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PALOMA

The Academy of Montorrian Witches towers above me. My feet itch in tight leather shoes, and my new uniform hugs a little too snugly in all the wrong places. I’m eighteen, starting my final year at the post-secondary Academy right before university.

“Paloma! Get over here and tell me what happened at the party, you sneaky bitch!” Calidad screams from across the parking lot.

Hundreds of witches flood the campus, capes fluttering, brooms hovering. I laugh as I watch Calidad trip over her cape, adjust her crooked hat, and steady herself on her broom.

When she reaches me, breathless, I smirk. “What do you want to know?”

“Is it true you gave Gavin the blowjob of his life?” She hooks her arm through mine as we head up the stairs.

Inside, ancient stone walls glow beneath floating lamps, the halls buzzing with girls reuniting after the break. Calidad drags me toward the lockers while I recount everything that went down at the party with the wizards.

The wizards of Montorria are men. Witches are always women.

Every once in a while, the Academy—a boarding school—allows joint parties with the wizards. Things almost always get out of hand.

“It’s true,” I admit, giggling.

“Dirty girl,” Calidad says with a grin.

We head to class, where Dean Withers stands in place of our usual professor. Beside her is a tall, devastatingly attractive man.

“Ladies,” Dean Withers says, “I have some unfortunate news. Miss Banks has left the Academy. In her place, Mr Callahan will be teaching Magical Philosophy and History. Please make him feel welcome.”

Light applause ripples through the room as our eyes rake over the new professor. He looks young—early twenties, easily.

Dean Withers exits.

“Good morning, ladies,” Mr Callahan says. “As mentioned, I’ll be your new teacher this year. I hope we can build a productive relationship.”

The rest of class passes in a haze. I can’t focus on a single word—only on him. I make a mental note to stalk his social media back in my dorm.

Gavin is completely forgotten as my eyes drift to my new teacher’s very distracting ass.

Judging by the room, I’m not the only one.

At lunch, Mr Callahan dominates the conversation.

“He is so hot,” Calidad declares.

“Those eyes? Goddamn,” Tallulah adds.

Tallulah and I are the only Black girls in our group. Calidad is Hispanic, and Georgia is a bombshell blonde.

“I don’t see it,” Georgia says.

“That’s because you’re a lesbian, Georgia.”

Our clique is called The Hot Bitches. One: we’re hot as fuck. Two: we’re mean as hell.

“How old is he?” Calidad asks.

Tallulah shoves her phone onto the table. “Twenty-one. Graduated top of his class. Fresh out of university.”

“Then he’s fair game,” Georgia says, snapping her grape gum.

“As if,” I scoff. “You can’t bag a teacher.”

“I can get any man I want,” Georgia says smugly. “Give me time. He’ll be mine before the Witches’ Annual Ball.”

She casts a spell, and a plate of hors d’oeuvres appears. I follow suit—wand flick, chant—and summon bolognese and creamy coffee. The others do the same.

We eat, gossiping about dates for the Annual Ball, the winter gala everyone lives for.

“Are you bringing Gavin?” Tallulah asks.

I nod. “We’re going together.”

Georgia swoons. “Ugh, I’m so jealous. He’s so sweet.”

“You’re seeing three guys,” Tallulah laughs. “We’ve lost track.”

“I like having options,” Georgia pouts.

The rest of the day dissolves into chaos—turning a classmate into a frog in Whimsical Biology, botching a carnation in Spiritual Spells, and accidentally undressing my professor in Metaphysical Magic.

By evening, I’ve had enough.

As a senior, I’m allowed off campus, so I change into a short dress, wedge heels, and bedazzle my cornrows with glitter.

At the bar, I order a Sex on the Beach and sway lightly to the music.

Then I see him.

Mr. Callahan.

He notices my stare and approaches, sliding onto the stool beside me.

“Drinking alone?” he asks.

Does he not recognise me?

“Yes,” I reply.

“Mind if I join you? A pretty girl shouldn’t be alone on a Friday night.”

Oh shit. He has no idea I’m his student.

My heart races.

“Can I buy you another drink?”

I nod.

“I’m James. James Callahan.”

“Paloma Grey.”

“So, what do you do?”

“I’m a student,” I say carefully.

“What’s your major?”

“Philosophy,” I lie.

His eyes light up. “No way. I teach Magical Philosophy at the Girls’ Witch Academy.”

I smile tightly. “Did you go to witch school?”

“Yes.”

I don’t know why I keep lying when I’ll see him Monday. But the conversation flows—philosophy, magic, ancient thinkers. He leans closer, brushes my arm.

An hour later, he’s pulling me toward the back of the bar.

He kisses me softly. I kiss him back.

It’s a terrible idea—but his lips are gentle, his eyes impossibly blue, and his touch burns.

James Callahan is a handsome wizard.

And I can’t stay away.
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JAMES

I’m still thinking about Paloma all weekend. She gave me her number, and we text constantly.

Paloma: I prefer mushroom risotto.

I ask about her favourite dinner—casual, innocent preamble for a date. When I suggest Sunday night, she agrees without hesitation.

