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    Chapter One 
 
      
 
      
 
    The early morning foliage was still damp from the falling fog when a couple walked through the dense forest. The National Park had been closed to the public before six am on winter mornings because it was still dark, but the couple was familiar with the trails since it had been their routine over the past six months, and because they lived so close. When they passed the 2-mile hike point they found her crouching in a patch of hedge. She was only about five years old and she was still wearing her pink bunny night dress. It was smeared with dirt and leaves and she was holding onto a tattered and worn stuffed bear. When the couple looked into her face her sad eyes melted their heart.  They were still wet with tears.  
 
    “Are you ok? Where’s your mommy honey?” The lady crouched down beside her and pulled leaves from the girl’s long dirty blond hair. 
 
    The girl didn’t say anything but she desperately reached out for the woman who readily picked her up and held her close. Perhaps she had come from one of the nearby campgrounds up the hill.  
 
    “Where is your mommy sweetheart?” the woman pointed toward the campgrounds. 
 
    The girl shook her head from side to side.  
 
    “Honey, I think it’s best we call the police and have them meet us here.” 
 
    “No, we will not she’s terrified and she’s shaking like a leaf. She needs to get inside; we’ll call them when we get back to the house.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” the man hesitated. “What if her parents were murdered or something and she was hiding away from them, I think we should leave her with park officials.” 
 
    “You watch too many crime-shows,” the woman dismissed her husband and walked back down the path toward their cottage. It was located just outside the park and they had only lived there for the past six months. She and her husband moved to Yosemite National Park because her husband was hired with the National Research Institute.  
 
    Inside the cottage, the man went straight to the telephone to contact the park service and the lady took a closer look at the little girl. She was a beautiful girl with wide brown eyes, full lips and a tout nose.  
 
    “Look at you honey, are you hungry?” she pointed to the kitchen. 
 
    The little girl slowly shook her head.  
 
    “Don’t worry honey I will fix you something really yummy. You just sit right here, and I will go over there and see what I have.” 
 
    The sound of the television could be heard from the living room, the man had a habit of turning on the news when he came in, having something in the background was always reassuring, especially since they lived so far away from any neighbors. When he walked into the kitchen what he saw made him gasp. His wife lay on the kitchen floor in a pool of blood and the little girl had buried her head into the crest of his wife’s neck and all he could hear was an agonizing slurping sound. When she turned her head to look at him her entire face was filled with blood and her teeth had grown in length. 
 
    He opened his mouth to yell his wife’s name, but she flew from her position on the floor to where he was and when she landed on his chest she was not a five year old, but as strong as his fathers golden retriever when he jumped on him. How had she found this strength? What was she? What was happening. Before he could put answers to these thoughts he blacked out. 
 
    Minutes later, blue and red lights could be seen outside the cottage. The park officers were outside. Rune wiped her mouth with her forearm. She looked at the bodies sprawled out in front of her, she wanted to keep feasting, the mans blood tasted so much better than the women’s. She took another taste and soon she was indulging in a feast again. A crash. Glass breaking in the room startled her. The doorbell rang. Rune looked at the door, she could see their shadows, but then sucking at the blood as quickly as it came gushing out of the man’s jugular vein.  
 
    The doorbell rang again. Now they were banging at the door.  
 
    “This is the police; we’re breaking the door down!” a voice yelled from the other side. A huge thump hit the front door. 
 
    Rune heard footsteps coming from the room, down the hall. Another thud to the door and it cracked at the center, once more and they’d be inside. Suddenly, hands lifted her from the body of the dead man and took her away just as the third thud broke the door down.  
 
    That morning was the first time I knew what I was. After that day it became harder to stop my cravings. When the urge had come upon me and it was so strong that I couldn’t control it. The craving for blood was so overwhelming that my stomach hurt. It was a deep hunger that could not be satiated by food alone and it grew in intensity until I fed. In my preteen years blood took over my every thought. When I looked at people, I only saw their veins, the blood pumping through veins called me like an ocean calls its waves. I had become a predator, creeping and watching my prey at all hours. The thumping of the jugular vein was the loudest, the swooshing of blood grew louder as my hearing was intensified with age. I understood why predators went for the neck, it was the source of life and death.  
 
    Since then, I had made 12 successful kills over the next eleven years, but my mother had doubled, even tripled that number as it was, she who supplied the source of most of my nourishment and that is why I am standing here today. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry Rune,” a lean boy around sixteen years old said before placing a white rose on my dead mother’s grave. He was the closest thing I had to a friend. He had come to Texas with his family from Mexico two years before and we were the “new kids” that year. So we stuck together. 
 
    Even though the wooden box was closed I could image what she looked like inside. Her long dark hair was tucked up in a neat bun atop her head and her hands were folded on her belly. A belly that was probably still full of blood. The letter had been delivered from the Council just days before, in it, they warned that her if she killed again, she’d pay the ultimate price. The next day, she once again satiated her appetite for blood on human flesh.  
 
    The Council of the Gods was the dark side organization that oversaw all the Daughters of the Damned. My mother had been one of them, until she was released from Desert Academy just sixteen years and four months ago today. She had not graduated from Desert Academy but was released by the Council, she never said why, but she’d often mumbled about a fire in her dreams. I’d meant to ask her about it but now it was too late.  
 
    After the academy, she was sent out into the world to live as a mortal on her own, but she had been warned to follow the rules set forth by the council, or she would die. The first four years were easy, she hadn’t craved blood at all, thanks to the tiny blue suppressant pills she was ordered to twice a day. Every now and then, she was able to find a few stray pets on the streets, which was allowed but when she craved human blood things got dangerous. For the most part, she lived on monthly blood deliveries that came in unmarked blue boxes at the beginning of every month. A mass shipment that went out from the Council Warehouse to four corners of the globe where all supernatural and dark siders resided. There used to be four schools, one run by each of the original council members but she’d heard her mother saying that now, there was only one school left and it was located in a secret realm surrounded by four mountains.  
 
    “Rune, your mother was a very kind woman” Mrs. Sullivan said placing a rose on the coffin. She remained quiet for a while letting it sink in before speaking again. “You will be ok; didn’t you and your mother have family in Arizona?” she asked with a look of pity in her eyes.  
 
    I nodded. If I could call the council her family, the answer would be yes. But they weren’t family. They were the reason for all my pain, nightmares. They were the enemy. They brainwashed you. Taught you to suppress your true self in order to fit into society. Be human.  
 
    “A few,” I said to appease her and make her feel better about walking away. 
 
    I looked around the cemetery. The faces that stared back at her were not her family. She had no family. Everyone had only come out of obligation to her mother. She had been an active part of the community and she had been a good friend to many of the families. She had even driven the carpool. Imagine…two vampires being trusted with a car full of kids. Oversized pints of blood. When I looked up, I saw an unfamiliar face standing among the mourners as my mothers’ body was being lowered into the ground. He was a thin man dressed in a black suit, his eyes were covered by dark shades. He looked at me and then he looked at the box that held my mother. Who was he? I had not seen him before. The South Texas community was very small, and everyone was known to everyone.  
 
    The next day, I saw the man again at the dollar store. This time he came up to me and introduced himself.  
 
    “Rune, my name is Professor Hodges. I am from the Desert Academy. He searched my face for some reaction to what he’d said. None. The Council has sent me to retrieve you. Since your mother is deceased, you will have to come with me.” 
 
    “No.” I protested. “This is my home. I am fine here; when I graduate in another year and I will be going to college.” 
 
    “Rune, I’m afraid you don’t understand. When you turned 16 your mother was required to deliver you to the council. That was four months ago, she ignored all of the notices and phone calls and so we had no choice.” 
 
    “No choice other than what?” I looked him in the eyes, I wanted to hear him say they had no choice but to kill my mother for breaking one of their rules. 
 
    “You belong to the Academy Rune, you will be safe there, plus you must be trained. Your cravings will overpower you soon, and you will not be able to stop yourself. You will turn into a beast without the training of the council.” 
 
    “I am half human. I have lived among humans for the past sixteen years and I am fine. It was true, my mother had worked very hard to retrain me. She wanted me to be able to live among them without detection. As a baby she’d given me milk which I refused to drink until she’d placed small drops of blood into my bottles, slowly training my body to accept that which it wanted to reject. Everybody knew Vampires only drank blood. Mortal food made us sick, but she successfully reprogrammed my body to accept both. As I grew, blood became a treat like sugar for most kids. If I ate my food, I’d get a treat before bed, a little blue Juicebox from her supply. But as I grew so did my appetite for blood.  
 
    “You are not fine Rune.” The man took out a pocketknife and held out his hand. He proceeded to press the knife into his flesh until a bright red river of blood came streaming out, dripping onto the white tile floor. I looked away, but something inside me started to push its way up from the pit of my stomach. It was as if another human being lived inside me and was crawling its way out. Involuntarily, the fangs came out when I saw it. I placed my hand over my mouth and backed away from the man before me. He was part mortal, because I could smell his blood. I watched the trail of blood form a river across the aisle. Waste. Without hesitation I went to my knees and instinctively licked it from the floor. Delight. It was a small treat.  I’d learned to suppress my ravenous greed for so long, that even a treat would fulfill my desire and suppress the beast within me. A taste was enough. 
 
    “You are kneeling in the middle of an aisle, mind you, in public licking blood from the floor. You call that civilized?” 
 
    I looked up at him, a few small kids were standing in the aisle watching the whole debacle unfold. Their mouths were wide open to match their eyes. Dumbstruck. The man whose blood I’d just lapped up from the floor, looked around and with one wave of his hand the blood became a can of paint that had fallen from the shelf and the kids became uninterested and went on their way. He waved his hand again toward the camera overhead and then bent to assist me from the floor. I was humiliated, but more than that, I was afraid of what he said lurked inside me.  
 
    We rode for miles along a bumpy dirt road, canvased by mountains in the middle of nowhere. Outside my window I could see an occasional mountain ridge. The monotony of it all made me drowsy and before I knew it, I had drifted off into a troubled sleep. I dreamt of my mother. I was drowning in a sea blood when I was awakened by a man holding a flashlight. It was now dark outside. 
 
    “Where are we?” I mutter half asleep. The light was blinding.  Outside the window I could see a huge brick building, it reminded me of the buildings at Auschwitz, the German Camp Hitler erected during the Holocaust. The school faced a set of huge black wrought iron gates.  
 
    “Name.” 
 
    I squinted from the brightness of his light. A tall thin man wearing a pair of black pants and a white shirt entered the van. On his gold crescent badge were the initials D.A. Agent. His pudgy face was oddly flat and his features were huge, especially his eyes. 
 
    “Name?” 
 
    “Rune,” I said. 
 
    “Rune who?” 
 
    “Where am I? I ask. 
 
    “Full name?” 
 
    “Rune. Rune Porter.” 
 
    “Follow me Rune.” 
 
    I followed the officer out of the van and looked around in the darkness. The landscape was dotted with huge white pillars that seemed to touch the sky. I could only make out a few other shapes, but the tall pillars of white stood out brightly in the darkness.  
 
    “What are those?” I pointed to the pillars that stretched for miles. 
 
    “Those are wind turbines. Desert Academy is located on a very large wind farm, the location is kept confidential for your safety,” the guard said, handing the clipboard to a lady who approached. 
 
    “Hello Rune, my name is Duchess, I am with the DOD Agency and I will be your screener for tonight. I will check you in and explain a few procedures to you.” She held a clipboard and had a serious disposition, she started walking and I followed.  
 
    “Wind Farm? Is there such a thing?” I had never heard of a wind farm. A farm with no animals was not very farm like. 
 
    The driver, Professor Hodges chimed in and said, “Wind Turbines stretch upwards of 400 feet into the air and there’s this big fan at the top that catches the wind, that wind is converted into electricity that can power up to 600 American homes. These things go on for miles, so imagine how much electricity all of these can produce.” 
 
    “They’re a non-renewable energy source, better for the economy. Their energy helps to neutralize any threats we may encounter from outside forces,” she checked off something on the clip board and looked up at the turbines again. “Just forget about them or they can make you sick,” she said. 
 
    “Either that or the noise will drive you stir crazy at night, worse than living smack under a freeway, “Professor Hodges said, pulling the last of my luggage from the van. 
 
    Rune had never done either. The lady who called herself Duchess was very petite, her dark hair framed her thin pale face and hung past her waistline. She was wearing a white lab coat and a badge that said: Desert Academy Staff.  
 
    “Rune you may follow me,” she punched a few numbers into the gate, and it opened for her, we stood on the front lawn of the school now. “There are a few rules I’ll need to go over while we are outside. First, under no circumstance are you allowed to be outside, unless you have been escorted by your professor or myself. We usually come out in groups. In the daylight you’ll be able to see that the school is surrounded by four mountains in the distance, each representing one of the four council members.” I’d heard about the mountains from my mother.  
 
    “Who is my headmistress?” 
 
    “You are a first year, so your headmistress will be Mrs. Teasley. There are three years or, classmen. First Classmen are the new recruits, those who don’t really know the true strength of their power, so they are forbidden from using them. Second Classmen, or years are the novice group, they have a hold of their power but have not yet conquered their cravings. Third Classmen, or years are in control of both their power and their cravings and are ready to be mainstreamed into society again.” 
 
    “It sounds like high school.” 
 
    “It’s small school, more of a finishing school than a high school. Now, see those barbed wire fences in the distance?” 
 
    “Is this prison or a school?”  
 
    “They surround the entire perimeter of the school and are powered with over 1000 volts of electricity from those wonderful wind turbines in the distance. Anyone who tries to come in or out of here will never make it past those gates. Over there, there is a guard who is instructed to shoot anything that tries to cross, human or animal.” 
 
    “Why?” Rune didn’t know if she should run at this point or continue into the school and be trapped forever. 
 
    “You have been sent here for your safety Rune. Had your mother been able to successfully adapt to society and teach you how to live as a mortal then you wouldn’t be here. We taught her well, but her cravings got the best of her.” 
 
    IT WAS NOT MY MOTHER, IT WAS ME!!! I yelled inside. I was the one who was weak. If I had controlled my own cravings for blood, then she wouldn’t have had to keep killing for me. It all started with the couple in Yosemite, and from there it was town after town, school after school because I kept getting weak. I DID IT!!!  I’d killed my own mother. The Council ordered her death and within a few months she was gone, and I was sentenced to serve three years at the finishing school that started it all. I was here to avenge her, I was here to find out who they are, The Council of the Gods were murderers and I would make them pay for this. 
 
    “Rune, I can see by your face that that statement might have made upset you. I understand, she was your mother and she was all that you knew. You’ll find that after some time you’ll be able to see how much danger she’d put you in by keeping you from the Desert Academy. You’ll learn that, by controlling your cravings your life can be so much better. I was your age when I came to Desert Academy and I was afraid and angry as well, but over time by learning discipline, I was able to harness the fullness of my abilities and now I am one of the number one DOD Agents in the world.” 
 
    “DOD Agent?” 
 
    “Yes, if you work hard, after your third year at the academy you will either be released back into society to live your life as a mortal or you will be recruited to the DOD Agency. The Daughters of the Damned Agency is an elite group of Desert students who work directly with the Council to keep the Darkside invisible from the mortal society. I mean, can you imagine If anyone knew that all those creepy stories about werewolves, dragons, witches and vampires were true there would be an all-out civil war. The DOD oversees making sure this never happens.” 
 
    “What is your…” I waved my hands in the air in circles, “power?” 
 
    Suddenly, I was no longer walking on the sidewalk, but had levitated from the ground about three feet, although my legs kept moving, I was suspended in thin air. I looked at her and she was waving her wand at my feet as I floated. My feet touched the ground just before the first step to ascend the steps of the school. 
 
    “I see.” 
 
    “That’s one of them anyway,” she opened the doors of the school. 
 
    Inside the foyer there was a huge stone statue of a man with a bald head holding a golden lammergeier in one hand. The bird seemed to dominate the statue.  
 
    We stood in front of the enormous statue for a moment, she admired its details, “This is our head Council, Drisdol Prescott. He is the strongest and most powerful of us all. Here he is in human form, but he is one of the oldest of the warlocks alive today, he is a dragon.” 
 
    “A fire breathing dragon?” 
 
    “Yes, real fire. So, try not to make him angry.” 
 
    The foyer was quite large, I could hear the distant whispers of girls hushing each other when they were alerted to the Duchess’ presence. Inside her office, I watched her shuffle papers around on her desk before picking up the receiver and punching in a few digits. She spouted of in a foreign language that ended with my name. I sat waiting for her to address me, but she didn’t.  
 
    A knock at the door.  
 
    “Come in,” she said then gestured toward me. “This is number 1176, Rune Porter.” 
 
    A number? Is that what I had been reduced to?  
 
    “Rune, you will follow Headmistress Teasley to your temporary sleeping quarters. We will speak more in the morning.” 
 
    I turned and followed the headmistress down the hall to its end, her spiral red curls bounced up and down as she walked through the hall with an authoritative stride. Her face was stern, and she had frown lines around the bottom of her mouth. When we came to the end of the hall there was a set of double doors, there stood a guard stood. He too had a wide flat face with large scrunched up features. He grunted to the headmistress and she obliged.  
 
    When slid her card through the reader the doors parted like the red sea. We quickly came upon another door trimmed in yellow and marked Class Two Dormitory. Seconds later, we were standing in a quaint and cozy living room. A fire danced in the hearth and a big black cat sat somberly on a green sofa. 
 
    “Hello Josephine,” the headmistress said to the cat. “Isn’t it past your bedtime,” she glanced at her watch and back at Josephine. This time when I looked again there was a girl of about sixteen, she was smiling at me. Her eyes were a mesmerizing green. I shook my head; I must be deliriously sleepy. 
 
    “Josephine is a shapeshifter,” the head mistress explained. “You’ll see that she favors the smaller animals.” 
 
    “I thought shapeshifters only existed in teen novels?” 
 
    “Real.” Josephine whispered as she slid past the headmistress and disappeared into one of the rooms. 
 
     Mrs. Teasley continued, “There are three main floors to this institution of learning. We are now on the second floor where the main offices reside. Those are the office of the Council, the Headmistress and the DOD Agency which is where I found you with the Duchess. The front entrance is located directly across from those offices and is the only way in and out of the Academy. Directly underneath us in floor one, there you will find the classrooms, the fitness room, the pool, and Class One dorms. Class Three dorms are located above us. All meals are served in individual dorm kitchens and prepared by the headmistresses.”  
 
    We pass through a huge kitchen. In the center of the room is a 16-foot table made of solid oak. A vintage cast iron stove took up have of the wall and promised many delicious meals. “Your dorm, Rune is located on the first floor one and is very much the same layout.” Next to the kitchen we enter another open room with desks and a few television sets. There were four additional doors along the walls of the room marked A, B, and C. “This is the study, and these are dorms A, B, and C,” they enter room A, although it is a dark room, it is fairly large. Big enough to fit four bunk beds comfortably along opposite sides of the room and two desks side by side in between. each suite has a total of twelve beds to house twelve students. However, it is late and we need to make up your bed on the first floor first thing in the morning, so we are temporarily housing you here.” 
 
    I hear a soft snore coming from the top bunk. I placed my bag underneath. On the bed across from mine,  a girl stirs. The headmistress abruptly leaves the room assuring me that she’ll be back in the morning to escort me to orientation. Just as she leaves, a big black cat pounces on my bed and proceeds to groom herself. I am disgusted. Josephine. 
 
    “Josephine, please get off of my bed,” I whisper. 
 
    “Who are you talking to?” the girl across from me says. She sits up in her bottom bunk and rubs her eyes. “Josephine has green eyes. Shape shifters can never change their eye color.” 
 
    “I look again, and the cat’s eyes are gray. “Go!” I say ushering the cat away. I sit on the bed facing the dark shadow. 
 
    “I’m Rune. Rune Porter.” 
 
    “Welcome to Desert Academy Rune. I’m Lucy.” 
 
    “I thought second-classmen didn’t associate with first-years?” 
 
    “You’re in my room.” 
 
    I could make out in the dark that her hair was cut into a shoulder length bob.  
 
    “So, Lucy are you a shape shifter too?” 
 
    “No,” Lucy lowered her gaze. She felt the shame creeping upon her again. She never wanted to reveal her dark side. “I’m an angel,” Lucy said. 
 
    I digested what she’d said, but something in her eyes said that she was far from the room we sat in now. 
 
    “Angels, vampires, werewolves, shapeshifter what a combination.” 
 
    “Boy are you in for a rude awakening. See you in the morning.” With that she turned over and went silent. 
 
    I lay there looking up at the ceiling allowing the days events to sink in. Memories of my mother flood my mind and I can’t help the steady stream of tears that begin to flow. I turned my back to the room and cried. I missed my mother, right now we would be laying side by side, my head tucked into the cusp of her neck. I’d feel the throbbing of her pulse. She’d stroke my hair until I fell asleep. Deep within me I could feel the heat of passion to dispose of her murderers rise to my chest, I vowed to myself that I would find and destroy the Council of the Gods.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
      
 
    As the morning sun rose and spilled into the room, everything looked different than it did in the dark. The pain in her heart had unfolded into a knot of nervousness. How had she ended up in this, how would her mother feel about her being here? The beds were made of thick wood, covered by dark green wool blankets. There were wood panels on the floor and a thick cream bear skin rug made the room cozy. There was one window between the two beds that was directly above the two desks that sat side by side. The sun projected rays filled with dancing specs of dust onto the flood near the door. There were two door inside the dorm room, one led to the restroom and the other to a huge walk in closet. 
 
    When Lucy woke, she sat up in bed. She did not smile but looked around the room as if she were expecting there to be someone there, the look on her face revealed sadness. Her eyes, both hooded and droopy, were void of a youthful glow, but rather tension and insecurity. Rune knew that there was a much deeper story behind her pain.  
 
    “How long have you been here?” I asked, pushing my covers back and allowing my legs to dangle to the floor. The other roommates had already left the room. I glanced at my bag that had been moved to the corner of the room.  
 
