Toby was like that for a second, but he recovered and continued to walk almost like nothing had happened.

But then he came to another halt as he noticed the red glow of my eyes.

Before he could question me on them, Chrissy cleared her throat, and Toby glanced over in her direction.

Right as she removed her mask and revealed herself.


Chapter 19

Toby stared at Chrissy for a long, agonizing moment before he broke the stare and looked back at me.

“What the fuck is this?” he asked with more venom in his voice than before. “That’s a low fucking blow dressing up as my dead ex-girlfriend for Halloween.”

Chrissy smothered her laughter with one hand.

At least she found some sort of amusement in everything.

Toby tried to walk around me to reach the door, but I put out a hand and halted his steps. To the left of me, Chrissy shook out her unruly brown hair, then she stepped behind me to face Toby.

“Dead ex-girlfriend?” she asked. “I never knew we gave each other titles. Wow, Tobias, maybe you did care for me.”

“W-W-What d-did you… c-call me?” his labored breathing was heard over the booming music from downstairs.

“You heard me,” Chrissy said sweetly. “My sweet Tobias.”

I knew Toby wasn’t going to go anywhere because the fear on his face had almost caused him to freeze again. That allowed me to remove my hand and turn around to face Chrissy.

“B-But…” Toby’s eyes widened, and it wouldn’t have surprised me if he crapped his pants, too. “N-No–”

“No one calls you Tobias anymore?” Chrissy tilted her head to the side and gave him an evil grin. “Is that what you were going to say?”

Chrissy linked her hands behind her back, and then she walked in slow circles around Toby and me.

I had to give it to the sweet, gentle witch. She could be fucking terrifying when she wanted to be.

“Hmm…” Chrissy frowned and tapped her chin. “If no one else knows about the nickname I gave you, then… How the hell do I know that?”

Toby gulped.

All of a sudden, Chrissy snapped.

“Maybe it’s because it’s really me, dumbass!” she cried as she threw her hands against his broad chest.

“But that’s…” Toby shook his head, but the fear never left his eyes. “That’s not possible.”

“Not possible?” she asked. “Why? Because you killed me?”

Surprisingly, Toby didn’t reply.

I decided to sit in the armchair in the corner of the room, and I braced my elbows on my knees as I watched the show play out. I had a front-row seat to the action, but I was also close enough to Chrissy that I could step in and help her if she needed it.

But this was her time to shine, and it was her revenge to seek.

“I could tell you everything,” Chrissy snarled. “I could tell you about the photo frame you gave me for Christmas a couple of years ago. But it wasn’t actually for me, was it? You bought that frame for someone else, probably another girl you were fucking at the time. But when you saw that I’d bought you a racket signed by your favorite tennis player, you cracked and gave the frame to me.”

Toby straightened his back, and he watched Chrissy with wary eyes. The expression on his face was a mix of confusion and fear. Almost like he didn’t want to believe everything Chrissy told him, but he couldn’t work out how she knew all of this information.

“A fucking photo frame, Toby?” Chrissy cried and smacked his chest again. “Did I really mean so little to you that you thought a cheap fucking photo frame for Christmas would suffice? You didn’t even put a photo inside it! And it wasn’t even for me! You probably thought I was too delusional to notice how you’d started writing someone else’s name on the tag, then scribbled it out and wrote mine. I don’t even know what I saw in you…”

Chrissy was letting out her heart, and I didn’t want to be the one to stop her.

But we didn’t have all the time in the world, and I knew someone was going to come looking for Toby soon.

“I-I… This…” Toby stuttered. “Th-this… This doesn’t make any sense! H-How… You… But you’re…”

“Dead?” Chrissy stepped up to him until her chest rested on his stomach. “Yes, Tobias, well done. Until recently, I was dead… You killed me. You and your friends put your dirty hands all over me! You tormented and abused me, then you buried me alive like the fucking coward you are! How the hell do you explain that?”

Toby edged closer toward the locked door, but Chrissy slowly turned herself around until she blocked his only way out.

