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Chapter One: Broken Bonds
 
I stood outside the cream tent with my hand grabbing at the side of my sweat pants. I had just finished my morning run and was panting, but my rapid heartbeat was from my growing anxiety. It was hard to enter the tent and face her after everything that’s happened. After the hunting and the separating of my family, how could I go in and simply talk?
She was one of them. 
But she wasn’t the one who attacked us, I thought. She never even wanted to be a part of that life. 
I sighed, remembering the days that Triana and I stayed at Alaina Jones’ orphanage. It was nice, and if we were normal humans then we probably would’ve formed a happy little family there. Ms. Jones would be like our mother, Triana and I already had an inseparable bond, and me and Felix would…
My cheeks warmed, but when I spotted movement between the opening of the tent, I remembered why I had come here and straightened my shoulders. With one deep breath, I raised my hand and hesitantly moved the curtain-like tent door away, then stepped inside. 
Looking around, I noticed that I was in the Tent of Healing. On the outside, the tent seemed small, but inside it was large and spaced out, like a hospital with one floor and no separate rooms. Usually, they weren’t so big, but because of the hunter attacks and forthcoming war, they made sure that there was enough room for everyone. If everyone just so happened to get injured at the same time, of course. 
I turned to my left to find rows and columns of healing beds. They were similar to hospital beds and could almost be mistaken as one if they weren’t floating a few feet over the ground with swirling blue and yellow healing magic beneath it. All it took was for someone to lie in one of those beds for their injuries to heal. How long the healing took was all up to the severity of the injury. 
 Turning to the woman in front of me, I spotted Ms. Jones sitting beside the Hunter Prince’s bed. She was facing me with her tired eyes focused on his unmoving body, and she looked pale. Ever since they had arrived, she had been tending to him, even after a medical team reassured her that he would be alright. 
I didn’t understand why she was so attached to him after hearing her story of how she met the prince. Especially since they didn’t even know each other, but then I remembered how she helped Triana and I after Felix brought us in. She instantly helped us that day, and then protected us when Beatrice and her hunters came after us. 
Ms. Jones was just a kind-hearted person. 
I took in a deep breath, wondering how Felix’s talk went with Ms. Jones. He spoke to her the day after she arrived but never discussed anything with me. I thought that he would had said something by now but had to remember that he and Ms. Jones had a long history together. She practically took part in raising him, but the day he found out about her true identity, he had forgotten her kindness and only saw what was in front of him. I wondered what he thought of her now. 
“M―Ms. Jones?” I said before clearing my throat. 
Ms. Jones slowly moved her eyes up to mine and I thought that I saw a flash of anger, but then they immediately softened at her recognition of me. “Raven,” she said in almost a whisper. I could tell that she hadn’t slept in days by the way she sat in her chair with her elbows on her knees and her fingers clasped together. Her shoulders slouched, her eyes had dark circles under them, and her hair was wildly hanging down the sides of her face. 
“Are you okay?” I blurted, worriedly. “You look as if you haven’t slept.”
Ms. Jones chuckled and removed her black rimmed glasses. “I haven’t. Been too worried about looking after this guy.”
I looked down at the hunter in our witch made healing beds and frowned, but then I sighed. He was one of the good guys, right? I shouldn’t resent him just like I shouldn’t resent Ms. Jones. They didn’t ask to be born as hunters. Only difference between him and her was that he’s hunted witches and probably even killed a few. 
“You know, you don’t have to worry,” I said as I walked towards her. “These beds monitor everything. His heart rate, his bladder, his hunger―everything. He’ll be even better than you last left him after getting a good night’s rest.”
Ms. Jones forced a smile. “I’m not worried about his recovery. He and I are the only full-blooded hunters here, and with everything that’s going on, I can’t leave him alone and unguarded. There’s a lot of hate for our kind here even though we want to help. Some think we’ll betray you all, and others…well, they just hate us.”
I nodded, recalling the talk I’ve been hearing over the last few days. No one was willing to do anything violent, but there wasn’t one positive word spoken about the hunters on our ground. I didn’t even want to recall the hateful things I’ve heard others saying since their arrival. 
“They just…need some time. Hunters have destroyed our way of living and families, so the thought of good hunters doesn’t sit right with everyone else. They’d rather believe that you were all heartless killers. Not allies.”
Ms. Jones nodded. “I completely understand, which is why I have to protect young Cas here. Besides,” she smiled. “I think he and Beatrice are close, and I couldn’t bear to see her heartbroken.”
I frowned at the sound of Beatrice’s name. She and her brother had chased us away from the orphanage with her hunter friends, then I learned that she let them take Ms. Jones prisoner. 
I frowned. Ms. Jones really has a big heart. That’s for sure. 
“Don’t be upset with her. Most of her life she had been with the hunters and neglected the witch inside of her.  Now she understands who she is and wants to help.”
I sighed and gazed down at Cas. “Sure.” 
“You may not see it now, but the two of you have a lot in common. I believe that eventually, you’ll both find common ground.”
I gave a slow nod, withholding from rolling my eyes. “Yeah,” I said with much lack of enthusiasm. 
Stop being a dick. You came in here to mend your relationship, didn’t you? I thought to myself. 
Looking into Ms. Jones’ eyes, I found that they were still as soft as they used to be, but with a look of knowing. Like she had seen things that I couldn’t imagine, or maybe even like she was just tired of it all. Her rough appearance wasn’t helping on account that I was used to her elegant pencil skirts and neat hair buns. It was hard to decipher what kind of person she was now. Was she really elegant and sophisticated Alaina Jones anymore, or had she developed into someone else?
Not knowing any other way to find out the answer to my question, I just asked. “Ms. Jones…who are you?” 
Ms. Jones stared back at me through all knowing eyes before slightly smiling. “Who do you think I am, Raven?”
I shrugged, averting my eyes. “I don’t know. Seems like you changed.”
“Seems the same for you,” she immediately replied. When I turned back to her, her smile had somewhat faded. “You and your sister are stronger than when I first met you, and with strength comes more confidence. So, you seem different too. Time does that to people, because within that time, things may happen that may call for another part of you to surface.” 
“Oh…” I exhaled, suddenly feeling like the biggest idiot in the world. 
“So? Who do you think I am?” Ms. Jones asked again. 
I chewed on my lower lip, still seeing the woman I first met beneath the rough surface. “Ms. Jones?”
Ms. Jones chuckled. “Damn straight. I’m still Ms. Alaina Jones.”
My eyes slightly widened in amusement at the sound of Ms. Jones cursing, then a smile formed over my lips. “Yeah, you are.” I looked over my shoulder and noticed that the morning sun had brightened through the opening of the tent. “Well, looks like I have to get going. Training soon.”
“Okay, have a good day, Raven,” she said softly. 
I nodded to Ms. Jones before turning around and walking towards the exit. 
“Come visit again. I’ve missed you. You, Triana…and Felix.”
My heart ached at the thought of Felix’s and Ms. Jones cracked relationship and hoped that they mended it soon. The two of them deserved it. “I will. Don’t worry.” I stopped by the exit and held open the right side of the tent with my forearm. “You should get some rest, Ms. Jones. No one here will hurt you or Cas. I promise. We need as many people on our side as we can get.” 
Ms. Jones nodded before dropping her eyes down to Cas. 
Sucking in my lips, I turned around and was about to walk out when I nearly stepped right into Beatrice. 
“O ― oh,” was all I could seem to get out.  
Beatrice glared at me through brown eyes, but her expression remained blank. She and I hadn’t talked since she arrived at our new hidden dimension. We didn’t really have the best reunion, and I had nearly killed her before she even had the chance to explain everything. My assault ― Well, what I did ― wasn’t intentional. I was barely even aware of my power until it was used, and it wasn’t something that I could necessarily practice unless I wanted to kill someone or something. 
I still remembered the fear that I felt after what I’d done. All I did was touch her, and for a moment, everything went sideways. Even though I saw Beatrice as the enemy, I never wanted to kill her. 
Cristania had been instructed to train me on using a broomstick that day. I had spent some time practicing on my own but was told that I needed someone with more experience to instruct me, so they gave me my worst enemy and biggest rival. 
Cristania and I never got along, so when it was time for me to fly with her on the back of my broom, I couldn’t fully concentrate on keeping balanced. Using my powers was already hard enough, and they expected me to use them better with Cristania as my instructor? That was the worst idea ever. 
We ended up crashing in the middle of the woods and I had managed to roll right into Beatrice, who stood side by side with her brother, Bradly. 
Confused, familiar brown eyes bore down on me as I took in Beatrice’s features. Skinny pale face ― not as pale as I remembered and slightly fuller ― neck length black hair, only slightly longer, and a familiar frown that I wasn’t all too fond of. 
I frowned. “You.”
Beatrice’s eyebrows furrowed. “You?”
“Crap,” Bradly said. 
 



Chapter Two: The Arrival
 
I jumped to my feet and backed away with a scowl on my face. “What ― How the hell are you here?” 
Triana steadied herself on the ground beside me and hopped off her broomstick. “Bradly?” Her voice was more surprised in comparison to my angry tone, reminding me of how innocent my little sister was. She knew that they were the enemy, but clearly didn’t see them as one at the time. If anything, she was just curious as to why they were here. “What are you doing here?”
Bradly looked up at Beatrice. “What do we do?” he whispered right in front of me. 
I rolled my eyes and was about to speak when Cristania marched up beside me. “What the hell are hunters doing here?”
Bradly snapped back to me and Cristania. “No, we aren’t hunters any―”
“We need your help,” Beatrice said. “Our friend is injured.”
My eyebrows furrowed, and I leaned forward. “You what? You really think any of us would help a hunter? You’re murder―”
“Look! We don’t have time for this,” Beatrice snapped. “My friend is dying.”
Clenching my teeth, I balled my fists. “You hunt and kill my people and think that I give a damn about your friend? What are you doing here!?”
Daggers appeared in Beatrice’s hands. “We don’t have time. We need to find help, and I will cut through you if I have to.”
The two of us glared at each other in silence before I noticed a shift in the air. Cristania noticed it as well, and I caught her glance over at Triana in question. There was no doubt that this magical energy was coming from her, but I didn’t understand how. She was still too young to have this kind of strength and only used it in matters of emergency, like for say, a hunter attack. 
Beatrice only glanced at Triana before suddenly expelling the same powerful energy. Magical energy.  
I wasn’t sure what got into me then, but the thought of this hunter having anything to do with magic infuriated me. It was almost as if she didn’t deserve whatever was going on with her, and she probably stole whatever magic she had. I didn’t know how, but at the time, I was sure of it. 
Snarling, I leapt after her and threw a hard punch to her cheek. She didn’t see it coming because in a split second I had teleported directly in front of her and caught her off guard. 
My teleportation may not have been intentional, but it was helpful in giving me the upper hand. Too bad it only lasted for so long. 
Beatrice was a trained hunter and skilled in combat. Most of them were. With barely even a faltering reaction from my blow, she thrust her dagger at my lower stomach, but upon impact all I felt was her fist twist into my gut. 
“Raven!” Triana squealed. 
“Hey, guys! We shouldn’t be fighting!” I heard Bradly yell, but as I rose with an uppercut aimed for Beatrice’s chin, I blocked everyone around me out. 
Beatrice saw my blow coming and swiftly dodged back, then returned fists of fury at my face, stomach, and chest. I barely even saw the punches coming before I found myself dazed and falling backwards. 
I couldn’t figure out if it was the blow to the chin or my left eye that left me feeling dizzy, but as I fell backwards, I grabbed onto Beatrice’s wrist with my left hand. In an instant, power surged through me like lightning, causing my vision to blur with a bright blinding light burning my eyes. Energy rapidly pulled into me, filling my lungs, my blood, and muscles. In only a few seconds, it had become more power than I could bear, and I let Beatrice go, then dropped to the ground. 
Surprisingly, Beatrice fell beside me with a thud. 
“Raven!” Triana’s voice echoed as she ran over to my side. 
When I turned my head, I saw that Bradly was beside Beatrice screaming in a panic. Time moved slow as he shook her with tears filling his eyes, and when she didn’t move, vacantly staring up into the sky with her lips parted, rageful flames burst over his hands. 
“Raven? Listen to me…” I heard Cristania echo. 
Did I kill her? I wondered. Panic shot through me at the thought, and I swallowed. 
Beatrice wasn’t moving. She wasn’t even blinking. All she did was stare up at the sky through dull eyes. 
No, I’m not a killer.