    Lucy followed my eyes, “Katherine probably moved your bag. She doesn’t like anything out of place. Once I left a brush on the bathroom counter after I used the restroom and when I came back to the dorm the brush was on my bed with a note that said, next time I’ll burn it. So, I did it again just to see what she’d do and when I came back there were ashes on my bed, next to what used to be my brush. All that was left was the handle because it was aluminum.” 
 
    “Are you serious, what a bitch.” 
 
    “Yes, actually she is a bitch and a witch too. Although she is only a second year, she comes from a long line of witches who have successfully integrated into society after graduating from DA. Her family owns Blake Pharmaceuticals. 
 
    “You mean “THE” Blake Pharmaceuticals nationwide?” 
 
    “That’s it. They practically own half of the pharmacies in the U.S. Anyways, her mother was damned by the Council because she put a curse on one of Katherine’s teachers for giving her an “A minus.” 
 
    “Are you serious, a curse for something as small as that? So, why would the Council damn her for something so small?” I asked. 
 
    “She turned the teacher into a DOG, and actually, there’s more to it. Katherine’s mother was next in line to be voted to the board, and the board controls the election of the council members. They’re like the House of Representatives while the Council is the Presidency and the DOD Agency is the Secretary of State or CIA and FBI. Well, with Katherine’s mother gone, the board cannot resume practicing until they elect a new board of directors, which is done by the citizens of the dark side. The problem is that no one really volunteers to do the job because they do not want to work with Drisdol.” 
 
    “I was never much for politics, but just how big is the Council of the Gods?”  
 
    “IDK, I think there’s like four main Council members or something they represent the four corners of the globe where the dark siders live, or once lived. Drisdol is the lead council and the three others are only replacements.” 
 
    “What do you mean, replacements?” 
 
     “Drisdol was responsible for replacing the three members and it seems that he replaced them with three of his own choices, so that he could maintain in full control. The COG’s are housed in a secret location they are like the white house; they give their orders to the DOD Agency who carries out their orders. I heard there was a meeting between the President of the United States and the Head Council Drisdol not too long ago.” 
 
    Before she could ask any more questions, a tiny green light flashed above the door sending a soft beam throughout the room.  
 
    “What’s that?” I watched the beam blink three times and then stop. Then it beamed three more times. 
 
    “It’s our alarm clock. We should be at the table for breakfast. Get ready for drama. These girls are no joke.” 
 
    We met the other girls in the kitchen. Breakfast was prepared by the head mistress, she worked quietly and was very meticulous about every item she placed on the table. The table was filled with breakfast dishes of all kinds: Eggs, Grits, Bacon, Orange Juice and Coffee. The girls came in chatting among themselves. Although they saw her, no one bothered to speak to her because the handkerchief she wore in her jacket was white, while they all wore yellow. All classmen wore navy blue jackets, while their skirts were checkered green, yellow, white on a navy background.  The handkerchiefs were what set the classes apart: 
 
    
    	 White was first class one.  
 
    	 Yellow was class two. 
 
    	  Green was class three.  
 
    	 When the girls qualified for graduation, they wore navy handkerchiefs for their last six months. 
 
   
 
    I took a seat at the table and put a croissant on my plate. She watched the other girls enter the room. Most of them were in conversation about events from the day before while others were still in morning mode. 
 
    “Looks like we have a house guest,” one girl said grabbing a banana from the center of the table and proceeded to peel it while staring at Rune. She took a bite of her banana and looked around the table. Everyone was quiet, waiting for her to continue her quest for attention. Aka Bully the new girl.  
 
    “It seems that the council has a bit of a scheduling problem. Too many recruits, and not enough empty beds. Aren’t you supposed to be in the Class One Dormitory on the first floor?” 
 
    Her name is Rune,” Lucy spoke. 
 
    “No one asked you, freak!  
 
    “So, Rune. I’m Katherine,” she spoke again looking at her friend and smiling. “We have a rule around here, whenever a new recruit comes in they are required to impress us with their magic skill.” 
 
    “But I don’t do magic. I’m a vampire!” 
 
    “Yeah, and vampires don’t eat meat. I once had an uncle who knew this vampire who was forced to eat a small piece of cooked meat and he almost died.” 
 
    “OK.” 
 
    “So, since you’re a vampire I dare you to eat three pieces of bacon.” 
 
    “Don’t do it! I’m vampire and I have NEVER eaten a morsel of food, I only drink blood,” the girl across from me held up a blue juice box. I looked at Katherine, she was one of the type of girls who thrived from attention. If it wasn’t about her, she was not interested. I picked up three pieces of bacon and slowly and methodically lifted them to my mouth and stuffed them in. The other vampires at the table made gagging sounds and Katherine smiled. She was probably waiting for me to start gaging. I chewed them, swallowed and then showed her my empty mouth. 
 
    “Strong stomach,” she said. “But not impressive.” 
 
    After they chatted about it for a moment, the girls begin to fix their plates, the chatter among them continued and soon their steady flow of conversation gave me a chance to see exactly what they were about. The most outspoken girl was Katherine Blake. She was the center of attention. Although all the girls wore the same exact uniform, Katherine found a way to stand out with her hair. It was colored light purple with streaks of silver spread throughout, it hung in waves like a continuous flowing waterfall to the center of her back. It moved in slow waves that made you want to reach out and touch it. 
 
    “She uses magic to make it flow like water,” Lucy whispered. 
 
    Suddenly, one of the girls at the table sneezed and everyone held their plates. Lucy grabbed mine before it blew away. A gust of wind blew into my face and the room shook as if there was an earthquake. Everything that wasn’t held down was now on the floor.  
 
    “Kim, you are supposed to Warn us!” Katherine yelled. 
 
    “I’m sorry I didn’t know I needed to sneeze,” she held up both her hands as another warning before she inhaled, “Ahhhhh Ahhhhhh ACHOOOOOO!” This time the entire table was lifted, and everyone was thrown up from their chairs. 
 
    I burst out in laughter. I can’t help it! What kind of girl had a powerful sneeze as a supernatural ability? This girl only weighted a buck twenty if that. How could she hold so much powder in a sneeze?  
 
    “Are you laughing at me?” Kim glared at me through wet eyes. Her face was red with the left-over force of the sneeze. Her golden hair was disheveled, and she rubbed her nose. “How utterly rude of you?” she said through tear filled eyes. 
 
    “Yes, it is and I’m sorry I don’t mean to be rude; it was just unexpected,” I apologized. 
 
    “Just as your stay here was. You best be moving on to your own floor with your own kind.” 
 
    “Heeeeyyyyyy!” one of the other vampires said. 
 
    Kim rolled her eyes, “I don’t mean vampire you idiot I mean first classmen.” 
 
    Her comment shocked me and before I knew it I was lashing out, “I don’t know what your problem is, but I didn’t ask to be a student at this prison anyway. I’d rather be in my own hometown attending my own school with my own friends.” 
 
    “Don’t be so full of yourself “RUIN”, none of us asked to be here either, but our mothers were here before us and now we’re here. Girls we better get to class,” Katherine said getting up from the table. It seemed that my laughter had altered the mood of the entire room and everyone just wanted to get as far away from me as they could.  
 
    The bell sounded in the hall and the flashing green light indicated that there needed to be movement, like soldiers the girls simmered about the room until they found their way out the door and down the hallway. Rune listened to their footsteps until they could not be heard anymore. Lucy got up from the table. “I’m sorry Rune, I have to go too.” 
 
    “Why do you allow Katherine to speak to you that way?” I ask her. 
 
    “She was the one who moved your suitcase. She sleeps in the bed above mine. They hate me because I am the first dark angel to enter DOD. I guess because I can’t really choose a side, I’m the enemy. Also, when I came a week ago, the nightmares and the shadows started happening every night, she sleeps above me and…” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “They stalk me at night. The demons, they’re remain in the shadows.” 
 
    “I thought you said you were an angel?” 
 
    “I was an angel, until I made a choice that banished me from his presence. The transformation takes a while. I was sent to earth as an angel on assignment. Somehow, being among humans brings with it so much temptation.” 
 
    “What was his name?” 
 
    “How do you know it was a he?” 
 
    “What was her name?” 
 
    “Kelly Teasley. I met her on assignment, and she offered me drugs. I tried to resist, but…” 
 
    The light above the door turned yellow. “I have two minutes, I need to get to class or I’ll be caught by the hall bots, watch out for them, they’re about ye high and really grumpy.” 
 
    Just as she left an intercom in the center of the table came on and a voice said, “Rune Porter, report to DOD Agency on the second floor a.s.a.p.” Inside the DOD office she took a seat with three other girls her age. A few minutes later the Duchess entered the room. 
 
    “OK, girls you are all new to Desert Academy and I’m sure you have lots of questions. Those questions will be answered in your first period Class One orientation. This is a tri level class.  
 
    “Welcome students, all are welcome wizards, vampires, werewolves, Shifters, come one come all! My name is Professor Willowbrook and this is my fifth year at Desert Academy and I am pleased to say that it has been a wonderful learning experience. My husband, Professor Willowbrook is the swim instructor and gym teacher here, BTW he is a wizard,” she smiled when she said his name. “In this class you will be learning all about the history of the Council, the Daughters of the Damned, and the Desert Academy. But before we begin let’s get introductions out of the way.” 
 
    I looked around the room again. When I saw Katherine Blake sitting on the other side of the room, I rolled my eyes. This is going to be an interesting year.  Everyone’s faces looked the same, either bored or curious about each other’s gifts. There was a girl with long dark silky hair, her skin held somewhat of a glow. She was very quiet. Behind her was another girl whose eyes pierced your very soul. She was very eerie, and she was scribbling doodles in her notebook the whole time. Something about her drew me in and I wanted to know her story. I took out my cell phone and sent Lucy a text.  
 
    Me: Hey. 
 
    Lucy: …Hey 
 
    Me: Why is Katherine in my Orientation class?  
 
    I thought this class is only for first years. 
 
    Lucy:  Haha! Katherine flunked that class last year!  
 
    She was caught cheating on her final. 
 
    Me: Interesting… 
 
    Lucy: LOL TTYL 
 
    Me: BFN 
 
    Professor Willowbrook took out a wand and waved it at the ceiling of the classroom and a dark cloud covered the entire ceiling. The entire class looked up in awe. Then, suddenly from those clouds came rain and then lightening and thunder. The thunder was so loud it shook the walls and the lightning nearly hit one of the statues in front of the room. Not only were we all wet but scared to death.  
 
    “My supernatural ability is that I am a witch. My mother and my grandmother were also witches and we have all been students at Desert Academy and we have all lived among the civilian race successfully.” She pointed to the girl sitting to my right. “Now, why don’t you tell us your name and where you’re from.” 
 
    “Is she serious!” Katherine asked the student behind her. “Hello, witch lady!  We are all wet here and you just scared the shit out of the first years. Now you want us to stand and tell you about ourselves?” 
 
     As if, she read my mind with a wave of her wand a strong but soft wind filled the room and within seconds we were all dry again. 
 
    “Is that better miss Katherine? Now class let’s resume.” Mrs. Willowbrook pointed to the girl with the long silky hair.  
 
    “My name is Natira and I’m from…” she looked around the room. “I’m from…” she looked at my notebook for a long moment and then back at the professor. “I’m from Chesterfield and I am a shape shifter.” 
 
    “Wow sounds like lots of fun. What is your preference dear?” 
 
    “It depends on the situation.” Natira took her seat, she wasn’t very receptive to the questions and I think Mrs. Willowbrook took the hint and backed off. 
 
    “Next.” 
 
    I wanted to get it over with so I volunteered, “I’m Rune Porter, I’m from a small town in South Texas. I don’t understand why I’m here. All I know is that it was a decision made by the “elusive” Council of the Gods. I’d rather be back in Texas with my friends in my own life, but apparently they don’t think so.” 
 
    Everyone seemed to perk up as if they were interested in what I had to say. The new kid, getting sent to the dean on day one for mouthing off. I was over it; I really didn’t care what the professor thought at this point. 
 
    “Well, Rune I sense a bit of anger in your voice. I felt the same way when I came to Desert Academy, but you will find that the Academy is on your side. You may take your seat.” 
 
    The next student who stood up was the girl with the dark eyes. 
 
    “My name is Akela Truit and I’m a vampire!” 
 
    “OK, welcome one welcome all. Let’s get started. Open your notebooks.” 
 
    I opened my notebook to page one and gasped at what I saw. The first word was Chesterfield. I looked at Natira and she turned to me and smiled. Did she know I was looking at her? I closed my notebook and looked at the cover, there was no way she could have read that unless she could read through the cover. I looked at her again, she turned toward me again. I planned to learn everything I could about this organization, because in order to take them down I needed to be informed.  
 
      
 
    “OK class let’s see who’s been listening. Who can tell me the name of our great leader?” 
 
    “That would be Drisdol Prescott.” 
 
    “Great and your name young lady?” 
 
    “I’m number 1963 Bethany Windfall, from New Hampshire.” 
 
    “Bethany can you tell us your superpower?” 
 
    “It’s” she looked around the class, although there were only about four new students in total, she was apprehensive. It was apparent that her power was embarrassing to her. Her olive skin had turned a shade of crimson as she pulled her long brunette hair as close to her face as she could. She was trying to disappear.   
 
    “It’s ok, we’re all new to this and none of us really have anything mastered at this point. When I first came to Desert Academy I too was as shy as a little church mouse, but I soon found my bunch and acclimated in no time.” She looked at her roster, “Let’s see, Bethany Windfall…” looked up at Bethany and then down at her roster again, her cheeks flushed. “Ohhhhh, I see well let’s just move on…”  
 
    [image: ]Now, we were all curious, just what was this mystery gift? I scribbled on my notebook again. 
 
      
 
    “OK class. Your homework assignment is to speak with a second year student about what being a student at Desert Academy has been to them. Class dismissed.” 
 
    With that the green light above the door began to flash. Everyone scrambled toward the door. In the hall’s students chatted, I found my locker which was located next to the student pool. I peeked inside and there was Katherine already standing next to the pool with her crew in tow. They were checking to see if the pool was warm enough to go in. She looked at me and then turned back to her crew and they all laughed. I didn’t understand why she was so mean. Who in her family had wronged her so badly? 
 
    “I’ve heard she and her mother didn’t get along well. She is always angry because of it.” 
 
    I turned around to find Natira putting her books into her locker which was right next to mine, again she seemed to know exactly what I was thinking. 
 
    “How do you do that?” I asked. 
 
     “What?” 
 
    “In class, Chesterfield?” 
 
    “It’s like…intangibility.” 
 
    “OK, so you’re a shape shifter and you’re intangible?” 
 
    “Yes, something like that.” She placed her books into her locker and closed it then she turned her attention back to Katherine and her crew who were now exiting the pool room. “Heads up, a pack of wolves this way comes.” 
 
    “See you later.” 
 
    I watched her walk away before I finished putting my books into my locket. The green lights were flashing, and Katherine and her crew passed without even a glance in my direction. Second years don’t associate with first years, I reminded myself. 
 
    The next two classes went by in a flash. Duchess met me at my classroom to give me my room assignment. Just a few doors down from the pool was the entrance to the Class One dormitory. Inside I found the exact same layout as dorm two. A cozy living space upon entry. The couches were chocolate brown with white throw pillows and a huge white shag carpet in the center of the room. The fireplace was silent. Past the living room was the kitchen, the same huge oak table in the center of the room, an intercom sat in the center of the table while the stove and the refrigerator were on the opposite side against the wall. There was plenty of counter space and the study room had three desktop computers with huge screens. There were six desks, and another sectional sofa sat against the wall. Dorm rooms A, B, and C were marked. My room was A. 
 
    When I opened the door there were two familiar faces from class. My roommates were Akela and Natira.  
 
    “Hey, I know you, from class,” I said. 
 
    “Hello Rune. I had a feeling we’d end up together,” Natira responded. 
 
    “Thank goodness,” I sighed. “Which bed did you take?” 
 
    “Natira pointed to the bottom bunk. “This one’s open.” 
 
    I placed my things on the bottom bunk. I prefer it to the top anyway.  
 
    “Rune, so what did you say your super power was?” Akela asked. 
 
    “I actually didn’t. But, I’m a vampire.” 
 
    “Really!” Natira said. “So Akela’s a werewolf, you’re a vampire, and I’m a shifter. This should be an interesting year.” 
 
    The girls laughed. Akela walked over to her pink suitcase and pulled out a bundle of white sage and an earthen pot. She lit a match to the tip of a herb bundle and allowed it to burn for a few minutes in the pot, a puff of white smoke filtered through the air; then she moved around the room allowing the smoke to fill every corner.  
 
    “What is that? Natira asked. 
 
    “I think its sage,” I said. 
 
     Akela chimed in, “It’s called smudging, I’m cleansing the room of any evil spirits. I do it in every new place I plan to sleep.” 
 
    “Does it work?  I mean you ARE at a school filled with witches, vampires, werewolves and demons.” 
 
    “Yes, it works. I mean- not on you guys but on anyone who has bad intentions.” 
 
    She opened the window and allowed the smoke to find its way out of the room and with it she ushered the bad spirits.  
 
    Within minutes, the fire alarm buzzed loudly in the hallway.  
 
    “A fire!” yelled one of the other suitemates. She threw our door open and fanned the smoke away from her face. “Are you guys serious!” She had big curly hair; it was golden with streaks of blond throughout. Her skin was a pecan color, next to her hair she seemed to glow.  
 
    Akela scrambled to fan the smoke toward the open window. We joined in to help, I used a pamphlet from the dresser, while Akela used a pillow from the bed.  
 
    “We’re in trouble now!” I said. “On our first day too.” 
 
    We laughed. Trying to brush off the seriousness of the situation with humor.  
 
    “You won’t be laughing when the Council finds out that you were burning sage in your room. Idiots!”  
 
    “We’re not idiots!” 
 
    The other suitemate chimed in, “Don’t worry bout her, she’s a little grumpy. You woke her up from a nap, I’m Zora and she’s Birkenstein. We’re both werewolves.” Zane was a very petite girl with long braids. She had a smile that lit up the room. 
 
    Akela extended a hand, “So am I. Akela. This is Natira and this is Rune. I’m really sorry for this.” We smiled at Zora and continued our ritual of fanning.  
 
    The fire alarm blared out loudly again. A blue light started blinking over every door in the dormitory and the intercom sounded, soon Duchess could be heard in a panic, “ALL STUDENTS REPORT TO THE FRONT LAWN IMMEDIATELY. ALL STUDENTS REPORT TO THE FRONT LAWN IMMEDIATELY. The blue lights continued blinking more rapidly as we assembled on the front lawn of the school. The first thing I noticed outside were the hundreds of tall white turbines that dotted the desert surrounding the school. The tops of mountains in the distance were covered in a dark haze of anger. We were assembled on the yard by color again. Yellow was marked by a yellow stone path, while white and green shared separate paths. Duchess walked to the front where the security guards and three headmistresses gathered to help with the organization of the girls. Professor Hodges and Mr. Willowbrook looked disheveled, as if we’d disturbed their only meal.  
 
    I listened in on the students gossip around me.  
 
    “Did you know that Professor Hodges and Willowbrook are siblings. Mr. Willowbrook is the swim and gym teacher. He’s the one at the front of the school checking off the safety boxes. The three headmistresses have been here for over a hundred years, they are actually winged fairies. The security guards are all clueless, I heard they are trolls in human form. Drisdol put a spell on them so they wouldn’t scare anyone. The headmistresses are under spell too. If you look closely, you can see parts of their true nature sticking out.  
 
    Is any of this ture?” I asked one of them. 
 
    “Yes, all of it is true.” 
 
    “OK Students,” Duchess got our attention with her whistle.  “Mr. Willowbrook has checked every inch of the school and it looks like one of the dorms in class one is responsible for setting off the alarm.” 
 
    Class one was silent as the yellow and green class broke into boisterous chatter and laughter. They glared at us with disdain and we knew that this would not die down easily. 
 
    “Ok, I need everyone silent.” I could hear the swooshing of the turbines in the silence, I watched as they turned slowly catching the wind. A black bird flew in and out of one of the large propellers just missing it every time. Duchess walked over to our section and stood with her arms crossed.  
 
    “Someone want to tell me who is responsible for this mishap?” she asked. 
 
    We were silent. Akela looked at Zane and Birkenstein, expecting them to point at her. But, to her surprise they remained quiet. No one said a word. “Anyone?” Duchess put her hands on her hips. She took out her wand and wrote in thin air, black letters appeared in the sky as she wrote.               RULE 17: NO SMOKING ALLOWED! “One of you is in violation of that rule. I want to remind you of what happens when someone decides to break a rule. She started writing again, this time each letter was written with intention. D_E_T_E_N_T_I_O_N!”  
 
    A uniform gasp filled the air at the threat of detention. Duchess drew a circle in the air and inside a visual graphic played, Drisdol Prescott came on the screen. He placed his hand on the outer circle and looked out at the three classes. Then, he settled his gaze on the first classmen. “I heard something very disturbing! Disturbing first, because I am a busy man, behind him we could see a battlefield where two armies fought using swords. One army wore red while the other wore black. Men were fallen on both sides of the battle. He came as close to the portal opening as he could and spoke again, If we find out who was responsible for this fire, they will pay for this disobedience.” He looked around, “Perhaps on the battlefield.” 
 
    Duchess closed the portal and continued to talk, “Drisdol is in Africa fighting a very important battle, we should not disturb him again. Now, go back to your dorms, we will investigate this issue further.” 
 
    We returned to our dorms without much conversation. I had so many more questions now. What exactly was detention? Where was it? What battle was Drisdol fighting?  Inside, Zane and Birkenstein went straight to the kitchen to take their daily dose of Flower EW15 mg. A small dispensary next to the refrigerator spit out two white pills after they placed their number in the machine. Akela placed her number in next and her daily dose popped out as well. She swallowed the pills and stood near the table.  
 
    I wondered if the medication was working. I put in my number and the screen read ERIPmav 12 mg and two blue pills popped out. I threw my head back and swallowed my daily dose of anti-vampire medication. Its promise was to reverse the vampire in me. I opened the refrigerator and in my section were little blue juice boxes filled with blood. I stuck the straw inside and pulled the contents into my mouth. YUM!!  
 