But that didn’t mean he had no other options because he was stronger than Chrissy, so he could have overpowered her if he wanted to.

And that was when a plan came to mind.

“Hey,” I said into my microphone. “Do any of you have that liquid shit from Gnash?”

“I do, Master,” Julia replied.

“Good.” I grinned to myself. “Pour some over the handle and the lock from your side. It’ll stop Toby from opening the door from our side, right?”

“Grayson, you’re a genius!” Tasha laughed.

“I know, thank you.” I smirked.

“Okay, done,” Julia added. “Some of us are staying in the hallway, too, in case someone comes up to the room. The coast is clear right now.”

“Excellent, thank you,” I replied. “I’ll keep you all updated.”

In the time that I was talking to my coven, Chrissy had managed to push Toby further into the room. He was nearing his bloody bed, and every time Chrissy slammed her fists into his chest, the blond-haired fuck stumbled and almost lost his balance.

“Do you know how it feels?” Chrissy asked. “To be so thoroughly let down by someone you thought you could trust? To know the one person you ran to whenever things turned ugly was the same person who planned and executed your own murder? Because let me tell you, Tobias, it fucking sucks.”

Toby looked just as confused as before, but he also looked terrified. And he had every right to be.

Because, as Chrissy continued to scream and shout at Toby, she kept her arms by her side and twisted her hands around in circles. The electricity in my hands was a major giveaway that she was channeling her gift. But I had no idea what she was doing until leafy green vines started to coil out from her palms.

“What the hell?” Toby asked.

And he wasn’t the only one questioning everything they saw.

I knew Chrissy could create and summon plants because I’d seen it when she created the snipping of belladonna in the kitchen. But the creation of the vines was a whole different level of power.

Chrissy said she’d been working on something while my coven and I were out of the house, and this must have been what she meant.

“You’re fucking crazy!” Toby cried, and then he took off running toward the bedroom door.

Just as I stood up to intercept him, a green vine coiled through the air like a serpent. It wrapped itself around Toby’s neck just as his fingers grazed the door handle, and his eyes bulged as the vine squeezed tighter and tighter.

Toby clawed away at the vines, and he attempted to stick two fingers in between the plant and his throat, but nothing seemed to work. Then, as Chrissy pulled her left hand back, the vine hauled Toby across the room until he was back at his bed again.

The vines weren’t even attached to anything. They simply floated in the air, almost like there was an invisible connection between them and Chrissy’s hands.

The fucker fell to the floor as he gasped and struggled for breath. But I barely heard his fall, so I knew no one downstairs would have heard a thing over the excess of party noise.

I leaned back in the seat as Chrissy commanded the vines with nothing but her hands and vengeful mind.

More vines wrapped themselves around Toby’s wrists, and it wasn’t long before he was dangling in the air like a puppet on a string.

If we had the time, we totally could have had some fun with Chrissy’s powerful gift. But we were more interested in killing Toby and getting the hell out of the house.

The man in question tried to reach for the vines, and even for Chrissy, but the plants kept his arms in place. He tried to suck down as much air as possible, but the slow and deadly suffocation stopped him from taking in any air.

His eyes bulged from the pressure, his skin turned purple, and his lips were blue exactly like Fish’s. Toby glanced over at me several times, and it looked like he was trying to plead with me.

But I crossed my arms and watched him suffer.

“You should have thought twice before you tried to fuck with me!” Chrissy cried as she threw her arms out to the side.

Toby was lifted higher, and his arms were stretched further and further behind his back. I was almost certain they were going to snap.

“You should have thought about what you were doing before you messed with a coven of witches!” Chrissy snarled. “But you’ll soon be gone just like your friends. You won’t be able to hurt anyone ever again, and at least I’ll be the only one who has to live with the horrific memories you created for me.”

Chrissy dropped her arms, and that caused Toby’s arms to fall, too. The vines were still wrapped tightly around his neck, but from the way Toby’s head drooped toward his chest, I knew he was seconds away from passing out. Or possibly even death.