Coming back to my senses, I shot into a sitting position and rolled over to my knees, then I examined Beatrice’s very still body. I knew that I had done something to her, but I wasn’t exactly sure what. All I could think of was to examine the place I grabbed her last, which was her wrist. 
“What did you do?” Cristania asked in disgust. 
Bradly sniffled, his flames growing hot around his fists. I couldn’t even think about how he was able to do that as I analyzed the purple bruise around Beatrice’s wrist. Stretching from the bruise were black veins that stopped at the bend of her inner arm, and I wondered how I caused this without knowing it. 
“You killed her,” Bradly cried. 
My eyes widened. “N ― no I didn’t,” I panted. “No.”
“Watch out,” Cristania said, kneeling beside me. She took Beatrice’s wrist in one hand and hovered her other hand over the bruises. “I don’t know how, but these hunters have magic. We can use them for interrogation and learn their plans.”
“We don’t have any plans,” Bradly snapped. “We came here for help. We left the hunters.”
Cristania’s hovering hand formed a white light beneath it, healing Beatrice and causing the black veins to slither back towards her wrist. 
“He’s telling the truth,” Triana said from behind me. “I can tell.”
I sighed, realizing that I couldn’t fight them now. Triana had a way of telling when people were lying and telling the truth. It was simply one of the abilities she had developed since arriving here. Something about a magical intuition practice that she studied with our uncle. 
After a few minutes of healing, Beatrice blinked, followed by a deep inhalation of air. When she turned to Cristania, she snatched her wrist away and jumped to her feet, nearly stumbling into Bradly.
I slowly stood tall. “I didn’t mean to do that.”
Beatrice was panting with sweat beads now rolling down the sides of her face. “What did you do to me?”
I shook my head. “I don’t…know. I didn’t mean to.”
When she took a step towards me, Bradly grabbed her arm and held her back. “No, they just saved you.”
“They just tried to kill me.”
Bradly sniffled. “Think about Cas.”
A realization caused Beatrice’s eyes to widen as she turned to Cristania. “I have a friend who’s injured. Can you heal him? Ms. Jones is watching over him while we look for help.”
“Ms. Jones?” Traina blurted in near excitement.
Cristania stood tall. “Sure. The more to interrogate, the better.”
Beatrice’s eyelids lowered into a squint, but she didn’t respond. Instead, she started jogging in the opposite direction. “Come on, this way!”
Triana, Cristania, and I all looked at each other before going into a steady jog after her. 
 
The Masters of Magic
 
The hunters’ treatment after healing Cas and bringing them to the camp was necessary and yet, unfair. I had completely forgotten of how I treated them as I watched high Witches and Wizards bound their arms behind their backs and lead them away. 
Triana tried explaining that they weren’t our enemies, but no one besides our Uncle Sam would listen. They had bound the wounded hunter in his sleep before hauling him off to medical, then dragged the other hunters away from us. 
I couldn’t help but stare at Ms. Jones as she was yanked away with an exhausted look on her face. She also didn’t seem as I remembered with her rough attire and hair, but her eyes still held the defiant strength that I remembered, only before it was a little less defiant. She had no reason to be that way back then. 
As they were pulled away, in a distance I noticed Beatrice glance back at me. Her eyes told me that she was boiling with anger, but I also saw something else in them. It was as if she were checking to see if a monster was following her. 
And that monster was me. 
 



Chapter Three: What Is to Come
 
I blinked, coming back to reality as I stared at Beatrice standing across from me.
“Hey,” I started. 
Beatrice deeply inhaled as she straightened her shoulders and didn’t utter a word. 
“I…just wanted to let you know that we’re starting a new training schedule tomorrow,” I said. 
Beatrice only stared. 
“Since you’re part witch, you’re supposed to be training with us.”
“Samuel already informed me,” she said, brushing by without another word. 
I clenched my teeth and took in a deep, aggravated breath. Didn’t she notice that I was trying to be friendly? She was just as rude as when we were back at the orphanage, only then, she hated witches and wizards. Now, she just hated me.
“Screw her,” I whispered under my breath as I walked away. 
I went to the far side of the camp where breakfast was being served in the outside seating area. Colorful benches filled the area under a large white Gazebo, and at the end of it was where there was a line for the buffet. 
Once in line, my mind was temporarily distracted by the smell of bagels, oatmeal, eggs, syrup, fruit, and more. This was practically my favorite part of the day just because I loved breakfast food. There was just something rewarding about going on a run only to wind down with a hot morning meal. 
When I finally had my plate, I held it out for the servers to fill with sweet colorful foods. It was my Uncle Sam that filled half of it with fruit and by the end of the day I was expecting him to fill half my plate with vegetables. 
“Good morning, Raven.” He smiled. 
I smiled back. “Good morning, Uncle Sam.”
“How was your run? Getting any faster?”
“My time was cut down by thirty seconds. I plan on beating it by another thirty tomorrow morning.”
Uncle Sam nodded in approval. “You’re getting stronger. That’s good.” 
When my uncle finished filling my plate, I stood by the side of the serving table. “I’d like to think so, but I can still barely use my powers. I can barely even teleport unless I’m in immediate danger.”
Uncle Sam chuckled. “Don’t worry. It took me years to even use my magic decently. You’ll get it down, Raven.”
“In time? There is a war coming, right?”
Uncle Sam’s smile slightly faded. “Like I said, don’t worry. Your new training will help speed up the process.” 
I nodded, then tucked a few strands of my cyan blue hair behind my ear. “Thank you for breakfast.”
“Any time, Niece,” he said before turning back to the next person. 
I turned with a sigh and walked from under the gazebo and into the morning light where I spotted Felix, Triana, and Cristania sitting at the top of a hill. It first started out as a place for Triana and I to eat breakfast, but then the rest of our group joined us every day. 
I was happy that around dinner time, Felix and I got to sit there alone together. It seemed to be the only time that it could just be me and him, and with rising feelings, I enjoyed our alone time.
Ever since we arrived at the camp, Felix and I had grown closer. I did my best not to be too obvious with my feelings, but every now and then with a simple touch or smile, I was a dead giveaway. Felix never complained though, which was fine by me. I really didn’t need the embarrassment of being rejected. 
Triana looked back at me with a bagel in her mouth and widening excited eyes. 
My chest warmed at the sight of her, as it does every morning. She was so innocent and adorable that it was hard not to soften around her. It had been me and my sister from the beginning, and it’ll be she and I until the end ― with new companions of course. 
I climbed to the hill and sat down next to Felix who had just bitten into a bright red apple. After chewing, he smiled. “Good morning.”
“Hey Fee,” I said, using the nickname that I made for him. 
Triana leaned forward to look across him and at me. “I saw you running this morning. Looks like you beat your time today.”
I rolled my eyes with a chuckle. “How do you know? Intuition?”
Cristania snorted beside me. “No. We spotted you smiling and nodding after checking your watch.”
I took in spoonful of oatmeal, then a hungry bite of my bagel. 
Cristania raised a brow. “Now, if only you could get better with using your magic.”
I took a deep breath, not letting someone like Cristania upset me. She was my rival after all, only somewhat more skillful than me when it came to using magic. 
“She will,” Felix said before taking another bite of his apple. “I was told that we’re starting a different kind of training tomorrow.”
Triana nodded. “Yeah, they’re even cancelling todays training just to prepare.”
I drew my eyebrows together in thought before looking up into Triana’s glistening silver eyes. In the sunlight, her eyes sparkled with so much life that they almost looked unreal. It didn’t help that her hair was a bright emerald green or that she had the angelic glow of a young goddess. Sometimes, it seemed as if more magic coursed through her than any of us here. 
Cristania spoke. “I think it’s because of Beatrice and the others arriving here. They’re going to be trained with us, so the training wizards are probably just being precautious and preparing. I don’t think it’ll be too different than what we already do.”
“I think it’s going to be a lot different,” Triana said, leaning back on her hands. “Uncle Sam was acting kind of weird when he told me about it. I think he’s hiding something.”
Cristania finished her plate and stood to her feet. “Most likely, yes. Especially if training is cancelled today. Guess I’ll get plenty of rest before then.”
Triana jumped to her feet as well. “I think that I should still practice some of my magic today.”
“Don’t destroy the camp,” Cristania said as she turned away, only she wasn’t joking.
Triana was powerful for her age, but like the rest of us, she barely had any control over her abilities. She could do simple tricks like flying on a broom or moving small objects, but she couldn’t use her telekinesis as well as she’d like to, and the darker power within her only came out when she was in danger. 
As a witch or wizard, we each had one main ability with one extra that was always harder to use. It was like having a super-secret move that could only be triggered by fear and anger until practiced and controlled. The use of other magic was something that had to be learned, and fairly easy to master, but the abilities that we are born with was another story. 
My main ability was teleportation, which only kicked in when I felt the need to flee. My other ability was something that I didn’t understand. It was powerful and overwhelming. To be honest, my first time really using it was against Beatrice, and that wasn’t even on purpose. The moment I touched her, I instantly felt magic being vacuumed into me. It wasn’t necessarily a good feeling, but it wasn’t bad either. It felt similar to overeating and being full, and yet satisfied. Both comfortable and uncomfortable. 
Felix’s main ability was being able to control electricity. Later, we had found that he could control the weather and use the elements of storms. Like for say, lightning, strong winds, heavy rains, and etcetera. Once he mastered that ability, he’d be able to manipulate it into being the most dangerous ability anyone could ever have. 
Triana was a bit difficult to say. I knew that she could use telekinesis, but her other ability wasn’t something I understood. Especially since it was already so powerful inside of her. For someone so innocent, it was confusing to see her eyes shift to black and her expression to almost darken. Like something monstrous was living inside of her. 
When I explained this to my uncle, he was surprisingly worried and mentioned for me to keep a close eye on her. When I tried to get him to explain why, he changed the subject and walked off with the excuse of needing to go do a thing. 
This concerned me deeply, but the more I watched Triana, the less concerned I became. She was an intelligent girl, making me confident that whatever was inside of her was something that she’d learn to control. She was also the same sweet girl as usual, making me question if there was anything dangerous inside of her at all. 
As for Cristania. I knew that she was a healer, but I wasn’t sure what her other ability was. She and I weren’t too big on talking, but we were nearing some sort of a friendship. How couldn’t we? After we arrived, she practically clung to our small group. 
I remembered wanting to tell her to go away when I realized that many from our coven hadn’t made it to the camp. We were the only real familiar faces to Cristania, so I couldn’t bring myself to turn her away. Her family and ours were both gone, only she was left with no one. 
 



Chapter Four: The Four Masters
 
Felix and I silently sat and ate while watching the mountains out ahead of us. When we first started doing this, it was awkward, but now the silence, the soft breeze, and the warm food sliding into my belly was relaxing. He and I had shared enough words together that when we didn’t talk, it wasn’t weird or uncomfortable.  Instead, it was like sharing a beautiful moment together in peace. 
Once we were to get up from our spots and head back into the loud busy camp, our peace would be gone. 
Felix sighed and leaned back on his hands, then turned to look at me. When I noticed and turned to face him, he looked away. Furrowing my brows, I turned back to the mountain view out ahead only to notice a pair of eyes on me again, but just like before, when I turned to look, Felix had turned away. This happened about two more times before the two of us started laughing. 
“What is it?” I giggled. 
Felix chuckled. “Nothing, just messing with you.”
The two of us sighed as the morning breeze brushed over our skin, then as the sun moved higher into the sky, I began to notice the tension grow in our silence. Not the awkward kind, but the kind where two people knew their peace wouldn’t be lasting long. 
“You think we’ll be ready?” Felix asked. 
Knowing what he was referring to, I swallowed. “I’m not sure. I hope so.”
Memories of the raid on my coven dimension made my heart begin to pound. I barely knew what was going on as I searched for my sister through the running crowd of frightened kids and teenagers, witches and wizards fighting back with balls of energy shooting from left to right, and hunters attacking from every angle. I wasn’t ready then, and since that night my powers had only slightly strengthened. It didn’t help that Triana and I stayed hidden at Uncle Sam’s for a year without using our powers, so I really hoped that we’d all be prepared for the war to come. 
“Our new training tomorrow should help,” Felix said positively. 
I nodded. “Yeah, and I mean, I’m getting better at using a broom.”
Felix chuckled. “To what? Sweep?” 
I laughed. “Hush, I am getting better.”
“Yeah, you sure know how to clean.” 
The both of us burst out laughing until we slowly grew silent again. 
“We’ll get stronger,” Felix said, his brown eyes now directed to the view ahead. 
“We have to.”
 
