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  Trigger Warnings:

My darling witches, please be advised that The Powerless Witch may contain scenes that some might find disturbing or triggering. There will be violence, hate, torture, murder, stalking, swearing, child loss, cheating (not by the main characters), explicit sexual content, and multiple sexual partners. If that doesn't bother you, then enjoy the story!

The rest of you… You have been warned. 










  
  















To those who were once betrayed by someone they loved. It's their loss, ladies. Remember that.

Now fix your bloody crown and enjoy these hot, dangerous men who would never choose anyone over you.
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Celeste


“Estia!” 
Ignoring the female voice calling my name, I leaned my head back and moaned. 
Big, warm hands tightened around my body, lifting me higher as the man I loved drove his cock deeper inside of me. I tried to hold back my scream when the orgasm rippled through me, but he knew exactly how to make me unravel until I couldn’t remember my own name.
His lips crashed against mine before I could make a sound, his tongue claiming dominion over my mouth while he kept pounding into me. When he finished with a low grunt, I ran my hand down his back, making him shudder. He lifted his head that had fallen on my shoulder, and a pair of blue eyes stared into mine with pure male satisfaction. A smirk blossomed on his face just as the voice called again.
“Estia, where are you?”
I sighed in annoyance.
“She won’t give up,” I whispered, trying to push him off so I could stand on my own. “I’d better go.” A low sound of protest tore from his lips. “Noah.”
He sighed before setting me down. I moved to adjust my skirt and leave, but he pressed me against the tree again, slipping his hand between my legs. I gasped when his finger pressed against my entrance, dipping inside, as if trying to push the traces of him back in. I gulped when his dark gaze bore into mine.
“I want you to think of me when you walk back to your house,” he whispered, running his thumb over my sensitive bud and drawing out another moan. “I want you to think of me when you sit beside your family with my hot cum still inside of you. I want you to think of the time when your mother will finally let us be together, and I can fill you up every single day.” I squeezed my thighs together as the flame of desire blazed again, ready to ignore the irritated voice calling me and focus on the man who kept pumping inside me without hurry.
On the man I loved. On the future I was so desperate to start. On the day I would be his.
“I want you to think of me only,” he whispered in my ear. “Convince your mother to accept me, and this could be your life. You, me, and this perfect bliss. All day, every day. You’d love that, wouldn’t you, Celestia?” I opened my mouth to agree when he rubbed his thumb over my sensitive bud again.
“She has no choice but to accept,” I whispered, closing my eyes and leaning into his touch as another orgasm started to build, “because I’m pregnant.”
His hand froze, and my mind instantly cleared, making me realize what I’d said. I hadn’t intended to tell him, not yet, but it had just slipped.
Noah’s eyes were wide as he stared at me. Then he suddenly grinned, cupping my cheeks. Before I could explain myself, he was kissing me so hard that I swayed when he finally let me go.
“Is this true?” he asked in a trembling voice, and something inside me fluttered at the satisfaction dripping from his tone. If I had known the news would make him this happy, I would have told him earlier, but he had been distant these past few months, more distracted and withdrawn, so I had feared his feelings for me were waning.
“Yes,” I replied in a trembling voice, and he pressed his lips to mine again.
“That is just splendid! She can’t reject me now, not with my child inside you! Don’t you get it, Estia? You’re mine.” I nodded breathlessly, and he finally released me, catching my hands instead. He brought them to his lips, kissing my knuckles. “With your bloodline and mine, we’ll be the most powerful people in the area! We’ll get what we want! All we want! And when our daughter is born, nobody will take it from me!”
His hand slid over my stomach, and he leaned in, brushing his lips over mine. A strange sense of dread filled my chest, making me pull back until he was no longer touching me. The feeling subsided, and I shook my head, trying to get rid of the lingering foreboding.
“I’ll prepare everything. Just make sure to talk to your mother,” Noah continued, as if he hadn’t noticed my reaction. “Tell her you want to be with me. And Estia…”
“CELESTIA!” the voice shouted, and we both jumped. “I can feel you! Now show yourself before I send your mother to drag you out!”
Noah grinned again, nudging me toward the voice.
“Go now, my love. It won’t be long before I come to get you. Like it or not, your mother has to accept me. Just like you did.” He winked at me, then turned around and disappeared among the trees. I fixed my crumpled dress while trying to ignore the sensation of his warm cum slipping down my thigh.