    “Birkenstein, I wanted to say thank you for not telling about the sage.” 
 
    “Hey, she looked at Zane. “Girl I may be a lot of things but a snitch ain’t one. Where I’m from, we stick together. So, I gotchu!” 
 
    “Yeah, you cool,” Zane added. 
 
    “Thank you,” Akela said.  
 
    The green light above the door started to blink, it was time for dinner. The headmistress scurried into the room and made her way to the heating shelves against the counter. When she opened it the aroma of a Thanksgiving filled the room. On the top shelf was Turkey and a Ham, underneath that were the side dishes and on the bottom was desert. She moved about the room without saying a word until the table was filled with a feast fit for a King. The blinking light lit up again and the other three suitemates came into the kitchen to take their doses. We all stood around trying to get a glimpse of what was underneath the floor length gray housedress and white apron. We watched as it swayed to the left and to the right with every step she took. Our eyes were eagerly awaiting something of astonishment. Finally, when she bent down to get the dessert from the bottom heating shelf we saw it. 
 
    Berkenstein pointed to the bottom of her dress where an iridescent wing had found its way to the open air. It moved back and forth as she did. At the rim of her neck underneath her brown wig we could see antlers moving about like wisps of hair as she fought with the dessert tray. Behind her we were jumping and silently screaming at the sight of it all. Then, we looked at the food laid before us on the table and wondered, how did she cook it all? When the headmistress left the dormitory, we burst into laughter.  
 
    “What the hell was that shit?” Berkenstein said. 
 
    “OMG, I knew it was true!” Sumea said.  
 
    “Those were wings yaul!” 
 
    “Yep!” 
 
    “What about the food? How the hell do fairies cook all this shit?” 
 
    “Girl, I don’t even know.” 
 
    “But,” Akela said. “I thought fairies were tiny?” 
 
    “They are, but Drisdol is on some messed up shit, he made them MF’s big as hell and made them some servants.” 
 
    “Daaaaammmmmmmm!” Zane said. 
 
    “I know one thing,” Sumea said. “The food is yummy.” 
 
    “It’s fairy food, that stuff is mesmerizing.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    We ate the rest of our dinner in silence. When we were finished, I took a shower and got into my bottom bunk. I reviewed my notes from class and wrote questions that I needed answered in my investigation of the Council. Akela was quiet all night, while Natira stayed up in the living room talking with Zane and Birkenstein.  
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
      
 
    Akela had struggled through her entire dinner. Something was wrong, and she couldn’t put her finger on it. She had been hearing the calling once again. It came from beyond the turbines, from a place that she’d only seen in her dreams. She looked out at the turbines through the window, their steady buzzing seemed to magnify in intensity tonight, the noise was worse than standing underneath a freeway underpass. She remembered those nights when she lived in the mortal world, nights when she’s mysteriously end up underneath a freeway underpass asleep. What was hiding in those hills? What was calling her? She felt a need to answer to the calling of the wild.  
 
    On her first night at the Academy she’d found an exit that led to the rooftop and she’d been out every night since.  Tonight, the sky was clear, and the stars shone through like tiny Christmas lights in a dark sea. Akela thought about her mother. Where was she? Was she out there calling for her?  
 
    She’d gone over the details of the last night she spent with her mother before she was taken to the Academy. She remembered returning from school to find her mother sitting at the table over a pile of bills. She’d been crying.  Things had been very difficult over the years as a single parent trying to raise a child on a waitress income. Gretta had worked over 50 hours a week in order to keep up with the inflated rent on the mountainside.  
 
    She and her mother had gotten into another argument because she had been hanging out with Dillion Pendergrass again. He had been arrested on several occasions for petty theft and had a bad rep, but she liked being with him because he never judged her. She and her mother argued for most of the night, when their fight escalated, Akela had run out of the house to take a walk. She remembered walking down a dark alley to get to the bus…and that was where her memory failed her…the next memory was waking up the next morning underneath a freeway underpass. Her nails were filled with blood again, which had happened on many occasions before. Sometimes she woke up with blood all over her body. When she got home, that was when she found out that her mother had called Walter. 
 
    The questions circled in her head over and over. Who did the blood belong to?  Had she…she’d expected the police to show up any minute, but they never did.   
 
    “What you doing up here? It’s past curfew you know,” Natira asked as she crawled through the open window above the theatre. 
 
    “Yep, I know. What are you doing up?” 
 
    “I couldn’t sleep either.” 
 
    “Dreams?”  
 
    “Not quite, but strange things have been happening lately. I’ve been trying to sort it all out.” 
 
    “What kind of strange things?” 
 
    Natira looked out at the turbines, even from her seat on the rooftop they towered over her. “I don’t know, the turbines, they somehow increase my energy. It’s like I’m becoming an electrical current or something. Everything I touch sparks. Like, yesterday I tried to plug in the blow dryer, and it caught fire.” 
 
    “That’s dangerous, did you tell Duchess?” 
 
    “No, she’d just send me to the lab, and I don’t want to go away right now.” Lab happened off site and it often took two, sometimes three days to work through an issue and conduct an investigation. You were poked, prodded and observed like a lab rat by the council as your newfound abilities were put on display, recorded and observed.  
 
    “So that’s what happened to the blow dryer!” Rune came out of nowhere.  
 
    “Watch this,” Natira was sitting cross legged. She raised her arms in front of her and proceeded to use her index finger to poke at the air, as she did little beams of light appeared like dots and illuminated out into the darkness. “Now, touch them.” She said. 
 
    I put my hand out to touch the beams and had to retreat because it burned. The beams were so hot they would fry anything that came near them, it was as if she was creating some sort of forcefield of protection around herself. 
 
    “Ouch. Turn it off,” I yelled, rubbing my finger. That freaking hurt!” 
 
    “Sorry,” Natira apologized, pulling the light back into her hands, she rolled it around and it became a ball of energy, the color was deep red and an angry current surged through it as she rolled her hands around it.  
 
    “What are you going to do with that?” 
 
    Natira looked into the distance. Far beyond the turbines she could see the battle raging in the valley of Jezerel. Two armies fought over the souls of the daughters of the damned. Natira stood and threw the fireball as far as she could and in the distance the girls saw what looked like a display of fireworks over the mountains.  
 
    “Natira, how on earth did you do that?” 
 
    “I’ll explain later,” I told Natira. 
 
    The girls were quiet for a moment, looking out into the distance. None of them were aware that the hills were alive with evil eyes peering in their direction, all with orders to destroy the daughters of the damned and forever end their legacy.  
 
    *** 
 
    I open my eyes and the cold in the room was so unbearable that I was shivering, even with the heavy wool blankets on my bed. I tried to turn my head to the left, but something is blocking my movement. Ice. I raise my head to look around and the room has been transformed into an ice cave. Am I dreaming? I ask myself, unable to believe that that I’m in an ice cave in the middle of the desert. I feel around the bed for my cell phone, but my fingers are emerged in ice water and my clothes are saturated with water. When I finally find my phone, I shine its light throughout the room and Natira is also lying in her bed shivering and the freakin’ room is filled with big blocks of ice. I get out of bed and underneath my feet the floor has turned into ice as well.  When I look out the window, we are surrounded by an island of ice beyond which I can see patches of what used to be the yard. In the distance, the white pillars of the windmill keep turning. Where are we? I try to wake Natira and she mumbles something in her sleep but doesn’t respond to my shaking. I shake wake Akela and she opens her eyes in astonishment of her surroundings.  
 
    “What’s happening. Where are we?” she jumps up and slips on the ice underneath our feet. 
 
    “I don’t know. It looks, like some kind of ice cave. How did we get here?” 
 
    Akela grabs her blanket from the bed and we wrap ourselves up in it.  
 
    “Where’s the door?” 
 
    “I.D.K.” 
 
    “Did you try to wake her up?” 
 
    “Yes, but she keeps mumbling something in her sleep, she won’t budge.” 
 
    Akela looks around the room, and then at Natira who is still in a deep sleep, her necklace is glowing a light blue color. “I think it’s Natira, she must be having a nightmare. We have to wake her up.” 
 
    We shake her but she does not wakeup, instead she mumbles in her sleep as if she is talking to someone … 
 
    Suddenly, the room starts to shake, and the ground underneath us begins to move. The ice cracks as a dark shadow fills the room.  
 
    “What is that?” I say looking as far into the ice as I can see. 
 
    “I don’t know!” Akela yells. 
 
    We shine the light at the surface of the ice and from deep down underneath a huge sea creature comes barreling at the ice once more. When his body hits the surface with a crash and the room shakes again and another huge ice crack slides across the surface of the ice, this time it divides us. 
 
    “Wake her up!” I yell. Looking around for another way to escape the room. I open the window and put one leg through, but when I step into the snow my foot sinks down into a white foamy substance instead. It’s not ice. There is no bottom. I crawl back into the room as it shakes again. This time, the creature penetrates the surface and the ice cracks enough for him to push his head through. His teeth are the size of my feet and his mouth is hungry for our blood.  
 
    “What is it?” Akela yelled. 
 
    “I don’t know!” I scream, “We have to wake Natira up!” I shook her again, this time I see her fighting to pull herself free from the overpowering dream. She opens her eyes and closes them again and the creature smashes into the room once more, this time he lets out a massive roar that sounds like a fleet of sea vessels all blowing at the same time. I shake her again.  
 
    “NATIRRRRAAAAA!” we both yell. 
 
     “Where am I?” just as suddenly as she awakes, the snow around us disappears, and we are in our warm dorm again.  
 
    “What happened?” She asks. I fall onto my bed with relief.  
 
    “We were all asleep, and somehow we awoke to room full of ice, and a sea creature was trying to kill us?” 
 
    “My dream,” Natira rubbed her eyes. “It’s happening again. When I have nightmares everything around me transforms to whatever I am dreaming about and the people who are near me are pulled into the experience as well, on Zarmina…” Natira looked away.  
 
    “Tell us,” Akela sat next to her. “I hadn’t done it since I was five, but when we dream out loud, the people around us usually help us through the dream. They fight with you to help you remain safe because…” 
 
    “Because what?” 
 
    “If you die in your dream, you die in real life.” 
 
    We sat quietly. Natira rubbed her necklace, she wanted to go home.  
 
    She had not been able to contact home since the explosion. The energy in her necklace was too weak. How could she survive life on this planet? How would she contact her planet again? In her Earth Studies class on Zarmina they told her about a space center on Earth where Alien remains were housed. There, scientists did research on extraterrestrial life forms. If she could make it to that center, she would be able to apprehend the celestial samples of her planets rock forms, with those and the energy from the turbines, she would be able to send out a signal that could be seen in her galaxy. Could she trust her new friends to help her escape Desert Academy to retrieve the rock?  
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    In class I opened my Cambridge notebook. Mrs. Willowbrook announced that there would be a quiz on the History of the geography surrounding the school, so I made sure to pay close attention: 
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    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    After everyone had gone to bed Akela remained on the roof a little longer. She lay back and looked up at the sky. Again, she remembered when her mother told her the story of her father and how she’d met him.  
 
    They’d met at a bar; her mother didn’t really want to go that night, but her roommate at the time was a bartender and she’d promised her she’d celebrate her birthday with her. So, she went to the bar during her friends shift that night. When she got there, the place was quiet, which gave her time to sit and talk to her friend throughout her shift. Three drinks later, a tall dark and very handsome man walked into the bar. His eyes were dark and mysterious, and when he took a seat next to her, she knew she was in trouble. Something about him got her attention. His hair was dark and curly, and he was wearing a navy suit jacket and jeans. He ordered a vodka and tonic and started cracking nuts and staring at the baseball game above the bar. She and her roommate exchanged knowing glances, something girls did when they saw something they liked. The handsome stranger looked to be in his early thirties, which was a bit older than her at the time, but she was immediately attracted to his strong presence.  
 
    “What are you drinking?” the roommate asked him. 
 
    “Vodka and Tonic,” he smiled revealing a set of beautifully etched white teeth. 
 
    She watched her roommate fix another drink and hand it to the stranger. They drank in silence again. Finally, she got up gather up her things. 
 
    “I’ll see you at home,” she announced. 
 
    “Leaving so soon?” he said. 
 
    She looked at the stranger, “Uhhh yes. I have some studying to do.” 
 
    “What are you studying?” 
 
    “I’m a student at the local University. Senior year, lots of cramming.” 
 
    “I see. Well, can I walk you out?” 
 
    She looked at her roommate who winked and sent kisses of approval into the air between them. 
 
    “Yes, sure.” 
 
    Outside, they talked, but talking was not what either of them had in mind. His eyes trailed her body and he smiled. When she smiled back at him, he knew it was ok to make a move.  
 
    “I love your pouty lips; I wonder if they taste as good as they look?” he got straight to the point. 
 
    “Why don’t you come over and find out,” she said and that was it. They spent the entire night intertwined in lust and passion. An irresponsible evening of pleasure would pave the way to a future of turmoil. The next day when she awoke, he was gone. No note. No name. Nothing. 
 
    Twenty-seven days later she was working at the coffee shop when she got sick to her stomach. That’s when she knew that she was pregnant with his child. She tried to look for him, but she had nothing. No leads. No name. Nothing that could lead her to him.  
 
    She graduated the next month and moved back home with her parents. Although her father didn’t say much, her mother used every opportunity she could find to remind her how disappointed she was. Overall, the pregnancy was easy enough. She was only sick for about a week in the second trimester but as she got closer to delivery things began to take a turn.  
 
    One night after work, she walked out of the coffee shop and looked up at the full moon, its glow seemed to illuminate the entire parking lot that night. She heard her own footsteps as she walked to her car which was always down the block from the coffee shop, this was her way of getting the exercise that she would otherwise never get. Suddenly, on the ground in front of her she could see a shadow approaching from the moons glare.  
 
    She stopped and turned around and there was no one there. She looked around and the wide street was both quiet and empty except for the cars parked somberly along the residential curbs. She saw a light in a nearby apartment window go off. Someone was watching. This somehow assured her that if anything happened, she’d have a witness to the crime.  
 
    “Who’s there?” she asked the darkness. 
 
    “It’s me,” a male voice said and came into the light. “We have to talk.” 
 
    It was the guy from the bar, she was suddenly ashamed of her belly, she looked down at it and then at the concerned look in his eyes. She was reminded of her mother’s disapproval and suddenly anger arose inside her. He’d left her with no name; and no way to contact him. What did he want now? It was too late for anything but giving birth.  
 
    “Can we talk?” he came into the light of the moon, something in his eyes was eerie. 
 
    She continued to her car, “Get in.” 
 
    He looked up at the moon and hesitated for a moment before getting into the passenger seat of the car. “Your friend told me where I could find you. I don’t have long.” 
 
    “OK.” 
 
    “This baby, I assume it’s mine?” 
 
    “What?” she shifted in her seat to face him. 
 
    “OK, it’s mine. We- what’s your name?” 
 
    She laughed, “This is backwards, here I am nine months pregnant with your baby and you don’t even know my name. For that matter I don’t know yours either.” 
 
    “Walter. I’m Walter and you?” 
 
    “Gretta. Gretta is my name.” 
 
    He looked at the moon, “Gretta, this baby cannot be born. You don’t know what could happen.” 
 
    “What are you talking about? This baby is coming in less than a week.” 
 
    “It’s dangerous.” 
 
    “Dangerous?” 
 
    “It, I mean I- “Walter closed his eyes. It was happening. He looked at the moon and swallowed hard. “We- “then he doubled over in pain. “I have- to go, get home! I’ll look for you.” 
 
    “Wait-what?” She watched him get out of the can and disappear into the woods in the distance. She watched for a few minutes to see if he emerged, but he didn’t. So, she drove home. 
 
    That night she awoke at 3 a.m. Outside her window the full round moon shone down on the quiet neighborhood. The pain in her abdomen was unbearable. She doubled over and screamed. She felt like her back was going to break into two pieces. Although her parents were only two doors down, her screams were to no avail, but they slept like logs.  
 
    “Moooooooooommmmmm!” she yelled, pulling herself out of bed and gathering a few items to stuff into a bag. “Mooooooooooo!” 
 
    “What? What is it?” her mom came to the door still half asleep. “You know your father doesn’t like being awaken when he has work in the morning.” 
 
    “I think it’s time.” 
 
    “You have another week. First babies are always late,” her mother said, convinced that she was not ready. 
 
    “Mother, either you drive me to the hospital, or I’ll call 911.” Gretta doubled over in pain again. 
 
    “OK, ok but this better be it, I was sleeping good,” she huffed and walked away.  
 
    At the hospital they performed an ultrasound to access the pain and make sure that the baby was not breech. When the doctor came in, he looked at the ultrasound in astonishment. 
 
    “Gretta, the ultrasound images are very unclear. It seems that the baby is under a lot of stress and the movement is unremarkable. I’ve never seen anything like it.” 
 
    “So, am I in labor?” 
 
    “No, no not yet. But we are going to keep you overnight for observation.” 
 
    Her mother stood, “Good. I’m going home. Call a cab to get home if you don’t have the baby. Remember Gretta, you got yourself into this mess.” 
 
    That night she was left at the hospital alone. When her mother left, she lay there in the quiet of the room thinking about what Walter had said. What was so dangerous about giving birth? She rubbed her stomach and the life inside her squirmed again, she could see her stomach moving with every roll and cartwheel the baby made. With that the pain grew more intense. Throughout the wee hours of the morning she winced and moaned in pain until the nurses came in and prepared the room for birth.  
 
    At nine centimeters she started pushing. She pushed for the better part of three hours. 
 
    “AAAAAAUUUUUUUGGGGHHHHHHH!” Gretta screamed. 
 
    “Push Gretta, you’ll have beautiful baby in no time.” 
 
    “I can’t!” she gave up, the pain felt like someone was stabbing her in the vagina with a knife over and over again. “I can’t!” 
 
    “You can do this Gretta. Think of your baby, you have to push!” 
 
    Gretta held her breath and bore her chin to her chest and pushed with everything she had inside her. The ripping of her vagina and the pain of the baby’s head caused her to scream. A scream that could be heard throughout the entire labor and delivery ward. Suddenly it was gone. The pain was gone and the room was silent. 
 
    After moments of hushed voices and frantic movements she heard a cry. They handed her a beautiful baby girl and she was instantly in love.  Gretta observed the child’s upturned nose and pouty lips.  “I’m going to name her Akela.”  
 
    She and Akela left the hospital a few days later. No one was there to retrieve her, although she’d called her mother a few times she got no answer. Her old roommate was out of town but offered her to stay at her place if she needed it. She called a cab and went home where she found her parents sitting on the couch watching television. 
 
    “So, I see you had it,” her mother said. 
 
    “Yes, and IT is a baby. A baby girl. Her name is Akela,” Gretta looked at her parents, hoping for some sign of hope. 
 
    “Con- “her dad started to say something but was hit in the side by her mothers’ elbow.  
 
    “Well, I hope you know that we don’t plan to help you with anything. We’ve put everything we’ve had into paying for your education and you chose to throw it away to have a baby. Now, you must do this on our own,” her mother said, laughing at the screen and turning her attention to her father. He looked at her with pity in his eyes. That was enough for Gretta. 
 
    She swallowed the lump in her throat, the pain was a ball of scorn. She slowly ascended the stairs to her bedroom where she released the tears that had been bottled up since the night of passion. Akela was still sore and need a bath. But who would watch the baby while she did that? What had she done; how would she care for a baby alone?  Who would be there to support her? What had Walter meant when he said that giving birth was dangerous?  
 
    She nursed Akela until she was asleep, then she took the quickest shower she could take and went to bed.  
 
    The next morning, she awoke to an empty house. Her father had always left early for work and her mother had bridge. She hadn’t even checked in on her to see if she and the baby were alive. Gretta knew she’d messed up, and she knew that she’d chosen to have this baby despite the appeals of her mother and wagging tongues of the church. She’d consciously made this choice and she would not pay for it for the rest of her life.  
 
    The first three months went by quickly and on no time, she fell into a routine. Drop the baby off at the sitters, go to work, pick her up and come home. Six days a week she toiled trying to raise enough money for the first and last month’s rent on a place of her own. Akela grew strong and she was the quietest baby she’d ever seen. Her sweet spirit was what drew her mother in, finally. Once she came around, her father fell in line as well and things were back to normal in no time.  
 
    “Gretta,” her mother said bouncing the baby in her lap. “She may be teething already, look at how she chews my finger.” 
 
    “Mom I don’t think it’s a good idea to let her chew your finger, I mean is it sanitary?” 
 
    “You chewed on your mothers’ finger when you were a baby Gretta.” 
 
    “That’s disgusting,” Gretta said mixing the last batch of chocolate chip cookies. 
 
    “This baby’s hungry, mommy come feed me!” her mother said handing the baby to Gretta.  
 
    “I’ll be on the porch, it’s a beautiful night,” she announced and went outside to enjoy the evening.  
 
    The baby had latched on securely and as she gulped, more milk came down to replace what was drank. Gretta looked up at the night sky. Stars had formed an almost circular ring around the full moon. It was the most beautiful sky she’d seen to date.  
 
    She looked down at Akela, who had stopped suckling and looked into her eyes. Her sweet face was round and pink. Her cheeks flush and this was the first smile she’d received since her birth.               “Hello Akela, mommy loves you so much,” she whispered. 
 
    “Don’t forget about us, grandma and granddaddy love you too.  Honey we’ll be back we’re going to town for ice-cream.” 
 
    “OK, thanks for the invite!” Gretta teased. 
 
    “You weren’t invited. This is our date night.” 
 
    “Gross.” 
 
    “See you Gretta. 
 
    “Have fun!” 
 
    She watched them drive off and then went inside to put the baby down for the night so that she could take a hot bath. She’d planned to curl up and watch some television afterward. Before she could even begin her shower, the baby let out a blood curling scream from her bassinet. Gretta ran to see what was happening.  
 
    “What is it sweetheart?” she picked her up in her arms and the baby turned and squirmed so much that she had to put her down on the bed. “What is it Akela?” 
 