The Masters of Magic
 
I stood in between Felix and Triana with my mouth hanging open and didn’t have to look at the others to see that they were doing the same. Only Beatrice and Bradly on the far right of us were the only two that weren’t amazed by what they saw. 
I’ve seen them before, sure, but its been a long time since the masters have shown their faces. After Coven Silver was attacked by hunters a little over a year ago, the masters have been in invisibility mode, helping other witches and wizards undetected. They were the ones who set the doors in our minds to lead us here to this camp, where all covens resided. We hadn’t seen them when we arrived because they were still out in the field protecting and saving as many of us as they could, and many of them had died during raids from simply being outnumbered. 
Facing them now, I was in awe. Masters had a way of captivating all who set eyes upon them, because they were what every witch and wizard hoped to be like at some point in their lives. 
Four masters stood across from us dressed in clothing that could only be suitable for their titles. The master from Coven Red was a dark-haired woman in her early thirties. She was the youngest of the group, dressed in black skinny legged jeans, red knee-high leather boots, a black corset top, and a long red jacket that hung down just above the back of her knees. The metal-like star symbol in the center of a circle glowed red over her forehead, and she held a long red staff. 
Next to her was a bald middle-aged man from Coven Green. He had dark brown skin with an emerald green goatee and wore a black and green hooded cloak. He didn’t wear shoes, revealing his tribal-like tattoos traveling up his feet and ankles, and I couldn’t help but notice that they were on his hands as well. 
Beside him was another man, only he looked over one hundred years old and was of Indian descent. He was from Coven Orange, dressed in a bright orange cloak with a glowing orange staff, and had long yellow hair. 
Last but not least was a woman probably in her forties but looked as if she were in her twenties. She was from Coven White, which was one of the strongest covens to ever exist. She had peppery grey hair styled in a pixie cut with a long white dress that emphasized her curves. Her black boots and bracelets went perfectly with her look.
These were only four out of many masters. I had no idea what to expect, nor did I know why only a group of us were chosen to be trained by them. There were many our age that needed more work, but Uncle Sam stated that the masters only wanted us. 
Triana, Felix, Cristania, Bradly, Beatrice, and me stood in silence in a secluded area by the woods as we waited for them to speak. 
The woman from Coven Red looked over at the other masters with furrowed brows. “Are we just going to stare at them? I think they want to know what’s going on.”
The man from Coven Green grinned before clearing his throat and stepping forward. “Good morning.”
The group of us just stared and waited, dumbfounded. 
The woman from Coven White sighed and stepped forward. “Hello, young ones.” Her voice was softer than I thought it would be. “We wanted you to meet us here to discuss something…important.”
“Aren’t we here for training?” Beatrice asked in a dull tone.
The woman smiled at Beatrice, but her icy eyes were anything but happy. “Something like that.”
The man from Coven Green continued. “Today we will be watching you duel each other in battle. We want to see what you’re capable of. Afterwards, we will decide if the group of you should be sent to The Magical Realm.” 
My eyes widened. I had only heard of The Magical Realm during bedtime stories when I was a kid. It was told to be a myth, but I knew of a few witches and wizards who believed the place to be real. 
The Magical Realm was apparently the dimension that we pulled magic from. We were always taught that our magic came from the earth, but if this place was real, then that was where magic really came from. 
“B ― but why would you send us there?” Triana asked. 
“Because,” the master from Coven Orange finally spoke. “There is a pond deep in the forest called The Pond of Sorcery. Drink from that pond, and the powers you wish to have will be claimed. There, you will be labeled as a Master of Magic.”
“But,” the Coven Red master started. “You have to be able to survive in the forest, find The Mystic Tree, and defeat the Ancient Master protecting the pond.” When my mouth dropped back open, she smiled. “You didn’t think it would be easy, did you?”
 



Chapter Five: Beatrice Vs. Raven
 
I sighed and raised my fists, sweat beads forming at the base of my forehead. Of all people, why did they have to put me up against Beatrice? I could barely use any magic and could only teleport at the last minute when I was most afraid to be hit. My only advantage was that I was good at staying out of the way, but I was horrible when it came to offense. 
Although I had been training my physical abilities, which included close combat, I couldn’t match someone who had been doing this her entire life. Beatrice’s specialty was ice, which I figured she didn’t use because it would kill me, and she could teleport while summoning whatever weapons she pleased. Not to mention that she could also teleport with more ease than I could. 
I was practically helpless against her. 
Luckily, I wasn’t much of a quitter. Especially with my little sister watching me. I also had the weight of being worthy to enter The Magical Realm on my shoulders, but I wasn’t going to let that get to me. Nope. I was just going to have to keep trying. No matter how much I wanted this to end. 
Beatrice stood across from me, barely even breaking a sweat, as a long wooden staff appeared in her hands. In only a blink, she had teleported in front of me and quickly aimed to strike me in the face with the hard wood, but as I saw it coming for me, I closed my eyes and found myself standing directly on the other side of her with my back pressed against her own. 
When Beatrice spun around, I teleported again, this time standing a couple feet away from her. 
She snarled. “When the hell are you going to fight back?”
I heaved, trying to control my breathing. I had never teleported so many times in one day, and the use of so much magic was depleting me of energy. “When I’m done…warming up?” 
“You should be taking this seriously!” Beatrice reappeared in front of me and moved to knock me across my chin with the staff, but I dodged back, stumbling a little. My reflexes have gotten sharper since my training began with my uncle. He wasn’t easy of me or Triana, always telling us that we had to be ready for what’s to come. 
I wondered if, after all this time, this moment was what was to come. Had our uncle been preparing us to become masters?
When Beatrice swung again, I blinked and had teleported on the other side of her. In a silent rage, she teleported right back in front of me, only I disappeared from her sight again. 
For the next five minutes, Beatrice and I had been teleporting in milliseconds. I wondered what other abilities she had besides manipulating ice, but she didn’t use any of them. I figured that she either didn’t know how or didn’t want to seriously injure me. 
I wasn’t sure of how I felt about Beatrice going somewhat easy on me. I mean, I wasn’t weak, just inexperienced. On top of that, the day I stunned her with my touch ― I believed ― could’ve killed her, so she wasn’t the only one here with dangerous abilities. Still, a part of me wished that I could use them as easily as her. It made me wonder who was truly stronger. 
“You’re pitiful,” Beatrice said as she pushed her staff towards me. 
I stopped her staff with my palms before curling my fingers around it, but I wasn’t able to do much from my position. 
Beatrice ended up slipping a leg behind mine and knocking me to the ground, only she had fallen on top of me while still pressing the staff towards my neck. “Just think of what it’ll feel like when I press this against your throat and you can’t breathe. That’s what you made me feel like,” she said through clenched teeth. “Time to return the ―”
“You two may stop now,” the Coven Orange master said. “That is enough.”
Beatrice held the staff against me for a moment longer before she yanked away. The staff disappeared into black smoke. 
I released a breath before getting back to my feet, then awkwardly glanced at the others before facing the masters. 
The Coven Red master steadily raised a brow. “Well, I wouldn’t really call that fighting, but it’s easy to see what level you both are on.” She turned her attention to Beatrice. “It’s Beatrice, right?”
Beatrice nodded. “Yes, Ma’am.”
I frowned, never really thinking of Beatrice as well mannered. 
“I could tell that you were going easy on her. Why did you? It’s clear that neither of you like each other, so why hold back?”
I cringed. I knew that she was going easy, but I didn’t want to hear it out loud.  
Beatrice frowned before taking in a deep breath. “It’s not that I was going easy on her. It’s that I’m not experienced enough to use my magic against Raven. Especially, since she could barely use hers. As far as my hunter abilities, those are meant to kill, and I wasn’t confident enough to use them against someone with so little training. I simply didn’t want to do any serious damage to her during a training session.”
The woman from Coven White chuckled. “Did they teach you this kind of softness back in The Hunter Dimension?”
Beatrice turned to the woman stone faced. “No, they didn’t actually. This is the first time that I’m practicing it. It seems that the witches here aren’t very prepared when it comes to fighting. Especially, the ones my age.”
“Ah,” the woman gave a slow nod. “So that is what you think?”
“It’s not what I think. It’s what I know.”
The man from Coven Orange cleared his throat. “From attacking our kind, right? That is how you came to this conclusion?”
Beatrice grew rigid and opened her mouth to speak, but no words sounded. Guilt reflected in her eyes for only a second before she dropped them to the grass. 
“Well, your conclusion would be right,” he continued. “Our teens aren’t prepared to fight, but only because they take a much longer process than hunters to master their abilities. Much, much longer.” He instantly appeared in front of her. It wasn’t so much that he teleported, but quickly glided over in a blur. “But once they get it, after so much time, they become one of us.” 
Beatrice stared up at the master with wide, fearful eyes before nodding. 
Coven Green cleared his throat. “Well, we see that you do have self-control and can move you onto the next step.”
“Wait, so all this was to make sure that I had self-control?” Beatrice asked. 
“We have never encountered a half breed witch before. We weren’t sure if you had a temper, a need to kill, or if you just enjoyed hurting others. You must understand that hunters are not seen as good to us. Your sole reason for existing is to eradicate our kind.”
“Oh…” Beatrice nervously licked her lips. 
The Coven Green master then turned to me. “And you, Raven. It seems that you are only able to teleport. Why haven’t you tried that other ability inside of you?”
I glanced at Beatrice before turning back to him. “I…I don’t know. I’m not sure what it is, and I didn’t want to hurt her that badly. Not like before.”
The masters nodded and glanced at one another. 
“Looks like the both of you passed,” the Coven Orange master smiled. 
“But,” I started. “I barely did anything.”
He turned and smiled at me. “We were counting on that. We don’t send witches and wizards to The Magical Realm if we think they held an ounce of hate in their hearts. We need worthy masters with inner strength, compassion, and wisdom. Those three key qualities are the reason we are as strong as we are now.”
I nodded. “Well, you just told the rest of our group your plan. How will you judge them now?”
The woman from Coven Red chuckled. “Haven’t you noticed how quiet they’ve been?”
When I turned, I noticed that my friends were facing us, but they weren’t moving. Not one of them even blinked. As a matter of face, the sight of them seemed to remind me of statues.
“Wha…”
“Time for them is a little frozen right now.”
 



