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Training to be a queen,
she just needs to find and enchant her king. Revenge can wait until
she is settled.

 


 


Viika barely survived
her first night at the bride school. Waking up to being nursed by a
demon was hard enough, but having Emrie soothe and heal her took
her by surprise. The world around her was not what she had been
told. Demons were wise and powerful; wizards did not always know
what they were doing. Witches were common for the powered folks,
and Viika was an exception in the crowd.

Controlling her
hatred for the vampires who had tortured her meant learning to see
them—and judge them—as individuals. It was a life lesson that
helped her through the following years.

Once she was
grown, it was time to seek out her king or, rather, find a witch
lord to raise to the position of king. He could only rise to power
with a queen of his own, and she was willing to go shopping for her
king.

After a false
start, she finds her match and sets about combining her power with
his. It isn’t for the faint of heart, but he meets her advances
head-on, and together, they set about restoring the balance in the
place she once called home.
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Chapter One

 


 


Viika balanced and
lunged at the lesser demon who was sparring with her. He tsked and
sidestepped her attack.

“Mistress
Viika, you are still too impatient when attacking. Give your
opponent a chance to show his hand.”

She growled and
struck out with her leg, colliding with his kneecap, and when he
stumbled, she pressed her blade to his neck, and he looked up at
her with a grim look.

Viika stepped
back before lifting her blade. “If I wait for you to show you are
going to attack, I put myself at a disadvantage. I will never do
that again.”

He looked at
her, and he noted something in her expression. “Right. I had
forgotten.”

He got to his
feet, and he bowed. “Same time next week?”

She nodded.
“Yes, please, Simthon. Thank you for helping me with this.”

He nodded. “I
had a sister, too, once. It seems like an age ago. I understand how
far you have come.”

Viika looked
back at the school. “Thank you again, but I have to head to
class.”

“I look forward
to sparring with you again.”

She smiled
slightly and headed toward the school, headed by Demon Queen
Emrie.

Seven years had
come and gone since she had stumbled through those doors and been
nursed back to health by the very creatures that she had been
taught to fear. Now, she judged everyone on their actions toward
her and made her interactions from that.

She entered the
classroom and smiled at her students. Six young women with
different destinies and matched to men with similar magics. It was
up to those men to figure out where their ladies were and to apply
for an audience to the demon queen. She would assess them and
determine if they were worthy of meeting their match. Emrie was
very good at that.

Viika chuckled
and said, “So, who wants to blow something up today?”

The six teens
raised their hands.

“Excellent.
Now, let me introduce you to the properties of sulfur.” She rubbed
her hands together and got to the business of making a bit of
sparking powder.

A knock at the
door got Viika’s attention. She made sure her students didn’t have
anything too volatile and walked to the familiar woman in the
doorway. “Lady Tyda. What can I do for you?”

The golden
figure smiled brightly. “Queen Emrie would like to speak to
you.”

Viika looked at
her students. “Can it wait until after class?”

“I would not
recommend it. She’s in a bit of a mood.”

That wasn’t
good. “A mood?”

The queen’s
secretary nodded. “Some of the suitors have been demanding. She
needs a clear head to help guide her through some of the
proposals.”

“Ah. I can have
someone fetch Lorianna for me.”

“I can fetch
her. I saw her in the gardens. She will be here in a few minutes.”
Tyda bowed and disappeared into the shadows.

Viika turned,
and a few more puffs of sulfur burst into smoke. “Ladies, Tutor
Lorianna will be with us shortly. She is going to take over for the
rest of the class.”

The girls
nodded, and a few looked disappointed.

Viika chuckled.
“Don’t worry. I will teach you all about how to mix combustibles
that make flame turn a delightful array of colours.”

The girls
cheered up.

Lorianna walked
in with a basket of herbs over one arm. “Hiya, Viika. Tyda said you
needed me to take over. What are you working on?”

“Controlled
combustibles. We were working with sulfur, and I was going to start
on copper and work my way to strontium.”

Lorianna cocked
her head. “I will show them how to extract oils from the
herbs.”

Viika chuckled.
“Class, please, tidy up and do as Tutor Lorianna says.”

The young women
nodded and quickly gathered the ingredients that had been measured
out, and they washed the equipment before reaching for the
extraction vials.

Viika nodded to
Lorianna, and then, she went walking in search of Emrie.

The bride
school had expanded dramatically over the last few years. It will
still be restricted to sixty young women, but they were close to
constant capacity.

The halls were
pristine; the quarters for the girls had them sorted by age groups
and nothing else. Witches, wizards, demons, vampires, they were all
here and all waiting to learn enough to become competent and
confident women. That was Emrie’s focus. It was one thing to be a
woman born to power; it was another to have enough time to let you
learn how to use it. That was what the school was for.

No one would
fly into the demon king’s demesne and try to take any of the women
under his banner, and they would do even less if they confronted
the demon queen. She did not suffer fools.

Viika stopped
outside Emrie’s door, and she knocked lightly.

“Come in, Witch
Viika.”

Oh, she was in
that kind of mood. There was going to be some asinine demands
involved.

She opened the
door and entered Emrie’s private office. The demon queen was
looking over stacks of paperwork and muttering. “Sit and look over
some of these. They pertain to you.”

Viika took an
old piece of parchment, and she held it up. “How old is this?”

“Six years. It
came in not too long after you did. I ignored it.” Emrie dismissed
it with a flap of her hand.

