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The Blood She Shed
To my best friend.
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Maya

THEY THOUGHT THEY WON. 

They thought that killing Serena would solve all of their problems, that they could win the war that easily. 

They thought, now that she was dead, I would bend to their will, and they were going to get to do whatever they wanted. 

They thought they were the new champions of Wolf’s Hollow.

They. Were. Wrong.

If someone asked me a few months ago where they thought I would be now, there is about a zero percent chance that I would have said “widowed” and “fleeing Wolf’s Hollow from my sons,” but desperate times called for desperate measures and we were in desperate times. Part of me (more like a lot of me) wanted to turn around and get my revenge for Serena right then and there, but at the same time, I knew that I didn’t have the resources to do that right now. So, against all of my better judgment, I went along with Bruce’s plan: leave Wolf’s Hollow and not return until Tempest and Priamos either came to their senses or died. We had no preference over which one they chose or if they died of natural or unnatural causes either, for the record.

In the dead of night, Bruce and I teleported out of Wolf’s Hollow and found ourselves in the neighboring (and much more famous and human-friendly) city of Arlington, Virginia. We both moved into the house that Bruce had there. Most of the time, Bruce left me alone to be with his gang back in Wolf’s Hollow or to commit some other crime, but I didn’t mind. Being alone gave me more time to brew up a plan to get rid of the nuisances still living in Wolf’s Hollow as well as something else equally important to me at the moment: reading.

With Serena gone, my entire existence was threatened. No matter how alive I still felt, no spirit could survive for long without a living anchor. For years, my anchor was Serena, but now I was alone. As far as I knew, some circumstances could mitigate my need for an anchor, but I didn’t know of many of them. That was where the reading came in.

It took me weeks to find a solution that would work for me in a book about sacrifices - mostly the murderous kind of sacrifices, though there were a few chapters on other types of sacrifices, too. I skipped those chapters. They were boring to me, and all I cared about was finding a simple solution to my problem, which I did in the last chapter of the book. 

It was disgusting, cruel, and sinister, but it was also perfect in every way. I knew not a single witch in the Stardust Circle, and many witches in the outside world would dare to do something like I was about to do, but that was what made it even more exciting for me. While I knew that a few months ago, not even I would have considered something like this, I knew two things about it: one, I would get to continue living and keep my young features, and two, I would go down in history for it. I couldn’t decide which part was more exciting for me.

As I closed the book and returned it to its original shelf, I couldn’t help but keep repeating the words to myself.

“To keep blood coursing through one’s veins, one must take blood from another being of power.”

That same night after Bruce returned from his “errands” that he had to run, we had dinner together. I waited until there was not an ounce of sun left in the sky before I went to find someone worthy of being my first victim. I was already running out of time on Earth, and I knew I couldn’t waste too much more of it. Plus, I knew there was a coven based in Arlington that Serena hated. I didn’t know what the name was or what their practices were, but none of that mattered to me, anyway. All I cared about was their members’ blood.

I scoured the city before falling upon a particular neighborhood with these cute tiny houses that, for some reason, reminded me of the ones in Wolf’s Hollow. In front of the first house on the right-hand side of the street, a young girl was roaming around in the flowerbeds in front of the house. She was holding a little jar in her hands that I could occasionally see thanks to the streetlight. 

At that point, I couldn’t see anyone watching her, but I waited for a while to make sure that no one came out to catch me. I needed to remember that, unlike Wolf’s Hollow, Arlington had a police department that would be less than willing to entertain my explanations for what I was planning. I stayed behind a tree as I watched her, waiting for the perfect time to strike.

The little girl was clipping roses off of a bush, plucking off the petals, and shoving them into the jar she was holding while humming to herself. I couldn’t tell what song it was (probably some nursery rhyme), but I could tell what she was planning to do with the contents of the jar. 

Even at a glance at the ingredients, I knew that they were for a love potion. How predictable. Every little witch’s first potion was always a love potion. Sometimes, she would make it because it was the easiest to craft, and other times, she would make it in hopes of attracting her schoolyard crush.