Chapter Six: The Magic Realm 101
 
I sighed as I walked towards my uncle’s tent that was nearly in the center of the large camp. After the meeting with the masters, questions had begun to simmer and were just about boiling. Too hesitant to ask the masters much, I kept my mouth clamped shut and watched the rest of the fights. 
Cristania faced Felix and won. It would’ve almost been an even fight if Felix knew more spells. The pink haired girl had many tricks up her sleeves, and he just kept falling for them. 
As far as Triana and Bradly, that fight had ended quickly. Triana wasn’t really one to hurt others unless she absolutely had to, so when the fight began, she repeatedly used her telekinesis to keep him away. He tried teleporting, but every time he made it into her line of sight, she’d make him freeze. Unable to hold him in one spot for too long, she had to repeat the action until the two of them were completely exhausted. 
All of us had passed their test and were informed to be at the same spot early the next morning. We were supposed to pack tonight because there was no telling how long it would take to find the pond, but I was sure that it would take us longer than one day. We were about to have the adventures of our lives, which I hoped was completed before the war broke loose. There was only a matter of time. 
Finally making over to uncle’s tent, I spotted him standing outside of it with Ms. Jones. The two of them were smiling at each other, and I think I noticed a hint of a blush on my uncle’s cheeks. 
The hell is going on here?
“Uncle Sam!” I called, interrupting the two in the middle of their laughs. 
My uncle and Ms. Jones turned to me, causing me to slightly grin. What were the two talking about that could bring such giddy smiles to their faces? They looked like teenagers about to have their first kiss together. 
 I stopped a few feet away from my uncle. 
“Oh, Raven. Hey, shouldn’t you be getting some sleep tonight?” he asked. 
“Yeah, but I wanted to talk to you about some things first.” Looking from Ms. Jones to my uncle, I noticed that they were both staring. I didn’t want to seem secretive, but I didn’t know how many others knew about the masters and our new form of training. I didn’t think the masters wanted us telling everyone, or else there would be a huge fuss from others that also thought they were worthy. “I have a lot of questions about today.”
Ms. Jones smiled softly, then did something odd. She placed her hand on my uncle’s bicep. “I’m going to head in for the night.”
Uncle Sam seemed to be lost in some sort of trance with reddening cheeks at her touch. “Alright. Have a good rest.”
Ms. Jones nodded before giving me a wink and walking off. 
Uncle Sam took in a deep breath before turning to me with furrowed brows. “Alright, what’s going on, Hun?”
When the two of us went into his tent and in the section that was supposed to be his dining room, I sat down and explained everything to him. For the most part, he was aware that the masters wanted to send us to The Magical Realm, and when he opposed the idea, they ignored him and made their final say. Although not very excited about our trip, he mentioned that he was confident we’d make it back. 
That’s when I started to get worried. 
“What do you mean?” I asked. 
Uncle Sam sighed from the chair across from me and briefly looked away. “When someone is sent to The Magical Realm, there’s a fifty-fifty percent chance that they’ll make it back. Their objective is always to drink from the pond, but many never survive. They either die in the forest, The Mystic Tree, or are turned into stone or something by The Ancient Master.”
“S ― stone?” I gulped. This was starting to sound a little more dangerous than explained. 
Uncle Sam didn’t look all too excited to continue, but he did. “The Ancient Master protects the Pond of Strength from those who seek its power. Through battle, he or…she can judge if someone is worthy or not to become a master. There are two ways to become one and one way is through intense training for most of your lives. The second way is the journey through The Magical Realm, which is life threatening and dangerous. If one succeeds to drink from the pond, they become high masters, like the ones you met today. Masters that gain the title through sheer training and experience always seem to have something inside of them that needs to be unlocked, no matter how hard they train and practice. It’s actually the more honorable way to become a master, but in times like this, when we need more worthy fighters, we select witches and wizards to enter The Magical Realm. Your group is the first to be sent in years. There hasn’t been a need for selection until a year ago.”
I gave a slow nod, taking in every bit of information piece by piece. I understood what he was saying, but something was nagging at me that I couldn’t seem to get off my mind. “Wouldn’t we be cheaters though? Like, once I’m a master, that’s just it. There’s nor more challenges, no more hard work…I don’t like doing any of it, but like you said, the more honorable way is through training and experience. Instead, I’m about to drink from a pond that’ll just unlock my powers all at once.”
For the first time since we started talking, Uncle Sam smiled. “I wouldn’t think of it as cheating. There’s still the part…” His smile slightly faded. “You have to survive your travel through the forest, then you have to make it inside The Mystic Tree. After that, you and your friends have to fight an Ancient Master. I would say that drinking from the pond and instantly getting your powers would be well earned. This is no easy task, Raven. People die on this quest.”
I licked my lower lips. “Why haven’t I ever heard of the selection before?”
Uncle Sam leaned back in his chair. “I suppose, only a few select can know about it. If everyone does, many are bound to try and find a way to force a master to open the portal to the realm. They would never succeed, but the masters don’t want that kind of attention. It would be hard to rule over a coven if everyone was trying to capture them for their own selfish reasons.” 
I tilted my head to the side. “So, why do you know about it then?” 
My uncle chuckled. “Well, I was almost sent there when I was a teenager. They needed more masters to help defend outside the covens and thought that I would be a good choice, but I declined them. Instead, I wanted to help recruit. I wasn’t violent or much of a fighter then, so I found no interest in becoming a master. Instead, I helped with recruiting until one day I decided that I wanted to live a normal life, so I left.” He shrugged. 
“Is that really the reason you left, Uncle Sam?” I asked. 
Uncle Sam ran his fingers through his hair. “There’s always more to a story, Raven.”
“Will you ever tell me why you left the coven?” I asked. 
“Maybe one day. I’m afraid it’s still a little too painful for me to talk about.” 
I gave a slow nod, then decided to stick to the main subject. “So, The Magical Realm. What can you tell me about it?”
Uncle Sam squinted his eyes in thought before speaking. “It’s dangerous. Very dangerous. Everything from the forest trees, to the bugs, and to the air is made of magic. You’ll probably notice that the air feels different as well. I’ve been told that it’s thicker. Everything there also thinks of humans as unwelcome, so I wouldn’t let Triana go off and pet anything because it looks fuzzy.”
We both chuckled before quieting. 
“I also know that there are some very dark creatures there. Creatures that use black magic. You and your group want to avoid those creatures at all times. You barely have a hold on your powers now, and to go against something like that could be…” He took in a deep breath. “Dammit, I wish you didn’t have to go.”
My eyebrows furrowed. “Way to make me feel better.”
He shook his head. “Sorry. I’ve just recruited a lot before and―Just know that this quest will be more challenging than any war you have to fight in.”
“Do you think we’ll make it?” I asked, more frightened than before. 
Uncle Sam gazed into my eyes before placing his hand over my shoulder. “Of course, I do. You and Triana together are a powerful combination. I know that you two will protect each other until the end.”
“The end where we make it back in one piece,” I confirmed. 
Uncle Sam nodded with a chuckle. “Exactly.” 
 



Chapter Seven: Fear
 
Me, Triana, Felix, Cristania, Beatrice, and Bradly stood in that order as we faced the glowing ocean-like portal.
I wondered what exactly was on the other side of it as we waited to step through. Would we be falling from the sky or walking straight into a sea of monsters? How far would we be from the Pond of Strength, and what dark creatures would we encounter? Was the forest green or was the land there the color of a rainbow? Maybe cyan blue, like my hair. 
The Coven Orange master stood beside Mr. Coven Green in front of the portal while the other two stood at its sides and held it open with their staffs. He spoke. “There are a few things that I would like to cover before you head off on your journeys.” He looked us over. “First, the use of your familiars will be limited. The Magical Realm works against you upon entering, so be prepared to feel drained. That means that long term spells will only last a short while and powerful magic will seem weak.”
“How do you expect us to get to the pond then?” Beatrice asked with a frown. “I’ve learned about the Magical Realm and it practically works against you. It’ll be like a game of tug-a-war trying to get our powers to work. How are we supposed to survive like that?”
The Coven Green master chuckled. “That is for all of you to figure out. We did. We cannot tell you how to survive, because you are all different with your own set of skills. We chose you because we thought you worthy, but also because we thought you to be survivors. Not too many witches or wizards here arrived without our help like the group of you.”
Beatrice glanced over at her brother, then turned back to the masters. Just as I was protective over my sister, she was protective over her brother and yet, here we were, completely agreeing to put them in danger just so we could be ready for a war…which was also dangerous. 
“What I can tell you is that you should try to preserve as much energy as you could for your battle against The Ancient Master. The group of you may have your differences, but you must find a way to work together for all your sakes.”
Triana took my hand in hers, causing my heart to ache at her trembling. She wasn’t one to directly show fear unless she was truly afraid. I didn’t like this. I didn’t like this at all. Did I even officially agree to become a master? Couldn’t I just back down now? Looking down at Triana, I wondered what it would be like to be able to protect her. Like, really protect her. Not just running and teleporting but fighting back. With the war coming, I couldn’t entrust her life to someone else. It would have to be me, but if she was a master too, would she even need my protection? 
I sighed, wishing that our parents were here to make this decision for us. My uncle had no control over the matter, and maybe our parents wouldn’t have either, but I was sure that they would share their thoughts with me and the masters. Their opinions would really help. Too bad they were nowhere to be found.
“Are you ready? Witches and Wizards?” the Coven Green master asked.
I didn’t nod. I could barely even move with fear spreading from my heart and inching across my body. 
The master chuckled. “I responded that way as well.”
The two masters stepped out of the way for us to enter. 
“May you drink from the golden cups,” the orange master said. 
The group of us only stared in silence before Cristania sighed and started for the portal. Before walking through, the master from Coven Orange handed her a thick folded piece of paper and patted her shoulder. 
Beatrice and I glanced at each other before she started for the portal with Bradly following behind, then me, Triana, and Felix trailed after them.
 
The Masters of Magic
 
“Well, this wasn’t exactly what I was expecting,” Cristania said as she gazed up at the incredibly tall trees. 
“Well, they said it was a forest,” Felix said as he circled around slowly. 
The Magical Realm was a green misty forest with tall trees, hanging vines, and thick magical air. It almost confused me with the warm weather, but the heat surrounding me was magic. Uncle Sam was right. The air here was different. It was thicker and harder to inhale, like there was more magic than oxygen, but it was breathable. Once my lungs adapted, I would be able to take less deeper breaths. Hopefully. 
I held Triana close as I looked up at the blue sky. It was just like the sky at home, only when I spotted a large green and sparkling reptile-like creature flying through the sunlight, I quickly remembered that this place was nothing like home. 
“What was that?” Triana asked. 
I shook my head. “I’m not sure.”
The ground beneath us slightly vibrated as something gave a deep, low growl. It sounded like a hum at first, but as we listened closely, we came to realize that something powerful and dangerous was nearby. Very nearby. 
“What…what was that?” Triana asked, referring to the growl now.
I slowly shook my head, my eyes darting from left to right. “I’m not sure.”
Felix stepped up beside me. “We all need to hide,” he whispered.
“I have invisibility,” Cristania said. 
“It won’t last long.”
She shrugged. “Maybe I won’t need it for long.”
The growl sounded again somewhere from behind and we all stilled before slowly turning around to look. 
I expected something big and monstrous to jump out at us, but there was nothing. Just a fallen tree leaning on another, hanging vines, thickening mist, and the silhouette a man walking towards us in the distance. 
My eyes widened, and I slightly raised my chin. “Do you guys see that?” 
“The g―giant spider walking towards us?” Bradly asked in a squeak. “Yeah, I see it.”
“Giant spider?” Cristania blurted. “I see…”
Felix released a breath. “The hunter that killed my parents.” 
Triana gulped. “Whatever it is, it’s what we all personally fear.”
I looked down, wondering what Triana saw. Everyone seemed to know what they were looking at but me. In the distance, I recognized the form of a man, only he walked like a barbarian and had long thick hair that hung down to his waist. I couldn’t see much, but even as a silhouette, I could tell that this man was built like a body builder and was apparently so heavy that with every footstep, the ground shook. 
Then suddenly, he stopped walking towards us. 
We all stood in silence, facing our fears. It seemed as if we were each holding our breaths until the beast started a sprint towards us. 
A world of fear fell over me and I tightened my grip on Triana’s hand as I burst into a sprint to my left. No one made a sound as they scattered for cover, tripping and jumping, and not even paying attention to their surroundings. It seemed that nothing could be more dangerous than the thing that came running for us, so we ran blindly into the forest. 
The heavy footsteps warned me that the monster was close, but it wasn’t behind us, and when I heard its footsteps start to fade, I realized that it wasn’t after us either. 
I stopped before running too far and yanked Triana behind a tree, then held her back against my stomach with my hands wrapped around her. She was panting with her trembling hands over mine, and I couldn’t help but wonder what she may have seen. It was as if she was even more afraid than I was. 
The monster pounded off in the distance now, chasing after something that squealed in fear in the distance. 
Swallowing, I peeked further around the tree to see if I could spot any of the others and found Felix pressed against a tree a few feet away. Further down was Beatrice and Bradly, tip toeing in our direction with wide eyes, and finally, Cristania, who removed her invisibility mode a few feet to their left. 
I sighed before making my way back over to them with Triana. She was silent. 
“We need to start creating some distance between us and whatever that thing was,” Beatrice said. 
Cristania pulled out the folded paper that the coven master gave to her and opened it. “Good, we can. This map says we’re at our landing point, and The Mythical Tree is in that direction.” She pointed in the direction that the monster had appeared a few moments ago. 
“What if that’s towards its home?” Bradly asked with a shaking voice. 
“Bradly, stop acting like a wuss,” Beatrice sighed. 
“A wuss? Did you just see a giant spider run by? I think not, and until you do, you can’t judge me,” he replied. 
Her eyebrows furrowed with a smirk. “I can’t believe you’re afraid of spiders.”
“They’re creepy, crawly, bite your ass at night―”
“Guys,” Cristania cut them off. “We need to get moving.”
Triana let out a slight laugh. One that caused Bradly’s attention to move to her before he cracked a shy smile. It was weird since the first time they met, he decided that he was going to name her vomit hair because of its green color. He was also raised as a hunter, but I guess after leaving them, something in him might have changed. He still had his Bradly attitude, but he seemed more like a kid to me than he did before. 
“Let’s go,” Cristania commanded before walking ahead. 
“Looks like we have our new leader,” Beatrice said as she rolled her eyes and followed behind. 
Felix balled his fists and started ahead. He was quieter than any of us as we continued along, and I wondered what he was thinking. I was sure that I knew the subject, but I wanted to know exactly what was going on in his mind. What caused him to keep his fists so tightly balled that the muscles in his arms flexed? 
By nightfall, I stopped wondering about him and started worrying about what kinds of creatures hunted at night. We were doing well not coming across anything so far. Most of our walk, we only encountered natural creatures. Well, whatever was considered natural here. 
It was always a creature that didn’t pose a threat. Like something that looked like a bunny jumping into the woods, glistening silver centipedes crawling over trees, birds scattering when we approached ― or what I thought were birds, and other small creatures that I had to yank Triana away from petting. I made sure to remind her that something cute and cuddly here most likely had the fangs of a shark. I didn’t have to worry about her petting anything since. 
 