I had barely taken ten steps when my best friend appeared from behind a tree, putting her hands on her hips. Short, slender, and with delicate lines running along her heart-shaped face, Medina was the perfect embodiment of the name the village gave her—the fragile flower of Corriz. The gentle calm to my wild fire, as the older folk liked to joke.
Her skin was pale and unblemished, her long, dark hair curly and full of life as it coiled around her shoulders. Gray eyes bore into mine with disapproval, and even though she was shorter, she had the uncanny ability to look down her nose at people.
“Do you have something to say for yourself?” she asked, cocking her head. I wondered if she was referring to what I had been doing until now. Witches didn’t have heightened sight or smell like other supernatural creatures, but we could feel the world through our powers, and Medina was extremely deft at that. 
Her other magical skills were much weaker than most of the witches in our coven, but her innate ability to see into things and understand their workings was recognized even by the Head Witch. Not a talent typical for a coven that devoted their lives and magic to the dead, but power was power. And it had helped her become the best magic welder in the village before she even turned twenty. 
I knew that in a few years, she’d likely leave this place and settle somewhere where her skills would be more appreciated. We had even talked about me going with her since, while necromancy was in my blood and my mother insisted that I was strong enough to make the dead obey, I was not interested in death.
I was about to apologize for ignoring her, but she was already moving. Her hand slid over my stomach, and her eyes focused with concentration. Before I could stop her, she was stepping back, her mouth falling agape.
“You really are pregnant!” she gasped, looking down at my stomach with something akin to horror. The smile that had been creeping onto my face froze. “Is it Noah’s?”
I frowned. 
“Who else could it be? You know I love him! I have only ever been with him!” I hissed, moving to go around her, but she grabbed my wrist. “I don’t want to hear anything bad about him from you too, Medina. We’re getting married, and neither you nor my mother will convince me otherwise. I love him, and he loves me!”
I yanked my hand out of her grip, storming away. When I didn’t hear her following, my step faltered, and I looked back. She was standing where I’d left her, watching me with a dark, angry expression.
“What?” I snapped, shifting from one foot to another.
“Does he? Love you?” she asked, crossing her thin arms over her chest. “Has he ever said it? Would he have looked at you at all if it weren’t for your mother’s power? Noah can have any woman he wants. His family is the richest in the area. But he chose you, Estia. If it weren’t for your bloodline, he wouldn’t have looked at you twice. And because your mother rejected his marriage offer to you, he is now determined to have you. There are two things men love above all else: to feel strong and to win.”
My throat bobbed, and I shook my head.
“Why are you being like this?” My chest tightened as my friend glared at me. “I thought you’d be happy for me. Didn’t you say you wanted us both to find good men to have children with at the same time, so we could raise them together? Just like our mothers…” I trailed off when Medina stiffened. 
Her mother had died two winters ago, saving me from the illness that had stricken our village. She had been the best healer we had, but the toll it took on her ended her life a few days later. Medina insisted she didn’t blame me, but it had left a stain on our friendship, and things hadn’t been the same since. 
“You know what? It doesn’t matter what you think. I’m marrying Noah. I’m carrying his child. I…”
Medina took a step forward, her magic crackling around her. I reached for mine on instinct, but she didn’t attack. She let her energy swirl around her, ruffling her hair and making her eyes glow as if she were seeing down to the very bottom of my soul. 
“That’s the other thing, Estia,” she whispered in a voice that didn’t sound like hers at all. “There’s something wrong with that child, something dark and twisted coiling within your body. And I think you know what it is.” She paused before me, looking down at my stomach. It had barely been a few weeks, so I wasn’t showing yet, but her look made me put a protective hand over my belly. “It’s going to be a boy.”
A horrified gasp escaped my lips, and before I knew it, I had removed the space between us, and I was pressing a hand to her mouth.
“Don’t you dare say something like this ever again!” I snarled, digging my fingers into her cheeks. She didn’t try to free herself; she didn’t even flinch. “I’m not carrying… that! Do you know what they will do to me—to her—if they even suspect it was a… no! If you ever cared about me, Medina, you would not say a word about my daughter! Am I clear?”
Medina stared until I removed my hand. Even if she felt afraid that I’d strike her down, she didn’t show it.