Chrissy crossed her arms together to make an X-shape, and then she let out a loud cry as she threw her arms to the side again.

“Aaaaargh!” Her head lolled back.

Chrissy repeated the move one more time, and I happened to be watching as the vines twisted Toby’s head to the side. A sharp, swift crack pulsed around the room, and Toby’s head dropped forward at an unnatural angle on his broken neck.

“Oh, my god,” I whispered.

Chrissy dropped her connection with the vines, and Toby slumped to the floor like a puppet whose strings had been cut.

The witch stared down at the floor, and her chest rose and fell as she took deep, steadying breaths. With a click of her fingers, the vines vanished into thin air. Almost like they were never there in the first place.

“Grayson?” Julia asked through the earpiece. “Grayson, can you hear me?”

I hadn’t even noticed someone had been calling my name until that moment.

“Sorry, hi,” I replied.

“Are you okay?” Julia asked. “What’s going on?”

“Toby’s, um…” I swallowed loudly. “He’s dead. They’re all dead.”

“Is Chrissy okay?” Samantha asked.

“She’s…” I glanced over at the witch in question. “She will be okay. Let us… Let us sort this out, and then we can talk.”

I stayed quiet as I walked over to Chrissy, and as I placed a hand on the small of her back, the witch let out a loud sob.

“Hey, it’s okay,” I hushed her and pulled her close.

Chrissy pressed her face against me and pulled at my Satan costume with tight fists. My red waistcoat soaked up her tears, and I simply held her until she was ready to let go.

“He’s… really gone,” she mumbled. “He’s gone.”

“He’s gone.” I nodded. “Toby can’t hurt you anymore. And neither can his friends. They’ll never hurt anyone else.”

Then I realized Chrissy wasn’t crying because she was scared or sad. She was crying out of relief. This pathetic excuse of a man had tortured her for hours, along with his friends, and then buried her alive. Chrissy risked seeing his face every day, and she’d seen his face at the recent Halloween parties.

But Toby was gone. David Fisher, Patrick Rice, and Richie Murphy were gone.

And there was no way in hell I was going to use The Cursed Compendium to bring them back to life again.

They were going to rot in the ground like they deserved like they’d done to Chrissy.

She held onto me for no longer than a minute. I got the feeling she wanted to stay there longer, but we didn’t have time for that.

We had to rearrange Toby’s body and slip out of the room before anyone came knocking.

Everyone knew of Toby Michaels, so the entire house would quickly notice if he hadn’t been seen for a while.

“How do we do this?” I asked as I glanced around the room. “Unless we go with the suicide route and hang him from the pull-up bar, I can’t think of any other way to hide his murder.”

“Well…” Chrissy crouched down beside Toby. “I do have something that might help us.”

The witch reached into her bra and pulled out another glass jar, similar to the one I’d seen before. There was another clear liquid inside, but this liquid had an iridescent sparkle to it.

“That’s not for locking the door?” I asked.

“No.” Chrissy smiled. “It’s a serum Gnash uses to remove marks from her… deliveries before she harvests their organs. This will remove the strangulation marks from around his neck, and his wrists, too. If we want to remove them, that is.”

“Umm…” I frowned. “But what about the damage to his throat? An autopsy would show all the damage.”

“I’m not sure there’s much we can do about that,” Chrissy sighed. “But I do have another idea. What if we apply the locking serum to the door, so it’ll be bolted from both sides? Then we could try and make it look like Toby was left with no choice but to climb down from his balcony–”

“But he unfortunately slipped and fell.” I smirked. “The height of the fall, as well as his weight, caused his neck to snap. Damn.”

“Damn, indeed.” The witch nodded.

“But how do we drop him and leave the room without anyone noticing?” I asked.

“Umm…” Chrissy pursed her lips.

“And will the locking system dissolve over time?” I queried.

“It will,” she said confidently. “According to Tasha, the serum will dissolve in a couple of hours.”

“Okay…” I nodded as I tried desperately to think of how we were going to drop Toby without anyone noticing.