Chapter Eight: The Black Fairies
 
After miles and miles of walking, it was time to set up camp. It required little magic, and of course, Cristania was the only one skilled enough to create a small protective barrier around us. Bradly managed to spark a small warm fire, and Felix pulled out a small backpack from his pocket that he kept minimized for traveling reasons. We all did the same and pulled out our tiny backpacks, then with a quick squeeze, it instantly inflated like a Puffer fish, and we went through our things. The coven masters granted us this one favor since it would require magic to keep our packs minimized, so they used their own magic to help inflate and deflate our bags. 
Triana and I placed our sleeping mats beside each other with her closer to the fire and me being a protective shield on the outside. At least that’s what I told myself. 
As talkative as we naturally were, as everyone placed their mats down, we were quiet. Felix sat beside me in silence and pulled out a few snacks like granola bars and fruits, then passed them out. I knew he would remain quiet for a while because of his stone hard face, but Cistania’s silence was confusing. 
What did she see? 
I looked up at her across the fire and caught her staring down at the map. A moment later, she looked up at the sky and my eyes followed. Soon, I noticed my mouth dropping open awe. For a dangerous dimension, the sights here were beautiful. 
The sky was filled with millions of colorful stars in a purple darkness. Blues, yellows, pinks, and many more sparkled before our eyes. What really caught my attention was somewhere out in the far distance I spotted what looked to be other planets. Behind the blue and violet colored moon was a blue planet and following that on a curve was a yellowish-green planet, a reddish-pink planet, a black planet with flashes of lightning, and another that looked like boiling lava. It reminded me of the sun but was pure gold and had dark patches that looked like black holes. 
 “They’re beautiful,” Felix said in barely a whisper. 
When I turned to him, his eyes lowered from the sky and went back to the fire. Although his eyes flickered with firelight, they were filled with darkness. I could practically feel the resentment and anger radiating from him, and I wished that I knew how to comfort him. He just looked so lost. 
Sighing, I turned from Felix to find Beatrice watching me from across the fire. There was no expression on her face, nor could I read her eyes. She just stared at me, and I wondered if she could read minds or if she just trying to read me? Since meeting each other, we never got along, then after I learned that she was a hunter, there was no thought that we’d ever end up on the same team. I had my mind set that she was the worst kind of person to ever exist after the hunters attacked us at Ms. Jones’ orphanage, but now I wasn’t sure what kind of person she was. It made me curious about her, and I was sure that by the way she was looking at me now, she was curious too. 
“We should get some rest,” Cristania said, laying only a about a foot away from Beatrice. 
Beatrice lay down next to Bradly and drew her brows into a frown before turning to face him with her back to me. When I turned back to Felix, I found him already laying on his back with his head near the spot I would be resting mine. 
I sighed before lying on the mat, then stared up at the sky in hoped that counting the stars would make me fall into a deep sleep soon. 
“Hey, Raven,” Felix said in a whisper. 
Surprised to hear his voice, my eyebrows shot to my forehead. “Yeah?”
He hesitated to speak. “I’m glad you’re here.” He sighed. “I don’t think I’d be able to do this without you.”
I smiled, butterflies swirling.  “I haven’t even done anything.”
“Yeah, I know, but if I didn’t have your voice to anchor me, I think I would’ve drifted off by now.” When he swallowed, I began to worry. “There’s something wrong with this place. I think it feeds on negative emotions and knows just how to cause them. The real bad ones with the haunting memories attached.”  
 “Yeah, you might be right,” I said, thinking back to the monster I saw earlier. It made sense since it was bringing about everyone’s fears. Maybe it was only me that didn’t have some deep penetrating fear, or maybe it was just that the one fear I had could only be brought to life if I failed at protecting Triana. It wasn’t something that could be placed in front of me to face, but something that had to actually happen, and I would never let that happen. I’d die before I lose my little sister. “But don’t worry. We’ll be out of here before you know it, and then everything will go back to normal. Well, if you consider our lives normal.”
He smirked. “It’s about as normal as it’s going to get for us.” 
“Yeah,” I chuckled. “But even that will change, and then our normal will be something else.” 
“I hope so. I don’t think I can handle losing anyone else. My parents’ deaths…it hit me hard, and that thing earlier brought all those feelings back to life.”
I bit my lower lip, not knowing what to say next. Triana and me were only separated from our parents, never truly knowing if they’d died or not. When they didn’t come looking for us after the raid, I thought that they abandoned us, but Triana didn’t seem to think so. She thought that they were captured, but the thing was, they were nearly masters at using magic. What hunter had the strength to capture them?
“What did you see?” Felix asked. 
I lowered my lids with a sigh. “I don’t know. Just a monster.”
 
The Masters of Magic
 
I can’t say that I was sleeping peacefully, but that didn’t mean I wanted to be awakened so soon. It felt like I had only closed my eyes for a second when something small and hard cracked me on my forehead. At first, I thought something had just fallen from a tree and turned over on my side, but then something popped me on the back of my head followed by a low snickering that almost sounded like a million tiny squeaks. 
“What the hell!” I heard Beatrice grumble. 
The two of us were the first to sit up and look around, but there was nothing. 
Cristania sat up. “What is it?”
Only a moment after she sat up, a small pebble cracked her on her forehead followed by another squeaking laugh. 
Triana was awake now and staring upwards, then she gasped. “Fairies.”
When I looked up, I spotted a faint violet glow within a tiny blue fairy with black eyes, black hair, and black wings. “Are those…” Two more joined the one fairy, but as I continued to scan the area I realized that we were surrounded by hundreds of them. 
“Black Fairies,” Triana said in a wary voice. 
Now that all of us were awake, we were all sitting as still as possible and waiting to see what the fairies would do. At one point in time, stories of the Black Fairies were used to scare children from wandering out of bed at night, and now we were actually facing them. I couldn’t help but wonder if the stories of the tricksters were true, especially since they were said to trick you into your death. 
The Black Fairies smiled down at us maliciously, the reflecting light from their black eyes intimidating. 
“We the bloody hell are those?” Bradly asked. 
That’s when one Black Fairy began to speak in squeak language. None of us could understand the squeaking fairy, but when he turned back around with a small pebble in hand, followed by all of them raising their pebbles…well, we got the idea. 
“Oh, crap!” Bradly yelled before scrambling to his feet. 
We all did the same, but just as we stood, the Black Fairies began to fire. 
Tiny little rocks dropped down on us like raindrops, and it wasn’t drizzling. This was like the kind of pouring rain that you couldn’t see through, or the kind that soaked your clothes in a matter of seconds. 
How I wished it was only rain. 
“Triana, run!” I yelled, unable to look directly at her in fear of a rock hitting me in the eye. 
“This way, this way!” I heard Bradly yell. 
I could hear Triana’s footsteps scramble off. “Come on, Raven!” she called. 
Getting cracked on my forehead again, I was slightly dazed. That wasn’t a pebble, and when I looked down I noticed a palm sized rock at my feet. “Oh, hell.”
Glancing up, I got a quick look at Beatrice grabbing my forearm before running in the direction that she pulled me in. When I looked up, I didn’t see Triana but figured that we were all running in the same direction and would meet somewhere nearby once we were far enough from the fairies. 
I wasn’t sure why I thought that when we started running, the fairies wouldn’t chase us. The little demons grabbed and pulled at my hair, latched on my arm, and dug their nails and teeth into my flesh. 
“Get off!” I yelled as I swiped at my shoulder. 
Beatrice was experiencing the same annoyance as she ran, only ice froze over the parts of her body where the fairies were attached and had frozen them. One by one, they stilled and dropped to the ground. 
Grunting, I frowned. It was frustrating that she could use magic even better than I could. Not once have I teleported since being here, and besides that, my other specialty apparently couldn’t be used unless I wanted to seriously hurt someone. 
Hopping over a log, that’s when I thought of something. 
I quickly grabbed the fairy on my arm and ripped his teeth and claws from my arm, then tried to dig deep down to my inner power. I wanted to do to this fairy what I did to Beatrice on the day we reunited. 
Clenching my teeth, I kept my eyes on Beatrice’s back who continuously froze fairies off or her, then squeezed the fairy in hopes that my power would come to show its face. It didn’t. Not right away, at least. 
It took a little more frustration and the bite of my hand for a sensation of foreign power to trickle inside of me. When I looked down at my hand I saw that the fairy had passed out and was slobbering over my fist. 
“Ugh!” I said, throwing the fairy down. 
When the other fairies attached to me saw what had happened, they warily looked at each other before letting go. Looking over my shoulder one last time, I was relieved to find that the fairies had finally stopped chasing us. 
 