“I’m sorry, Estia, that was unthoughtful of me,” she finally said, her voice going back to the gentle timbre I knew and loved. “I only spoke out of concern for you. You’re my best friend. I only want you to be happy. If this is your choice, I’ll respect it.”
I swallowed the bitterness that had gathered in my mouth and let go of my magic. Medina’s shoulders slacked. I might not have been as strong as my mother or some of the other witches in the Coven of the Black Sisters, but I was definitely stronger than her. We both knew it.
“I’m late,” I said, stepping away from her. “Dine with us tonight, like old times. Be there for me when I tell my mother about my daughter, about Noah. I need my friend, Medina, and I need her on my side.”
Her throat bobbed, and she licked her lips before a smile spread across her face, bringing forth memories of another time, a better time, when all was right, and she was the person I held most dear. Even above my own family.
“I’ll be there,” she said, fingering the thin silver chain hanging around her neck. She didn’t wear jewelry often, but I’d seen this pendant several times in the past few months. I was just opening my mouth to ask about it when she took my outstretched arm. “I’ll just drop by my home to grab the contraption I created for your father’s garden, and then I’ll join you.”
I smiled, holding back a relieved sigh, and let her lock her arm with mine as we made our way back to the village.

      [image: ]“I’m home!” 
I pushed open the door to my house, peeking inside in search of my family. I found Sibyl crying while cutting onions at the kitchen table. She barely heard me over her sniffing and cursing, and when I patted her shoulder, she let out a loud, high-pitched shriek. There was a bowl on the side of the table, full of clear water that rippled as my sister leaned on the edge to steady herself.
“Goddess take you, Estia, you scared the demons out of me!” she whined, pressing her other hand to her chest. “Where have you been? You were supposed to be back an hour ago! And where are the mushrooms?”
“I dropped them while I was… running from something,” I lied, and the look she gave me told me she didn’t believe me for a second. 
“Did that something catch you and roll with you on the ground? It must have been a vigorous battle. You are filthy!” She plucked a leaf from my hair before putting the cooking knife on the table and wiping her eyes with the back of her hand. “Go wash up before Mother sees you. And make a better excuse if you don’t want to be cleaning swine intestines for the rest of the evening.”
Sybil grinned when I gagged. I reached for the bowl, but she slapped my hand before I could dip my dirty fingers into it.
“Not that one! That’s for my scrying!” She grimaced. “I’ve been working on it all afternoon, but I can’t seem to get my mind there. Maybe because Mother kept making me do your chores!”
I gave her a sheepish grin, hurrying to the bucket in the corner. After washing my hands and face, while Sybil helpfully informed me that our parents were skinning the pig our father had butchered in the morning, I took over for her. I told her about meeting with Noah—excluding our quick tryst in the middle of our conversation—and then about inviting Medina for dinner. She kept quiet, staring at her scrying bowl with such intent that I wasn’t sure if she heard a word I said.
Our mother returned to the house as the sun started dipping toward the horizon, carrying a large bucket with what looked like pig’s blood. I tried not to puke when she set it in the corner, and some of the liquid sloshed on the ground. I had managed to hide my morning sickness for the most part, but she was too smart not to notice I hadn’t bled for two months. Still, on the off chance that she had been too distracted with preparation for winter and really hadn’t paid attention, I had to tell her. For my sake and Noah’s.
“You’re back.” Looking me over, she wiped her hands on her apron. Her long coppery hair, the same as mine and Sybil’s, swung in a heavy braid over her shoulder. The wrinkles that had started to form around her eyes deepened when she narrowed her gaze. “What happened to you?”
A knock on the door left the new excuse I’d prepared lingering on my lips. I held back a sigh of relief, silently thanking Medina for the perfect timing. I was just heading to open for her when Sybil’s hand shot out, locking around my wrist. I hissed at the strength with which she squeezed me, but then I noticed her vibrant green eyes had dulled, a pale, milky veil giving them a glassy look.
“Sybil?” I said at the same time my mother did. The Head Witch had suggested that my sister had a natural affinity for scrying and other forms of divination, so my mother had started training her—unsuccessfully so far. Or so it seemed.
“Child, what do you see?” our mother asked as she moved closer. She didn’t touch her—startling her might sever the connection and even trap her within her mind forever, so neither did I try to free myself. 
Another insistent knock came on the door, and I glanced at it, opening my mouth to tell Medina to come in when Sybil spoke.