Once the girl had her back to me again, I chose to strike. I bounded out from behind the tree and ran up to her, wrapping my arms around her waist and lifting her, putting the knife I once had in my pocket to her throat. 

A shrill scream erupted from her throat, and seconds later, a man opened the front door of the house, holding a shotgun in his other hand. Behind him, a woman was cradling his stomach. It was evident that she was heavily pregnant.

I smirked darkly as I dug the point of the dagger into the girl’s throat, feeling the life drain from her body as she stopped struggling in my arms. I looked up at the two adults at the door.

“Oops,” I mused with a soft cackle.

“You... you...” The man began, staring at me with wide eyes.

“Monster?” I asked him, “Don’t worry. You two will be joining the little wench soon enough.”
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Spencer

ABOUT A MONTH HAD PASSED BY since the fight with Maya and Serena, but I could count on one hand the number of times that any of us willingly brought it up, let alone had a full-on conversation about it. I couldn’t really put my finger on why that was, but I had a good feeling that it all boiled down to the fact that Tempest killed his mom and that, for the second time in just a few weeks, Priamos almost got himself killed. The latter was especially difficult for Tempest to acknowledge, so Jade, Nadia, and I were trying to bring it up as little as we could.

After the fight was over, Maya, Bruce, and the rest of her and Serena’s posse fled the scene, but the rest of us rushed to Priamos’s side. It didn’t take us too long to see that there was a deep stab wound on his lower left side, and it took us even less time to realize how much blood he was losing. Though we all had reasons not to want to, we all agreed that the hospital was the best place for Priamos to be, and so that was what we did. We took him to the one hospital in the entirety of Wolf’s Hollow and hoped and prayed that he would be okay.

Priamos stayed there overnight (and thus, Tempest also stayed overnight), and it was later the next day when he was being discharged that the doctor admitted to us that if we’d waited another half hour, then Priamos wouldn’t have made it. When we left the hospital, we weren’t sure where we were going to be staying next. There was the option of going back to Miss Brodeur’s house or staying in the house that Priamos and Tempest lived in when Serena and Maya weren’t trying to kill both of them. Still, when we walked out of the hospital doors, the people of the coven told us they had other plans for us. Plans that Nadia, Jade, and I weren’t so sure we would like at first. 

Priamos and Tempest were going to move into the High Mansion. Though Serena refused to use the High Mansion throughout her reign for whatever reason, it was a home paid for by the taxpayers of the coven expressly set aside for the reigning High Priestess and her family (or, now, the High Priest and his family). 

Priamos didn’t argue with the idea of moving in. He seemed to welcome the idea, and he kept saying how he “needed the extra space, anyway.” Nadia, Jade, and I weren’t entirely sure what he meant by that when he first said it, but when moving day finally came, he announced to us that we would be moving in with him and Tempest. Needless to say, none of us argued with him about that.

At first, it was strange to live in a place like the High Mansion. The house was centuries old, with high ceilings that made even Priamos look tiny and trinkets and important Stardust Circle memorabilia everywhere. Honestly, I was afraid to touch anything. The vast majority of the stuff inside the mansion was very breakable and, not to mention, very irreplaceable. Especially when you considered that there were belongings of the Stardust Circle’s first High Priestess, Theresa Livingston, scattered throughout the house.

Then again, I also loved living in the High Mansion. This was the first stable place I’d had throughout my entire life, and it gave the girls a decent sense of security, too, and that was more important to me than anything. Even my own comfort wasn’t as important to me as theirs was.

After moving into the High Mansion, Nadia, Jade, Tempest, and I did everything we could to keep the house as calm as possible for Priamos’ sake. There was a long time where he was missing in action from his injury, and the coven members were far less than forgiving with it. Tempest stayed with Priamos most of the time, not even leaving his side to go eat. He refused to even allow Nadia and Jade to tend to his injuries until they got infected. Priamos let him know then personally that he no longer had a say in the matter.