Chapter Nine: The Warlock
 
“I thought you were following Triana and Bradly,” I snapped. 
Beatrice frowned. “Sorry, I lost them trying to save your ass.”
“Well, I didn’t ask you to do that.”
“That’s because you were too busy trying to stay balanced. They were going to stone you to death.” 
“I would’ve teleported away.”
“Oh, right. I forgot you did that when you’re too afraid to fight.”
I clenched my teeth and balled my fists. This should have been expected of us but arguing in the middle of the night in the middle of nowhere was probably one of the dumbest things we could’ve done. I didn’t see how we were going to become masters at this rate. 
Taking a look around myself, I could barely see anything. We had the dim moonlight to aid our vision, but the many shadows in the darkness were pure black. It was almost as if we would be sucked into black holes if we went anywhere near them. 
“Well, look,” Beatrice sighed. “We can’t go looking for them at night. It’s dangerous and we can’t see.”
“That’s exactly why we should go looking for them,” I snapped. 
“That’s dumb. Besides, Triana’s smart enough to find shelter or somewhere to rest until daylight. We should only have a few hours until the sun rises, then we can look for them. When we can see.”
I knew that she was right, but I didn’t want to listen. I wouldn’t be able to rest with the thought of Triana being afraid and alone in a dangerous forest where literally everything wants to kill her. My heart would probably fail if I lost Triana for good. 
Still, how well would I be able to find her in the dark? On top of that, it wasn’t as if I could call for her. We wanted to keep attention off of us. Not let the entire forest know that fresh meat was here. 
Combing my fingers through my hair, I sighed and dropped my weight onto one leg. 
Beatrice took that as an agreement and nodded. “Alright. We’ll find them tomorrow morning. As of right now, we need to take turns sleeping. One of us should take watch every two hours.”
I wanted to argue but suddenly lost the energy. Physically, I was great after nearly squeezing that fairy to death, but mentally, I was drained. The thought of my sister being without me to protect her was terrifying. 
Beatrice looked around herself and sat down against a tree. “You can sleep first. I’ll wake you when it’s your turn to keep watch.”
Nodding, I searched for a clear spot on the mossy ground near Beatrice and lay on my side with my arms under my head. I could only hope that poisonous bugs didn’t crawl or bite on me. 
“They’ll be alright, you know?” Beatrice reassured. “Triana is pretty smart, and Bradly was trained for survival in the Hunters Dimension. He likes Triana, so he’ll protect her.”
Beatrice’s voice was softer than usual, which was confusing. I had never heard her sound like she was anything but angry, but now, I was coming to realize that that may have all just been an act. Maybe there was a softness to her?
Turning away from her, I sighed. “Thanks.”
 
The Masters of Magic
 
A low humming growl echoed in my ears and rumbled the ground beneath me. I thought that I was just dreaming when I awakened to Beatrice grabbing my arm and putting a finger to her lips. 
Behind her, the sky was a dull greyish-blue telling me that it was early, but the sun hadn’t risen yet. I wanted to ask her how long I’d been sleeping and why she didn’t switch places with me when there was another humming growl.  
It was the same growl from when we first arrived. 
Sitting up, Beatrice slowly pulled me to my feet and kept close. We were surrounded by mist again and the air seemed to thicken like before. It must’ve been the monster that caused this shift in nature. 
The growl sounded again behind us and Beatrice pulled me behind a tree. 
“We’re going to have to run. He’s hunting us this time,” Beatrice whispered up close. 
Panic began to surge through me at the thought of being chased by whatever that thing was. I could barely use magic and Beatrice could only freeze things, which I wasn’t sure was enough for that guy. I didn’t even want to risk it not being enough. All I wanted was to get away. 
Beatrice held onto my arm and closed her eyes, then frowned. 
“What is it?” I whispered. 
“I can’t…I can’t teleport.” She held up her other hand and stared into her palm. “Damn. I can’t use my hunter powers at all.” She slowly looked up at me. “You have to teleport us.”
I swallowed. “I haven’t gotten the hang of it yet. I have to be afraid.”
Beatrice’s eyes widened, and she leaned towards me. “You mean to tell me that you’re not afraid, now?”
The low growl rumbled again, only it was so close that I could feel the monster’s breath on the back of my head. 
Freezing, I stared into Beatrice’s eyes who was now looking at the beast behind me. Within them, I saw fear and the form of a man. Only, he wasn’t a man. He was a warlock. The beast was unbelievably tall with black eyes and long ratty sand-colored hair that hung over his shoulders and down to his waist. Like most warlocks, it took the form of a man, but it was far from human. As a matter of fact, he was practically a shell for black magic. At one point, this warlock may have only been a wizard, but he tapped into dark black magic and tried to commit a taboo, which then turned him into this and brought him here. 
I thought that was myth until now. 
“K ― king Ohauris…” Beatrice gasped. 
When I saw the warlock’s hand raise through the reflection of her eyes, I pushed her forward and we fell onto the ground. A large crash and crunching sound boomed seconds later, and I glanced over my shoulder to see that the warlock had smashed his fist into the tree. “It’s not the hunter king. It’s a warlock!” I was the first to jump to my feet and Beatrice rolled out of the way just as the warlock raised his fists and slammed them onto the ground where we were previously lying. 
Magic expelled from his fists and body in black swirls of smoke as he slowly stood upright again. 
Beatrice and I only stood a few feet away from each other as the warlock looked from her to me. As the black magic clung to his skin, I noticed it ripple over his body like water in a lake, then his eyes snapped to Beatrice. 
“Ohau...ris,” she said, taking a step back. 
The warlock grinned, revealing a full mouth of fangs. 
“Beatrice, it’s not him. The warlock is using his magic to make you see the king. He wants you to be afraid,” I said, but Beatrice wasn’t listening. It was as if she was in some sort of frightened trance and couldn’t pull herself out of it. 
When the warlock made his move, he was all too fast for me to push Beatrice out of the way, but I still tried to anyways. His hands were merely millimeters away from her throat when I leapt out with all my strength. 
In that moment, it seemed as if time had slowed. My rapid heart-beat dropped to a steady rate, my blood flow slowed within my veins, and my breath nearly stopped. Then I felt something dangerous and powerful rise from the pit of my belly and shoot into my arm, down to my palm. 
Realizing what was happening, my eyes widened, and I moved my palm to face the warlock’s shoulder as heat surged through my muscles and expelled in an explosion of magic. It wasn’t the kind of fiery explosion that I expected, but one filled with ice and Black Fairy magic swirled around it. 
The impact sent the warlock flying and it smashed through multiple trees before rolling over stone ground with a vibrating crash. He was at least half a mile away from us now, but when I spotted movement, I knew he would be right back on us if we didn’t get away fast. 
I grabbed Beatrice’s arm. “We’ve got to move!” 
Beatrice’s eyelids fluttered before she turned to me. Still confused as to what happened, she nodded and sprinted with me in the opposite direction of the warlock. 
Once we were at least a mile or so away, a roar echoed through the forest, and then the pounding of giant feet sounded. 
“It’s coming!” I yelled. 
“Can you teleport us now?” Beatrice asked, glancing back. 
Suddenly feeling the urge to sneeze from my entire body, I realized that I was ready to teleport and quickly grabbed her arm. 
In only a blink of an eye we had disappeared and were now free falling from a cliff… towards a pink rocky river. 
“Teleport again!” Beatrice yelled in a panic. 
I tried, but there was no urge to sneeze. I couldn’t feel anything. “I can’t!”
“Well, do something!” she snapped in a growl. 
“I don’t…I don’t know wha―”
Suddenly, the two of us landed on something soft and furry. 
I was completely lost until I saw the flapping of two giant brown wings, and when I turned around, I found that Cristania was sitting towards the front of a large eagle. Her familiar. 
Beatrice and I turned together and sighed simultaneously, then she dropped down on her back with her arms spread wide. “Thank goodness.”
“You guys alright back there?” Cristania asked over her shoulder with a smirk. 
I held up my hand and gave her the ok sign with my fingers, then shook my head and looked over the edge of the giant bird. If we were still falling, we had a long way to go. 
Thank goodness indeed. 
 



Chapter Ten: Lost and Found
 
We descended to the ground in silence and landed beside the river. It was the first time that I’d ever seen a hot-pink river before, so my eyes were locked on it until Beatrice spoke. 
“What was it you did back there?” she asked. 
I looked down at the palm of my hand. “Not sure. I felt a buildup of magic and knew it was going to explode, so I just turned my hand to the warlock.”
“But I saw ice,” she frowned. “And I could feel my own magic.”
I bit my lower lip, automatically understanding my inner power now. “It looks like I can take magic from others and expel it later in an explosion of magic. I think when I take too much, it stuns people and could possibly,” I gulped. “Kill them.”
Beatrice gave a slow nod of understanding. 
“We’ll have an incoming soon. Brace yourselves,” Cristania said as she stared down at her map. 
“What do you mean?” I asked. 
“I can track you guys with this map. It doesn’t tell me which little glowing light belongs to who on this thing, but I know it’s one of us. Well, two of us. Two people are coming right about…now.”
A rustling and cracking in the woods was what stole our attention, and we turned to face it. Bracing myself as she warned, I waited. More cracking sounded before I heard the sound of galloping, then there was the sound of someone’s heavy breathing, and like Cristania said, there were two someone’s. 
“Wait!” Felix yelled as he tripped out of the woods and sprinted towards us. 
Behind him was another familiar face, but I wasn’t sure how he came to be here. 
“Cas?” Beatrice blurted. 
Cas sprinted out of the woods with the same terrified expression as Felix as they came sprinting for Cristania’s eagle. At first, I wasn’t sure what they were running from, but as I peered through the woods, I spotted men with unicorn horns running after them. Their lower bodies were all horse ― or unicorn, while their upper bodies were man and woman. Each of their eyes had a hard silver glow along with black unicorn horns sticking from their foreheads. 
My eyes widened in fear and curiosity. I didn’t think there was anything like that here. 
“Hurry up!” Cristania yelled as she grabbed the reigns. 
Felix and Cas both jumped aboard the eagle before she took off into the air. 
Below us, the unicorn men stood at the edge of the lake with their expressionless faces pointed at us. It was almost a look that said, ‘we’ll find you later’. 
Cas panted as he fell back on his hands. “Unicorn people?”
Felix shook his head as he released a breath. “Unicorns. Freaking unicorns.” 
Beatrice and I just watched them before they looked up at us. 
Felix was quick to push himself up on his knees and wrap his arms around me. “You’re okay.”
I chuckled. “Of course, I’m okay.”
He pulled away. “I was worried when I couldn’t find you. On my search, I almost walked right through the portal that formed for Cas to come through.”
Felix and I turned to Cas. 
“What are you doing here, Cas?” I asked, like we’ve spoken before. 
Cas slightly frowned in question before turning to Beatrice. “I convinced Ms. Jones to talk to Sam to get the masters to let me come here. I didn’t want you doing this alone.”
Beatrice blushed and pushed a few strands of hair behind her ear. “I wasn’t alone.”
Cas took a deep breath and relaxed. “I know you had them, but when I’m not around to help you, I get worried.”
Beatrice raised a brow. “You know I can handle myself, right?”
“Oh, I’m sure of it.” He smirked. “But I’d rather be by your side to reassure myself sometimes. Just in case you slip up.”
“I don’t slip up,” she said confidently. 
I wanted to butt in and mention how she froze in front of that Warlock but decided not to. It seemed too harsh of a comment and I didn’t want to offend her. 
“And how are you feeling anyway? You were just in medical, and not to mention, you can’t use your hunter powers here. How do you plan on defending yourself?”
Cas patted his sheathed sword on his side. “The masters made it so that it wouldn’t fade when I got here. Also,” he raised his black shirt to show that there wasn’t even a scar left over his abdomen. “I’m fully healed.”
Beatrice gave a slight smile. “Well, I’m glad you came then.”
“Triana and Bradly have been spotted,” Cristania said. “Right below us.”
In a hurry, I looked over the side of the eagle to find Bradly and Triana standing on a large rock in the center of the river surrounded by what looked like wiggling octopus arms sticking out from the water. 
“Triana!” I yelled, but she couldn’t hear me from where I was. 
Instead, a moment later she looked up and spotted us. She was at Bradly’s back, who seemed to be protecting her as he spit flames from his palms. It wasn’t much, but it was something. 
“Get ready to grab them!” Cristania yelled. 
Beatrice came over to my side with her hand ready for grabbing.
In a swoop, the eagle descended low enough for us to lock hands with our sibling, then swooped up into the air. Cas and Felix helped pull them on board. 
“Raven!” Triana sniffled as she threw her arms around me. 
I held her close to me before kissing her cheek. “You’re alright baby sister.” Pulling away, I held her shoulders. “You hurt?”
Triana shook her head. “You?”
“Nope.”
She slightly smiled and wiped her eyes. “You did something, didn’t you?”
“What do you mea―?” 
“And next time you think of running off, you let me know or create a god damn trail of fire! I don’t care how you do it!” Beatrice yelled at Bradly. 
“Well, maybe if you could run faster, you wouldn’t have lost me!” he yelled back. 
“You’re not hard to lose, chub! It’s the fact that you ran off without me.”
“I knew you would be okay!”
“You didn’t know anything.”
Bradly smirked. “Well, you’re okay, aren’t you?”
Beatrice frowned before slowly forming a smile and hugging her brother. 
“You confuse me sometimes,” Bradly said in a smothered voice. 
Beatrice yanked away, pushing Bradly down on his bottom. “Shut-up.”
The rest of the flight, we each talked about the things we saw in the forest, then I explained that the thing everyone saw on arrival was actually a warlock, feeding on their anger and fear. At least, I thought that’s what he was doing. It only made sense that he was, because what other reason would he have to bring back old memories and strong fears? Those emotions probably made him stronger. 
It wasn’t until nightfall that Cristania tired from using her familiar. It seemed as if she really was the more powerful one among us, which was fine by me. At least we could travel by eagle now. 
When we landed, Cristania stated that we were only a few miles away from The Mystic Tree before we set up what we could of camp, which unfortunately was nothing but large leaf pallets and a fire. This time Triana helped Cristania with setting the barrier so that it would last longer, then we all sat and talked. 
As I watched everyone, I found myself smiling as they talked and laughed instead of sitting in silence with nothing in common. Only one day had passed and we were already a nice group of friends. 
Bradly and Triana were laughing at something Bradly said, Cristania, Cas, and Beatrice were deep in conversation, and Felix sat next to me while observing the others. 
“This is nice, isn’t it?” he asked. “This place may be terrifying, but it’s also a little fun ― as long as we don’t die.”
“Or get badly injured,” I added. 
“It’s kind of an adventure though. Ever since I met you, everything has been an adventure.”
My cheeks warmed, and I smiled. “I try to be wild sometimes.”
We both chuckled, knowing I’m the complete opposite of wild. All I cared about was surviving most of the time. I wasn’t really into taking risks. Especially not when my sister was involved. 
“I’m glad we’re doing this though. Not many can say they’ve gone to The Magical Realm and became masters.”
I turned to Felix. “You think we’ll beat The Ancient Master?”
He gave a half smile. “With your new explosive power, Triana’s brains and telekinesis, Bradly’s fire, Cas’ sword ― he’s great at using that thing, by the way ― Beatrice’s Ice, my lightning, and Cristania’s everything,” he chuckled. “Hell yeah, we can beat him.”
I raised a brow. “What makes you think the master is a man?”
Felix furrowed his brows and changed the subject. “So, how come you can see a warlock instead of your fears?”
I licked my lower lip and glanced at Triana. “My fear is the loss of my sister. He probably couldn’t figure out a way to show that without actually hurting her, and I would’ve never let that happen.”
Felix nodded. 
“Alright guys,” Cristania started. She whipped out the map and opened it, then spread it over the ground for us to see. “First thing in the morning we’ll travel in this direction.” On the map, she pointed to a glowing blue line that led to the center of the forest where there was a massive giant tree. “Once we’re here, I think we need to find a way in. The master is somewhere on the inside of the tree. We’ve gotta really work together on this one or―well, you know what will happen if we don’t defeat the master, so we must win. After that, we drink from the pond and will be on our way home. Got it?”
We all nodded. 
“Great. Now are there any pairs that work well together?” 
I couldn’t really answer that because Beatrice and I mostly ran and didn’t get the chance to use our powers together. Felix and Cas only shrugged at each other, which meant no, and Bradly and Triana both raised their hands. 
“We work great together,” Bradly said. “Her smart and my brawn make the perfect combination.”
Cas chuckled. “Sounds more like someone has a crush.”
Bradly frowned and slowly turned his head to Cas, then punched him on the shoulder. Cas chuckled and rubbed the spot Bradly struck. 
Cristania folded the map and tucked it away in her jean pocket, then turned back to us. “Well, as far as I go, I only know small tricks and how to use a broom. I mostly depend on my physical capabilities than magic since I’m not aware of my inner power yet. My first specialty is healing, so I figured it has something to do with that, but I can’t be sure until I use it.” She looked away from my eyes and turned them to the fire. “So, I’ll do everything that I can to help.”
“You say it like you haven’t helped enough already,” Triana spoke softly. 
Cristania cracked a smile. “Thanks, Triana.”
Felix stretched out and plopped onto his back. “Guess we should be getting some sleep now.”
“I’ll take first watch,” Cas said. “If the barrier fades, I’ll let you guys know.”
Everyone seemed to agree and lay on their leaf pallets. 
Even when it was silent, I knew that everyone was still awake with anxiety and anticipation. 
Tomorrow, we were supposed to fight the ancient master of magic. The first master and protector of The Pond of Strength. This was someone that was told about in bedtime stories of how he or she was the first to open the portal and fight the demon that was using the power from the pond to create a massive amount of black magic. If it weren’t for the master, black magic would’ve been the only magic that was used by witches and wizards, eventually turning them into warlocks. Something that demons fed from. 
Of course, this was a simple bedtime story back then. 
Now, we all knew that it was true. 
It made me wonder, after everything we’ve experienced so far, when were we going to meet a demon? I hoped no time soon. 
 



