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Author’s Note

You are reading a sequel now?

Don’t blame me for what you’ll read in this book. 

It’s kind of on you now.
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Welcome back to Knight Academy, where the emotions are unstable, the love triangles are one-sided, and the romantic tension is mostly imagined. Ash, the glowing child of chaos (and Crim and Dagger), has returned—but now he’s older, dramatic, and inconveniently obsessed with the ghost who once babysat him.

Unfortunately for him, so is his uncle.

With mole-demons, haunted puppet shows, interpretive sword dances, and emotionally unavailable ghosts, this isn’t a magical academy romance.

It’s a dramatic cry for help in book form.

Will Ash win his ghost babysitter’s ghost heart?
! Warning:

May cause extreme secondhand embarrassment and inexplicable attraction to ghosts.
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Chapter 1: I Was Born Under a Blood Moon, During a Rave, in a Haunted Bathtub
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The baby did not cry like a normal baby.

He wailed like a betrayed god.

A thunderclap split the air the moment he emerged from the cursed depths of Crim's emergency birthing tub — which, as it turned out, was also Whispera's haunted clawfoot bathtub. 

Crim screamed, not just from labor, but because the bathtub started levitating halfway through and began chanting in Latin.

Whispera hovered beside her, unimpressed.

"This tub was already cursed before the placenta."

The bathroom was filled with smoke, candlelight, and the faint echo of someone playing Evanescence in the walls. Crim lay back, clutching a glitter-stained towel between her teeth, while Whispera floated around the room adjusting the summoning-circle-turned-birthing-rune etched in eyeliner around the floor.

"You’re doing great," Whispera lied. "But your baby has horns. Probably nothing."

Crim whimpered. "That's genetic. My mom had bone spurs."

Outside, chaos continued. The Academy's annual Midnight Goth Formal was still raging downstairs. Black balloons exploded sporadically in the Grand Ballroom, perfume cannons fired every ten minutes, and the dance floor was vibrating from the bass of a remix titled Love Me Like You Mean It (But With Knives).

Inside, Crim's child finally emerged, screaming with such intense dramatic energy that three nearby mirrors cracked and the faucet began bleeding.

Whispera caught him midair, blinking at the squishy, glowing, vaguely threatening creature now squalling in her arms.

He had a full head of dark hair. He blinked with emotionally unstable eyes. He reached out a tiny hand and grabbed a fistful of her translucent dress.

Their eyes met.

The baby stopped crying.

Time stopped.

The candle flames inverted. A dove exploded outside.

The ghost blinked slowly.

"Don't you dare!"

The baby gurgled.

Crim panted from the tub. "Did... did he just imprint?"

“IT’S NOT MY FAULT!” Whispera screamed, and then dropped the child back into a swaddle of cursed lace with a look of offended resignation.

"Crim. I am 173 years old. I do not do diapers. Or destiny."

The baby reached out again, eyes wide and glowing like a storm in miniature. The magical runes on the floor lit up. The mirror showed Whispera holding him ten years older. The wallpaper began peeling with tension.

Crim looked over.

"...he really likes you."

Whispera floated backward, through a wall.

"Nope. No. I refuse to be part of whatever slow-burn baby drama this is."

—-
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Five Minutes Later

WHISPERA RETURNED.

Crim was asleep. The baby had summoned a spectral violin. It was playing itself.

The tub was now slowly spinning.

Whispera sighed. "Fine. I’ll babysit. But I’m not emotionally investing."

The baby smiled.

A chandelier collapsed somewhere.
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Chapter 2: Everyone has Mixed Feelings
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A portal opened above Knight Academy.

Out of it fell a man in a glittering trench coat and vampire sunglasses. He landed on a gargoyle, posed dramatically, and muttered,

"The child is born. I feel it in my unresolved backstory."

It was Zarion Razorblight Thorne.

Crim's uncle. Last seen being eaten by a time rift. Now back. And shirtless.

He sniffed the air.

"The baby smells... like heartbreak. And also maybe lotion."

His eyes glowed.

"I must protect him. Or destroy him. Or become his mentor. Depending on the genre."