“Why are you
showing me now?”

“Because you
are ready now. You are strong, healthy, take no shit from anyone,
and have an urge to foster knowledge. They are all very good things
to have in your situation.”

Viika read the
document. “They want a witch bride.”

“Correct. That
entire stack wants a witch bride, but some have written in twice.
Three have come to the castle in the last few years.”

Viika looked at
Emrie. “What did you think of them?”

“I think that
at least two of them might be worth an interview. You should go to
visit them.” Emrie smiled. “I will send Jamis with you to act as
guard and chaperone if you should need one.”

“Um, thank you.
I am just going to read these a little before I decide.” She caught
Emrie’s smirk when she said that.

This was a
test.

The first
letter was a demand. The writer wanted the witch bride delivered to
his demesne the moment that the demon queen had one. Viika dropped
it to the floor.

It burst into
flame when she let it go.

Emrie
laughed.

Viika went
through the rest of the requests, and the two she settled on were
just that. One was the request of a witch with a small home and no
luck keeping the demons next door at bay. The other was not from
the witch prince but rather from his advisor. He stated that his
prince was busy, but he needed a mate. It was mentioned that he was
a good man who spent most of his time looking after his people.
They were in a hostile area, and it meant that the prince had to
spend a lot of time putting down the hostile vampires at their
borders.

Viika looked up
at Emrie. “Vampires?”

“Oh. That one?
His territory is next to a large vampire nest. Rikorska, I believe
that is the name of the vampire colony.”

Viika shivered.
“It is familiar.”

Emrie looked
up, and she was faking surprise. “Ah, yes. That was your last
village, wasn’t it?”

Viika tried to
stifle her memories of her last day there, and she recognized past
pain and straightened her spine. “Can I meet both of them?”

“Of course.
They are not too far apart, and if you let Jamis carry you, you can
get between them in less than two hours.”

Viika gave her
a wry look. “You had this all planned?”

“Since the
first one of those letters came in. I knew it would get you close,
and you have more reason than most to want to see the place where
you were nearly destroyed.”

“How
thoughtful. I didn’t get you anything.”

Emrie laughed.
“Right. So, kiss Emrow farewell for a while, and then, go and see
if you can find a man you want to tangle with.”

“I am going to
miss everyone here.”

“And we will
miss you, but that is why we have created the mirrors and given you
what you need to come home in a hurry.”

Viika nodded.
“Right. This is what I have trained for. Do you have a map?”

“Huh. Just
happen to have one here. The pertinent areas are marked as well as
the most direct paths back here if you want to do it the standard
way.”

Viika touched
the necklace that she wore. “It is nice to have options. When am I
leaving?”

Emrie inclined
her head. “Jamis will be ready to leave in two days. Will you?”

This was the
moment. “I will. I can feel that there is another location. Where
are we stopping?”

“Doryn needs
some of the charms that I have had the students working on, so you
will be dropping them off on the way.”

“Has his bride
manifested yet?” She had to ask. She knew she wasn’t a demon, but
there were three demon queens in the making at the bride school.
Anyone of them could be Doryn’s fated bride.

“Not here, not
yet. Not officially.” That was all Emrie would say about it. She
shrugged.

That was that.
“Right. Leaving in two days, and I have to make sure that Emrow
drives you and Harrow nuts while I am gone.”

Emrie chuckled.
“You were there when he was born; it is only fair that you help in
his education by teaching him what he already knows.”

Viika frowned.
“Who will you get to take my classes?”

“Lorianna can
manage most of them.”

“Yes, but she
is a wizard playing at being a witch. There aren’t any witches here
yet to take up the class.”

“We will
manage. We managed to train you using a wizard, and we can teach
wizards using a wizard. It will be fine. They just won’t get as
firm a grounding in the elements as I would like. I might have to
hire you back for a few months while your home is being constructed
to your satisfaction.”

Viika grinned.
“Of course, you have a plan. You always have a plan, my Queen.”

She got to her
feet and bowed, taking the letters and the map back to her lab.

She had things
to study, and she wanted to look up the events of the region before
she just wandered right in to gawk. That meant getting Lorianna to
see the past. No one was better at the past than a wizard.


Chapter Two

 


 


It took three hours of
question and answer, but Lorianna finally was able to pull her
hands back into her lap, where she picked up folds of her tunic and
brought them up to wipe her eyes.

“I didn’t know
that that was how you got here.” Lorianna was quiet.

“Yeah. I was
the first one through those doors. I think some of my blood might
be embedded in them permanently.”

“Yeah. I saw
that.”

Viika sighed.
“Sorry. No one really needed to see that.”

“Well, it does
explain why it took you so long to warm up to Yaveel.”

The vampire
queen in training was a charming young lady who was a people
pleaser. It had taken Viika six months to be in a room with her
without her skin creeping in memory. Yaveel was sweet, and when she
saw the marks on Viika’s skin, she cried. After that point, they
became a certain sort of friends. Not friendly but there for each
other when needed.

“Thanks for the
walk into my past. I had forgotten some of the details that
happened before the final day.”

“I don’t want
to say it is my pleasure—because that was horrifying—but I do
understand.” Lorianna nodded to her, the blue locks of her hair
sliding over her shoulders.

Viika nodded
and got to her feet. “Well, I suppose I should start packing.”

“You are really
going to audition them?” There was a definite smile on her
lips.
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