Chapter Eleven: The Temple of Stars
 
We walked silently through the forest in a formation that Cas set up based on strengths. Cristania was in the front with Bradly and Felix. Triana and I were in the middle, and Cas and Beatrice were watching our backs. 
None of us were excited about what we were about to get ourselves into, but there was a sense of confidence that we would succeed, excited or not. I mean, we were a nice sized group with different abilities and some with hidden inner magic that may reveal itself during the fight. 
As we walked, I wondered what the master would be like? It’s been thousands of years, so did he or she look a thousand years old? Was it a man or a woman? Was he or she as strong as the stories say, or did some of his or her power fade over time? It was best that I didn’t underestimate the master. Wouldn’t want to die because of my stupidity. 
“How close are we?” Bradly asked. 
Cristania looked up and pointed upwards through the mist. “Look.” She was pointing at a massive tree with thousands of branches and vines hanging towards the trees much further below it. I wondered how we hadn’t spotted it while in the air, but figured it had something to do with magic because there was no way that we could miss that tree. It was colossal and very much intimidating. “We’re very close.”
And she was right. After a few more miles and a stop for water, we were directly under the shadow of the tree. What we needed to do was get to the base, but we should’ve known it wouldn’t be so easy. 
“Raven?” Triana called in a worried voice. 
Looking ahead, small vines were slowly popping up from the ground and gently poking at her shoe, but they weren’t gentle for long. When she tried to move away, one vine snapped out and wrapped around her ankle. 
“Triana!” When I tried to move forward, I found myself falling face first onto the ground. My arms and legs were instantly captured by the vines and pulled me in the opposite direction of my sister. “Triana!”
“Felix, look out!” I heard Beatrice yell. 
I watched as Bradly burned the vines around Triana’s feet, then was thankfully saved by Cas, who used his sword to cut through the vines around me. 
I quickly jumped to my feet and started for Triana when the ground beneath us began to rumble and shake. 
Triana and Bradly looked back at us with wide eyes before the ground began to shift and sway like the ocean water.  
“Everyone towards the base of the tree! Now!” Cristania yelled as she sprinted off.
“Go, Triana!” I yelled before summoning my familiar, Bubbles, a baby dragon. “Watch after those kids!” I ordered bubbles, and so she did, spitting flames at any vine that tried to capture them. 
Cas was busy helping Beatrice get up so that they could run for safety, then Felix took my hand and we sprinted along side them. 
Vines snapped at us from every direction, but we were too vigilant and too fast for them to grab us. With the ground moving into large and low hills though, there was only a matter of time before one of us fell, and then we’d be done for. 
Cristania, Bradly, and Triana were far ahead with a path cleared for them by Bubbles, but after they passed, the vines formed together again and were coming straight for us. 
Cas ran up front and slashed his sword from left to right as he cleared a path for us, but it wasn’t enough to stop them from coming, and it was obvious that he was tiring by the way his movements slowed. Apparently, he wasn’t as healed as he thought. 
“Beatrice, you’re ice!” I yelled as I ran up a hill that dropped when I reached the top. It nearly made me topple over when Felix caught me. 
Beatrice nodded, then yelled to Cas. “Fall back!”
Cas did as he was told and fell back with us, then Beatrice took in a deep breath and dropped her hands to the ground, freezing nearly everything in front of us. Even the waves stopped, but we could feel the vibrations under our feet as they tried to move again. Her ice stopped spreading a few feet behind Cristania and the others, who were now trying to find some kind of way to enter the tree. 
Sprinting as best we could, we slipped and slid over the ice until we were close to the base of the tree, then the ice finally cracked from the shift of the ground, but it was too late. 
With a leap, the four of us jumped from a rising hill and landed with a crash by the safest part of the forest. At least it felt safe with nothing moving, squirming, or wrapping around our arms and legs. 
Once we stood to our feet, the ground instantly stopped moving and the vines pulled away into the shadows of the forest. 
“Well, that was fun,” Cas said. “I think I’m really starting to like magic.”
I shook my head and walked over to Cristania. “So, find anything?” I asked. 
Cristania shook her head with her hand against the tree. “Nothing. I don’t feel much of anything here.” 
“But there is a doorway,” Triana said in a low voice as she continued to scan the tree. “I know there is.” When she placed her hand against it, both hers and Cristania’s hands began to glow, like light was illuminating through the center. 
“Whoa,” Bradly said. “Let me try.” His hand did the same when he placed it against the tree. 
“You guys do the same,” Triana commanded. 
Trusting the gifted intuitionist, we did as we were told, and in only a matter of seconds, everything had gone dark. 
 
The Masters of Magic
 
I couldn’t see anything, but I knew that I was inside somewhere. My feet felt like they were on flat ground, and there was somewhat of a cool breeze. Not like the dull breeze in the forest, but like a breeze in the night that made you pull the covers tighter over your shoulders. 
“Guys?” I panted. 
A hand quickly grabbed mine, and from the size, I could tell that it was Triana’s. “Raven,” she whispered. “We’re here.”
“Where?” I asked. 
“The Temple of Stars.”
A moment later, the ground below my feet began to sparkle with thousands of colorful tiny stars. They spread out in front of us, traveling up four sets of steps and onto two large statues of a male and female master at the sides of an empty stone throne. Behind that, the stars moved up the tall walls and onto the massive ceiling until the entire room was covered in sparkles. 
Now we could see our surroundings and were each in awe at its beauty. The temple was bigger than any room I’ve ever set foot in with statues of masters dressed in cloaks surrounding us in a circle. Unlike the two star covered statues, these ones were each glowing a different color with their staffs held in front of them by both hands. They were a considerable distance from us, but upon looking into their eyes, they looked as if they were going to attack, and I wasn’t going to put it passed them. 
“This place looks dream-like,” Bradly said as he turned in a circle with his eyes pointed upwards. 
“Yeah, but don’t get things wrong,” a female voice sounded. “This place is extremely dangerous for you.”
 



Chapter Twelve: The Last Task
 
I snapped my eyes back towards the stone throne to find a young girl around my age sitting down with a star covered staff in her hands. It would’ve thrown me off at how young she looked if she didn’t already look incredibly weird. I mean, she was beautiful with full lips, arched eyebrows, and brown eyes, but her face was black and white, like when a television has no color, and her afro was made of stars and swirls of blended rainbow-like colors, only sharper. 
This was The Ancient Master. A girl with a colorless face, surround by stars of hair. She wore a black cloak with pink fur around the hood and cuffs of the wrist along with a pair of black leather pants and tall black boots. 
“Wow,” Triana said, slipping her hand from mine. 
The master drew her eyes to Triana before smiling. “Hello,” she started. “It’s been a while since I’ve come across others. You must be seeking The Pond of Strength.” 
Although young looking, her voice sounded deeper and older, but unexpectedly soft. Like a mothers. 
Cristania stepped forward. “We are. There’s a war taking place soon between the hunters and the covens, and we are the worthy ones chosen to enter The Magical Realm in hopes of drinking from the pond and becoming masters.”
The master turned to us. “Ah, Cristania, is it?”
Cristania’s eyebrows shot to her forehead. 
“Yes, you are the leader, are you not?”
Cristania glanced to us before nodding. “I suppose so.”
“And you led them to come and fight me?” the master grinned before leaning down and resting her elbows over her knees. 
“If we could avoid a fight, that would be nice.”
The master chuckled. “There is no way to avoid fighting me. Your group was chosen because they were worthy, but I test your strength, and from the looks of it,” her eyes scanned over us. “None of you will be passing.” She stood from her seat. “As the protector of the pond, I must test your worthiness and strength, because the weak grow desperate, and the desperate cannot drink from the golden cups.” She slowly began walking down the steps. “So, feel free to attack me at any time, but don’t wait too long, or you’ll lose your chance.” She stared at us, a smile growing over her face.  
None of us moved. 
The master shook her head with a giggle. “And you’ve waited too long.”
My eyes widened when she raised her staff and pounded the bottom of it over the floor. In a blast, magic burst from the bottom of her staff and sent us flying back through the air. 
When I landed, I slid over the floor on my side until my back collided with a green statue. Feeling as if I should look up, I saw that the statue was looking down at me, then it moved to point the ball of its staff at my face. 
Before I waited to figure out what would happen next, I rolled to my feet and left it standing there frozen again. 
The statues are to keep us from passing, I thought. We can’t retreat.