    She looked closer and Akela’s face seemed distorted, something was happening to her. Her fingers began to grow and her feet began to change, and all Gretta could do was gasp in horror as her baby transformed in front of her to a whimpering lump of fur.  
 
    It is dangerous, you don’t know what we are… those words rang in her eyes as her baby lay there motionless. She slowly approached as the lump of fur moved up and down in labored breathing. What is it? 
 
    Where’s my baby? She said to the space between them. 
 
    She heard sobbing and panting and deep breathing and went in the direction of the lump on the bed, but when she caught sight of herself in the mirror, she realized that it was her own sobbing mixed with the baby’s panting and deep breathing. Everything seemed to go in slow motion as she walked toward the bed. She reached out for the fur and moved it to its side. It was a wolf, a baby wolf, how could it be? It was her baby. The creature suddenly came to life and barking and growling at her in ferocious attempts.  
 
    “Akela!” it’s mommy. 
 
    “Akela!” she reached out to pick her up and pulled away in the knack of time as the baby bit down clamping her teeth together. The baby wolf was ready to devour her whole. She picked up the wiggling ball of rage and placed it in her hamper and closed the lid. She could see through the slits that the wolf was ok. It whimpered and howled and raged until it went to sleep.  
 
    Walter, she had to find Walter.  
 
    “Gretta!” her mother called from downstairs. “We brought you ice-cream!” 
 
    “OK mom, I’ll be right down.” 
 
    She slowly walked over to the hamper again, to check on the growling baby. Inside she found a transforming baby girl. Akela had come back to her.  
 
    “What are you doing? Why in Gods name is my grandbaby in the dirty clothes hamper?” her mother stood at the door. 
 
    “I- she…” 
 
    “Why are you crying? Gretta, give me that baby!” Her mother walked around the bed and took the baby from her hands and held her close. “My sweet grandbaby.” 
 
    Gretta stood there, tears sliding down her cheeks, unable to speak of what had just occurred.  
 
    “Honey you need to see a doctor; I think you may be dealing with post-partum depression.” 
 
    “Yes ma’am.” 
 
    “I’ll keep the baby with me tonight. You need some sleep.” 
 
    What if-tonight… 
 
    That was when Gretta knew she needed to get Akela out of there, if anybody found out what she was. No one would understand and they would take her baby away from her, kill her even. Dangerous… the word rang in her ears. Without explanation she decided to rent a small cabin up in the mountains, where things were quiet, secluded. Her parents once again stopped speaking to her when she took their grandbaby away from them.  
 
    Akela attended a small school where she was raised like any normal girl, except when the moon was full. The only way to keep her safe was to chain her up on those nights. When she was small it was much easier to chain her up in a room or place her in a kennel. But, as she grew older, she could not be contained as easily, it got to the point where she had to release her into the wild and hope that she would return. In the mornings she’d look for her along the mountainside. She often found her lay out under some tree or by the freeway underpass. She was always drained and weak and she was usually down for two to three days after a hunt, it often took all the energy she had to transform. The toll it took on her body was scary.   
 
    When Walter found them again, she was 16. He explained what she was and how he’d come to be. He was very concerned and wanted to take her to a special school that could help her to control her cravings. Although he’d only been up the mountain a few times, when he did they argued. They’d fought for most of the evening about the paper, the number of bodies that had gone missing in the area and the fact that they’d soon catch up to her. Walter left them around 5:30 pm to return to the city.  
 
    That night, she turned for the last time in her mother’s custody. When Gretta saw that the moon was full, she chained Akela up in the yard with heavy chains that were attached to two oak trees on either side of her house. When she started to turn, she screamed and howled in agony. Then, the veracious beast didn’t recognize her mother anymore. She lunged at her to kill, but Gretta sat nearby watching over her, making sure that she did not escape. She held a shot gun in hand in case any other animals were drawn to a fight in the darkness.  
 
    As dusk turned to daylight the beast on the ground became a girl again, helplessly chained by both arms, and exhausted from a night of fighting, she hung loosely drowsy from sleep. Just then a van pulled up and inside was a husband and his wife who’d lost their way. The woman looked at the girl first then at the woman on the porch holding a shotgun. The girl was unable to hold her head up from lethargy. 
 
    “Please, unchain me mamma,” the girl pleaded, pulling at her chains. 
 
    The woman got out of the truck and ran to the girl, “Sweetie are you ok?” she asked the girl before turning in anger to Gretta. 
 
    “Ma’am you are trespassing. This is private property,” Gretta pointed the gun toward the stranger. She could see the man in the background already dialing 911. 
 
    “This is child abuse! I’m calling the authorities,” she said as she walked back to her truck.  
 
    Gretta started to panic, what would happen if the police came? They would take her daughter away. In a plight of desperation, she cocked the gun and fired, and the bullet hit a tree in the distance.  
 
    “Get in your truck and drive away now!” she screamed. 
 
    “Mama, please. What are you doing?” Akela cried pulling at her chains. 
 
    “Get off my property!” Gretta yelled again. Shooting again at the same tree. She started walking toward the truck and the lady got in and they drove away. Gretta knew she didn’t have long, so she ran inside and dialed Walters number. 
 
    “It’s time, hurry,” Walter got there just before the authorities did. He was able to take her away before the police handcuffed Gretta and took her off to jail. She had to find a way out of the school to find her father, she had so many questions. Perhaps he knew where her mother was. Akela was pulled from her thoughts again when the intercom called all students to the auditorium for an important announcement. 
 
    Each class filed into their perspective sections White, Yellow, and Green. There was no Navy until mid-year. The dignitaries took their place in the front of the atrium. Duchess walked to the front of the room and the yellow light flashed, indicating they needed to quiet down.  
 
    “Ladies, it has been reported that we have a breech in security along the south border of Harmagito. Vampire hunters have gotten through the outer gates. We have our agents on them, but just in case, we are placing you on lockdown for the remainder of the night.” 
 
    Everyone around me broke out into chatter. I listened in again to see what I could find out, on several people around me discussing the last breech, apparently it ended in a fire and three dead students. Other students were saying that the ring of darkness could not be penetrated by anyone from within the school because of the darkness that resides here. No one could leave. Ever. Unless the ring was broken. Drisdol used his powers to penetrate the spiritual and mortal realms but he himself no longer had the power to break the ring of darkness. Apparently, he off resurrecting an army that would be able to fight with him and help him to penetrate the ring. 
 
    “Please understand, there are fierce vampire hunters who have been hunting our kind for thousands of years. We have always had to defend ourselves, but be assured, the council is aware of the situation and they have their best agents on it. When we dismiss you, I’m going to ask you to go directly to your rooms and lock the doors.” 
 
    The green light started flashing and we began to file out of the auditorium. In the hallway, girls stood in hungry packs eyeing the new girls.  
 
    “Hey, Rune and Natira, please come with me. I want to show you guys something,” Akela went in a direction opposite the crowds.  
 
    “Aren’t we supposed to be going to our room to lockdown?” Natira said. 
 
    “Yes, but we’ll be fine. I hate being locked up.” 
 
    I blindly followed, but merely out of curiosity.  
 
    “I found this place last week when I was truing to get away from the crowds.” She snuck past the guards and down a long corridor that led to a door. There was a lock on it but it was not secured. She led us down a steep stairwell into a dungeon type basement. There were spider webs everywhere.  
 
    “We need a light,” I whispered. 
 
    “I got it,” Natira whispered and in her hands two balls of energy appeared, each softly glowed with a bright light that illuminated the stairwell. Downstairs the room was barren except for a few boxes and huge black trunk. Akela opened one of the boxes and pulled out a blanket and spread it on the floor, then she lit a match and put it to the lamp. We sat in a circle around the lamp. First, we didn’t say anything, we just sat. Then, I started to talk. 
 
    “O.K. let’s make a pact.” Natira said. “We have to stick together.” 
 
    “What’s that?” Akela whispered. 
 
    “What’s what?” 
 
    The low swishing sound of the wind turbines could be heard in the backdrop, but they were able to push that consistent noise aside and tune into the immediate room surrounding them. 
 
    “Quiet, listen to that noise.”  
 
    We were quiet and we heard a slow dragging noise. It was as if someone was dragging their feet upon the cement floor. Rattle. Steps. 
 
    “Someone’s here.” 
 
    Natira waved her hand over the lamp and it went dark.  
 
    “I saw you guys come down here,” a voice whispered from the stairwell. 
 
    No one said a word. We just sat there frozen, unsure who had followed us. 
 
    “Rune?” she said my name. 
 
    “Is that Lucy?” 
 
    “Yes, it’s me, Lucy- from last night.” 
 
    I breathed a sigh of relief. “Oh, thank Godness, are you alone?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Guys, she’s cool. I slept with her last night.” 
 
    The girls giggled. “I mean I shared a room with her, a dorm room but a separate bed,” I corrected myself, feeling my cheeks flush. 
 
    Natira waved her hand over the lamp again and the light flickered and then burst into flame revealing Lucy’s smiling face. 
 
    “Hello Lucy,” I’m Natira and this is Akela. 
 
    Lucy extended her hand, “I’m Lucy Blessing.” 
 
    “So,” I searched for conversation. “This is our first lockdown, Do they happen a lot Lucy?” 
 
    “No, actually this is only my second.” 
 
    “I’m sure it’s me that they want,” I cringed as soon as those words parted my lips. How could I say something so arrogant? As if the vampire hunters would breech the perimeter just for me, when there are probably 10 other vampires here. 
 
    “I doubt it,” Akela assured me. Then directed her next question to Lucy, “Won’t the iron mites stop anyone from getting past the perimeter?” 
 
    I looked at Lucy and our eyes locked for a moment, again I could see the sadness that pervaded her heart. She looked beyond me asif she was searching for the answer.  
 
    “Lucy?” 
 
    “Yes, umm the ring of darkness can only be penetrated by a pure soul. The original four-member council put a curse around the school that could only be broken by the power of the four council members, but since three are no longer here, the ring cannot be broken by anything dark. It must be something that is completely opposite of darkness.”  
 
    “Light,” I said. “So, who knows anything about the Duchess?” 
 
    Lucy spoke up again, “She is a diehard. Her family has been around for thousands of years, I heard her father served three terms on the council and they are retired to the mortal realm. She was a student here many years ago before she married a mortal and they had a child, but according to rumor, it died.” 
 
    “The child?” 
 
    “Yes,” 
 
    That explained her coldness. She seemed detached and unattainable.  
 
    “How do they know we’re here? I though we were hidden from the rest of society.” 
 
    “They know were here.” Lucy opened here bag, “I have something to help us pass the night,” she pulled out a bottle of peach vodka. 
 
    “Lucy, oh lala- I thought you were an angel?” Akela teased. 
 
    “She’s a dark angel!” Natira added. The girls laughed. But Lucy’s expression changed and she dropped the bottle back into her bag. Shame covered her expression and her eyes shot to the ground. Then, she settled in her defiance, “I was- until he- “she couldn’t utter his name. 
 
    “Who is he?” Akela asked. 
 
    “You know, “she whispered knowingly. 
 
    We looked at each other questioningly. 
 
    “Never mind,” her disposition changed from excitement to defeat. She had always been one of his favorites. She was the top worshiper, keeper of tears, but now she no longer heard their cries. She no longer lay the tears at his feet. She was defeated again. Quieted down. Hushed. But she could not shed a tear of her own, she would never be able to send her tears before him for examination. “Forgive me for intruding,” she uttered. “I better get back before I’m caught. You know Katherine!” She got up and waved a quick goodbye and was gone into the darkness before anyone could stop her. 
 
    “I think we made her uncomfortable, like they do,” I said. 
 
    “What do you mean. She seems very timid. Like she’s hiding something.” 
 
    “She’s half angel, half…” 
 
    “What’s with everybody not finishing their sentences,” Natira pouted, waving her hand over the lamp again and making it dim and brighten at her unction.  
 
    I wanted to know their stories, their fears and share their worries. I longed for a connection that would have a purpose beyond these walls, but I didn’t know if I could trust them. 
 
    That night after Akela had fallen to sleep, she was awakened by a terrible pain in her stomach. Cramps. She got out of bed to go to the restroom. Maybe sitting on the toilet would help relieve some of the pressure. She hated getting her period, her cramps were more like labor pains. She tried using the restroom to no avail, then she bent over, seeking to alleviate the pain by pressing on her stomach until she found the spot that it was coming from. With no success she went back into the room, the soft swooshing sound of the turbines coupled with her roommates’ snores masked the sound of her grunting every time a pain hit her. She sat on her bed and looked out into the dark sky and noticed that there was a full moon. No. She whispered. Another pain. This time worse than before. She went into the kitchen and checked the medicine monitor. When she typed in her number it said that she had taken her proper dosage. The reversal medicine was supposed to keep the shifting away. Infront of Zane and Birkenstein’s room she listened for a minute. Nothing. They were sleeping soundly, no change. Akela was starting to panic; the pains were getting worse and she was stuck in the school. She had no choice. 
 
    “Rune, “she whispered. “Rune, wake up I need your help.” 
 
    Akela watched Rune sit up in her bed. “What’s wrong? Is it Natira?” Rune asked. 
 
    “No,” it’s me. I’ve been taking my medication, but…” 
 
    I shook myself and opened my eyes and squeezed them together. “But what,” I rubbed my eyes to adjust to the darkness. Just then a string pain hit Akela again and she fell to the floor clutching her stomach.  
 
    When looked outside I would see the moon was full. WTF!!! WTF!!! I thought this medicine was supposed to stop the shifting. OMG!!!  
 
    “Natira,” I shook her until she woke up. “What!!!!” she grunted. “I’m exhausted!” 
 
    “Natira! OMG you have to help me, I think Akela is changing to a werewolf, we have to get her out of here or she’ll eat everyone alive!” Akela rolled around on the floor from side to side writhing in pain.  
 
    “What?” She jumped up from her bed, “Are you serious, Rune what do we do?” 
 
    “IDK can’t you use your powers or something to stop the transformation?” 
 
    “No, Rune my abilities don’t work on supernatural curses and spells. I mean they can be used to protect us, but that’s it.” 
 
    We watched Akela writhing and twisting. She opened her mouth to yell and her teeth transformed before our eyes. Her nails grew longer and then her hands started to mangle and form like clay into something unhuman.  
 
    “We have to do something!” I yelled. 
 
    “Natira slid her hand over the door to create a iron barrier and then over the window to do the same. We were trapped in our room with a real werewolf. 
 
    “What the fuck! Natira you just trapped us in here with that- “I looked at Akela. I couldn’t call her a beast in her face. She was my friend and I loved her, but the look on her face said that she didn’t want this transformation. She fought against it as it pulled and broke the bones in her cheeks and her mouth, and her body grew hair as it burst from the nightclothes she had been wearing. When the transformation was complete, we saw nothing of Akela before us. Only a savage, hungry werewolf. It growled at us as we cling to each other for mercy.  
 
    Natira tried touching an image of a girl, and directing the energy to Akela, but she would not turn.  
 
    “Nothing works,” she whispered.  
 
    Natira picked up the screwdriver Akela had been using earlier to hang pictures on the walls. She held it up high above her head and came down with crashing force on her own thigh. Blood poured out of her bear leg and she doubled over in agony. 
 
    Rune opened her mouth to scream at her, but the sight of blood made her fangs come to the surface, Natira then held her hands out and created a forcefield around herself that was impenetrable by either one of them. She watched Rune turn into a savage beast on a quest to protect her prey from the werewolf.  
 
    She turned to the werewolf and lunged, seeking to get it at its neck. The wolf rose up on its hind legs and lunged at her and they met in midair. The force behind each creature sent the walls of the room into vibration. Natira slid into the corner of the room to give them enough space to battle. They tore at each other’s flesh and growled as they battled for superiority for several hours. Finally, Natira watched with awe as Rune levitated into the air, and just as the werewolf would have bitten her in the midriff, she came down with crashing force onto the werewolf’s mid-section causing it whimper in pain. Laying down on the floor it slowly began to transform in defeat. First her legs, then her arms and her head.  
 
    Natira held her hand up to open the window and let the light of the morning flood into the room, with it Rune accepted defeat and her fangs receded. She sat on the bed to observe her surroundings. What had happened there? 
 
    Natira came down from here protective bubble and settled in the room. She slid her hand over her leg and the wound was gone.  
 
    “What happened? Where are we?” Akela came to, holding her stomach. “I had the worst cramps last night,” she whimpered. “Why am I naked?” 
 
    I looked at Natira, then at Akela. “I have a complaint. That reversal medicine it full of shit!” 
 
    We looked at each other and laughed, we knew what had happened here. But we didn’t speak of it. Instead, we spent the morning cleaning up behind ourselves and then we went to breakfast. 
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    Lucy stirred in her sleep. As she breathed, she could hear someone else breathing close by, too close. In her bed. She slowly opened her eyes and she could feel someone staring at her. Looking. Peering into her soul, but the room was dark. She listened to the darkness. The turbines slowly churned out their electric rhythm, but closer, closer she heard more than the two roommates’ soft snores. She lifted her head to look and squatting in the open doorway was a huge shadow of a man. He rested his hands on his knees and his breathing could be heard above the sound of the turbines. It was watching her intently. She squeezed her eyes shut. She was terrified because his presence was overpowering.  
 
    “What do you want?” she asked. 
 
    It did not reply. She could feel evil pervading the space around her, it felt like the darkness poured itself into the room. The shadow walked across the wall to the other bed and sat across from her. It placed its elbows on its knees and rested its head in its hands. It stared at her, again breathing loudly. She wanted to run. But, where could she go that the shadows would not follow.  
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    Suddenly it was upon her, the sound of wings could be heard, and the shadow rested on her chest paralyzing her body. She opened her mouth to scream but nothing came out.  
 
    “PlEEEEAAASSEEEEEE!!!HELP ME!!!!! I CANNOOOTTTT BREATHE!!!!!” she screamed. 
 
    She heard him reply, but it was inside her own head. He said ‘they cannot hear you. No one can hear you. Your soul belongs to me! You sold your soul to me when you made the choice that day.’ 
 
    “NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO! PLEEEEEEEEEEEEEEAAAASEEEEEEEEEE!” I begged. 
 
    She heard the fluttering wings, heavy wings filled the room and the darkness that paralyzed her was suddenly gone and she wrestled to be free of him. 
 
    “Lucy!” 
 
    “Noooooo!!!” 
 
    “Lucy!” the lights came on and when Lucy opened her eyes Katherine and her other roommate stared down at her.  
 
    “I’m so tired of you and your weird ass dreams, FUCK! How am I supposed to get a good night’s sleep with you ranting and raving all night?” 
 
    Lucy looked up at her accuser. “I’m-” confusion pervaded her face. 
 
    The other roommate just looked down at her in pity. She too did not come to her defense.  
 
    “Listen, freak. If you wake me up again with your nightmares, I’m going to put a spell on you that will make you wish you were in a nightmare!”  
 
    She shook her head in agreement. Again, she was silenced. Lucy watched Katherine wave her wand toward the ceiling and the lights went off. She and the roommate climbed back into their beds and after a few moments all that could be heard were the turbines. Swooshing, turning and churning into the wind. Lucy lay back down and tried to go back to sleep but it too had rejected her.  
 
    THEY-never dreamed. THEY- were never haunted at night. She envied them. The werewolves were only inconvenienced on a full moon, otherwise they led a seemingly normal existence. While the vampires were not only beautiful, but very self-assured and almost arrogant. Witches on the other hand, were, let’s just say Katherine was…her thoughts were silent. Lucy sat up on the side of the bed. She looked out into the darkness for shadows. When she saw none, she gathered her bedsheets and left the room. The living room was quiet, but the shadows were creeping throughout the room again and soon she could feel their eyes again. A fire. She lit the fireplace to illuminate the room. There. She warmed her hands next to the flames. Watching them dance reminded her of HIS promise. That they would burn. How could HE-she felt the presence again? The evil was there. Shadows lurked. She backed away from the fire and sat on the sofa. Her mouth dropped when she saw them. Hundreds of shadows crept around her. They were everywhere; looking at her, boring into her skin. Some were small while others were as high as the ceiling. Each one peering at her, seething in lust and perversion. Evil thoughts and deeds crept into the room and she shook her head rejecting them, but they came even more. “No!”she cried, but she heard them still. 
 
    Kill them all…Burn the house down…Slit your throat and it’ll all be over…No one listens to you, make them listen…I will give you more power than anyone in this school if you bow to me…Throw yourself off the rooftop, slit your wrists!  
 
    Lucy covered her ears, she didn’t want to hear them anymore, but they kept talking, whispering, taunting. Lucy took her blanket and left the dorm.  
 
    Through the Latorium, backstage there was a landing above the stage that allowed her to escape to the rooftop. Finally, there she could breathe. She inhaled the night air. Allowing her lungs to expand. The voices had finally ceased, but she replayed them in her head. She looked up at the stars. The swooshing of the windmills was much louder from here. A low hum and flashing lights signaled the watching eyes in the hills.  Lucy lay back on the thick rough tiles, she could feel the groves on her, and they were far from a soft plush mattress in her dorm.  
 
    She looked up at the stars, they shone like little balls of flickering candles. Behind the enormous ceiling there was a whole new world that they had no knowledge of. She was sure HE was watching her now, but the peace and sorrow that flooded her at the thought of it was too much. She turned over on her side and tapped her fingers on the tiles to create a rhythm that complemented the turbines in the distance. White angels, with outstretched wings, working all night and all day without stop to give power to houses and businesses for miles around. What if the turbines stopped for a moment? She thought. Would they be exiled and doomed to the haunting petition of the darkness? 
 
    You will never choose him, she said to her other self. No matter how many shadows he sends. In the absence of the shadows and voices, Lucy found sleep. 
 
    The next morning, she awoke to the alarms, something was underway. She quickly went back through the window and to the Latorium. She ditched her blanket behind the stage and met the crowds in the hallway.  
 
    “What’s going on?” she asked a passerby. 
 
    “Someone went missing last night. They think it was an attack.” 
 
   
  
 

 “What?” Lucy followed the crowd back to the Latorium where she filed into the yellow pod. The teachers were frantically gathering their roll sheets to call numbers while the dignitaries gathered in front, a concerned look on their faces. Lucy looked across the room to find Rune, had she gone missing? 
 
