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CHAPTER ONE
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River

River stood in the blood of her enemies; her soul permanently stained with the others’ life force. Every ounce of her body screamed for more. Flashing lights from the fire alarm pulsed through the hotel room. Another male lunged forward, trying to take her life. He stood a good foot above her, even hunched a little from running. She wanted to use her magic, but exhaustion made it impossible. Grabbing the blade from her last victim, she slashed his chest, and his hot blood sprayed against her face. Why me? Why can’t I just be a normal college witch? 

He stumbled back, and she took the opportunity to plunge the blade into his abdomen. The squelching sound made her stomach turn, but she managed to keep down her small dinner. His lips turned a dark red, and he stumbled back, falling against the rest of the dead. Her hair dripped with coppery liquid. She didn’t want to see her reflection. The bedding and carpet didn’t look the same, both so red it seemed like that was their natural color. River rolled her shoulders, trying to regain mental clarity. She desperately wanted to get the hell out of here, to live to the next day. I don’t want to be the one person they are hunting. 

Her heart raced in her ears, making it difficult to focus. Pulling the kitchen knife from the fallen, River inched toward the door to face her destiny. After five months at the Dolmire Academy of Spells and the Winter Solstice party, her life had transitioned from boring-witch college student to the one being everyone wanted dead. The Hunters she left behind had tried and failed, and next... well, she didn’t know who else would try to bring her down, but she’d fight like hell to live. 

***
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Two days earlier

The potions class flowed into the hallway, a few students dragging their feet at the news of a test when the next semester begins. River didn’t mind though, she loved making potions. She was already good at spells, but cooking was a skill she enjoyed practicing. Professor Joline Hallcroft waved her hands around, clearing up the mess from this class, then preparing for her next group. Her short blonde locks were long two weeks ago before she needed the hair for a spell. River admired the sacrifice the teacher made to show the strength of witch hair to everyone. 

Teal eyes locked onto River, and her friend, wearing a bright red dress and light red lips, lurched toward her.

“Look, I know it’s crazy, but you have to come!” Paige grabbed River’s hand, resuming her begging from before class. She wanted River to attend the Winter Solstice party even though River didn’t feel like dealing with every witch in the Dolmire Academy. 

“I don’t know.” She pushed back her hair and grabbed a hairband from her wrist to contain her long, straight blonde locks. 

“Don’t be a lame ass. You’re coming even if I have to use magic on you.” She wiggled her fingers, reminding River of that movie with the cheerleaders flapping their “spirit fingers” every few scenes. A group of males weaved past them and hurried into a classroom on the left.

“All right, I’ll come to the party tonight. I don’t have any pending tests since it’s the Solstice, and my little job for the potions teacher is on hold.” She loved mixing and collecting the ingredients for the potions guru, Mrs. Hallcroft. 

“Did you really organize the entire closet of magical ingredients?” Paige arched her brow, almost vanishing in her curly brown hair, and River shrugged. Her friend brushed her hair every day, yet her curly locks made it seem like she just woke up with sex hair all the time. But she made it work for her. 

“It was a freaking mess. I couldn’t stand it!” A shiver rolled down River’s arms as she remembered how messy and cluttered the massive closet was before she put her two hands to good use-with a hint of magic, of course. 

“Oh, I heard Daimen will be at the party.” Paige giggled while hooking her arm through River’s. The idea of seeing that godly specimen, Daimen, made her whole body ache with need. As a teacher, he had a lot of admirers, but River felt a deeper connection to the witch with brown eyes and short brown locks.

“How did you hear this information?” River arched her brow as they headed toward their next class, History of United States Magic. 

“Actually, he announced it himself to the class.” Paige bounced her brows then laughed again. 

“I can’t believe you have his class while I got stuck with batty Contessa.” River rolled her shoulders. The Dolmire Academy of Spells was the witch equivalent to a human university like Stanford or Yale. She loved most of her classes, with a few small exceptions, but everything can’t be perfect, right?

The echo of raging water filled her ears, and she turned. Students ran into the nearest classroom, closing the door behind them. A wall of water approached Paige and River. Her heart lept into her throat. Paige bolted, but River pulled her magic up to her fingers. 