A clanging noise caught my attention and I turned to my left to find Cas throwing a flurry of attacks against the master, but she was calm and only blocked using her staff with one hand. 
“Cas, duck!” Bradly yelled. 
Cas dropped to the ground, avoiding the scorching hot fire that passed over him, but all the master did was step to the side and smile. 
That’s when Beatrice dropped down to the floor and tried to use her ice to freeze her feet, but with a glance, the master stepped onto the ice and cocked her head to the side, mocking her. 
“Oh, come now. You can surely do better than that?” the master asked. 
Felix released a streak of lightning from her right, but she only dodged her head back and watched as it collided with a yellow statue. In response, the statue aimed its staff and sent back his lightning, causing Felix to drop to the ground. 
There’s no way to beat her, I panicked. We’re nowhere near her level. What were the masters thinking?
The master then turned to me and gave a soft smile. It was confusing, but I wasn’t going to let her fool me. She was our enemy, and because she was our enemy, I should have been fighting her, but for some reason, I couldn’t move. I was frozen. Afraid. 
If you don’t move, I’ll kill you. Her voice echoed in my mind. What’s the matter?
You weren’t this afraid when you attacked that warlock. 
Her thoughts in my head only frightened me more. Not many masters could read minds, but she was ancient. Incredibly ancient and powerful. 
When I didn’t move right away, the master flashed towards me in a blur, but I was suddenly pushed out of the way by Cristania, who was impaled by the blade at the bottom of the master’s staff. 
“No!” my voice echoed as I slid over the floor. 
Cristania stood in place with the staff sticking through her back, covered in blood and dripping onto the floor. She didn’t move but grabbed onto the staff and held tight, then released a wheezing sigh. 
The master leaned down to make eye contact. “Quite brave, you are.”
Cristania swallowed and looked up. “Only because…I knew…you wouldn’t discover my true power.”
The master cocked her head to the side in curiosity before smiling. 
“And I bet you don’t know the kid’s either,” she said through clenched teeth. “Triana, scream!”
Triana took in a deep breath and released a scream so loud that it stunned me and everyone else around her. 
The master clenched her teeth and squinted as she grew rigid, then she smiled. “I knew I sensed black magic,” she grumbled. “A natural born. Now, that’s rare.”
When I turned back to Triana, I saw that her eyes had turned completely black as they have a few times before. She was only able to use this kind of magic during serious situations, and although dripping blood from my ears, I was glad that she could.
Snapping my attention back to the master, my hand itched to touch her, and I suddenly had a craving for magic. Her magic. It was powerful, and my senses could feel it.  Without thinking twice about it, I scrambled to my feet and nearly tripped as I reached out to grab her forearm. 
When the master saw what I was doing, she tried to pull away, but not even she could move at her natural speed through Triana’s scream, and I grabbed her wrist. 
The moment I grabbed her though, I was deflected as if I had run straight into a trampoline. Her ancient power spread through my body in a burning flash and caused my vision to blur before I even hit the ground. 
I could barely see until Triana stopped screaming and ran over to me. Surprisingly, Cristania was at my side as well. “But you…”
When I looked towards the master, only a misty pink smoke remained where Cristania had just stood, impaled. 
“My gift is hard to explain. Multiply, regenerate ― that kind of stuff. I had the feeling she was watching us, so I pretended that I didn’t know what it was. I needed the element of surprise, and it worked.”
“But―”
“I found out what your power was the day you nearly took out Beatrice,” she quickly said as she helped me stand. “It’s rare. Anyways,” pink smoke appeared and swirled beside her, then formed into a second Cristania. “It all worked out. You have the ability to take and expel. Use it when you think you have a clear shot. The only way to win is to hit her with her own magic.”
The master slowly turned to us with an expressionless face. 
Cas, Felix, Beatrice, and Bradly were some feet away behind her. 
Cristania created two more versions of herself. “Alright guys. Let’s kick some ass!”
Just as the group attacked with their abilities, the master swung her staff and blocked every move. She was like a blur in the wind, moving from here to there and disappearing from one area to another. It was safe to say that she knew every evading trick in the book, but I wasn’t sure what ancient magic she truly had until she shot beams of stars from the ball of her staff. 
After knocking Beatrice down, she sprinted towards her and jumped high into the air, then javelin threw the pointed end of her staff at Beatrice’s chest like some sort of spear. 
Cas was quick to intercept and block, but as the staff descended it formed into the master and the impact of her staff against his sword sent him flying across the room. 
Before the master could even think about hurting Beatrice again, Bradly spit large hot flames of fire and caused her to step back. That was when Cristania came in and started fighting her with only her fists and feet. The four Cristania’s were like freaking ninjas as they leapt, twirled, punched, and kicked, but they wouldn’t be enough. To try and catch the master off guard, Felix aimed his lighting at her back, but in a blur, she slid out of the way and let the lightening hit one of the Cristania’s. 
Afraid he hit the wrong one, Felix froze and gave the master the perfect chance to send white balls of light at him. If he didn’t move fast enough, they would’ve exploded upon impact against his body, and thankfully, he moved. 
The master turned back to Beatrice, who had her hand over her chest and was trying to sit up. The master saw this as the perfect chance to stab her, but my fear of watching someone die drove me to teleport to Beatrice, then teleport again so that she was out of the way. 
Beatrice panted. “Thanks.”
I nodded. “Of course.”
The master turned to me. “When are you going to step up?”
I clenched my teeth and stood upright. Triana was on the other side of Beatrice with her eyes focused and unusually hard. They were also unusually dark. 
The master slowly started walking in my direction. “I’m just about done playing with the group of you. Impress me.” 
Hesitantly, I raised my hand, but in a flash, the master had teleported in front of me with the sharp end of her staff pointed directly under my chin. 
“No,” Triana whimpered. 
“Teleportation. It’s tricky at first, but when you get the hang of it, it becomes second nature,” the master said. 
“Get away from her!” Bradly yelled as he shot flames at the master, but she only deflected it with her own fiery pink flames, and she never once took her eyes off me. 
“I guess you’ve realized now that there truly is no way to beat me. I know all magic and how to use it,” she chuckled. 
I inhaled a shaky breath. “I’m sure there are ways.” 
She leaned in close. “Show me.” 
“You asked for it,” Beatrice said. As quickly as she could, she placed her hand over the ground, but instead of ice spreading, a fist of ice shot from the ground and sent the master flying in the air. 
Triana then stepped forward and raised her hands, stopping the master in midair with a struggle. 
Without hesitation this time, I stepped forward and blasted her starlit magic from the palm of my hand and sent it roaring at her petite body. In less than a second, the explosive magic crashed into her and burst into multiple stars. 
The aftershock wave knocked us all down to the ground where we each stayed for a moment while heaving deep breaths of air. 
About a minute later, the sound of clapping sounded from the throne, and we each turned to find the dreaded ancient master of magic sitting there without a scratch on her. 
 



Chapter Thirteen: The Masters of Magic
 
We each struggled to get back to our feet as we turned to face the master. She sat with her legs crossed and placed her hands over her lap. 
“Well, that was fun, wasn’t it?” the master asked. 
“You tried to kill us,” Beatrice snapped. 
The master shrugged. “Well it’s either die or pass.”
“And we passed?” Triana asked. 
The master nodded. “Most certainly.”
“So, the pond? Where is it?” I asked. 
The master grinned. “There.” She pointed to something behind us, but upon turning we found nothing. When I was about to question her again, the center floor rippled into what looked like water before it actually took the form of water. Now the group of us were staring into a glowing turquoise blue pond where golden cups hovered in the air, encircling it. 
“And what exactly happens when we drink from it?” Beatrice asked. 
“You become masters. Your powers unlock and are used with ease. It’s like, skipping all the years of training and just having the strength you need to fight.”
“Okay then.” Cristania was the first to walk towards one of the cups but hesitated to grab one. “How do we know this isn’t poisonous?”
Triana walked to one and took it. “The pond isn’t poisonous. It’s the real thing. I can feel it. I’ve never felt anything like this before.”
I swallowed and went to grab a cup, then so did the others. All who was left was Cas. 
“You can take one as well. Hunters don’t like to admit it, but their abilities to teleport and summon weapons is all magic. It’s just…the only abilities they can use. Anyways, what I’m trying to say is that there is magic in your blood. You may awaken something inside of you that you weren’t aware of before,” the master said. 
“What could that be?” Cas asked as he grabbed a cup. 
The master smiled and gave a shrug, but we could see in her eyes that she knew the answer. “You have to drink it to get back home anyways, so you have no choice unless you want to stay here with me.” 
Cas sighed and bit his lower lip, then glanced at Beatrice. 
“I guess that means I won’t be having any company for the next couple of years, huh?” The master giggled before streams of water from the pond rose into the air and curved into our cups, filling them. “Now, drink away and enjoy your new-found strength. You all fought well and have great teamwork. The masters were smart for choosing you.”
We all glanced at one another, then simultaneously put the cups to our lips…and drank. 
“Goodbye, little masters of magic…” her voice faded into the darkness that slowly claimed us all. 
 
The Masters of Magic
 
In a blink of an eye, I was standing atop the hill that Felix and I ate upon just the other day. I was facing the mountains during nightfall with the moon just barely rising over them. 
Confused at how I got there, I squinted my eyes and tried to recall the last thing I could remember, but then I was distracted by something cold and metal in my hand. When I turned to look, I found that I was holding a black star covered staff with a cyan blue ball at the top. Beneath the glass were swirls of magic just spinning around and waiting to be used. 
When I took in a deep breath, it was as if I were only breathing in magic, and then I remembered. I was a master now. I fought The Ancient Master of Magic in the Temple of Stars. I was now practically invincible. 
“This looks awesome,” I heard Bradly say. He was holding a metal spear, similar to my staff, only the tip of the spear surged with heat like it had been sitting in a fire. 
Beatrix was also holding a weapon instead of a staff. She held two black steal daggers that were covered in stars. When the tips were put together, a white light formed into a small energy ball, and when she pulled them away, it disappeared. 
Felix, Triana, and Cristania were holding staffs like me, only Cristania’s ball was pink, Triana’s was green, and Felix’s was blue. His also had a pointed end that resembled a spear. 
Cas was the only one without a new weapon, but what he had was far more extraordinary. Looking down at his hands, they were covered in black tribal tattoos that swirled up to his forearms and stopped at his elbows. 
“Cas?” Beatrice called. 
When he looked up, his eyes were completely black, but then faded back to their natural brown. “What do you think this means?”
Triana turned to him. “The power inside of a hunter is dark. They were cursed by black magic. Those symbols are magic and can be used at your will, but not like ours. I can’t really think of how it should be used, but you should have time to figure that out.”
Cas cracked an unsure smile. “Thanks, Triana.”
Bradly turned around to face the camp. “I don’t think he has a lot of time at all.” 
Curious as to what he meant, I turned around to face the camp, only to find it more busy than usual. Witches and wizards were all dressed in their fighting gear, moving things around, and talking in large groups around multiple fires. 
“Oh, crap,” I said. “The war…”
Cristania combed her fingers through her hair. “It’s about to happen real soon.”
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