    Rune was pointing at her and whispering to Akela and Natira. They waved at her. She looked confused and waved back. What was with everyone this morning. 
 
    “You are such a fuck up! Are you oblivious to the fact that all this is because YOU went missing last night!” 
 
    Katherine raised her wand and a sparkling light swirled above their section. All eyes darted in the direction of the yellow section. Duchess walked over and leaned over the pew.  
 
    “Katherine, this better be good, the Council members are here.” 
 
    Katherine used her wand to point to Lucy. “Look, seems your little missing puzzle piece is here.” 
 
    Duchess looked at Lucy, “Show me your arm.” She said. 
 
    Lucy held out her arm and Duchess used a small scanner, the size of a cell phone to scan her wrist, 2342 scrolled across the screen and when it stopped her information was there. Lucy Blessing. Netherlands -Dark Angel. 
 
    “Come with me Lucy,” the Duchess typed in a few directives and escorted Lucy out of the room.  
 
    One of the teachers stood up and made an announcement, “Ok class seems that we have a solution to our dilemma.” Green, yellow, and white handkerchiefs filled in the air as the students cheered. “The missing student has been found and we have not been attacked.” 
 
     The green lights started flashing and you could hear the shuffle of transition as everyone filed out of the Latorium, but this time much more at ease.  
 
    “Rune Porter!” a voice called from the hall behind me. I turned around and a tall thin girl with rainbow colored hair was waving a green handkerchief at me. Her nose was pierced with a gold hoop earring and she was very pretty despite her clownlike appearance.  
 
    “Hello Rune, I’m Dixie. I am in charge of the Vampire Alliance here of campus. I wanted to introduce myself and invite you to our lunchtime meet and greet.” 
 
    I looked at her green handkerchief and a look of confusion pervaded my face, “I though upperclassmen didn’t associate with lower classes?” 
 
    We don’t. Except in meetings,” she handed me a glowing black card and walked away. I looked at the card and the words magically appeared in dripping blood. First Floor, Room 6 Lunch. The blood dripped from the card and onto the floor. When I looked down it was gone. That made me thirsty, and not for water. I ran my tongue over my teeth to see if my teeth had slid out. 
 
    When I entered room 6 there were about ten girls in attendance. Most of them were divas. Although they wore different handkerchiefs, the classes sat together in unity. Gold, glitter, and brand name clothing and back packs littered the room. Purses that cost more than my entire outfit plus some. I eyed my plain blue backpack and blushed. While many of the girls had dyed their hair in eclectic flamboyance others settled for just class. This club had spared no expense for their decorations. The classroom had been transformed into a dark den with florescent lighting in electric blue. Smoke rose from the floor beneath them, creating an ambiance of decadence.  
 
    I looked around for someone I might know. No one. So I settled for an empty seat next to a girl with a white handkerchief.  
 
    “I’m Rune, you?” 
 
    “Julia.” 
 
    “Do you know anything about this Alliance?” 
 
    “All I know is that my mother was part of it, didn’t harm her.” The girl went back to her cellular device. She was not at all interested in what was going on. I on the other hand was here to see what the Alliance had to do with the Council.  
 
    “Rune, hey!” I turned around to see Casey and Beverly, my suite mates who were both dressed in name brand from head to toe. Today Casey had fire red hair that was cut in several layers and hung on both sides of her pale face, it complemented her blue eye shadow. While Beverly opted for a long silver ponytail with a skin tight black body suit.  
 
    The tall girl with the rainbow hair stood up in front and tapped her glass with her spoon.  
 
    “Attention please. This meeting is now in order. I’m sure many of you are wondering why you’ve been asked to attend. This meeting happens once a quarter and we discuss the state of things both in Desert Academy and around the world as it pertains to the state of vampires.” 
 
    I watched two girls behind Dixie engrossed in their own conversation. They were obviously uninterested in what she was saying. Neither were many of the other students I sat next to.  
 
    “We will be electing a whole new council this year as all the upperclassmen have been released to live as mortals. We need a secretary, treasure, and vice president. Of course, I am the president,” she bowed. Everyone stopped what they were doing and cheered for her. Green, yellow, and white handkerchiefs filled the air. It was obvious that they loved her.  
 
    “Listen,” she continued. “For those of you that are new to the Academy. Make sure that you stay in your lane. You are a vampire; you stick with your kind! Period, unless you want enemies here. She looked at me. We may have to live with them, but we don’t have to run in their packs. Now, the hills have eyes, the vampire hunters are closing in on us. I heard from the Duchess that they caught two new hunters last night, they didn’t get past the iron mites.  If they get into the school, we would all be doomed. Needless to say, we need to take the lockdowns seriously. Now-” she paused and motioned for two girls to move forward.  
 
    Everyone cheered again. What was happening?  
 
    “What the hell are they are cheering for?” Beverly whispered. 
 
    I hunched my shoulders and looked around me. Everyone’s fangs were showing. I rubbed my tongue along my upper teeth, nothing. How had they done that voluntarily? One of the girls handed Dixie a brown box. Everyone instinctively stood and gathered around the science lab table.  
 
    “Let’s go,” Casey said and she and Beverly stood up following the others.  
 
    “Make sure the door is locked,” Dixie said as she opened the box. Every eye was glued to her every movement. Finally, head of a squealing baby pig popped out.  
 
    I gawked at the girls as they doted on the pig proclaiming its cuteness all while, petting him and licking their own lips. Dixie suddenly levitated into the air and hung in an upside-down position, as if she was hanging from the ceiling. She held the pig over the girls and teased. “Ready girls?” 
 
    They girls screamed in delight, abandoning all decorum. With her fangs, Dixie bit into the pig’s neck until blood dripped down into the eager crowd of girls who opened their mouths and licked their lips and licked each other until every drop of blood was collected. My fangs were now out, and I involuntarily felt the alter ego that lived inside me crawling to the surface. I waited for more blood to drip, and I too lapped it up like a puppy laps up milk. I was barbaric. 
 
    By the time I left the lunchtime meeting, I had forged an unshakable bond with my sisters, we shared an experience that only those of out caliber could share. We were the same. We desired the same things. I took a long shower and washed the evidence of hedonism from my body. Images of my first kill flashed in my mind, the couple in Yosemite. My mother. The desire for blood had been a drug that lured us to do things.  
 
    “Mommy where are we going?” 
 
    That night I followed her, in the rain we walked down the dark sidewalk until we got to our destination. She’d been so poised and proper during the wedding that night. Her best friend Waverly had just gotten married. She was happy for her, but she cried the entire time. Her best friend was like a second mom to me. She knew our secret, but never disclosed any of it, now she was moving away with to India. They would be halfway around the world. Too far away to contact in an emergency.  
 
    “Stand back honey,” My mother had filled her purse with bricks from the creek. She had said that she wanted to paint them, to place the rocks at our door. The uber driver nodded and smiled at me. The blue box had not come from the council at the beginning of the month. They had abandoned her. There was no family in the council. They left her alone, to prey upon the innocent to survive. The warm rain had drenched them both. Her mother swung her purse at the window, the letters on the glass broke and the word Bank was now divided. She swung again and now at the word Blood. The alarm sounded and she reached into the window to open the front door. She cut her arm. The blood trickled; water washed it away. My mother went in while I stood outside in the rain. She was back within minutes with a purse full of blood samples. When we got home, we both feasted on the blood. Two pouches each, my mother hid the others in the freezer.  
 
    “Go take a shower,” she told me. I heard her crying while I was in the shower. Her sobs were loud, but I pretended not to hear, I sang from the shower. A happy song, one to make her feel better. These memories brought my own tears to the surface, I allowed them to run down my face as the water washed them away. The memories subsided and I eventually got out and wrapped myself in a towel. 
 
    I wrapped my hair in a different towel and found Natira in the room. She was standing at the window, looking out at the turbines.  
 
    “Is the noise is starting to get to you too?” I asked. The swooshing was beginning to sound more like something being dragged. 
 
    She didn’t answer. 
 
     “Natira?” 
 
    “The noise doesn’t bother me as much as what lies beyond the turbines. In those hills,” she pointed at the hills. “There are evil men watching us. They are planning to attack.” 
 
    I looked out of the window, “I don’t see anything, how are you able to see that far?” 
 
    I looked at her and she had slipped into a silence again.  
 
    “Natira?” I sat on the bed and dried my hair before I started brushing through it. “Where have you come from?” 
 
    “Since I’ve been here, no one has ever asked my about where I’m from except them.” 
 
    “Them?” 
 
    “My captors.” 
 
    I wanted to know more, who were her captors? Were they the same as mine, the council? 
 
    “Their mission was almost over; they had been on our planet for 21 days. My people and them had been in negotiation for a while. A deal was made between our planet and theirs. In exchange for the knowledge and intelligence of Zarmina, they would in turn allow three of us to live on their planet to learn their ways in agriculture. Two Americans and three Zarminians boarded the spaceship and were headed back to earth when something went wrong.  
 
    Earth somehow lost contact with our planet and thought that we had sabotaged the mission, so they had no choice but to abort. They could not risk allowing alien life forms to enter this planet unless they knew for sure that we were contained. There was an explosion before we entered the earth’s atmosphere and no one was supposed to survive, but I did. I have been on the run since. In my training, I was told that this school existed and that they would give me shelter in case I needed a hideout, but I was in Maine and needed to get here, so I used my shape shifting abilities to disguise myself along the way.” 
 
    “How did you do it, how did you survive?”             
 
    “My journey began in the Main bus station. I disguised myself as the ticket clerk first. I was a woman with dark skin and a gold tooth. When I first entered her body, she was taking a bite of a huge sandwich filled with a very distinctive type of meat. I’ll never forget the taste because we don’t eat meat where I’m from. The minute it went into my mouth I knew I’d be sick. I quickly helped several passengers with their purchases then printed a ticket for myself.” 
 
    “How were you able to work for a ticket counter? How did you know how to operate the machines? Weren’t you out of place?” 
 
    “Zarminians have the ability to touch and know, if I touch something the programming automatically downloads.” 
 
    “So, you are a walking genius.” 
 
    “Something like that,” she smiled. 
 
    “Then what? You purchased a ticket, then?” 
 
    “I went into the restroom and regurgitated the contents of my stomach. Then, I touched a lady who was walking into the restroom and went into a stall and came out as her. I got into the bus as a blond woman with blue eyes. I was wearing a white tank top and denim shorts. When I sat down, I started reading through a leaflet and when I looked up, the lady from the restroom was getting in the bus, she immediately made eye contact with me and her face changed colors, her eyes grew large and her mouth opened in awe. She turned to her partner pointed at me. I had to do something fast or I’d blow my cover.  
 
    I quickly put my head down to retrieve something from my bag and the leaflet I was holding had a woman wearing a green top and red hair. I came up as her and when the woman turned back around her face changed again. She was confused now; I was just her identical twin now I was a lady with red hair. Her partner shook his head and pat her shoulder, assuring her that she was seeing things. I was so fascinated with everything on this planet but didn’t really have time to observe and learn because I was on the run. I’d taken Earth 101 on Zarmina, but there’s nothing like seeing the real thing right.”  
 
    “When the bus driver started to drive, I was finally able to close my eyes. I slept a little bit on the bus, but every time I opened my eyes, she was staring at me, as if she expected me to become her again. I looked at her eyes, the black circles inside were filled with information about who she was. I looked closer and saw that she spent many hours in the gym, perfecting her weight. She was insecure and desired love from her parents, who were always too busy for her. They ring around her iris, said that she would die at an early age. A car accident. She would never have children. I smiled at her and she turned away, rejecting my kindness. She took out her phone and started to look through her social media account. I closed my eyes again and when I opened them again, she was feigning a selfie, but I was in the frame. She jumped and turned to her boyfriend. A few minutes later she was frantically searching through her phone for the image she had just taken, but I had already deleted it. She looked back at me as if she knew what I was, what I had done.” 
 
    “Kind of like when you read through my notebook.” 
 
    “Yes, kind of. Well, when I got off the bus in New York City, a girl came up to me asking for my autograph. I was a little confused, but then I looked at the leaflet she was holding and realized that I had taken on the persona of the woman on front. I signed her leaflet and smiled for a picture. Then I turned to see if the woman from the bus was still in the station. She and her boyfriend were arguing nearby so I made my escape. Inside the bus station was a group of school children on a fieldtrip, I touched a backpack and went into the restroom and when I came out someone grabbed my hand. 
 
    “You, young lady- are not allowed to leave the group. On a fieldtrip we stay together. Got it?” 
 
    “Yes ma’am,” I glanced at my reflection in the mirror and I was a ten-year-old girl with long brunette hair. 
 
    “Look,” another student said. “Her necklace in glowing.” Three students gathered around to glare at my glowing sparkling necklace. It had been a gift from my father on the planet Zarmina. Its dark black background was layered with a swirling and turning pink and silver funnel. Its movement was mesmerizing and soon the three children were still and lost in its movement, sinking further and further away from reality as they stared.  
 
    “Kids, lets go, did everyone use the restroom?” 
 
    “Everyone answered and cheered except the three student who were transfixed.  
 
    “What’s going on over here,” a teacher stood over the girls. “Hey, where is your name tag? What’s your name?” 
 
    “Macy, and I- I lost it. She placed her hand over her necklace and blew softly into the faces of the three kids. They blinked and came to, unsure of what had just happened.  
 
    “Let’s go, go, go.” The teacher directed them. Through the bus station. When they exited, I bent down on the street to touch a homeless man. Then I sat down against the bus station wall and became him. No one even noticed me as they were so busy minding their own business as New Yorkers do. In this state she was able to sleep for a while. When I awoke, there were bags of food, left-over coffee and a few coins left at my feet. I got up and walked through the bus station again and touched an old lady as I walked by. When I emerged from the stairs of the underground terminal, I was an older lady with gray hair and glasses.  
 
    Next I got into a cab and rode to the LaGuardia Airport where I purchased an airline ticket to LAX using my senior citizen discount. On the plane I was given the best treatment, and everyone seemed to want to assist me with my bags and seating. An old man talked to the entire trip, then he asked me to have coffee with me when we landed in Los Angeles.” 
 
    “He wanted some senior citizen smooches,” I laughed. Listening to her talk was like listening to an action-packed movie. I touched my hair and it was almost dry. I threw on a white t-shirt and denim shorts. 
 
    Natira continued, “In California, I found myself at a loss of where I was going. I stopped to eat something, green salad with kale and spinach and quail toppers, which I threw away.” 
 
    “Wait, what?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Who eats green salad with quail? Quail? You mean chicken?” 
 
    “No quail.” 
 
    “What kind of stuff do they eat where you’re from?” 
 
    “We have a plant-based diet.” 
 
    “Tell me about your planet.” 
 
    “My planet is known to your people as Zarmina, one year on my planet is equal to roughly 1/3 of yours. The Zarminians are a very structured and intelligent people, we are like chameleons, we adapt to whatever environment we are placed in and take on the characteristics of our surroundings. We flourish with energy and our intelligence is fueled by the sun. We have families like you, we love like you, we have babies but not like you and we die like you. We have one God, the Sun God.” 
 
    “What do you mean about babies?” 
 
    “When a Zarminian is impregnated the egg comes from the male and is given to the female as a gift. She, in then nurtures the egg by carrying it around outside her body for six months. Sometimes on her back and others on her belly. It is very fragile and many of the eggs burst before they are hatched, so life is very precious. We get our energy and sustenance from the sun. Many mothers lay their eggs out in the sun for hours at a time. But you must guard it because a grieving mother can steal your egg and pass it off as hers very easily. It is not until the eggs are hatched that the marks are placed on the family. This would be like your marriage.” 
 
    “So has this happened before?” 
 
    “Yes, it has. I was stolen when I was in the sac, but my mother stole me back. It was a huge ordeal, the entire community had to go before the Sun Council where there was a trial to determine rightful guardian.” 
 
    “Woah!  What happened?” 
 
    “Well, the Sun Gods are very wise and intelligent, so they placed the sac between both mothers and ordered a magistrate to bring his sword. When the Sun God ordered that he divide the egg in half and give one side to my mother and the other to the thief, my mother interviewed. She lay down in front of the sword and begged him to give it to the thief. She was willing to both lay down her life for me and to give me away rather than see me die. So, the Sun God knew she was the rightful mother. He ordered the thief exiled.” 
 
    “Where is exile?” 
 
    “Zarminian criminals are sent to Pandera where they live in constant fear of being discovered by earth. They are always in space probes looking for other life forms, plus, there is not much Sun on Pandera which will cause a Zarminian to die within a year. The sun is like energy for us, much like the air we breathe. Being without sun, is like being under water with no air. We will suffocate.”  
 
    “Well, what do you do at night?” 
 
    “We are like solar power; we store energy like a battery and then we run off it throughout the night. I came to this school because it is close to those turbines, I get so much energy from them.” 
 
    Natira turned toward me and lifted her hands. She tapped her thumb and pinky together and the tip of her finger lit up with a blue light. Then, she tapped each of her fingers and the lights came on. Then, she took the lighted fingers and created beams throughout the room and those beams began to dance with veracity. 
 
    “What are they?” 
 
    “They are your lifelines. Each one represents a part of you. Your breath, your spirit, your soul, your blood, your aura, and your body. This is how I am able to manipulate things and people, through their lifelines.  
 
    I looked at my lifelines dancing around the room, I was curious, so I reached out and touched one of the lights. When I touched it my blood within me ran cold? I could feel it moving like ice within me. Then, I touched another light and it was as if someone had hit me in the stomach. 
 
    When they discovered the intelligence and power, we were able to harness from the sun, they wanted to know more. We taught them what we wanted them to know, but not more than they needed to know. They were aware of this and they got greedy. They wanted us to tell them out secrets, help them to save the planet they had destroyed.  
 
    “I am the daughter of the Sun God.”  
 
    “What will you do? What if they are looking for you?” 
 
    “They are, and that is why I am always looking at the hills, this place is the only place I’ll be safe, between the supernatural powers that reside under this roof and the energy I get from the wind turbines, I am strong enough to keep them at bay. The DOD Agents do not know that they are protecting me when they are protecting us.” 
 
    Suddenly I started to feel lightheaded. Natira lifted her hand and pulled the beams back into her hands and then projected them back into  me. I felt them when they entered my body. 
 
    The dorm door swung open and Akela came in, “Hey you two, Lucy wants to show us something. She is going to meet us in the front of the school.” 
 
    “We’re not allowed to leave without supervision,” I said. 
 
    “Don’t worry, in my spare time I became friends with the guard, he’ll let us out in exchange for a favor.” 
 
    “A favor? What kind of favor?” I’d asked. 
 
    “FYI, did you know that the guards are trolls? Those little guys love the taste of human flesh. Well…” 
 
    “No way!” I immediately interjected. “No cannibalism here!” 
 
    She looked at Natira, “That’s where you come in Natira.” 
 
    “Me?” 
 
    “I’ll tell you later, anyway you guys need to see this, let’s go.” 
 
    Against my better judgement I followed Akela out of the dorm and through the barren hallway. The halls were dark and except for a few shooting rays in search of bodies. We waited until the flashing red light shot across the length of the hallway before we made our escape. Then, we slipped past the guard who did everything but close his eyes to our presence. He gave Akela a wink and allowed us to exit the school. When we finally stood out front, I breathed in the cool night air. Akela looked around at the hills and then at the forest in the distance. Natira looked up at the sky. She raised her hands and stretched. We were each caught up in our own thoughts of freedom when Lucy appeared from the darkness; a smile spread across her face when she saw us. She was no longer the timid girl who met us in the basement, but a bold night rider, ready to explore the darkness.  
 
    “I didn’t think you’d come,” she said. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    She looked at me and then looked away, when she looked back at me, she smiled, “I’m glad you came.” 
 
    “Me too, now what are you going to show us?” 
 
    We have to go this way,” she pointed toward the back of the school. We walked in a single file line as if we were kindergarteners following our teacher. The gravel under our feet crunched as we walked and the loud swooshing of the turbines sounded like waves in the distance. I imagined we were on an adventure, near a beach instead of in the middle of the desert. I’d been on many adventures with my mother at night, in search of blood.  
 
    “Ouch,” Akela bent down to untangle her leg from the wire that had her trapped. We bent to help her, bright red blood seeped from her the gash in her ankle and my fangs showed themselves. I turned away. Then, I got up and backed away from the smell of its potency. I wanted to suck it. I wanted to taste it. I was being driven by a primal desire to feed at the sight of blood, but I fought it.  
 
    They all looked at me as I stood there fighting a raging battle inside. Natira snapped her fingers and a bright light shone on my countenance; I was a vicious predator lost in my own savageness. She shone the light onto Akela’s leg while Lucy untangled her. She quickly took off her own sweater and wrapped the leg, covering the blood.  
 
    “Fight it, Rune. You are stronger than you think,” Lucy said. 
 
    Suddenly, there was a howling coming from the hills in the distance. Akela looked toward them and longed to be where they were. She wanted to answer the call but knew that it was dangerous.  
 
    “Let’s go,” Lucy said and continued around the school to the back where we found an opening in the gate surrounding the school.  
 
    “Do you know what they’ll do to us if they find out we left school grounds?” 
 
    “No, and I don’t want to find out,” I said.  
 
    “We’ll have to climb, there,” she pointed, “There’s a hole right there in the gate.” 
 
    “Natira, we’ll need the voltage to stop temporarily.” 
 
    Natira placed her hands on the fence and the electricity was drawn to her like a worm to an apple. She closed her eyes and took it all in with pleasure. We climbed the gate and through the hole, then she returned the voltage and climbed over herself. Outside the school things were very different. The green grass was replaced with desert sand, dry and hot. Large white turbines reached over 300 feet into the sky dotting the expanse of barrenness before us. We took our shoes off and walked through the sand. When we came upon a small house in the distance we stopped. 
 
    “Lucy, where are we?” 
 
    “You’ll see,” she said, smiling. 
 
