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        The quest to save magic is nearing its end as deprivation sickness takes hold at Westwood Academy. Will an unlikely hero be enough to save all witch kind?

      

      

      

      Enid Morrigan has a lot to learn about who she is, and what better place to do it than Westwood Academy?

      Though new to the world of magic, Enid has always been a little strange. Seeing and hearing the dead is something she would not wish on her worst enemy, but it has always been a part of her life.

      Secret spells and wards surrounding Westwood have efficiently blocked off her gifts—or curses, as she always thought of them. But what happens when her newfound friends need her to open up her powers? Is she strong enough to face her demons in order to save all magic?

      Good thing she is not alone. With Rio, Maia, Tana, Jade, and Mabe on her side, Enid and their mates track down a Lorekeeper who might be able to help. Spiritwalker Judge Dusek is a trained guide helping magic users navigate their paths. It doesn’t hurt that he’s sexy-as-sin, but will his pushy, blunt ways be too much for the soft-spoken witch?

      There’s too much at stake for Enid to back down now.

      

      Welcome to Westwood Academy. Forget what you know and let your magic run wild.
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      One year ago…

      

      The young woman slept soundly in the back seat of the long, stretched limousine. She was beyond beautiful. Her platinum hair, ivory skin, and crystalline lavender eyes when she’d been awake, had rendered Helga Armstrong, Headmistress of Westwood Academy and current leader of the Council of Covens, speechless.

      It was almost a shame she’d contracted her long-standing acquaintance to aid her in hiding the young witch’s ethereal charm. Almost. But with the survival of all magic at stake, vanity was hardly worth it. Besides, the female had no idea where her beauty hailed from. Nor did she know anything at all about the supernatural world.

      “There. I’ve changed her hair color and dampened her beauty. But Helga, how can you be so sure she is the one?” the witch asked in hushed tones, interrupting Helga’s train of thought.

      She frowned at the sleeping woman. Her hair was now a mousy brown, and her skin no longer shone with that extra bit of beauty she’d been born with. The fades surrounding her winked in and out of Helga’s limited sight. But the answer was yes, the headmistress was sure. This girl was important.

      “Can’t you feel it? Her very being vibrates with power, Cornelia. I am surprised you are not able to tell,” Armstrong replied.

      “Well, she seems special, but why not simply tell her what she is so she can get on with it?”

      “That’s not how it works with magic. You know this. There must be balance. A payment to appease the multiverse,” whispered Helga.

      “Yes, I understand. But I hope it does not take too long. All this loss is bad for business.” Cornelia harrumphed.

      “Everything will be bad if magic dies, Cornelia. Not just business.”

      “Yes, yes, but to leave it all in the hands of a bunch of college girls seems risky.”

      “I know, my friend,” Helga muttered, staring down at the still sleeping girl. She would not wake up for a while yet. Just enough time to get her to the portal where Stolbright would see her transported to Westwood.

      “You are betting our future on children,” spat Cornelia.

      “Oh come now, they are not children. We were their age once and fighting wars to keep the peace, as oxymoronic as that sounds. No, I fully believe in the abilities of these six young women. I know it seems like I am being remiss with our future, but I assure you, I am not.”

      “I never accused you of that,” Cornelia replied, packing the tools she used for her enchantments back into a large, ornate carpetbag.

      It was the kind of bag normals used a plenty in a bygone age, but it was still preferred by many mages, apothecaries, wizards, and witches like Cornelia, whose practice depended on the use of various tonics, potions, and powders.

      “Now, in order for this spell to last the year, get her to drink this. Just add it to boiling water and steep for two minutes before serving. She will need it at least once a month. You got that, Helga?”

      “Yes, yes, thank you,” Helga replied, taking the jar of what looked like crushed flowers and tea leaves from Cornelia’s outstretched hand.

      “Still don’t see why you cannot simply tell her who she is,” mumbled the older witch as she sealed her bag.

      “She must discover her destiny on her own,” Helga replied, rubbing the amulet that hung around her neck. “She and the others need to forge a bond naturally in order to withstand the trials that are coming for them.”

      “Trials?”

      “Yes, many trials. But we are all tested, aren’t we, Cornelia? In different ways, perhaps. My fate is to bring these witches together, and theirs is to bring magic back to us. I just know it,” she whispered the last.

      “Helga, I hope you are right, but I disagree with what you are doing.”

      “Do you? I hope you will consider our friendship before voicing your disagreements to the public,” Helga replied, her eyes sharp and calculating.

      “Of course, I will keep your secrets as you have kept mine these many years. But if you need me, call,” her friend said, sitting back in her seat, carpetbag on her lap.

      Cornelia winked at Helga before she wiggled her nose and shut her eyes tight. Then, poof, she disappeared. There one minute, gone the next. Helga did not startle, having already seen Cornelia’s disappearing act a time or two. She was correct. Helga had kept Cornelia’s secrets for many years, and she trusted the half-witch to keep hers.