Both of them were finally getting back to being themselves now, though, and that was the part. Well, and the fact that the coven was growing very impatient with us and Priamos’ absence.

“You know you have to do it tonight, right?” Jade asked Priamos over breakfast one morning.

Priamos nodded. We all knew what she meant.

Tonight was the night.

Tonight, Priamos would become the Stardust Circle’s first High Priest.
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Priamos

I STOOD IN FRONT OF THE MIRROR, examining the scar on my side while trying to change into my coven robes. The scar wasn’t one of those “cool” scars that the humans (and most witches, for that matter) were obsessed with; it was hideous. Not only was it hideous, though - I didn’t really care about that part that much. No, it was more so the feelings I had every time I looked at it.

Without fail, every time I looked at the scar, I felt the twinge in my side as though I was being stabbed with that dagger all over again. I was a strong being, but no being - human, witch, or otherwise - was strong enough to handle the pain that came from the realization that your own mother tried to kill you, no matter how much they tried to convince someone of otherwise. Knowing that your mother wanted you dead no matter the cost was a pain like no other, and I now knew it well.

Tempest now did, too, and I wished more than anything that I could take that pain away and put it on my own shoulders instead. If there was a spell or potion that could do that, I would’ve done everything I could to make it happen, but unfortunately, there were some things that magic couldn’t do, and that was one of those things.

I looked up as Tempest walked into my room, struggling to pull his coven robe over the clothes he was wearing and tie his tie.

Tonight was the night of my initiation and the High Priest’s Ball (originally the High Priestess’s Ball, but changed a bit since I, clearly, was not going to be a High Priestess). I hadn’t forgotten about it, but I procrastinated getting ready, and so while most of the others seemed to be prepared to go, I was still struggling to find a shirt that I could wear underneath my robes. Tonight was when things would change - for worse or for better, I wasn’t sure. Tonight, my understanding of the world as we all knew it would go into the same abyss as Tempest’s understanding of Maya and Serena before Serena’s murderous rampage. After tonight, nothing would ever be the same.

Then again, I was beginning to get relatively used to rapid change, so maybe these changes wouldn’t be too bad.

I sighed and turned away from Tempest and Spencer as I put on my own suit.

“You doing okay, Pri?” Tempest asked me as he walked over, silently begging for help with his tie as he gave up on trying to do it himself.

I smiled a little as I finished getting dressed and turned to him, quickly tying it for him. “One of these days, you will have to learn to do this on your own, you know?” I asked him.

Tempest smirked at me, “You’ve been saying that since my first coven meeting, and I haven’t learned it yet. What makes you think I ever will?”

I managed a smile as well and shrugged, “Good point.”

“But really, Pri, are you doing okay?” Tempest asked again.

“Yeah, I guess,” I sighed, “I’m sure I’ll be better once this is all over and done with, though.”

Tempest nodded, but then his smile faltered as he thought of something else.

“Who’s gonna do the initiation? You know, since I... uh, you know, killed the old High Priestess,” he asked awkwardly.

I watched as Spencer moved closer to Tempest and put his hand on his shoulder in an attempt to comfort him. Even though we all tried several times to reassure him he did the right thing when he killed Serena, our words didn’t appear to do any good. I think it was worse because he wasn’t able to go to Serena’s funeral. He was too busy clinging to my bedside and avoiding letting Nadia and Jade tend to his injuries. To be frank, though, I didn’t see why he was having such a hard time with Serena’s death. Then again, I also didn’t see why he felt so bad about killing her.

I felt the same way Jade did about that: Serena deserved to die for the wicked things that she had done to everyone else - no ifs or buts about it. Yes, Serena was my mother, but I was her child and the last thing I remembered about her was her wanting both myself and my brother dead.

“One of the older members of the coven,” I answered finally, “Eve Reddington. She’s the second-longest standing member of the coven, but the longest standing one isn’t doing so well and won’t be able to make it to the initiation anyhow.”