“A serpent’s fangs lie hidden behind a smile made of dead promises. For within the folds of jealousy, betrayal lies in wait.” Her voice was low and raspy, as if her throat was clogged and the words could barely get out. I looked at our mother, who stared at me with concern in her eyes. “The Reaper’s call draws nigh, where mortal paths all come to an end in the realm of darkness.”
“What does that mean?” The hair on my neck rose, and I shuddered.
My mother sucked in a sharp breath, then whispered, “Death.”
The word had barely left her mouth when the door flew off the hinges with such power that it soared across the room and slammed into the wall. I watched the table below it topple over, the crystals and parchments scattering across the floor. 
My mother was beside me in an instant, pushing me toward Sybil as the first figure stepped into our home. I gawked when I recognized the old, wrinkled face of the leader of our coven, her flock of elder witches filing after her. My mother eyed them cautiously but didn’t bow her head. She also said nothing about being excluded from the group she usually led as the Head Witch’s Second.
“What is the meaning of this?” she demanded as the women surrounded us. Her magic nudged me, and I wrapped my arm around Sybil’s middle, carefully guiding her out of her chair. She didn’t resist, although her eyes remained milky white while she stared into nothing.
“We’re here to uphold the First Rule that your daughter broke,” the Head Witch announced, moving her piercing black eyes to me. I gulped at the power behind them, at the deadly promise they conveyed. “She will stand trial and be punished in accordance with…”
“Where is your proof?” my mother interrupted, raising her hand in the direction of another witch who had taken a step toward the table. Several of the bones adorning the wall flew toward the woman, latching onto her neck and shoulders and yanking her back. Once she was pinned to the wall, the dead fingers squeezed her windpipe hard enough to make her stop struggling.
More of the bones in our house started to rattle, woken by my mother’s power, and the rest of the witches froze, looking at their leader for orders. The Head Witch glared at her Second. 
“I asked, where is your proof?” my mother insisted.
Lifting her chin, the Head Witch raised her hand, motioning with her fingers. A figure stepped beside her, pushing her hood back. I stared at Medina with shock until the sting of betrayal burned so hot that it turned into a fire that almost consumed my soul. It devoured my love first, then the memories of a childhood full of laughter, games, and happiness. When I met her gaze, I saw the same emptiness filled with cold spite, widening the chasm between us.
“Shadows loom where the roots of the blood tree wither, and the flame whispers of the end in the winds of fate. Yet a new beginning is budding in the earth, fed by death and sacrifice,” Sybil whispered, her grip tightening on my arm as she raised her glossy eyes to mine. I knew she couldn’t see me, but I still shuddered from the finality in her voice. 
I had no idea what her words meant, but I didn’t like the sound of them.
The room grew silent, but even with every witch’s gaze on us, my mother kept hers on Medina. “Your mother would have been so ashamed, child,” she spat. 
My friend flinched as if she had been slapped, but then she raised her chin defiantly.
“My mother would have wanted to protect her coven,” she said in a trembling voice, glancing at me. “Celestia is with ‌child. A male child,” she blurted, her voice shaking despite her stoic expression. “I felt it. It must be purged before it’s too late. For all our sakes.”
A few of the witches hissed, narrowing their eyes at me. I resisted the urge to cover my stomach, clenching Sybil’s shoulders instead. Just when I was about to say that Medina was wrong, my mother spoke.
“My daughter is just eight weeks pregnant. It’s impossible to tell the gender of the child yet. Her powers have not increased either, and she has shown no new abilities.” Shock rippled through my body as I stared at the back of her head. She knew. She already knew, and she hadn’t said anything. I couldn’t see her face, but the way she cocked her head told me she was looking at the Head Witch. “You’ll condemn a young, bright witch and her child because a jealous little girl felt something? Is this how the coven does things now? Because if it is, I want no part in this travesty.”
A muscle feathered in the Head Witch’s jaw as she leveled my mother with her glare. The latter didn’t even flinch, holding it and giving just as much back. 
“This isn’t about jealousy, it’s about duty. Your daughter hid the truth from us.”