I glanced around the room, almost like something was going to magically appear in front of me.

But then an idea hit me.

“What about your vines,” I said as I crouched down beside Chrissy. “Can you control them even if you’re not in the room?”

“Yes,” she replied. “I just have to hold my connection with them for as long as I need to.”

“Okay.” I smiled. “In that case, what if we use the vines to keep Toby in place over the balcony? Or wherever. Then we’ll climb down the balcony ourselves and slip back into the house, and once we’re out of sight, you can remove the vines. They’ll vanish, Toby will fall, and hopefully, that’ll be the end of it.”

Chrissy’s eyes widened, and then a small, lopsided smile curled across her lips.

“That could work,” she said. “We’ll have to make sure no one sees us climbing down, or slipping back in. But if all goes to plan, there won’t be any trace of the vines once I end my connection with him.”

“I hope you don’t mind me interrupting,” Tasha said through the earpiece. “But I’m in the backyard right now, and it’s currently empty. All of the curtains that look out onto the backyard are closed, so if you go now, or soon, no one will see you.”

“Excellent.” I grinned before I replayed the message over to Chrissy.

“There’s a gate at the side of the house,” Chrissy added. “We should be able to sneak through there if it’s unlocked.”

“Then that’s what we need to do.” I nodded.

Samantha spoke up next, and she said she’d stay outside the bedroom with Willow. Julia was going to go back downstairs to join the others, and Samantha and Willow would join them as soon as we climbed down from the balcony.

Once that plan was in place, we spent a couple of minutes getting everything into position.

Chrissy had some of the locking serum with her, so she was able to secure the bedroom door from the inside, and I moved Toby across the room toward the balcony. We both decided that none of Chrissy’s DNA should be found on Toby, so that left me to do all the work myself.

Toby was several inches taller than me, and he was practically made of muscle. But with my hands under his arms, I was able to shuffle him toward the doors.

As soon as Chrissy had finished with the door, she picked her mask up from the floor and slipped it back over her face to cover her identity.

Once everything was in position, Chrissy created some more vines. The green plants looped themselves around Toby’s ankles and dangled him upside down, and Chrissy kept them in place as we looked for a way down.

“The trellis,” I whispered as I pointed over the side of the balcony. “We’ll use that as a ladder. But be very careful. I’m not sure how much weight it can hold.”

Chrissy looked like she barely weighed a thing, but it all added up if we both climbed down at the same time.

“Actually, I’ll go first,” I said a moment later. “I’ll assist you down once I’m at the bottom.”

“Okay.” She nodded. “But, umm… Please, be careful.”

“I will.” I smiled. “You, too.”

Julia and Tasha called out for me to be careful through the earpieces, and I reassured everyone I was going to be okay.

My legs began to shake as I sat on the edge of the balcony and slipped my legs over the ledge. There wasn’t much to hold onto, and there was only enough space on the ledge for my toes, but with the door thoroughly locked, this was the only way out.

We had to leave now before we were caught with a dead body. The drop terrified me, but I would grin and bear it.

My fingers curled around the loops of the trellis, and the sharp, rough wood was uncomfortable against my skin, but not enough to break the surface. However, as soon as my feet were in position, I started my descent.

“That’s it, Master,” Tasha whispered. “Just take it one step at a time. The backyard is still clear, too.”

Tasha continued to encourage me as I made my way down the wall. She told me there were about two or three feet between the end of the trellis and the ground, but she informed me when I reached the end.

“Just do it,” I mumbled to myself. “Just jump.”

I hesitated for a short second, and then I pushed off the wall.

I stumbled a bit as I landed, and I fell to my knees when my legs couldn’t hold themselves, but at least I made it without injuring myself.

I motioned for Chrissy to go once I’d brushed off my knees. She hesitated, too, but it wasn’t long before she started her own descent. It must have been at least a twenty-foot climb, maybe even more than that.

That meant Toby would have “fallen” about twenty feet, and I hoped it was enough to break someone’s neck.