    She knocked on the door of the only house in Harmagito. A boy who was about 18 years old answered the door, his blue eyes were the first thing I saw, and then his wide smile. His name was Kenneth and he worked as the Keeper of the Gates. It was his summer job and responsibility to keep the turbines in working order. Kenneth invited us in. It was a wide-open living room that offered a view of the kitchen and one bedroom. Kenneth had a station in the corner of the room that had various camera views of the turbines and a switch board to for operation of various parts of the turbines and lights.  He flipped a few switches and then joined us on the sectional sofa.  
 
    “Can I get anybody water?” he asked. 
 
    Lucy opened her backpack and smiled a devious smile, “I brought something that will make our night.” 
 
    I sat quietly at the end out the sofa, trying to keep my eyes focused on the television instead of boring a hole into Kenneth’s gorgeous face.  Although the television was on mute, I watched the images of two men who were deep sea fishing. They pulled sword fish from their rod and held it up to the screen.   
 
    “You fish?” Kenneth asked. 
 
    “Me, nooooo. I want to.”  I looked at him. His blue eyes darted in every direction; he was nervous. He ran his hand through his blond curls and leaned against the bookshelf.  
 
    “How about some music,” he said thumbing through his record collection.  
 
    “Rune, I heard you like music.” 
 
    “Yes,” I said walking over to him. My fangs retreated. “So, you run this place all by yourself?” 
 
    “Yes, my dad owns most of the land, the turbines are big money, but he is so cheap he refuses to hire anyone at full cost to run them, so I’m here. It’s not that hard, mostly picking up lots of dead birds and keeping an eye out for trespassers.” 
 
    “How long have you been here?” 
 
    “I’ve been around since I was about five. I know the turbines like the back of my hand.” 
 
    He looked at me and smiled, I blushed. I looked at Lucy and she was spinning around with Natira in a blissful dance of inebriated bliss.  
 
    My wheels were turning. I had so many questions for Kenneth, he would be my first step in uncovering the dark deeds of the Council. Lucy and Natira were giggling and taking selfies, while Akela was in the restroom, probably nursing her wound.  
 
    “Isn’t this much better than that old stuffy school?” Lucy squealed in delight. 
 
    “So much better,” Natira stumbled holding the bottle in her hand.  
 
    “How long have you known Lucy?” they asked Kenneth. 
 
    “We met last year.” 
 
    There was a knock at the door. We jumped.  
 
    “It’s just Barry,” Kenneth said opening the door. In walked a tall dark-haired boy with dark skin.  
 
    “Baby!” Lucy jumped into his arms kissing him passionately. By now she had abandoned the shy reserved angel for the dark angel of devious proclivities.  
 
    I stood next to Akela, and Natira joined us in our admiration of the blissful couple. As students at an all-girls school, we didn’t see any boys at all, so two in one night was definitely a treat. 
 
    “So how long has this,” I pointed to the couple (Lucy and Barry) embraced in a gordian knot, “been going on Lucy?” 
 
    “I met Barry through Kenneth; they are college roommates. Isn’t he cuuuuuttttteee!” 
 
    Kenneth was looking at me, his cheeks were flushed, “Maybe we should give them some space. Let’s go outside,” he suggested. 
 
     “We’re gonna look for dead birds!” Akela announced. 
 
    “Maybe I can bring them back to life!” Natira said. 
 
    They ran into the night, free from the rules of the Academy, free from the routines, free.  
 
    “I found one!” The girls leaned over the motionless blackbird, his wing had been badly damaged by the propeller. 
 
    Akela bent down, “Poor little guy!” 
 
    “I think I can help him,” Natira rubbed her necklace and touched the turbine nearby. The electricity in the turbine sent a spark of ignition between them. She touched the birds wing with the tip of her finger, and it jumped to its feet and flew away. “And stay away from the turbines!” she yelled after it.  
 
    I was always amazed at seeing her use her superpowers. The turbines were spinning slowly under the twilight sky emitting an interminable swooshing int the air, we watched as Natira and Akela ran from turbine to turbine in search of dead birds. Their screams pierced the night each time they came upon one. Fueled by the presence of alcohol, they became bold with excitement. Poking at the bird’s carcass and squealing in delight. 
 
    We were quiet, the continuous swooshing sound of the turbines sent monotonous waves of sound through the air. I closed my eyes and thought of a sandy beach shore, waves crashing upon rock. “Does the noise drive you nuts?” 
 
    “Not really, I’m used to it by now. Its more so the shadow flicker that bothers me in the mornings, especially when I’m trying to sleep. Strobe lights are soothing at night because they remind me of an airport.” He sat up and listened, “Your girls are pretty loud; I’d hate to be visited by the DOD Agents again.” 
 
    “They visited you, here why?” 
 
    “Some lady who calls herself Duchess came to see me last night about someone who was prodding around in the hills. She told me to keep my doors and windows locked because they were dangerous.” 
 
    “Who is dangerous? Vampire hunters or Werewolf Chasers? I asked him. 
 
    “She told me that they were closing the roads and I should not try to leave for 24 hours.” 
 
    “Was she alone?” 
 
    “No, she wasn’t, she was with a tall thin man who wore a white suit. His name was Prescott I believe.”  
 
    “Drisdol, the Head Council?” 
 
    “Not sure who that is,” he said, rubbing his hair. 
 
    Could it be that Drisdol Prescott was here on the premises? I looked out into the hills, what was out there? were they after me? I wondered. I looked around for Lucy and Barry, they were still inside. When I glanced at my watch it was a little after 11 p.m. and I knew we needed to get back to the school before the midnight sweep. Kenneth looked me into my eyes again and I found myself drawn to him.  
 
    “There is something very familiar about you. I cannot put my finger on it but it’s like I’ve met you before.” 
 
    He blushed, “Perhaps in a past life?” 
 
    We laughed.  
 
    “Girls, we need to get back,” I called into the darkness. 
 
    Lucy emerged rearranging and adjusting her disheveled clothing, “You called?” she said still adjusting and repositioning her hair. 
 
    Next, Natira came running out of the darkness, a finger lighting the way. “I can’t find Natira!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Yeah she went a little further ahead of me looking for birds and never returned.” 
 
    “What? “Kenneth said, “If she breaches the perimeter, I’m dead!” 
 
    Kenneth ran into the facility and flicked on a huge flood light that lit up the entire perimeter of the area so that it looked like daylight. I looked as far as the light reached and there was no sign of Natira. Where had she gone? I looked beyond the light and could see the shadows of men in the distance.  
 
    “What are those?” 
 
    We all stepped forward to see if we could get a better look. They were bigger than normal men, and they didn’t walk, but they floated, dragging something behind them.  
 
    “I can see something.” 
 
    “Let me look,” Natira said. She stood on a chair and looked in the distance. Her eyes adjusted and she could see them as if they were a few feet in front of her. They were men, tall men with scaly skin. Their eyes were not in front but on the sides of their heads. They drug the bodies of women behind them. Natira looked closer, the faces of the woman they were dragging was hers, the others were Lucy, Akela and Rune. The swooshing sound not a swooshing at all, but a dragging, dragging of bodies in a circle around the perimeter of the desert academy. 
 
    “We’re in trouble,” Natira said.  “We need to get back into the safety of the school.” 
 
    “What are they? What are they dragging?” I asked. 
 
    She looked at me, “Us.” 
 
    My heart dropped,” Akela?” 
 
    Suddenly out of the darkness Akela came running toward them, she was frantically panting, her eyes were glazed over with fear.  There was something odd about her disposition, “There are big men out there!”  
 
    “Akela, why did you run away?” 
 
    “I thought I heard someone calling me from the hills so I went to see who it was and that’s when I saw them.” 
 
    “We have to go back. Kenneth it was nice meeting you.” I hugged him and we disappeared into the darkness. When we got back to the high voltage fence surrounding the school Natira placed her hands on it and drained the energy into herself. We began crawling over, but when we touched it it shocked us.  
 
    “Ouch!” I yelled. “Natira you’re not taking the voltage.” 
 
    “Yes I am,” she looked at us, “Something’s wrong.” 
 
    Duchess came out of the shadows of the school. “Yes, something is very wrong. You girls are not supposed to be out here. You are in violation of a school rule,” she said holding her wand toward the gate. “Andratemus Gargantium!” she said and the voltage on the gate grew in size and volume so that Natira was thrown off. We couldn’t even touch it without being completely shocked. 
 
    “I told you girls how dangerous it was to leave the safety of the school perimeter. There are men lying in wait, and if one of them got into this school do you know what could happen?” 
 
    We bowed our heads in shame.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” Lucy spoke up, “It was me. I took them out.” 
 
    “Is that so,” Duchess said. 
 
    “Raisano Lifteus!” she said pointing her wand toward us. We levitated into the air just above the electric gate so that we were looking down at her on the other side. She pointed the wand at us one at a time. 
 
    “Where did Akela go?” 
 
    I started to answer, “Not you!” 
 
    I looked at Natira and Lucy, who both looked at me. I looked down at Akela’s wound, it was not there, instead her ankle was as smooth as a baby’s butt.  
 
    “Akela, your cut, it’s healed.” 
 
    “No, it’s not because this is not Akela,” as quickly as she said it she used her wand to throw us onto the school yard just as Akela, or the girl we thought was Akela lashed out toward us, turning into a man wearing a long black trench coat and an eye patch. He was holding a dagger. 
 
    “I’m here to collect what belongs to me!” he yelled down at Duchess. 
 
    “Not on my watch!” Duchess yelled. 
 
    “We’ll see about that!” The man yelled throwing a bunch of stones toward Duchess, each of the stones glowed and moved in different directions until they were in front of each of the girls, they floated above them and their glow radiated outward. “See those stones, they have identified my property. These girls are werewolves and vampires and the other two, we’ll find out soon enough!” 
 
    “These girls belong to Desert Academy!” 
 
    “We both know their souls belong in the outer realm!”  
 
    The security guard took out his taser and pointed it toward the levitating man. In one move the levitating man lassoed the guard and squeezed, revealing a troll instead of a man. “One of Drisdol’s moves, I see he’s still using cheap labor!” 
 
    Duchess pointed her wand toward him, “Headius Mutatinus Androneptus!” and the creature fell onto the electrified gate and screamed into the night. 
 
    Duchess turned to security guards and pointed her wand again, “Reverso!” and the guards grew in size and stature. “Get these girls back into the school. I’m going to get Akela.” 
 
    “Yes ma’am!” 
 
    I watched as Duchess jumped over the gate in one swift move and disappeared into the darkness. She found the scaled men marching in the ring of darkness still dragging the girls behind them, they’d do it until they had them in their custody.  
 
    “I have come for the girl!” Duchess yelled. 
 
    “She belongs to us,” one answered, yet no one spoke. They communicated through their thoughts.  
 
    Duchess raised her wand and threw out a powerful substance that mimicked acid. It burned the scales of the men and they raised their hands to shield their eyes and she pulled Akela from their grip. 
 
    From the shadows of darkness her body was thrown to the ground with a thump. Duchess pointed her wand at Akela and uttered the words, “Raisado Armedo.” Akela’s arms was thrown up into the air and Duchess saw that the barcode and number were intact. It was her. The spirits could not duplicate the code as it was made of a powerful spell that could only be duplicated and controlled by the original creator.  
 
    “Akela?” Duchess shook her until she awoke. “Are you ok?” 
 
    Ake;a opened her eyes, “What happened?” 
 
    “You were taken by- “ 
 
    “The men, the scaled me. They called my name and I went to answer.” 
 
    “You’re ok now, let’s return to the school.” 
 
     
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
      
 
    When I open my eyes the next morning Akela and Natira were staring at me from the opposite bed. They were fully dressed. I sat up in my bed and rubbed my eyes, Akela looked as if she’d been crying because her eyes are red and puffy.  
 
    “What happened last night,” I asked her. “How did Duchess find you, where were you?” 
 
    “Wait,” Natira said, “Someone might hear us.” She waved her hand over the room window and a thick glass wall slid down with her hand, then she did the same to the door. “Now,” she sat back down. “Soundproof.” 
 
    “You are a genius!” 
 
    Akela spoke, “There is something very evil out there,” she pointed toward Harmagito. 
 
    “What do you mean, I remember standing there talking to Kenneth and you and Natira were searching for dead birds around the turbines, then suddenly she came back screaming that you’re gone.” 
 
    “Yes, I heard someone calling my name.” She leaned in and whispered, someone that sounded like my mother. I heard her voice. So, I went after it, it was coming from the hills.” 
 
    “What did you see out there?” 
 
    “Well at first, I saw my mother she was standing not too far away, reaching for me.” 
 
    “No,” I said.  “Natira we are in a desert. Maybe you saw a mirage.” 
 
    “No, it was so clear. But when I started walking toward her, she turned and walked away away so I followed after her. A man with scales for skin and his eyes were,” she touched her temples. “His eyes were not in front of his face but on his temples instead. On each side of his face.” 
 
    Natira spoke, “Was he dragging something?” 
 
    “Yes, it was a girl in a white dress.” 
 
    “I know I saw them; they were replicas of us.” 
 
    “Then I started to run back but it grabbed me from afar and pulled me in to him. Inside of him. I was trapped inside of his body. I was screaming and hitting him and trying to get out but all I heard was an echo, it was like I was in a dark coffin.” 
 
    “That sounds so creepy,” I shuddered. 
 
    “Yes, it was then I heard the name Gabriel and I was thrown out to the ground. I don’t remember anything else; I just woke up in this bed.” 
 
    “Duchess rescued you. Has anyone heard from Lucy?” 
 
    “No, but we are probably in big trouble for leaving.” 
 
    The green light over the door started flashing.  
 
    “Oh no, I don’t have time to get dressed!” 
 
    Hold on, Natira flipped through a yearbook that was sitting on my desk and smiled, she touched a picture and then passed her hand over my face and down the length of my body and I was dressed.  I looked in the mirror and I was wearing my uniform, a white handkerchief tucked neatly inside the chest pocket. My hair was in a high ponytail with a sparkling hunter green bow. My shoes were sparkling hunter green high tops to match my bow and my white socks were to my knees. “Cute.” 
 
    Natira giggled, “That’s for making me go last night” 
 
    “Wait-what?” 
 
    She waved her hand over the window and door again and we left the room to meet our suitemates at the table. Today, the headmistress served us pancakes. They were banana pancakes with fruit. We were silent at breakfast. The suite mates had no idea what had happened the night before, so they were as usual talkative. Beverly talked nonstop about her never ending boy crush back home, she received a letter yesterday and she couldn’t stop talking about it and showing off the pictures he sent. Casey was having a bad hair day and was begging Lisa to use magic to make her hair behave. They both sipped on blue juice boxes. 
 
    “You know we’re not allowed to use magic first year,” I said. 
 
    “But no one will know, I cannot go out looking this away. Please, just one spell.” 
 
    Sumi’A rolled her eyes, her beautiful golden hair was always perfect, and she never had a hair out of place. She and Kira had both colored their hair golden on the first night. It was their way of standing out as werewolves. Akela had no desire to be part of their pack.  
 
    Lisa looked around the table hoping someone would deter her, but everyone wanted to see her use her magic. They wanted to know just how powerful she was? They’d heard that her mother and grandmother had been students at the Desert Academy and had graduated at the top of their class. Lisa pulled out her wand and smiled. “Corishpus Lotatum!” she said and swirled her wand in a circle. Casey smiled wide as her hair started moving around on her head. It came alive and turned several colors until it settled on light pink, with beautiful silver glitter. She was wearing a high ponytail that hung all the way down her back with elaborate silver sparkles along its length. Lisa waved her wand again and the silver streaks started to move and flow like water. 
 
    The girls were overcome with excitement and chatter as they took pictures and selfies of her for their social media accounts.  
 
    “I love it!” Casey giggled with delight. 
 
    Sumi’A and Kira got up from the table, rolled their eyes to the ceiling, and left the room.               “They were such haters!” Casey said. 
 
    “It looks great,” I said. 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    I looked at Akela and Natira. Akela was crying again. She must have been thinking about her mother and what happened last night. 
 
    “Did you guys hear about the Duchess?” Casey leaned into the table to cover the intercom in the center. 
 
    I was ready to hear her gossip about our incident, I prepared myself to tell her to shut the hell up. But to my surprised she said something very different.  
 
    “Duchess was MIA most of the day yesterday, some of the girls were saying that she has a boyfriend. Her office was closed, and we all know she’s always roaming the halls or in her office disciplining a student. But yesterday, she was MIA for several hours. Someone said they saw a dragon flying over the school yesterday.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” I asked. 
 
    “Drisdol, is the only dragon we know of.” 
 
    “You mean the head council?” 
 
    “Yes, they say he comes at night.” 
 
    I thought about what Kenneth said yesterday, he said she was with a man in a white suit. Was it Drisdol Prescott?  I had to find out more. I had to speak to Kenneth again. But how? How would I get away from the school without being caught near the hills?  
 
    The intercom interrupted my thoughts, “Natira, Rune, and Akela please report to the Duchess office immediately!”  
 
    “Uhh Ohh, someone’s in trouble,” Beverly said. 
 
    I grabbed my satchel and we walked through the halls toward the office. I swallowed hard because I knew that we were in big trouble. Natira didn’t seem moved at all, and Akela was crying again. I placed my hand on her shoulder and whispered, “It’s going to be ok.” 
 
    Inside the office, Lucy gave us a look of pity and mouthed, “sorry” she had a hangover and held her head in her hands whenever he could. “I’m sorry guys,” I tried to get you guys out of it, she whispered. 
 
    “It’ll be ok.” I said not believing my own words. I was more concerned about Akela and how much she was still suffering from the encounter. 
 
    The Duchess entered the room and took her seat. “OK, listen. What happened last night was serious, you girls could very well be suspended for this. You better be glad I was there last night, or this could have ended in a lot of deaths. Now, you’re going to follow me and DO NOT SAY A WORD. I will speak for you. Do not try to defend yourselves and do not try to correct me. My job is to save your asses and then punish you for what you’ve done.” 
 
    What the hell was she saying? Save our asses? Suspended. I wanted to be suspended. I wanted to get out of here. Maybe this was my time.  
 
    “Follow me.” 
 
    We followed her down the hall and into the Latorium. It was empty. We were placed in our perspective pods and she left the room. But not before waving her wand at us and whispering, “Do not talk, the walls have ears.” 
 
    We held hands and looked at Lucy, who sat all alone in the class two pod. When the doors opened the council walked in one at a time. The first member was a frail woman wearing a white robe, the second was a man with a long beard wearing a yellow robe, while the third middle-aged woman wore a green robe. Each robe representing one of the classes at Desert Academy. Finally, the last wore a blue robe and it was Drisdol Prescott. He first sat in the center chair and then the rest of the council took their seats.  
 
    He looked at us, then started shifting through manila folders in front of him. As he opened each, he examined each and every detail of our persona. 
 
    Duchess walked in from the door behind us, she was carrying a second set of file folders on each of us. She pointed her wand at the air and a huge screen appeared and along the side wall so that we could all view with shame, our misdeeds. The first face to appear on the screen was Lucy’s. A mug shot with her number underneath.  
 
    “We have Lucy Blessing, number 2342 Dark Angel. Violation Trespassing, Alcoholism, and Bribery. She pleads guilty. This is her third violation since she entered Desert Academy. We believe Lucy is struggling between doing what she knows is right and what she knows is wrong. She is in a constant battle between good and evil. She sees shadows and hears voices at night and struggles with influence toward evil.” 
 
    Lucy put her head down and started sobbing. She had no idea anyone knew her struggle. A shroud of shame covered her, and the feeling was unbearable. Up there, she had been the most beautiful singer in his choir, and her worship brought so much joy to his presence, but now she struggled to even hear his voice over those of the darkness. 
 
    Drisdol’s lips curled into a smirk as he looked upon her countenance. There was no pity in his eyes, only satisfaction.  
 
    I gasped; I didn’t want my whole life on display in front of everyone. I wished I could comfort Lucy right now; she was all alone and I knew what being alone felt like. I couldn’t wait until my turn so I could set them straight.  
 
    Duchess continued, “Next we have Akela Truit, she is number 1177, she is a werewolf. She struggles with the call of the wild beast that lives inside of her. Her dual personality causes her to forget for long periods of time, often waking up with blood on her hands and half dressed.  
 
    “There is Natira, 1189 Alien. She is on the run from A51 Agents and we are protecting her here. She is very intelligent; she gains her power from the sun. We are still testing her abilities but believe she will be a great asset to the school,” Duchess smiled at Drisdol, “and your army.” 
 
    My image glared on the screen. Finally, Rune Porter, 1176, vampire. Weakness is blood. She has a smart mouth, but she is very wise for her age. She has mastered an ability to sustain a mortal diet with blood as a supplement.” 
 
    “I see,” Prescott looked at each one of us, as if he was thinking of a suitable punishment. “Do you girls know what danger you’ve placed yourself in?” he stood and walked around the podium. He paced the floor in front of our pods as he thought. 
 
    I opened my mouth to speak and Duchess shot me a glare.  
 
    “Yes, sir they are aware of the danger they’ve placed themselves and the school in,” Duchess spoke. 
 
    “I can speak for myself,” I said defiantly, looking straight at Drisdol. 
 
    “Rune-” I could see the fear on Duchess’ face.  
 
    “No, no let her speak.” Drisdol held his hand up. “Looks like we have a fiery one here,” he said walking over to our pod to stand in front of me. “You know your mother was the same way,” Prescott said with a smirk. “I had to put her in her place too.” 
 
    “Rune!” Duchess pleaded.  
 
    “Please,” he beckoned for me to come down and stand in front of him. I ascended the four steps that stood between us and stood in front of him. He towered over me. His massive shoulders were two of me.  
 
    “Where is my mother?” I asked, looking into his eyes. There was nothing there, barrenness and evil stared back at me. 
 
    “Your mother is dead; didn’t you attend her funeral. See her body committed to the ground? Ashes to ashes, dust to dust.” He waved his hand and then opened it to pour dark ashes to the ground in front of me. I could smell my mother in them. The tears streamed down my cheeks against my will, but I kept a straight face. I refused to allow him to see my weakness. But from somewhere, deep inside of me an anger arose. There was something so sinister about his presence, that it brought rage to the surface.  
 