On Sunday, I take her to Pablo’s Plate, a high-end restaurant I can finally afford to splurge on with my first real paycheck.

Paloma is stunning. Her blue dress hugs her curves perfectly, heels elongating her long brown legs. Her afro is pulled into a neat bun, cornrows threaded with glitter, her makeup light and effortless. When I saw her at the bar on Friday, I knew I had to talk to her.

Over mushroom risotto, we speak easily. I learn she loves video games, that she’s a bookworm like me.

“I love Giorgio Rune,” she says. “He’s an incredible Metaphysics writer. And Lucinda Greaves—especially her philosophy work.”

I gasp. “Rune and Greaves? Have you read them? They’re my absolute favourites.”

“I adore their work.”

“Rune’s theories actually inspire a video game,” I say. “Fictionalised, but brilliant.”

Her eyes widen. “Really? You’ll have to show me.”

When we finish dinner, she leans back with a satisfied smile. “I love this risotto. You’ll have to bring me back here.”

Her words warm something in my chest.

I invite her back to my place and show her the game. We play for an hour, laughing, teasing—until we’re not playing at all. Soon we’re kissing on the couch, slow and unhurried.

After a while, we pull apart, both of us breathing hard.

“I had fun tonight,” I murmur, my forehead resting against hers.

“Me too.”

We share one last kiss before I call her a cab. She waves as it pulls away, leaving me standing there longer than necessary.

The next morning, I’m running late. By the time I step into class, every seat is already filled.

“Sorry, I’m late, class. Let’s get—”

My words die in my throat.

Paloma.

She’s sitting in the back row.

My breath catches. The room seems to tilt as every face turns toward me. Paloma shifts uncomfortably in her seat.

I clear my throat and force my eyes away.

I make it through the lesson somehow—but one thought won’t leave my mind.

Paloma is my student.

And she never told me.

After class, I pull her aside into the now-empty classroom.

“Why didn’t you tell me you’re a post-secondary witch?”I ask quietly, “And not a university one?”

She looks down, then back at me, regret clouding her eyes. “I didn’t want you to know you were my teacher. I knew it would complicate things.”

“You’re right—it does,” I say, forcing my voice to stay steady. “I’m your superior. Dating you, it could get me fired. We can’t let anyone find out. We need to pretend none of this ever happened.”

Her expression crumples.

“What if I don’t want to pretend?” she asks softly. “This weekend... I felt something with you. I want to see where it goes.”

I shake my head. “It can’t go anywhere. This ends here.”

She nods, disappointment settling over her features like a shadow.

“Fine.”

She turns and walks away.

I stand there, watching her leave, my heart slowing—heavy with the certainty that I’ve just ended something I didn’t want to lose.
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PALOMA

I’d almost forgotten Gavin existed—until he showed up after class.

The girls immediately start giggling, whispering as they clock him standing there.

“Have fun, Paloma!” they sing before scurrying off toward the dorms.

“Hey,” Gavin says.

I smile, but it doesn’t quite reach my eyes.

“Hey.”

“Are we still on for the Ball?”

“Yes.”

I never told the girls about Mr Callahan. That would end disastrously. So I guess this is what happens—I go back to Gavin. I try to make something work with him after losing the fragile possibility of what James and I could have been.

I didn’t want James to lose his job over me.

“I bought you a corsage and everything,” Gavin says, bright. “I can’t wait to see you there.”

He is cute. That’s undeniable. But after my weekend with James, I can’t remember what else ever drew me to him—beyond the fact that he looks like a model.

“Neither can I,” I say softly.

“Text me?”

“Sure.”

He smiles, waves, and walks away.

I head back to my dorm alone.

Later, I stare at my phone, the screen glowing in the dark. James’s name sits there, our last conversation frozen in time. I bite my lip.

I should delete his number.

I don’t.
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JAMES

Paloma starts as a sweet, unbothered student—calm, attentive. Now? She’s a menace. She questions my analyses, critiques my teaching methods, and offers unsolicited opinions on every philosophical theory we cover. Before long, the entire class joins in. My students grow bolder, more critical.

“Let’s not forget Howard Manning was a raging misogynist,” Paloma challenges me one day in class. “Should we really uphold his philosophy when we’re a class of progressive women? Do his standards even hold today, when he believed witches should be burned at the stake and wizards were superior?”

I stammer, my cheeks flushing.

“I suppose you’re right, Paloma, but his work is part of the syllabus, so we have to study it,” I say.

“Maybe we deserve more feminist works,” she presses. “More Lucinda Greaves, or Ivory Barton. Forward-thinking, philosophical witches. Why can’t we study them?”

I nod, clearing my throat.

“I’ll add them to future projects. Thank you for the suggestion, Paloma,” I say, smiling tightly before moving on with the class.

After the session, the classroom empties. I pull out my phone and hesitate. Should I text her?

No. Bad idea.

But... maybe it’s easier than dealing with her in person.

James: I don’t appreciate the snark you’ve brought to class.

Paloma: I’m just engaging with the syllabus. Does that bother you, teach?

James: No, but I don’t like your manner. You’re sassing me.

Paloma: You’ll have to suck
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