“Isn’t she that kooky old witch that’s, like, a hundred years old? She was always really mean to me,” Spencer pouted.

I smirked a little, “First off, Spencer, I’m seventy-five, so I would tread lightly if I were you. Second, I’m sure she was mean to you. I’ve always heard that she’s afraid of clowns,” I teased.

Spencer huffed and fell back onto the bed with a hand over his heart, “Tempest, help me, your brother has shot me in the heart.”

Tempest couldn’t even respond from laughing so hard. It was nice to hear him laugh. I missed hearing him laugh... even if it was at Spencer’s expense.

I looked up as Nadia walked into the room, finishing up with braiding her hair. She was also already in her coven robes.

“We should probably start heading to the meeting house,” she mused, “Priamos, are you ready for this?”

I pulled on my coven robe and sighed softly as I studied her face, “As ready as I’ll ever be.”
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

4

[image: ]


Nadia

AS WE APPROACHED THE MEETING hall, I could feel my heart threatening to leap out of my chest and could hear it pounding in my ears. Even though I was still a regular attendant during Serena’s reign (well, as regular as I could be), walking into the meeting house felt different this time around. I hadn’t decided yet if it was a good or bad kind of difference, but I was starting to lean towards the first option. I welcomed the changes that were about to come to our coven and the whole of Wolf’s Hollow. To me, they were changes that needed to have happened for a while now.

Jade, Spencer, Tempest, and I made our way into the meeting hall and found a place closer to the back to stand in. Tempest wanted to be closer to the front so he could be closer to his brother and the other witches were bound to make comments about the fact that he wasn’t up there, but Jade didn’t seem willing to bend to his desire to do that either. She just kept telling him how dangerous it was for him to be around too many people. I didn’t see what exactly she meant by that since there really wasn’t any way that the other witches would find anything out just because he was standing beside them. Sure, Tempest didn’t have the greatest control over his visions yet (none of us did, for the record), but sometimes I felt like Jade was getting to be just a little too paranoid.

I looked around at the other witches in the building. Most of them were socializing amongst each other, waiting for the ceremony to start, but the four of us were standing around looking like a bunch of deer caught in headlights in the middle of a busy highway. I didn’t expect anyone to come and try to strike up a conversation with any of us until I heard my name being called by a familiar voice. I looked up and saw that it was my father and that he was coming straight for us. As soon as I realized that, I felt the panic that Jade probably did when Tempest said that he wanted to go stand towards the front of the crowd for the first time.

My parents didn’t know anything about any of this. They didn’t know about my relationship with Jade and Spencer, let alone my relationship with Tempest and the future High Priest. They didn’t know that I was now living with all of them in the High Mansion (at least; I didn’t think they did). They certainly didn’t know why I was with them either. 

The problem was, though, I had such a hard time lying to them, and most of the time when I saw them during the meetings that Serena led, I was alone and didn’t have to worry about that kind of stuff. Spencer never really went to the meetings anyway and Jade stopped going shortly after she ran away from home and Priamos was too busy to interact with me during the meetings. I didn’t have to worry about them asking questions about them during those meetings, but now I was standing right beside them - and came in with them, too - and had no way out of the situation either.

It was easier to omit things from my stories than it was for me to flat-out lie to them.

Fortunately for me, just as my dad was about to approach me, someone else called him and pulled his attention away from me at least momentarily. Still, he called out to me again and let me know that he would try to find me at the ball later that night and talk to me then. Great. I’d completely forgotten about the ball.

“Nadia, are you okay?” Spencer asked me, “You’ve been squeezing the life out of my arm for the past three minutes. Is something wrong?”

I jumped as he pulled me out of my thoughts and turned to face him, quickly removing my hand from his arm. When I pulled away, Spencer moved as well, going to rub the place where my hand originally was as he looked at me with a concerned expression.

“I’m fine,” I lied, looking down at the ground.

“Well, that’s a lie if I’ve ever heard one,” Jade argued, “Nadia, what happened? You know you can tell us anything.”