Lightning struck. The clouds formed a skull. His glitter boots shimmered ominously.

He vanished into the mist.

—-
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Three Days Later

WHISPERA HOVERED ABOVE the crib, arms crossed, watching as the baby tried to lift a pencil with his mind.

"No. Bad. You cannot forge a soul-bond contract before you can hold your head up."

The baby gurgled, eyes flickering red.

She floated downward and tucked a blanket around him, muttering,

"This is not how I saw my afterlife going."

Downstairs, Crim was asleep in a nest of black feathers and vape clouds. Dagger had disappeared to train shirtless in the Forbidden Mountains. Again. Probably to punch trees and scream about feelings.

That left Whispera. With him.

He smiled in his sleep.

Somewhere in the walls, violins played softly.

The chandelier above flickered.

She muttered under her breath, "This baby is going to ruin everything."

But she didn't stop watching him.

And when he cried that night—in that high, broken, tragic note of supernatural longing—she sang a ghost lullaby metal song under her breath.

The air smelled like foreshadowing.

And the prophecy clock in the hallway began to tick.

Faster.

Then slower.

Then backwards.
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Chapter 3: I Am but a Child, Yet I Haunt the Living
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By the time the baby was five days old, he could: Speak in full, tragic sentences (usually in dead languages), phase halfway through walls, summon spectral butterflies made of regret, read people’s auras and critique their emotional color palettes.

Whispera was not impressed.

"Stop glowing like you’re the protagonist of someone else’s memoir," she snapped as the child hovered two feet above the crib while quoting ancient ghost poetry at a decorative skull.

He blinked slowly.

"The veil between realms is thin today."

Crim clapped softly from the doorway.

"That was his first sentence."

Whispera muttered, "And yet he still poops in scrolls."

The baby (still unnamed because every name he was offered burst into flames) had developed a strange routine, consisting of: 1. Breakfast: Screaming at mirrors until one gave him advice; Midday: Floating upside down while absorbing haunted windchime frequencies; Evening: Haunted puppet shows about generational trauma, hosted by Whispera. They were a hit with the enchanted daycare crowd.

"He made a puppet of me," Crim whispered once, holding up a tiny felt figure wearing a corset and weeping eyeliner.

"He made one of me too," Whispera replied, holding hers. It had a tiny floating knife.

“Aren’t those voodoo dolls?!” Vex, who just happened to be there, commented with a shudder and left asap, before the baby would make his doll too.

—-
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The Day of the Heroic Accident

KNIGHT ACADEMY HAD many emergencies.

But none quite like the day the baby saved no one, while technically being declared a hero.

It started when the Glitter Golem (version 2.0) broke free during recess.

It was supposed to be sealed under the Alchemy Labs. Instead, it exploded out of a supply closet during snack time, knocking over four professors and three vending machines.

The baby, dressed in a onesie that read I See Dead People (and They See Me), toddled into the chaos.

Students screamed. Glitter rained. A thunderstorm formed indoors.

He raised a finger.

"Nihil exspectas."

The golem paused.

A hush fell.

Then the baby began reciting an improvised tragic monologue about love lost between dimensions.

The golem... wept.

Then promptly exploded in a burst of sequins and cursed steam.

Unfortunately, so did a nearby tower.

Casualty count: four decorative statues, one minor instructor, and half the cafeteria staff. A raven also fell from the sky out of grief.

Headmaster Mourn gave a eulogy that ended with, "He has the spirit of a hero. Or at least a misunderstood villain."

The student paper ran the headline:

BABY STARES DOWN MONSTER, REDEPLOYS GUILT AS WEAPON

Whispera shoved the newspaper into a drawer.

"He literally melted a custodian."

Crim just smiled faintly.

"But his aura was glowing so kindly."

—-
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Later That Night

WHISPERA WATCHED THE child sleep. He was hovering again. The air shimmered with faint trauma.

She floated next to him, holding a ghost knitting project.

The baby turned, mid-dream.

"Don’t trust the man in velvet."

Whispera muttered, "He says that every night."

From across the room
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