      She looked down at Enid Morrigan’s face and frowned. The young woman would not recognize herself come tomorrow. She would not recognize a lot of things. Helga placed one hand on Enid’s forehead and the other on her amulet as she recited a spell to cause a sort of brain fog on its subject.

      “There, rest well now, child, for tomorrow you are born again.”
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      Present Day

      
      I stood in line behind the other witches and wizards at Westwood with no coven affiliation, waiting to get inside Assembly Hall G. A feeling of foreboding filled me as it had every time I attended these so-called testing sessions with Miss Stolbright. It was like something was trying to get my attention, but I just couldn’t figure it out.

      The Council of Covens had approved her starting this group, so I supposed it was all right.

      Why else would witches and wizards of such renown go for something like this?

      Mabe thought it was an old-fashioned witch hunt, the kind they used to do in the human world whenever our kind got a little too loud for them. I couldn’t blame her.

      Trust issues abounded in our clique. But until Headmistress Armstrong said otherwise, all undeclareds had to meet for whatever tests Stolbright came up with week after week in the large room. It was boring, embarrassing, and downright uncomfortable.

      Stolbright was supposed to act in an advisory capacity, and I hated thinking ill of others, but the woman was demented or masochistic or some combo of the two. She seemed to actively hate all the students. Me included. I don’t know what I ever did to earn her hatred. After all, it was she who’d brought me to Westwood.

      I didn’t really recall much about my life among the normals. Normals, ha, that was just another word for humans, though there was nothing normal about my life in that world.

      At least, not from what I could remember.

      I’d been orphaned at birth and had bounced around a couple of foster homes and orphanages. It was the same sad story as many supernaturals who didn’t know what they were before they inherited their gifts.

      Only thing was, I couldn’t recall very many specifics about my life before Westwood. It was like I suddenly woke up one day and all my memories were buried under a thick cloud of what the fuck. Anyway, I came into my powers late, or so I’d been told. But instead of creating snow showers in summer or high tide at the wrong time, my gifts were a little bit different.

      I was not an elemental witch, hence the whole Stolbright testing brigade. It was something I found daunting at Westwood, since the school prided itself on having such a vast group of elementals within its hallowed halls. My roommates were among some of the most powerful elemental witches the academy had ever seen.

      Sadly, that just was not me.

      My magic came on strong and fast, and it packed a bit of a punch. Like a huge punch. Explosive, even. Of course, I did not know what it was at the time. Just figured I was some sort of freak when I woke up in the hospital bed, feeling as if my heart had been ripped out of my chest and my body had been run over by a Mack truck. I didn’t know how I ended up there, but I remember who it was who explained things to me.

      Leanna Stolbright.

      The stern-faced, blonde-haired witch found people like me. That was her job. To sniff out folks who were living among normals with potentially dangerous magic. I later learned she was a sort of magical talent scout, always looking for new recruits to bring back to the academy.

      Stolbright was not an elemental witch either, which might be why she hated them. The magical world was a secret, and it was her job to ensure witches and wizards who, like me, did not know what they were, caused as little harm as possible in the world.

      Anyway, she was the one who came to get me.

      I had just come to in that tiny emergency room cubicle when I first saw the serious, blonde woman. Apparently, the police had brought me in after I passed out in a grocery store. They’d been looking for me ever since I had accidentally blown up a shed belonging to my last foster family. Living off the grid was not easy for a teenager, but I’d somehow been doing it for a little bit by the time Stolbright caught up to me.

      She’d magicked the police to let me go, and explained that I was not a normal human, but a witch. It was also the reason the doctors could find nothing wrong with me. It seemed I had used too much of my magical stores at once, causing a disturbance in the preternatural world and upsetting my equilibrium.

      I didn’t want to believe her at first.

      Who would?

      But there was so much in my messed up life I couldn’t explain. The things I’d seen were enough to convince anyone they were crazy.

      One of my foster families had sent me to a child psychologist who explained my fits and hysterics as night terrors. He would have been terrified too if he had fades jumping out at him at every turn.

      Fucker.

      Of course, it all got worse the minute I turned twenty. Stolbright explained that too. She said some witches came into their powers rather suddenly at the cusp of adulthood. She then offered to take me to Westwood so I could explore the witchy side of myself and stop my frequent fainting spells.

      I remembered little about my life, but I did remember fainting. Like, a lot.

      “There is nothing for you here, Enid Morrigan. But if you come with me to Westwood Academy, you can learn to control your magic before you use it all up.”

      “Is that a bad thing?”

      “Yes. Using all your magical stores would kill the magic inside you. It could render you dead.”

      There it was. Laid out for me in black and white. Going with her was an easy choice after that speech. I did not want to die. I had no family. Nowhere I belonged. So, I took Stolbright up on her offer and I came to Westwood Academy.

      “Pack what you need,” she’d told me later that same afternoon.

      That was even easier than deciding to go with the strange woman. I didn’t have much. Just whatever was with me in the hospital since I’d apparently blown everything else up. She got me some things. Clothes and toiletries, enough to fill a small weekender bag.

      When I asked about my life, Stolbright told me she’d already alerted the restaurant where I waitressed that I would no longer be returning.