“She did not.” I had never heard my mother’s voice this cold and threatening, never seen her speak to her superior with such a challenge. “The only wrong she did was falling for a boy who couldn’t keep it in his pants. Isn’t that right, Medina?” Medina paled when my mother turned her gaze to her. “How about your child, hmm? You knew that imbecile would choose Celestia over you because you have nothing to your name. The only reason he’s even interested in either of you is because humans crave power, and in this place, our magic is the only strength that matters. They can’t possess it, so they need a witch to wield it against their enemies. You thought you had him in your grasp because he got you pregnant, but when you found out my daughter carried his child, you realized you can’t win against her. But if she lost his child, if she was marked for having conceived a male, nobody would want her out of fear of history repeating itself. Was that your plan?”
My heart plummeted as I gawked at my friend. Despite everything my mother said, I let my magic flow through me, focusing on the young witch across the room. A moment passed, then two, and I sensed it. A second heartbeat coming from within her body.
No, this couldn’t be. This child couldn’t have been Noah’s. Noah wouldn’t do that to me. He loved me! My mother was rarely wrong, but maybe Medina got pregnant by someone else and was planning to use the baby to force Noah to marry her. 
“How could you?” I gasped, taking a step to stand beside my mother. 
Medina’s throat bobbed, and she squeezed her hands into fists.
“You’re wrong. My only concern is for the coven. And it’s not my child that threatens it.”
As the words settled in the heavy silence, the other witches took a step forward as one.
“Nobody touches my daughter,” my mother warned, looking back at the Head Witch. “Not before we’re sure. If that child is a boy, I’ll slice his throat myself when he’s born.”
Hesitation passed through the women while they looked between my mother and the Head Witch, and for a second, I thought she’d relent. I held my breath, waiting for her word because part of me knew that my mother would fight until her dying breath if her superior ignored her plea. But could she beat them all? Even with my help? What if my father, who was nothing but a fragile human, got caught in the crossfire? What about Sybil, who couldn’t even protect herself in this state? Were their lives worth less than the child in my belly? What if it really was…
“Beware the harbingers of chaos.” Sybil’s hoarse voice filled the room, and I looked at her, only to have her finger pointed in my direction. “Unbound and unchecked, they shall unmake the world and plunge it into ruin.”
My breath caught as the words echoed in my head repeatedly. 
No, it couldn’t be true. It just couldn’t. Not my child, not my daughter...
“Stand down, Gretha, and we’ll do our best to keep her alive while we purge that abomination. Celestia has already shown she has no intention of surrendering it, so we cannot trust her to wait until its birth.” 
The Head Witch raised her arms, and her magic gathered around her. Tendrils of black smoke slithered from her skin, filling the space with their chilly touch as the earth groaned beneath us. Medina slipped out the door as if she didn’t want to be anywhere near what the most powerful witch in the village planned to unleash.
On my family. On my stern, stubborn mother, who took a step in front of us to shield us from them all. On my little sister, who stood defencelessly by the table, her hand still up although it had moved away from me, pointing at the door. On my human father, who would have nothing to protect himself with.
I couldn’t let them get hurt. Not because of me. Not because of a misunderstanding. I could spare them that much.
The witches all stared at my mother, at the real threat in the room. Her power hissed, making the bones that hung around the house rattle and come alive. One by one, they fell to the floor, moved as if by an invisible hand as they gathered in piles that linked together. The remains of her enemies, she had told us, even though Sybil and I always thought she was just saying it to keep us from touching them.
My breath turned to steam as her power flooded the house, filling me with horror and awe. A magic that ran in my veins and that one day may be as strong as hers. But for that to happen, I needed to be alive. They needed to be alive.
I spun and ran toward the back door. I needed to lure the elders away from my family. I could go to Noah's and hide there until we figure this out. He had told me his great-grandmother had put a protection ward around his home so I would be safe there until… until everyone calmed down and let me prove my innocence. 
Because I was innocent, and so was my child.
My mother had to be wrong. Medina’s child couldn’t have been Noah’s. Whatever game she was playing, she was using him just to hurt me. I was sure he’d confirm that if I could only talk to him. He’d protect me and make them see reason. 
“Celestia, stop!” my mother shouted, but I ignored her. I threw myself at the door and stumbled outside just as something slammed into the wall behind me, and cold black flames licked the wood in search of their escaping prey.
I staggered to my feet, ready to run, when I found myself face to face with my father. His dark hair was tied back, his beard in desperate need of a trim, but when he saw me, his entire face lit up in a smile that broke my heart. He was carrying a tray loaded with meat chunks, and the smell of blood and flesh made my stomach turn almost as much as the realization that he was now in my way. In their way. And they wouldn’t care for a human.