“What are you doing?” Paige yelled through the closed door a few feet away. Latin flowed from her lips, and a shimmering barrier rose, stopping the water before it hit a female, who fell down in fear. Her fellow schoolmate didn’t share any classes with River, but no one deserved to be drenched because someone else had too much fun with magic. She looked up at River then raced to collect her fallen items. 

“Thank you.” She nodded and slipped into a room. Water splashed against the barrier, growing higher. 

River lifted one hand and focused on the drops of water, and slowly it filtered away. Once the last bit was gone, she released the magical wall and let out a deep breath. A few people walked out of the classrooms, clapping. 

“Someone needs to control their water magic.” Paige huffed at her side like she’d never run away. 

“Were you scared of getting your hair wet?” River arched her brow as she scanned the dripping wet walls turning into steam, leaving little damage behind. A few teachers filtered out, waving around their hands, clearing up the bits of debris created by the water. 

River and Paige resumed their trek upstairs and turned left into their last classroom.

Mrs. Puhrman, the History of United States Magic professor, hovered, crossed-legged, above her large oak desk. Her blue hair flowed as if lifted by wind, her lean model-type body made most of the female students jealous, and the guys drool. “Blood shall run like the river,” she gasped out, and the whole room vibrated. River glanced at Paige, who returned her questioning gaze. 

She slammed down onto the cleared desk, and the hum of magic rolled through the air. When her eyes snapped open, her jade eyes scanned the room then locked on River, sending a shiver down her body.

“Come on in, students.” Her voice seemed deeper than before. River didn’t like the way all the other witches were looking right at her like she had something to do with the teacher saying her name. She hoped the vision was referring to water, not her name, yet visions were based a lot on interpretation.  

To her disappointment and relief all at once, Mrs. Puhrman jumped into her lesson, and half of the class paid attention while others continued to glace at River. 

“It was here where the dragons and witches re-established their peace.” Mrs. Puhrman clapped her hands twice. “All right, we will pick up after the break. Everyone be safe.” 

“Are you coming to the Solstice celebration?” Paige half-yelled her question from the back of the class. The teacher’s body tensed, and she glanced at River for a few heartbeats. 

“Alas, I will not. My husband and I have other special plans to bring in the winter.” A smile lifted her lips, but it didn’t reach the worry in her eyes. She motioned for everyone to leave. 

River collected her things, but when she stood, Mrs. Puhrman blocked her exit. “A word?”

“About?” She licked her lower lip. The rest of the class filtered out, with Paige bouncing on her toes around the door. Tension built in her shoulders. 

“You need to be safe at this party.” Her warning sent a shiver down River’s back. Mrs. Puhrman was known for her sight; she was good at figuring out visions from the goddess above, and River wanted to know what her teacher saw or even a small detail explaining the blood part.

“What did you see?” River pointed to the desk, but her teacher shook her head. Demanding an explanation wouldn’t work in River’s favor, but it didn’t seem like her teacher would give up the information.

“I can’t. I hope it doesn’t come true.” She placed her hand on River’s cheek, treating her like a witchling who could barely summon a cup of milk. “Watch your back and your front is all I can say.” Then she moved to the side, giving way for River to leave. Heat rose to her cheeks, and her blood pounded in her ears. 

She wanted to stay and demand the woman spill her vision, but most witches were firm in the belief of not messing with the future, Puhrman was one of them. A paper plane flew into River’s chest, and she barely caught it before it hit the ground. 

Ms. River Autumn, 

During your vacation, we’d appreciate a visit from you about a potential job offer.


Sincerely, Harmony Tempest

Head Coven Leader of the United States Region


River’s stomach quivered as she read over the letter a few times. The idea of standing in the circle of coven leaders didn’t give her the warm fuzzies. Each one of them had strength of power and were not to be messed with. The keepers of the rules were formidable, making most nervous when it came to receiving any form of summons.  Instead of dwelling on it, she shoved it in her pocket. That was a problem she’d deal with after she pushed through the Winter Solstice.

Paige
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