“My dad spotted us,” I admitted, knowing that I now had no way out of this conversation, “He’s distracted by someone else now, but he just told me that he would try to find me at the ball, too.”

Spencer made a face, putting his arm around my shoulders, “We won’t let anything happen to you, okay? That’s a promise.”

I managed a slight smile and rested my head on his shoulder in thanks as I tried to calm myself back down. Suddenly, the room grew silent as the doors to the hall opened again, revealing Eve Reddington in her coven robes and leaning on her walker for dear life. She slowly made her way into the room and eventually got to the middle of the circle that everyone had created somehow without being instructed to. Although she could have sat on the seat on her walker, someone still brought her a normal chair to sit on. She quietly thanked them before sitting down. 

“I believe we all know why we’re here,” Eve spoke, her voice croaking as she did so, “But in case you don’t, I will remind you. Tonight, we are gathered here to help guide Priamos Livingston’s spirit into the highest glory of Goddess and God in hopes that They will approve of him. If he is, we are also gathered here to extend the warmest of welcomes to the Stardust Circle’s newest leader - our thirtieth leader, in fact, though this will be our first High Priest.”

Eve had my full attention, though I couldn’t help but notice when she turned briefly to offer me her signature warm smile. I smiled back at her, though I also kept my smile brief.

I had many fond memories with Eve or that “kooky old witch”, as Spencer called her. When I was younger (meaning, eleven or twelve years old) and was just embarking on my journey of becoming a proper coven witch, Eve took me in as her student. All of her children had long since grown up at that point and most of them were raising children of their own, so she had the time and, despite not being blood-related to me, she was the closest thing that I had to a grandmother since all of my grandparents had passed away when I was a baby. Not to mention, Eve had been relatively close to my mom’s parents, and she recognized that my mom was having a hard time teaching me magic herself since our styles and our individual talents were so different from one another. 

It was Eve that taught me everything I knew now about fortune-telling and spell-casting, but she was also the one that taught me everything I knew now about the coven itself and its lengthy traditions. She was particularly fascinated with the stories of the Divines, so those stories were the ones she told me most frequently.

If I recall the stories correctly, it is said that Goddess was the first High Priestess of the Stardust Circle and that God was Her lover. Many believed that He was the first High Priest as well because of this, but as far as Eve was aware, He was never given a proper title, so that was never how she referred to Him when she would tell me her stories. Now, Goddess and God determined everything that had to do with how covens - at the very least, our coven - operated. The Divines even determined who led the Stardust Circle and; therefore, no High Priestess (or, now High Priest) could assume that role without some sign or permission from the Divines Themselves. That was what the initiation ceremony was for. At least, that was what Eve told me and when I was little (and, admittedly, still now), I treated everything that that “kooky old witch” said like it was gospel.

“For the past several years, this coven has been watched over and dutifully led by High Priestess Serena Livingston,” Eve continued, “However, she has now joined the Divines and the High Priestesses before her amongst the stars and the time has come for us to name our new leader. As it is tradition, that rank will be first passed down to her eldest offspring, and that individual is her son, Priamos Livingston. It is my hope tonight that he will receive approval from the Divines just as his mother did and, thus, we will receive a new exceptional leader for our coven. If it is the Divines’ will, I shall now begin the initiation ceremony.”

“Serena was an exceptional leader? Since when?” Spencer asked, whispering in my ear.

Though I smiled at that, I didn’t respond. I didn’t dare risk interrupting the ceremony.

“Priamos, please enter the hall and meet me in the center of the circle,” Eve called out.

Almost on cue, the doors to the hall swung open again, letting in a crisp breeze with it. Priamos then entered, meeting Eve in the middle. Once he was there, she got to her feet and took his hands in hers, smiling up at him reassuringly and patting the tops of his hands.

He didn’t look like he needed reassurance, but maybe I was wrong.

Once Eve finished patting his hands, she looked down and studied them more closely.