“Hide!” I hissed, pressing my hand against his chest. His eyes widened as he was sent flying back, rolling over the ground until he disappeared into the barn’s open doors.
Magic sliced through the air, and pain exploded across my back, blurring my vision and making me stagger forward. With a scream, I lashed out with my own power, pushing against the dark tendrils that were trying to drag me back. I gave my home one last look while it shook with that magic brewing inside, then I ran.
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Isaac


Running through enemy territory with only a vague idea of where I was going was the definition of stupid. But doing it with a powerless witch strapped to my back while something big and angry chased us… that right there was what made me feel like the biggest fool on Earth. 
Still, I ran, inhaling the scents of the forest and trying to find the path that was supposed to lead us to the Coven of Eternal Light. The path that would take me to my enemy, where I was to plead for the life of my mate, the woman who had destroyed my pack. Or so I believed until recently. 
I had no idea what to believe now.
We had left the car at the base of the mountain since, according to the maps, the only road up had collapsed years ago. And though Celeste wasn’t particularly heavy, running with someone on my back felt unnatural. Not to mention dangerous.
A branch snapped somewhere behind me, and I whipped my head back, searching for what had been following us for the last ten minutes. There were so many unfamiliar smells everywhere, so much noise and movement, that it was hard to determine what it was. The only thing I knew for certain was that it was big, loud, and definitely not a werewolf.
I turned forward, digging my nails into the earth as a tree loomed directly in my path. With a swift jump to the side, I avoided the collision, but I slipped over the damp earth, careening to a halt. Celeste tilted to the side, her bound hands pressing on my throat and cutting off my air. Luckily, the rope that tied her to me held firm, and she didn’t fall. 
I wiggled my body to adjust her, so she wasn’t choking me, and she let out a low, whimpering sound. The first time I heard it, I had ‌shifted to check if she was hurt, only to find her perfectly intact, but writhing like she was in pain. The agony on her face and the tears streaming down her pale cheeks made me run twice as fast.
Celeste let out another drawn, pitiful whimper, and my chest tightened with the urge to hold her, to soothe her, and make her feel safe. I pushed the foreign feeling aside, focusing on the forest just as the bushes in front of us parted, letting through a giant dark form.
My breath caught in my throat while I watched the bear saunter forward, locking its beady eyes on me. The beast was enormous, its head brushing against the branches of the trees, even though it was standing on all fours. I had never seen an animal this huge, and the way it looked at me told me it was probably sentient. 
Was it a shifter? It didn’t smell like one, but it didn’t look entirely ordinary either.
‘Damn it,’ I thought. I couldn’t afford to fight, not with Celeste on my back.
Gritting my teeth, I pulled my ears back, lowering my head. It went against every instinct in my body to show submission to a mere animal, but if it meant keeping Celeste out of harm’s way, I was willing to do it. My mate’s life was more important than anything, because… because if she died, I might also die, and then nothing would matter. 
So I had to do it. I had to.
I waited, praying the bear would understand my statement. I could only hope my passing through its territory was what angered it, but if it was something else…
A low growl reverberated through its chest as it bared its teeth at me. My heart dropped when it threw its head back and roared with such power that the leaves rustled above us. Then it charged.
‘Fuck!’ was all I had time to think as I threw myself aside, barely escaping the long, curved claws that slashed at my throat. I dug my feet into the dirt, leaving deep gashes as I skidded to a stop. Celeste jostled on my back, her heart racing as fast as mine, like she could feel the danger we were facing. I jumped aside when the bear lunged again before breaking into a sprint in the direction of the faint silhouette of a building I could make out between the clouds high above.
The echo of heavy steps told me the bear was following, and it was quickly catching up. 
How on earth was it gaining on a werewolf? 
Rage and shame suffocated me, but I had no time to wallow in my pity. 
I made a quick swerve, jumping between two of the trees that rose close to each other. Its massive body slammed into them, making the wood groan while they bent and cracked. The bear tried to push through, but when the trunks held, it withdrew in search of another passage.