But there were other things to consider. It had only been ten minutes since he died, but I was still concerned an autopsy would reveal his crushed trachea. However, there wasn’t an awful lot we could do about that, and I hoped the crash landing, head-first into the ground would be reason enough for such damage.

After all, there was no way of officially knowing we were at the party. The sorority sisters didn’t have to sign a form to say they were going to be there, and we were all in costume, so I hoped no one recognized us.

However, that was something we could think about another day if we had to.

Right now, we had to get out of there.

I looked up to find Chrissy, and she was already more than halfway down.

“That’s it,” I whispered up to Chrissy. “You’re nearing the end of the trellis now.”

Chrissy glanced over her shoulder, and then she pressed herself against the wall as she took the last few steps.

As soon as she neared the drop, I stepped forward and held out my arms to catch her if I needed to. But Chrissy was strong, and confident with her abilities, and she made the jump without any issues.

“Ooooh, my god,” she whispered as she looked up at the balcony.

“Are you okay?” I asked with my hands on her shoulders.

“Y-Yeah,” she said with a shaky nod. “Let’s just… Let’s go.”

Chrissy tightened her hands into fists, then she brought them down to her side which caused the vines to lift Toby up. The tennis player dangled with his feet in the air and his head pointed directly toward the ground, and it briefly reminded me of when huge fish are hung up on display for everyone to see.

But unlike the giant tuna, Toby had needed to die.

Chrissy controlled the vines until Toby was several feet above the balcony. Any minute now, he was going to fall head-first into the ground, and that would have been enough to kill anyone.

“Okay, let’s go, guys,” Tasha informed the others through the earpiece. “We’ll meet you in the front yard.”

Once Chrissy was confident with her connection, we raced toward the side gate and slipped into the shadows. My hands felt like they were on fire from the amount of energy Chrissy was using, but I had other things to think about.

As we passed the creepy doll girl with her machete, Chrissy, Tasha, and I casually made our way down the road.

Mo, Robyn, Fiona, Samantha, Julia, and Willow joined us a moment later. Fiona acted like she’d had too much to drink, Julia cheered and skipped down the road with Mo, and Samantha, Robyn, and Willow laughed.

Anyone who saw us would have thought we’d thoroughly enjoyed ourselves at the Halloween party. They certainly wouldn’t think we’d just committed four murders.

“Holy shit,” I said as it hit me. “We just did that.”

“Yes, we did,” Chrissy whispered.

“I’ve become a person I hear about in my podcasts,” I mumbled in amazement.

“But there’s a difference between them and you,” Chrissy reassured me. “They killed me first. And we couldn’t let them get away with that.”

Everyone around us agreed with her, and I told them that even though it freaked me out slightly, I didn’t regret what we’d done. There was a strong sense in my chest of justice having been served that made everything seem right.

“Now… shall I let go?” Chrissy nodded down at her hands that were still clenched in fists.

“Will you know if the vines have vanished?” Fiona asked.

“Oh, yeah.” Chrissy nodded. “It feels like I’m actually holding them right now, so that’ll clear as soon as the vines vanish.”

We were ten minutes away from the house, so that felt like the right time to release the vines. Everyone else nodded their heads, too, and we crowded around Chrissy as she dropped the connection.

The witch lifted her fists up to her chest, let out a deep breath, and then pushed her hands away as she uncurled her fingers. It was strange to think that ten minutes back in the direction we came from, Toby Michaels was falling to his “death.”

The electricity in my hands vanished, so I assumed it was the same with Chrissy.

“That’s the final stage complete,” Samantha sighed. “Shall we… go home?”

“I want to go home,” Willow mumbled.

“Me, too.” Julia nodded.

No one said a word as we continued walking. I felt better as soon as we reached Rho Alpha Theta, but I still needed some time to clear my head, and I imagined it was going to stay that way for a couple of days.

“How about we go for another walk?” Chrissy suggested.

“I…” I thought for a second. “Actually, yeah, that sounds really good.”

I gave Robyn, Julia, and Tasha quick kisses, and I told them we wouldn’t be too long.