    “You did this!” before I would reason with my emotions, I lunged toward him and he held a hand up and within seconds I froze in mid movement. My arm outstretched, my face distorted and my mouth wide open. I could only move my eyes. My thoughts were intact, but I was left a statue as Drisdol continued. We were given detention to be served the very next day. 
 
    “As for you, my dear.” He stood before me.  “You will remain here for a time longer to think about your defiance,” Drisdol dismissed the council. He stood watching them as they left the room and then he turned to me again. He directed his words to Duchess as if I were not in the room. 
 
    “She seems to be angry with the council, as if we are to be blamed for her mother’s death.” 
 
    “Yes, she wrestles with a lot of guilt. I believe it’s because she doesn’t know what her mother actually did to leave Desert Academy. Perhaps we should share it with her.” 
 
    Drisdol waved his wand and a huge screen appeared right in front of me. “Rune, your mother came to us when she was a girl of about five.” On the screen I could see my mother sitting alone in a church. She was wearing a pale-yellow dress with red shoes. She looked scared. “She was abandoned by her own mother when she realized what she was. When she came here, she was cared for and given every comfort a child could want. Warm clothes, food, education, and love.” The screen revealed Drisdol and one of the other council members embracing her.  
 
    “You are safe here,” Drisdol whispered in the child’s ear.  
 
    It showed her growing up and sneaking around the school kitchen to steal blood boxes. One night, she is seen leaving her room and attacking several students to draw blood. The girls were screaming and when Drisdol tried to stop her, she lunged out at him to bite his neck. He had to tie her up and she was placed in the dungeon, away from everyone else. One night she is seen escaping to the hills, where the spirits of the dead vampire and werewolf hunters are arisen and follow her into the school. They kill many people and then, there is a fire in the basement, where the spirits are killed and turned to ash. This is where her mother is burned. 
 
    Rune didn’t understand. Had her mother been responsible for the fire that killed over 20 students? Had her mother been dishonorably discharged from DA? What hadn’t she told her? Perhaps this was why she was given a mortal diet. Her mother wanted to protect her from the the Council and the school. She wanted her to live a normal life.   
 
    “I loved her like a daughter, but she tried to kill me,” Drisdol turned to show the scar on his neck where my mother bit him. 
 
    “No!” I yelled, but nothing came out. I knew there had to be something else. My mother told me that she received that burn as a child, at camp.  
 
    “I can’t seem to hear anything you are saying Rune,” Drisdol laughed out loud. He removed the screen and turned to Duchess. “Be sure that she is escorted to detention straight away, she will serve two days instead of one.” He waved his wand and excited the room, the tingling in my limbs began, it was as if my limbs had fallen to sleep and were slowly regaining their function.  
 
    “See why I told you to be quiet and let me speak,” Duchess said. “The tingling wears off pretty quickly and you will regain feeling momentarily.” 
 
    I slowly raised my eyes to her; I saw that she only meant to help us. “Girls return to your room. Rune you come with me.” 
 
    I tried to move but my limbs were still uncooperative. Duchess stood in front of me and waved her wand, “Undimuscando!” she said, and the tingling moved out of my body and through my toes.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
    I followed Duchess to my fate, we went down the hall and through the courtyard, past the waterfall and sun wall to an opening that led to a dark dungeon. Inside the dungeon were two rooms marked Detention Level 1 and Detention Level 2.  
 
    “You will be housed in Dungeon Level 2. Your punishment will begin immediately and will go through to tomorrow night. At that time, the others will join you for the second phase. Prepare yourself because you will be tested mentally and physically.” 
 
    “What do I do, just sit here? Do I get lunch or dinner?” I asked. 
 
    “Drisdol wants detention to be an experience that will not only reform but also cause the student to self-reflect. IF you survive, you’ll never defy the rules again.”  
 
    Before the Duchess closed the heavy iron door, I looked around the room, it was an empty iron chamber with nothing but a cement floor. Darkness. A clinking of a lock, then a light so bright I was blinded. I closed my eyes to allow them to adjust and when I opened them I was no longer in the dungeon chamber but on an island surrounded by water as far as the eye can see, the heavy stench of sulfur made me gag, next to me was a gas mask half sunken into the sand.  
 
    I grabbed it and placed it over my nose and mouth and took a deep breath. Where the hell am I?  The wind was blowing so hard I was afraid to stand. Sand had created a haze of blurriness in front of me so I secure the mask over my eyes and turn to observe my surroundings.  
 
    Behind me was dense jungle, I am on a desert island. I wondered how deep the forest was. Two Days in detention. OK. I start to walk around; the midday sun is hidden behind a dark cloud that has formed in the sky. I need to find shelter. I walk against the wind and enter the forest which is a canopy against the vicious wind. I listen, and I hear no birds; I look up into the trees for a moment and there is no activity. No monkeys. Nothing.  I go to take another step and a huge black snake stands up on its belly and opens its mouth wide. I stop in my tracks and stare at him. Slowly I back away in hopes of a retreat. The snake strikes and I am bitten in the face, “Auuugghhhh!” I yell throwing my hands over my face, they land on top of the mask. I am ok. 
 
    When the snake retreats and slithers away, I carefully watch where I am going and continue to walk further into the forest. The foliage is thick and unmoved by previous visitors, I assume the island is uninhabited. After ten minutes of walking and not coming upon anything that signifies life, I choose a palm tree that is leaning to one side and I climb as high as I can. I can see to the other side of the island. Water. The width of the island is approximately 1.5 miles wide. I am surrounded by water on all sides. I climb down and remain still and silent for a minute. I try to listen for something, someone. Nothing. 
 
    I close my eyes and think of my mother. What would she do? She would have done whatever she needed to do to keep me safe. She would move mountains for me. Drisdol said that my mother had betrayed him. What did he mean? What did my mother have to do with the ashes and the fire that happened in the basement? He’d risen so many questions.  
 
    When I opened my eyes, I was face to face with a 7-foot alligator. I slid up the palm tree as far as I could just as he closed his jaws around the entire space I had abandoned. Within seconds he was joined by four or five additional alligators, who were just as hungry as he was. I scampered up a nearby tree. The air around me started to swirl with a heavy wind and before I could blink rain was pouring over me. The rain made the sulfur in the air evaporate and I was able to take the mask off. I hung it on one of the nearby branches up high incase I needed it again. The alligators were swarming the space below and the rain was coming down in sheets over me. Lightning. Thunder. A tree nearby is struck sending the alligators scampering in different directions.  
 
    I climb down and run through think brush in search of shelter. The branches slapped me in the face and cut at my arms. Before me as if it heard my thoughts, a cave appeared. It was dark and had a small hooded entryway. I peered into it as far as I could see, and nothing looked too dangerous. I crouched down in the entryway for shelter from the impending storm, hoping nothing lurked in the darkness. What is this place? I wondered.  How is this detention?  
 
    Close by, another tree was struck by lightning and came crashing down through the surrounding jungle clearing a path to the other side of the island. I could see shore and sudsy water beating against rock under the light of the moon. As darkness fell, I closed my eyes to seek sleep. A troubled shroud of drowsiness covered me, and I dreamed of my mother again, this time, she was alone and in the basement of the school. She was afraid. Someone was there. She a necklace, whispered something. There is a kerosene lamp next to her and she picked it up and looked around the room. There were several other people with her, they were asleep. They were all hiding away from something. My mother clutched her necklace again and there is a loud boom in the background, everyone began to scream. 
 
    “Rune!” I heard my name and opened my eyes to the bright sun; I was still on the island. I had made it through night one. 
 
    “Rune Porter!” I looked around, on the sandy beach I could see Akela, Lucy, and Natira. 
 
    “I’m here!” I ran toward them, so happy not to be alone anymore. “Thank goodness you guys are here!” 
 
    “How is a desert island detention? This looks like paradise,” Akela said. 
 
    Lucy looked around, “I’ve heard so many stories about this place. I hear your powers are neutralized here, so you become a mortal and it’s almost impossible for any mortal to survive the elements of this island. A couple of months ago a girl named Macy was sentenced to three days detention and when they reopened the portal she never returned.” 
 
    “Did they look for her?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes, they sent in a search party, but it was too late. She was eaten alive by the alligators. Another student was eaten alive by the sharks that surround the island.” 
 
    Natira walked to the edge of the water, she waved her hand over its surface while thinking of the color green. Nothing happened, the water remained crystal clear, she could see the fish and sharks swimming in circles under the surface of the water. She raised her hand to the sun to soak up the energy that she needed to strengthen her powers then she tried waving it over the water again. This time, the surface turned green but within seconds it was crystal clear again. She didn’t have enough strength. Confused, she looked at both of her hands. 
 
    “Good try Natira but, Drisdol’s power is stronger than you think. He has harnessed the power of many Gods over the years. He is the most powerful warlock and dragon in the universe, so, he can neutralize any power,” Lucy said.  
 
    “But my powers are not of this Universe, he should not be able to neutralize my powers.”  
 
    The girls sat on the shore, “Lucy what do you know about Drisdol?” 
 
    “Besides him being head council? I know there were three others, but he destroyed them because he wanted all their power. I heard he appointed three council members to take their places, but they are all controlled by him. Duchess is his little minion; she does his bidding at the school and she oversees the army of DOD Agents who keep his army hidden.” 
 
    “Hidden for what?” Akela asked, fanning herself with a palm leaf. 
 
    “He has been waiting for hundreds of years for a war. There is always preparation for a war. The ring of darkness has never been broken, but the prophesy says that there will be one among us who has the purity to be able to break the ring of darkness. When it is broken, the enemies will come from the valley of Jezerel into the school to destroy it. So, for now, it is protected by the ring of darkness.” 
 
    “I wrote about that in my class notes. Got an A on the exam too!” I said proudly. 
 
    “Never discuss the ring of darkness out loud. It’s his weakness. It’s one of the only things he doesn’t have enough power to breech alone because he is filled with too much evil.”  
 
    “I second that,” I said. “He is evil! All of our mothers have been damned, and we have been made prisoners of his fictional war.” 
 
    “We are not prisoners; we are being trained to be able to succeed in the mortal world. It is for our benefit, right?” Akela asked as if she needed an answer rather than make a statement. 
 
    No one knew the answer, we all sat gazing into the water in front of us, in the distance small triangular sails in different hues of gray came into our view and swam in circles before just beyond the shore. Sharks. 
 
    “Guuuuyyyyys!” Natira said slowly. 
 
    We were all mesmerized by the killer sharks that threatened us, “Don’t look back,” Natira said. We all looked back at the same time gasping and shrieking as an army of alligators were marching toward us. 
 
    “Run!!!!!” I yelled. We ran in two directions to clear the path of the alligators, who charged at us full speed.  
 
    “Where do we go?” Lucy yelled moving backward toward the ocean.  
 
    “Not that way!” I pointed toward the water. “The sharks are behind you!”  
 
    I watched the alligators march toward her, they were trying to push her into the water.  
 
    “Lucy! Run to the left toward Akela.” 
 
    Lucy ran as fast as she could to the place where Akela had safely retreated. Natira joined them and they held on to one another, neither familiar with what was beyond the shore.  
 
    “Follow me,” I ran into the jungle just as a powerful boom of thunder sounded in the sky above. The sky turned dark and rain began to fall. The rain made the alligators retreat because it was acid rain.  
 
    “Ouch!” yelled Lucy. “The rain burns!” 
 
    “It’s acid. We have to get to shelter or we will never survive!” Akela yelled. 
 
    “I know!” I ran until I found the cave I’d slept in the night before. This time I led the girls even further in until we were safely inside a dry space. The rain continued to fall in sheets outside. No wonder there were no animals on the island, they had all died. The darkness wrapped itself around us like a blanket, keeping us warm and safe from the rain. The walls of the cave were rock and there was only enough room for the four of us to crouch down, as standing would cause us to hit our heads. Within a few minutes the rain stopped, and the sky turned blue again and the sun came out, but we did not leave the cave.  
 
    “What should we do next, you think the alligators are still out there?” I whispered, as if the walls were witness to our conversation. 
 
    “They are everywhere! Not only that, but there are venomous snakes everywhere too,” I said. 
 
    Lucy wiped at a tickling on her arm. Her hand passed over something furry. When she looked down, she could see a black dot moving up her arm. “What is that!” 
 
    “Spider!” Suddenly a ray of sunlight illuminated the cave and the girls saw spiders in every space of the wall. Big hairy spiders the size of ones hand.  
 
    “So, we are surrounded by sharks, alligators and snakes, and now spiders! This is not detention it’s a death trap!” Akela crouched down and left the cave. 
 
    “We have to stick together. We only have one more day,” Natira followed encouraging us. 
 
    “Let’s try to see if we can find anything to use for firewood and then find some food, cause I’m starving.” 
 
    Outside, the rain had cleared away most threats and made the jungle beautiful. Lush green leaves and brown vines fell from the jungle ceiling and creaking foliage under their feet moved and crunched with life as they walked. Lucy had gone ahead, led by the beauty that stood around her. She grabbed hold of a vine and leaned in waiting for the other girls to catch up.  
 
    “Come on guys!” she yelled. 
 
    “Lucy, close your eyes!” Akela pointed to the top of the vine. We all looked up to discover that it wasn’t a vine, but a huge brown snake hanging from the tree above. When Lucy heard the leaves rustling around her, she turned her attention to the ground. She gasped when she saw that she was standing in a snake nest. Hundreds of snakes were all around her, moving and squirming in a mass of venomous tangles. The girls backed away looking to each other for answers. 
 
    “What do we do?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t know,” Natra said. 
 
    I looked around us. The thick twisted foliage wrapped itself around various trees. Sticks. No. I looked in every direction, Nothing. We have to help her. The snake overhead started to inch its way down. Wraping himself around Lucy, slithering around her 5’4’ body as fear grew in her eyes. One of the paulownia leaves nearby had acted as a bowl collecting the acid rain. I pointed to the leaves and the girls followed the path of my vision. 
 
    We each grabbed a leaf and slowly walked over to the snake nest and threw the acid rainwater on them, there was a mass slithering and screaming noise as the snakes withered away. Lucy jumped out of their trap and fell to the ground in sobs.  
 
    “I hate snakes!” she cried. Thoughts of the shadows that visited her at night played through her mind and she became more emotional. She hated her fate. She didn’t want to release her soul to the power of darkness, and the slithering serpent started it all in the garden of Eden. She’d heard the story many times over, the curse that had been placed on mankind since the beginning of time and had been chasing her every day.  
 
    “Lucy, you are safe now,” I said bending down beside her. “We are all here with you.” 
 
    Suddenly, Natira fell to the ground, her skin was pale and glowed a soft white and green on her cheeks. She was delirious and spoke in whispers.  
 
    “Natira! What is it?” Akela asked, rubbing her arm. 
 
    “The cave. My energy, it’s draining. My powers are useless here. I need the energy from the sun.” 
 
    “Guys, we need to get her to the shore, she needs sun,” Lucy, please Natira needs you now! Together we lifted Natira and carried her to the shore. We found a spot where the sun was the brightest and lay her on a palm leaf. Her skin still held a transparent green glow. I could see the blood coursing through her veins, it was a beautiful bright green river of water. After we made sure she was safe, we left her with Lucy and Akela and I searched every corner of the island for food but found nothing. Not even a banana on the banana tree. Neither of us had eaten, but Natira was the weakest and needed something as soon as possible. 
 
    “If we don’t get her something to eat, she won’t make it, she’s too weak.” 
 
    “I think I have an idea,” I swallowed the lump forming in my throat. We walked back to the shore and looked out into the sea. The sound of crashing waves against thorny rock was so much better than the swooshing of the windmills. The sharks had moved a little further out into the water, so now was the best time to go.  
 
    “What’s the plan?” Akela asked. Lucy joined us, but she was quiet. She looked out into the distance where the sea and sky met, a bright round ball of light slowly slid beneath the surface of the sea, this beauty made her appreciate HIM.  
 
    I watched the gray sails as they moved deeper into the expanse of the water. Be brave Rune. I waded through the water until I was deep enough to dive. I held took a deep breath and went under, it was our only hope. I dove below the surface of the clear water, keeping an eye out for the sharks in the distance. Hoping that my blood was not as appetizing as the others. I spotted a batch of seaweed about 4 feet down. The first batch was easy to get, I brought it close enough to the shore so that the others could wade in to get it. Lucy retrieved the seaweed and handed it to Akela, who waded back to throw it on the sand. That’s when Lucy noticed it.  
 
    “Akela, your cut! It’s bleeding!” 
 
    By the time Akela looked down at it the wave had already come in and receded into the water. She scanned the surface for the gray sails and then for Rune. 
 
    “Rune!” Lucy yelled, wading deeper in. The sharks picked up the scent of the blood and were headed back toward them. 
 
    “Rune!”  
 
    Natira could see what was happening in the water, her body had warmed enough from the sun so she reached for her necklace, and she could feel its warmth radiating through her fingers. She lifted her hand toward the water again and the gray sails were immediately confused. They swam in circles around Rune but none of them were able to reach her.  
 
    “Hurry Rune,” she whispered. 
 
    “Rune!” Akela and Lucy yelled. “Sharks!” 
 
    I pulled the last piece of seaweed from its roots and burst through the surface of the water for air. Sharks. I looked around for the gray sails and saw them swimming in a circle around me. I could see that Natira and Lucy had been trying to get my attention for some time. What now mom? I whispered. I could see a bright light coming from the shore, it was something Natira was holding that reflected the sun. I looked at the seaweed I was holding. It would have fed us all, but I had to let it go in order to get away, so I dropped it and took a deep breath and went under water; I’d try to swim under them. I swam as far down as I could and then toward the shore. They remained above me and I was able to swim to safety.  
 
    I collapsed on the sand trying to catch my breath.  
 
     “Are you ok?” she asked. “That was close!” 
 
    “I’m O.K,” I panted. 
 
    We were able to make a fire from some driftwood we found in the jungle, with it we roasted the seaweed and fed it to Natira. After she ate, she was much stronger.  
 
    “What next, I’m exhausted,” Lucy said. 
 
    Akela agreed, “I know one thing. I never want to serve detention again.” 
 
    “I guess you’re saying you’ve been reformed?” Natira said. 
 
    “I’m sorry guys, this was all my fault.” 
 
    “No,” I chimed in. “If I hadn’t of mouthed off, we may have gotten level one detention. I wonder what was behind the first door?” 
 
    “Don’t want to know.” 
 
    I scooped up a hand full of sand and allowed it to fall between my fingers. I had never been to the beach before, my mother had always been afraid it would burn my skin.  
 
    “Look!” Natira pointed to the sand in front of us. It was moving in the direction of something invisible. It moved up into a circular form that came into fruition as the sand covered its entirety.                
 
    “What is it?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s a funnel, a sandstorm! Take cover!” But by the time we stood up to move the storm and wind had overpowered us so much that we could only lay down where we were shielding our faces. This storm was not an ordinary storm, but the sand was filled with locusts. We hear their screaming as they circled us in a tunnel of rage. We held onto each other as the sand and wind brow beat us, leaving tiny marks on our skin. It felt like we were being pricked by thousands of tiny needles. A few minutes later, just as suddenly as it came it was gone. We wiped the sand out of our faces and hair and looked around.  
 
    “What the hell was that?” I asked, spitting sand from my mouth. 
 
    “I have no idea.” 
 
    Natira’s necklace was flickering in the sunlight, “What was the light you were shining earlier? I asked. 
 
    “My necklace,” she touched her necklace. “I was using its power to disorient the sharks. Inside, there’s a map incase I get lost, I’m hoping the sun will cause it to signal home. It doesn’t matter where I am in the Universe, it will always direct me home. She held up the sparkling necklace and we were all mesmerized by the swirling particles of glowing dust. The longer we looked at it the further we drifted into its hypnotic power. She placed her hand over the surface, and we came back to. “It’s dangerous if you stare at it too long,” she smiled. She had no intention of using any of her powers to bring harm to her new friends. They had been the only ones she could trust since she was kidnapped.  
 
    “What do you guys remember most about your mothers?” I directed my question to everyone. 
 
    No one spoke. Silence. The crackling of the fire could be heard as the waves smashed against rocks in the background.  
 
    “I remember,” I spoke first.  “That my mother had a disdain for the Council of the Gods. She said that they were not what we think they are. Drisdol is not who we think he is.” 
 
    “Is that why you challenged him that day?” Akela asked. 
 
    “Yes, Lucy said that there were four original Gods, now there is only one. Drisdol. Why is that?” 
 
    “Well, there are three appointed members. So, there are four now,” Lucy chimed in. 
 
    “Appointed by who?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m not sure,” she replied. 
 
    “Drisdol has appointed the three Gods.” 
 
    “Aren’t they supposed to be appointed by the council?” Akela asked.  
 
    “Well, that’s just it, Katherine’s mother has been damned, she was the head Board member. Without her, he was able to decide who he wanted.  
 
    We were all arrested by our thoughts again. I noticed something that wasn’t there before, next to the entrance of the jungle were beautiful flowers.  
 
    “Guys, look at those flowers,” I pointed to the bell shaped flowers facing the ground. They were pink with beautiful yellow stems. “They look like bells.” 
 
    “I love flowers!” Akela said running toward the beautiful flowers. He stomach growled. She picked four flowers from the vines and brought them back to the fire. “Flowers are edible. We can eat these,” she said.  
 
    Natira looked at the flowers and could see a dark black dust coming up from them. It was a thick smoke. “Throw those down!” Natira yelled. “They are poisonous. Those are called Angel’s Trumpet Call and they will kill you if you eat them.” 
 
    I had heard of the flower; it was pulled from my teacher’s garden after her dog ingested it.  
 
    Inside the cave, we lay down and our stomach’s growled like hungry bears. Natira used her glowing skin to light the cave and create a barrier around us so that we could sleep. All around us shadows of spiders as big as a human hand crawled all around us.  
 
    When the morning light hit our eyes again, we were in the 4x4 cell again. We looked around. There was no sand, no water, and no jungle. Cement covered three sides of the cell while steal bars covered the fourth.   
 
    “That’s it girls,” the guard opened the door and handed us small bags. “Your detention is over, you’ve survived. 
 