      I remember thinking I was probably a lousy waitress, seeing how clumsy I was with the fainting and all. I guessed I had to pay bills though, and my tuition. I’d had a community college photo id on me, but it was easy enough to withdraw with an email. Stolbright also assured me she’d paid my landlady all back rent, and gave up the room I’d been renting, even though I didn’t remember that, then we were off.

      Yeah, it was crazy. I should have asked more questions, but I was at a serious disadvantage.

      So, my past was a bit of a blur.

      So what?

      I knew my name was Enid Morrigan and, ever since waking up in the hospital, I knew I could see dead people. Believing the stranger when she told me I was a witch was easier than condemning myself to an asylum, if they even had those anymore. Of course, I kept that little tidbit to myself. But it remained the major reason I believed Stolbright.

      Being a witch with actual magical powers sounded a fuck ton better than being crazy.

      Who wouldn’t jump on that?

      I had no memories. No family. And a constant ache in the center of my chest, like something was missing. And yet, here I was, a year later, and still there was no place I really belonged. That hole in my chest was still there, and despite having made friends with my roommates, inside I felt alone.

      Without a coven, a witch was a solo act. It gutted me to be this close to what I craved and still not achieve it. No coven meant any chance for future success was severely limited. It meant no support, no sense of community, and no guidance.

      I could almost hear Mr. Gangemi from the corner store where I grew up near Central Avenue in Newark after I’d saved all week to buy a new Wolf Town comic just to find out prices went up again.

      “Them’s the breaks, kid.”

      I don’t know why I remembered Mr. Gangemi and the little potato croquettes he kept under a warming lamp and sold two for three bucks every day when I couldn’t recall other things, like who my parents were or how they died. I knew I was raised in foster care and some of the families were all right.

      Of course, my circumstances being what they were, I left the second the state granted my suit for emancipation at the tender age of sixteen. Stolbright had managed to get her hands on some court paperwork to show me. But it couldn’t manifest memories that just weren’t there. According to those documents, after proving I could provide myself with a roof over my head, food, and the means to get to and from school, the judge saw no reason to deny my request.

      Along with those papers was a thick psychiatric evaluation file. Boy, was it big. Like, bible big. But once I stopped telling my foster families and teachers about all the stuff I could see, they stopped sending me to shrinks. It seemed I had learned young that all I had to do to was fake normal. Keep my visions to myself. It was a rule I had not broken since I came to Westwood.

      Even after being a student and dorming in room 563W with five of the best people I knew and their mates for more than a year now, I had not told a soul about the things I saw.

      Not even Headmistress Armstrong, who insisted on having monthly meetings with me inside her office. I didn’t mind. She was always friendly and offered me tea and crumpets every time I went.

      I never had a crumpet before that, and the tea was delicious. It tasted sweet and floral and sometimes I found myself craving a cup for days leading up to our meetings. Our discussions were never very deep or intense, just a check in like I used to have with guidance counselors in my foggy past.

      Aside from Headmistress Armstrong, I hadn’t made any deep connections with any of the staff. And I was pretty sure Stolbright hated me.

      “Morrigan, are you planning to join us?” Stolbright snapped, her blonde hair pulled back in a severe bun.

      I was still standing by the door, the only one left who hadn’t taken a seat in the Assembly Hall. Thank goodness Mabe came in a few seconds later. She was usually late, but my roomie was also sporting a healthy glow almost constantly these days. That’s what happened when you were fed a steady diet of love, and in her case, blood.

      Mabe used to siphon magic to feed her needs from unsuspecting witches and wizards when her hunger grew too strong to control. But with Fin in her life, everything was different now. True mates had a way of completing each other in more ways than I had ever suspected even existed.

      From a girl who’d been raised on fairy tale retellings and comic book romances, I could not believe the love lives of my roommates. Those five ladies were simply phenomenal.

      Rio was a water witch with blue hair and was mated to Magnus, a kraken shifter and sentinel here at Westwood. Maia’s blonde hair turned a silvery platinum color as she grew more efficient with her air magic. Her mate was Enok Zell, a mage and former professor’s assistant. He now worked in the library here at the academy.

      Tana was a fire witch, and yes, she was as feisty as her red hair suggested. Her mate was Brandon, a hybrid Druid dragon shifter and also a sentinel at the academy. Mabe had paired up with Fin, an Enforcer who was her fated mate and the only source of blood she needed.

      Our resident earth witch, and all around loveable gal, was Jade. She and her mate, a healer named Arlo Glenn, were just inseparable these days. Truth was, all their mates had pretty much moved in with us inside the duplex that was dorm room 563W.

      I was the only one flying solo, and well, that seemed to be a permanent situation for me. I was Enid Morrigan, former normal with a messed up memory, witch with no coven affiliation, no mate, and no future, for all intents and purposes.

      How did someone like me even get here?

      I wondered about that myself and often. My story wasn’t a fairytale. I woke up in a hospital bed with the steely eyes of Leanna Stolbright glaring at me. She told me I was a witch who needed to control her magic or die. She brought me to Westwood, showed me
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