Robyn was happy to stay with the others, and they all just needed to rest after the night we’d had.

Chrissy and I wandered in the direction of Iota Delta, and then we crossed the road and entered the park like we had during our last evening walk.

We shared brief conversations, and we discussed everything and nothing, but we didn’t say a word about Toby, his friends, or even the Halloween party.

However, as our mundane conversations continued, I realized we’d walked toward the bridge and the deadly, suicide stream. We hadn’t planned to go there, it simply ended up that way.

“Tonight was strange,” Chrissy said as we peered over the bridge.

“It was,” I agreed. “Are you okay?”

Chrissy leaned forward on her elbows, and then she looked over her shoulder at me.

“Yeah.” She nodded. “I think I’m okay. I’m just… It needed to happen, you know?”

“I know.” I gave her the biggest smile I could muster. “Also, what the hell was that in Toby’s room? Did he actually freeze back there?”

“Oh, my god, yeah, I completely forgot,” the witch replied. “That was the strangest thing. He just… He was solid for a second before he melted.”

“I know.” I shook my head.

“Maybe that’s your gift?” She shrugged.

“What?” I asked. “Freezing someone?”

“Maybe,” Chrissy replied. “You know, like how people can’t run from the devil? Maybe you can literally freeze them so they can’t run from you?”

That would be some of the craziest shit, but I was used to that by now.

All of a sudden, before we could say anything else, tendrils of smoke began to float around us.

“What the hell?” I asked as I sniffed the air. “Has someone started a fire? Because I can’t smell any smoke…”

“Holy shit!” Chrissy cried as she pointed to the stream.

It wasn’t until I looked across the water that I noticed the three ghostly figures who’d appeared in front of us.

All three of them held their hands crossed over their stomachs, and they gave us gentle smiles as they drifted in the breeze. They were all wearing the clothes they died in, which looked to be pants and t-shirts, and their long hair floated over their shoulders.

“Three ghosts, three suicides…” Chrissy mumbled. “Are these the three widows?”

I really wished I could communicate with the ghosts, that would have made things so much easier. But they couldn’t talk, they could only move their bodies.

But the more I stared at them, the more I thought I recognized them.

“They look familiar,” I said as I glanced at the lady in the middle.

Fortunately, I still had my phone in my pocket, and a quick Google search gave me the article about the women who’d killed themselves in the stream.

A picture of the two friends appeared first. The ones who died seven years ago.

“Is this you?” I pointed to the phone.

The woman in the middle and the one on the right nodded their heads.

The picture of the two friends caused my heart to break. Their happy smiles made it look like they were in a good place when the picture was taken, and I hoped it wasn’t too long after that, that their world fell apart.

A picture of the third woman, who died nine years ago, appeared as I scrolled down the page.

“And this is you?” I asked her.

The woman nodded.

She looked a little bit older than the other two, maybe by about six or seven years. But she also had a pleasant smile on her face, and her brown hair had been styled back for the picture.

“Um, Grayson…” Chrissy said quietly as she pointed to my phone. “Did you see this?”

“See what?” I asked, but I caught on instantly as soon as I looked at the article. “Ffffffuck.”

“Yep…” Chrissy sighed.

The article included how all three women were friends with Chief Michaels. It stated how he visited the women regularly after their husbands died, especially as he’d just lost his wife, so he understood their pain.

“You were friends with Chief Michaels?” I asked the ghosts.

The ghosts looked at each other, then they turned back to look at me as they shook their heads.

Their smiles had vanished, too, and had been replaced with looks of uncontrollable anger.

A feeling of dread washed over me.

And right as the feeling settled, the faint sound of sirens was heard in the distance.

“Do you think…” Chrissy looked up at me. “Are those sirens headed for Sigma Gamma Delta?”

“It would surprise me if they weren’t,” I mumbled.

But for once, Toby and his friends were the least of my worries.

Because we may have dealt with them, and they weren’t going to return again.

However, we still had to deal with the chief, and that was going to be a fuck-ton more difficult.

End of Book 4
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