    Duchess met us outside the cell, “I’m impressed, you know most girls come back and need several counseling sessions just to return to normal life. You four girls are stronger than you think.” 
 
    “We shouldn’t have been in detention to begin with. That’s cruel and unusual punishment! Does the state board know that you place your students on death island?” 
 
    “Actually, no they don’t and there’s a reason why.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    Duchess held up her wand, “Memorando Reverso Despari!”  
 
    “How was detention Rune?” 
 
    “Boring, I’m a pro at siting in a room for three hours. I took a nap.” 
 
    “You Akila?” 
 
    “Boring.” 
 
    “Lucy?” 
 
    “Same.” 
 
    Natira continued rubbing her necklace. She saw exactly what just happened. Duchess successfully wiped their memories clear of the events that happened in detention. What she didn’t know was that no spell in the universe would work on her when she’s holding her necklace, which is made of a rare Zarminian stone dispels the power of any pending curse. She remembered everything. 
 
    “How about you Natira, how was detention?” 
 
    “I survived.” 
 
     “Nice doing business with you, here are your parting gifts, “In the bags you’ll find sandwiches and a change of clothes. You can use the showers in this room.” 
 
    When we returned to the dormitory, we found Kira and Sumea’ sitting at the kitchen table sharing a bag of chips and dip.  
 
    “So how was detention?” 
 
    “You wouldn’t survive,” Natira said.  
 
    “What do you mean by that?” she asked, her blue hair running like water to the center of her back. She was wearing a pink tank top with a pair of skinny jeans.  
 
    “Sorry I can’t talk; I need a warm bed.” Natira said and followed Rune and Akela down the hall and to their room.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
    When Biju walked into the classroom, every head turned to look at her. She was only about 5’1 but with her three-inch red bottom shoes she was 5’4. She wore a long red kimono with a golden pattern of cherry blossoms with silver vines. Everything about her exuded wealth and prestige. She didn’t smile at anyone, but her face held a very pleasant look. Her dark hair was up in a bun held by two long gold chop sticks. 
 
    “Good morning class!” Mrs. Willowbrook sang.  “We have a new student today, all the way from Singapore! Her name is Biju Lee. Biju’ is from a line of very powerful witches. Her grandfather was one of the original Council members and founders of the Academy. He had the pleasure to serve alongside Drisdol and one of those mountains that surround the school was erected for him.” 
 
    Akela, Natira and I looked at each other and looked at Biju. We were probably thinking the same thing. I knew I needed to talk to her as soon as I got a chance. My phone beeped. 
 
    Natira: I agree, we need to speak with her asap.  
 
    Me: How do you do that? 
 
    Akela: She’s really pretty, guys she’s wearing $600 shoes! 
 
    Me: Don’t forget the bag, $1,000 
 
    Natira: Earthlings are sooo materialistic…  
 
    Katherine raised her hand directing her question to Biju, “We would like to hear your background please.” 
 
    “Is that so?” Biju said, she looked Katherine as if she read through all her BS. 
 
    Biju smiled, “Some of us need validation and the approval of others to feel good about themselves. I do not begin by proving my credentials or bragging about my superpowers, as they will be proven in time, as you get to know me.” 
 
    “Well, that was nicely said Ms. Biju,” Mrs. Willowbrook said. 
 
    Katherine rolled her eyes.  
 
    “O.K. class let’s begin todays lesson. I want to show you a defense move that was taught to me my first year at the academy. With the invasions getting closer and closer to the school Drisdol wants to make sure we are all prepared. Let’s turn in our books to page 133.” 
 
    I turned my Academy 101 book to page 133 and on it was a spell.  
 
    “Now, this spell can be done by anyone including angels and aliens.” 
 
    I looked at Natira and chuckled. They had no idea of the extent of her abilities. She was a walking bag of superpowers. 
 
    We took turns reading through the page of spells. Katherine was completely distracted by Biju. I’m sure it had something to do with the fact that she was much prettier, had more money, and had way more confidence. 
 
    “OK, can I get a volunteer to try the spell of protection?” 
 
    Katherine volunteered, looking straight at Biju. She pointed her wand at Biju, “Foliuum Microontellius Galleum,” she said and a beam from her wand went flying across the classroom at Biju. Everyone ducked, but just as quickly as the beam went flying, Biju pulled the chopsticks from her hair and said, “Reverso quantum majesto!” sending the light back at Katherine, the beam split into two and went through both Katherine’s shoulders.  
 
    Katherine disappeared into a puff of black smoke that fell to the floor in a thump. We all started screaming and jumping into our desks when we looked down to see that she was turned into a huge black slithering snake. Mrs. Willowbrook jumped on top of her own desk too, giving Katherine the run of the floor. She slithered across the classroom floor and out of the room.  
 
    Biju twisted her long silky hair into a bun and replaced her golden chopsticks, “I’m sorry for the interruption,” she said, flipping her book open to the appropriate page. 
 
    “Oh my, well…you simply defended yourself,” Mrs. Willowbrook said smiling.               
 
    After class, I asked Lucy, Natira, and Akela to meet me in the basement. Something wasn’t right about my mothers’ story and I wanted to explore it more. The basement was a huge cement- lined room with several boxes and a huge chest. One side of the basement was dark with soot and ash from the fire. There was a huge blue tarp covering most of the floor, but the ash had made its way to the outside of the tarp and covered most of the walls.  When we arrived, we pulled the tarp away from the area of the fire. Flashes of my mother crouching in the corner filled my mind, why was she clutching the necklace to her chest and who were the twenty other people and why were they there? 
 
    Natira walked around the basement touching many of the burned objects. She picked up an old screwdriver that was half burned and held it in her hand. She threw it down and looked at me, “I think I know what happened here,” Natira said. 
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked. 
 
    Natira picked up the ashes that remained. She held them in her hand and touched me with the other hand. In my mind I could see the entire room, different than it was now. It was clean and there were desks lined up on the walls. It was a classroom. My mother crouched in a corner; she was about sixteen years old. She was holding the necklace. The twenty other people were students as well.  
 
    One of the students looked through the window in the basement, “They’re coming!” 
 
    “Why are they after us?” another one asked. 
 
    “Because we are vampires, and they are vampire hunters.” 
 
    “Someone let them in,” my mother said. “They are coming after us to destroy our race.” 
 
    “Where is Drisdol? Isn’t he supposed to protect us?” one asked. 
 
    “He wants me dead,” my mother said holding the necklace and her stomach. 
 
    The vision left as soon as it had come. “Auuuggggghhhhhhh,” I fell to my knees in sobs and couldn’t breathe! The tears came as though they had been waiting for the dam to break. Finally, thoughts of the room came into clarity. They had all died, except my mother. How had that happened?” 
 
    “I don’t know, the vision stops there,” Natira said. 
 
    There has to be something that will help us find out why my mother left. Let’s keep looking. We searched the room, pulling at every brick in the wall and searching every corner for something that would give us a clue.  
 
    “Is this what you guys are looking for?” the familiar voice startled us. It was Biju. She was holding necklace in her hand. 
 
    “What is this?” I asked walking slower to her. In her hand, was a necklace that was half burned, but I could tell that the charm on the end of it was a dagger.  
 
    Biju pulled her chopstick from her hair and her hair fell in waves down her back. I backed away, unsure of what spell she was about to make, and found the other girls on the other side of the room. Who was she, had she been sent here to uncover my plans? Was she working for Drisdol? Lucy, Akela, Natira, and I joined hands. “We needed to stick together,” I whispered. 
 
    “I see the four of you have forged a bond,” she smiled. 
 
    “Who are you?” I asked. ‘Why do you have my mothers’ necklace?’ 
 
    “Bonding is not always a good thing, especially if it causes you to make decisions based on emotion.” She looked at me when she said that. Then, she waved her wand toward the corner of the room, “Also, you never know who is listening,” she pointed her wand to the other corner and the snake reappeared, turning into a puff to smoke and the smoke revealed Katherine. 
 
    “You!” Katherine yelled.   
 
    Another wave of her wand muted Katherine as she was pointing and yelling at Biju and then pointing to us and the ash heap. She was obviously trying to say something about it. 
 
    “What is she saying? Does she know something about this fire?” I asked. 
 
    “Do you want to hear what she is saying?” Biju waved her wand toward Katherine and her words could be heard. “I can’t believe you four are down here, and Lucy you are a second year! What are you doing scrounging with these bottom feeders? You’re pathetic! I’m going straight to the Duchess with this matter.  
 
    “We can’t risk her ruining it all!” Lucy said. 
 
    Biju muted her again and twirled her wand toward Katherine again and froze her in place, above her head was a continuous snowstorm, a blizzard.  
 
    “Now, Rune it’s time you knew the story of your mother.” 
 
    We listened as she told us that when the original founders had started the academy it was coed. For many years’ things worked very well. There were many successful unions that took place as a result of the Academy. Many happy families graduated and now live as mortal in the real world.               “But, a series of events changed things over the years. Drisdol too had fallen in love with a very beautiful teacher named Silvia, she was a witch. But, unfortunately after many years of unsuccessful tries, she fell in love with another teacher and they married. Needless to say, Drisdol was very hurt by this and started to give Trevor Blake and Silvia, now Silvia Blake a very hard time. So much that she and her husband had to leave the school.”  
 
    “Blake?” You mean Katherine Blake?” 
 
    “Yes, Silvia and Trevor were Katherine’s mother and father.” 
 
    She continued, “As time passed, Drisdol went on to have a son of his own and he and your mother fell in love.” 
 
    “Wait, my mother and Drisdol’s son?” Rune asked. She was completely shocked. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Well, Drisdol forbid them. He did everything he could to keep them apart, but nothing worked. They were in love. Well, when she became pregnant, Drisdol had to get rid of the baby, it would ruin his son’s destiny.”  
 
    “Me?” I felt the tears sliding down my face. I was the baby. My mother was pregnant with me when she left the academy. Wait. I’m Drisdol’s granddaughter?  
 
    “Well, the easiest way to get rid of you and your mother was to make it look like an accident, that’s where the breech came in. He set up a classroom here in the basement and purposely left the outer gates open. That’s how the vampire hunters got in. They wanted every vampire dead, so Drisdol placed everyone in the same classroom away from the rest of the school and let them in. They started a fire and locked the basement.”  
 
    “Wait, but how was my mother the only survivor?’ 
 
    “Drisdol’s son fought his own father to get to her, he risked his own life to get her and you out safely. When he got you to the outer gates and into a friend’s car, he collapsed and died.” 
 
    “A friend?” 
 
    “I think her name was Waverly.” 
 
    Waverly? I knew Waverly, she moved to India. My mother’s best friend. 
 
    “Why you? Why now?” I asked. 
 
    “After the fire, Drisdol and the other council members placed a very powerful curse on the school to keep its students in, it was a ring that would be protected by the iron mites, a powerful army of immortal beings who sought powers and souls. It was known as the Ring of Darkness. The Council also decided that they would only admit the daughters of women who were damned by the Council for breaking the rules after they had graduated and lived in the mortal world. This is when they founded the Daughters of the Damned Agency and the DOD Agents patrolled the mortal world keeping track of infractions committed by the graduates.” 
 
    “How do you know all of this?” 
 
    “It was all in my grandfather’s founders’ books. My grandfather disappeared along with the other two council members shortly after these events. My family believes that Drisdol has something to do with their disappearances. I am here for the same reason as you. I believe he needs to be stopped.” 
 
    I looked at Katherine, “Can she hear any of this?” I asked.  
 
    “Yes, she can hear everything,” Biju waved her wand and Katherine thawed in seconds and the blizzard and snow above her went away leaving a puddle on the floor.  
 
    Katherine stood in one place. She looked at our faces and then at Biju. She was speechless. She walked over to the stairs and sat down. “My mother never told me any of this. I always knew there was something more to their story. Every time anyone mentioned Drisdol- they reacted strangely. I never believed they met on a cruise.” 
 
    Biju walked over to Katherine. “Now, Katherine, would you like to help us or fight with us?” Katherine looked at her wand.  
 
    “I- I’m sorry. I have been such a bitch for so long because I was angry. So angry with my parents for never having time for me. They never talked to me. I had everything a child could ever want, but I never had the type of love you all share with your mothers. I was raised by the nanny.” 
 
    I never looked at it from her side. She was mean, because that was the only way she knew how to be. I walked over to her and threw my arms around her. She slowly hugged me back and that’s when she broke. The tears were proof that she was broken inside.  
 
      
 
     
 
     
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
    “There is only one way out of here. You must go through the desert and past the ring of darkness,” Biju said. “I’ll be right back.” 
 
    “How do we get past it, no one can get in or out?” Katherine asked. 
 
    “I don’t know, it can only be broken by someone with a pure heart,” I said. 
 
    “I don’t know anyone in this school who would qualify.”  
 
    “Didn’t Barry have a little sister?” Akela asked. “Children always have pure hearts.” 
 
    “Yes,” Lucy said. 
 
    “Can you get in contact with Kenneth and ask him to ask Barry to bring her to the turbines tonight?” 
 
    “Yes,” Lucy left the room to contact Kenneth. 
 
    Biju entered with a book, “I have it.” She said placing a tattered book on the bed. 
 
    “How did you get this book again?” 
 
    “Drisdol did not change the locks after he killed my grandfather. I got it from his study. It’s called the Book of the Damned, this book holds the four scrolls that were given to the four council members in the beginning. It also has the name of every person who has been DAMNED since the beginning of the Academy. Of course, the curses in this book are all very powerful,” Biju put on gloves and then opened the book very slowly. She used a long sharp tool to turn the yellowing pages as they were very brittle and many of the words were faded. 
 
    Natira, Akela, Katherine and I gathered around to watch as she thumbed through the book.  
 
    “Here it is,” she stopped at a curse called Ring of Darkness it was a three-page ritual. She turned the pages again and came to one called: 
 
    Breaking the Ring of Darkness. 
 
    In order to break the ring of darkness all four  
 
    council members must be present. If any one  
 
    council member is not in attendance the ring  
 
    will remain and as the iron mites gain power  
 
    their strength will grow so much that even 
 
     the original council members will not be  
 
    ankle to penetrate its power. The opposite 
 
     of darkness of light, the light of purity  
 
    can reverse the power of darkness. If the  
 
    three following elements are present, the ring may be broken. 
 
     “I can’t read the words, they are very faded,” she said. 
 
    Katherine looked closer, “I think that says step one.” 
 
    “Yeah, step one, gather these elements: a heart of purity, a crowd of witnesses- does that say witnesses?” she put her face as close as she could to the books page. 
 
    “It says, witnesses,” Natira said. 
 
    “and intercessors. So, we need someone with a pure heart. That’s Barry’s sister. Then a crowd of witnesses. Where do we get them?” 
 
    “I can get my roommates and a few friends,” Katherine said. “OK I’ll gather them and meet you guys at the turbines in an hour. 
 
    “Wait- how are you going to get past the guards?” I asked. 
 
    Katherine looked at us and smiled, “I have my ways.” 
 
    “OK so the third thing is intercessors. Where do we find them?” 
 
    I thought for a minute, “Zane and Birkenstein will help. They can call all the were wolves to help intercede as we work the spell.” 
 
    “Good idea,” I’ll go get them and explain everything,” Akela said. 
 
    Natira looked at us, “There’s one issue. Drisdol will never let us go free.” 
 
    “I think I have that taken care of; I just need to talk to Duchess.” 
 
    “Duchess?” 
 
    “Yes, she has to know the truth. She and her husband met here at the academy and when she decided to leave the school to become a mother Drisdol lost his best student. He was lost without her loyalty to the Academy.” 
 
    “Don’t tell me…” I said. 
 
    “Well, that car accident that killed her husband and baby was not an accident. Drisdol was behind it. He knew that if he could remove any distraction, she’d be his most loyal agent. He was right, she has been, for many years.” 
 
    When we told Duchess, it was the first time I’d seen any human side of her. She cried, sobbed even. Biju used her magic to show her the day it happened, so it was as if she had to live through it all over again.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” I said to her as we left her office. 
 
    She closed her door and she called Drisdol to the school and said that there had been a breech in the outer gates. She wanted him dead.  
 
    We met Kenneth, Barry and the other girls at Harmagito. Everyone was there. We all gathered inside the ring of darkness and the swooshing was much louder today. The iron mites marched around the school with a sense of purpose, it was as if they knew that there would be able battle. We were all silent. We looked toward the valley of Jezerel and could see the armies gathering, the gates had been breached and they were headed into Harmagito for war.  
 
    In the sky, we saw a darkness approaching from the distance. As it got closer it came into view and it was a huge dragon. Its scales were dark and eerie. It had horns on its head. It’s mouth was huge and looked as if it could swallow the sea. Behind it were birds, buzzards, the buzzards that soared over the valley of Jezerel eating the flesh of those who died in battle. The dragon swooped down over the armies marching from the valley and opened its mouth and breathed fire and brimstone down on them. We heard screaming and cries coming from the crowds of people. They started to run in the direction of the turbines.  
 
    We stood in awe watching the gap between us close. Duchess ran toward them and then with her wand she yelled something that made her mount up on wings like an eagle and she fly above the ring of darkness toward Drisdol. She was shouting at him with anger. He tried to calm her but to no avail, soon they were fighting like two winged warriors.  With this distraction, the armies approached.  
 
    The iron mites kept them at bay while we began preparing for spell. Biju opened the book and we brought Barry’s sister forward. We made sure the crowd of witnesses were standing by, there were about twenty-five students and Katherine standing to the left and five or six werewolves cheering us on as we read.  
 
    Akela, Natira, Lucy and I held hands and stood behind Barry and his sister. Kenneth helped Biju hold he book as she recited the spell.  
 
    We walked closer and closer to the ring of darkness as Biju read, the crowds cheered, and others stood witness. We could feel the power of the darkness getting stronger as we read. Was anything happening?  
 
    Outside the ring of darkness, the armies of both sides stood watching and waiting, they knew that they could not get past the ring of darkness and we could not get out unless the spell was broken. A small group of prayer warriors who believed we were evil were chanting and praying and holding their hands out toward us and their bibles on their chests. Biju read the spell twice, but nothing happened. The iron mites continued to march, dragging many bodies as they walked. The faces of those bodies could be seen clearly, they were mine, Biju’s, Duchess, Kenneth, Akela, Natira, Katherine, even Drisdol. 
 
    “Nothing’s happening!” Biju yelled at us. The battle in the sky waged between Duchess and Drisdol. At his urging, the ring of darkness started to close in. As they moved closer, we realized that we would soon be upon each other. As they moved turbines started to fall, causing people to scream and scatter as far as they could out of the way. Small fires were everywhere.  
 
    We were defeated. We stood watching them battle in the sky, then Drisdol flew over us and sprayed his fire down upon us too, but Natira was able to throw an invisible shielding net over us that kept us from burning. We watched the fire burn overhead, as if it were floating in midair. 
 
    As Lucy looked up at the dragon, she had a revelation. HE would never do this. Only someone very dark. The shadows that had came to her at night were present, they crept throughout the ring of darkness, whispering taunting, calling their souls. She ran over to Biju and took the book, thumbing through it in search of something that explained the prophesies she remembered. 
 
    “I remember learning about the prophesies, that there would be a great war in Armageddon, and that the dragon would be present. There would be mountains and armies that would come from the valleys,” 
 
    “Why didn’t you tell us this earlier, Lucy this may be the answer we need,” I said.  
 
    “I had no idea. I’m- I’ve been exiled. I’m a dark angel. I am not qualified that know this.” 
 
    Barry interceded, “So can I take her home, my mom will kill me if something happens to her?” 
 
    “Yes, please,” Lucy said.  
 
    I looked at Lucy, she had been battling this war between good and evil for a long time. She loved HIM, whose name she did not dare say, why wouldn’t she say it? I wondered. 
 
    The ring of darkness moved closer to us, it pushed at us and the people started to fall to their death. “We have to do something!” I yelled. 
 
    “What?” Lucy looked around her, she watched the innocent people falling to their death. cloud of witnesses. Intercessors. People continued to fell on her left and right on both sides of the ring. When Barry’s little sister fell, Lucy ran to her side.  
 
    “Lucy! You must do something, now! I can’t lose my sister!” 
 
    Lucy lifted her eyes up to the hills in the distance. She needed help! 
 
    He is not there Lucy; she heard the voice coming from somewhere around her. He is inside you.  She looked around and saw no one.  
 
    I looked at Lucy, she looked at me through tear filled eyes, she had heard his voice again. She walked forward; unafraid she entered the shadow of darkness. As she walked into the ring a small light could be seen inside her heart. The light grew as she approached the ring of darkness, soon the iron mites themselves became light and they flew into the sky and the entire sky became light. The light covered Drisdol and Duchess. The dragon began to fall from the sky but before it hit the ground it became a man; it became Drisdol again.  
 
    The light flew through the crowds of people and the small group of people who held bibles and prayed disappeared with the light and the light entered the sky, all darkness was gone. There was a loud crashing sound in the distance, and we all looked toward the mountains. The four mountains of Jezerel shook and were made low, while the valley was exalted.   
 
    Everything was quiet. Harmagito was littered with the spoils of war. Some cried over those who were dead, while others rejoiced for those who lived. The battle had left a bittersweet victory on the battlefield.  
 
    Duchess lay on the ground nearby; I ran to help her. She was alive, but badly wounded. The armies captured Drisdol and he was sentenced to live out his days on the island he created for detention, without access to any superpowers.  
 
    Two days later we left Desert Academy where Duchess had assumed the position as head Council. Together, we watched Drisdol on the island, running from a swarm of angry bees. Turns out, that was where he’d sent the other council members, and where they perished. Biju and Katherine would be promoted to the DOD Agency. They would be the youngest agents in history.  
 
    Me. I had a full agenda. First, we needed to stop in Nevada, a top-secret mission to retrieve something that would help Natira contact home. Then, we’d find Akela’s father so that she could ask him a few questions. Finally, we would be off to India, where Waverly would be waiting to help us find the Secrets of the Damned which would lead us to our mothers.  
 
      
 
    To be Continued…in Secrets of the Damned 
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