“The hands of a High Priest,” she mused warmly before meeting his gaze, “I have a lot of faith in you, Priamos. However, though you might have the hands of a High Priest, you must also have the heart of a High Priest.”

The room was dead silent and still as she spoke. I could hear Eve’s raspy breath even from where I was standing.

“A High Priest isn’t just a witch with substantial power,” Eve said, “A High Priest is a witch with the strength, knowledge, experience, desire, and devotion that most could only dream of. If he is to receive approval from the Divines, the High Priest must promise to always have these qualities in their mind and never stop trying to approve upon them. Priamos, do you promise to do this?”

Priamos nodded, “I do.”

“And do you promise to keep in mind that, though the title of High Priest comes with inherent power and respect, you are not leading the coven as much as you are serving the coven?”

Again, Priamos nodded and responded with a simple “I do.”

Eve smiled before looking up at the skylights above her. We all followed her gaze, peering up at the glittering stars above. The sky was filled with them - more so than I ever remembered seeing before. It was as though all of our ancestors were there, watching down on us to see history take place right before our very eyes, and in the center of the middle skylight, there were two stars that shined even brighter than the others. I decided that, should I die anytime soon, I wanted to be reincarnated with the memories of this event. Either way, I never wanted to forget it.

“Goddess and God, I pray that, if Your will is for Priamos Livingston to take on the role of High Priest under Your guidance, that You will give us a sign as Your stamp of approval.”

We waited in silence and, just as everyone started mumbling and asking what was going on, someone gasped and called out to look up at the sky. We all did in perfect unison to see a shooting star flashing over the meeting hall, illuminating the room for a split second. I heard a few gasps of awe, but Jade, Tempest, Spencer, and I already had our focus back on Eve and Priamos.

“Goddess and God have spoken,” Eve announced, looking around the room before turning back to Priamos, “You, Priamos Livingston, are the thirtieth leader of the Stardust Circle. Long may you reign.”
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Bruce

IT WAS DONE. 

Priamos Livingston was now the High Priest of the Stardust Circle - the king of Wolf’s Hollow as most witches would now consider him - and there was nothing that we could do about it. Not even Maya could do anything about it now and she was his mother and the former High Priestess’s wife. That meant nothing, though. 

Regardless of her connection to the Livingstons, she was not biologically a Livingston (though Priamos wasn’t either, apparently that didn’t matter when it came to him) and therefore didn’t have the power that was required for a High Priestess of any coven, let alone one at the size of the Stardust Circle. Not to mention, the title of High Priestess (or High Priest) didn’t go back in the bloodline; only forward. If something were to happen to him where he could no longer assume his role, unless Priamos had a child, the role would be given to his brother (“Goddess and God” permitting). I didn’t like that that was the case, but no one ever asked me how I felt about the rules. They just knew that I broke them and that was all they needed to know for my opinions not to matter to them.

I was standing on my bedroom’s private balcony, watching the night sky above as I waited for Maya to go to sleep before I left again. I knew that she didn’t care if I left her already, but I wanted to know that she was at least asleep in her bed. It wasn’t so much about knowing that she was safe as much as it was that, if something were to happen to her, she would be asleep when it happened so I wouldn’t have to have the knowledge that she spent the last few moments of her life in sheer terror on my conscience. As I stood there, a shooting star flashed overhead and I couldn’t help but scoff at it. I knew that Maya would say it was as though the “Divines” were rubbing Priamos’ “crowning” in our faces, but I wasn’t going to say that. The “Divines” were nothing but an old witches’ tale designed to offer an excuse why the Livingstons got to have all the power and everyone else was merely subordinates to them, anyway.

I sighed softly as I looked towards my bedroom door, wondering how long exactly it took a woman to take a bath, anyway. Maya told me after she got back from her little excursion (that had delayed mine in the first place, mind you) that she was going to take a bath and that I wasn’t to bother her for any reason, but that was almost an hour ago. Surely that was more than long enough?

As soon as I’d decided to go and check on her, though, I stopped dead in my tracks when the door
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