I slowed down as the forest gave way to a small clearing with a wide stream cutting through it. The waters ran fast, too fast to swim through, and too wide to jump over. I either had to fight it here or run upstream in search of another place to cross—if I was lucky enough to find it before that monstrosity caught up to us. The second option was smarter, but that would mean doing it with Celeste on my back, and that was…
An approaching roar made me snarl in frustration, reaching with my paw toward the rope rubbing against my chest. I slid my nail through it, cutting it with ease, and Celeste’s body tilted to the side until she hung in the air, held up only by her bound hands wrapped around my neck. I set her on the ground by one of the trees, then stepped away just as the bear emerged from the forest, sending bark and branches flying everywhere. Saliva dripped from its maw, teeth gleaming in the dim sunlight that barely penetrated the clouds.
We lunged at the same time, sending pebbles and earth flying everywhere. The world faded into the background, teeth, nails, and fur filling my vision as I sank my claws into its shoulders, digging as deep as they could go. Its jaw snapped right next to my neck, missing my throat more by chance than my skill, before the monster forced me back with sheer strength. 
I twisted my body, allowing its massive weight to drag it forward. The bear landed on all fours, so I took my chance. Retreating a few steps to give myself more running space, I lunged onto its back, aiming one more time for its shoulder. Blood invaded my mouth, warm and sour and wrong. Tearing flesh and fur, I yanked my teeth free, leaving a huge gaping wound behind.
The bear roared again, tossing its body left and right until I lost my hold. I collided with one of the trees, cracking the trunk in half. I swiftly rolled to my feet and was ready to leap when I noticed the bear changing direction… to where I’d left Celeste’s body.
Panic gripped my throat, propelling me forward. The bear moved quickly, but the wound on its shoulder was making it limp. I, on the other hand, was now without the added extra weight pulling me down.
I flew past the beast, positioning myself in its way. It snarled in frustration when it noticed me, but didn’t even slow down. Swiping with its giant paw, it dragged its nails over the bark of the tree when I ducked.
I realized my mistake the moment my eyes landed on the woman falling limp to the side. Her blood permeated the air, and I stared with horror as it poured from the gash on her shoulder, soaking her jacket. My distraction cost me. 
The bear raked its claws over my chest next, and as the ache spread through my body, I answered it with a pained howl. Dodging the next attack, I bit into its side, where the fur was already matted with dark blood. When I couldn’t hold on any longer, I rammed my shoulder into the wound, pushing back. The beast staggered, flailing its front limbs, while I kept pushing it further and further away from Celeste.
More pain exploded in my back. I pushed. The pebbles beneath my feet rolled, almost sending me to the ground, but I kept pushing until a loud, long sound echoed through the forest. For a moment, I thought it was the bear roaring, infuriated that I was holding it back from its chosen prey, but then I recognized it.
A howl. A wolf’s howl.
Something slammed into my side, sending both the beast and me to the ground. I finally let go, rolling to the side and jumping to my feet. The bank of the stream had turned red from our blood, the grass and trees broken and marked with the traces of the fight. 
The bear rose a few steps away, but now another animal stood in my way. Or rather, stood in its way. The wolf stood with its back to me, black fur covering a powerful torso and long, muscular legs. The power emanating from it was palpable, the kind of presence most males carried once they reached full strength.
A low, warning growl rippled through the black alpha, and the bear bared its teeth. I caught a movement from the corner of my eye as several more wolves stepped out of the trees, forming a circle around the wounded animal. 
I let out a sigh of relief, seeing how nobody attacked me when I saw him. One of the wolves stopped where Celeste was lying, sniffing her. I was on the move before he reached her, ready to attack if he so much as touched her.
One of the others must have warned him because he jumped out of my way, baring his teeth as I landed over her, covering her with my body. The smell of blood grew stronger, but her racing heart drumming in my ears was enough to calm my panic.
She was alive.
The heavy steps of the bear thundered in the forest, and when I glanced toward the stream, the beast was gone. The wolves turned their attention to me, keeping their distance even though some of them looked ready to charge. The black alpha walked closer, rising above the others as the wolf stopped a few steps away. A sharp nudge at the back of my mind made me grit my teeth.
I considered resisting the invasion, since mindlinking strangers could be dangerous, but then I relented. Their voices flooded my mind, excited and suspicious, but not hostile. Except for the one I had almost tackled to the ground.
‘Who are you?’ a female voice demanded, and the others instantly quieted. I raised my eyes to the black wolf, staring with disbelief when I realized their Alpha was a woman. Her wolf form was even bigger than mine, and I was larger than both Kai and Daniel. I had been so immersed in the battle and protecting Celeste that I hadn’t recognized her scent.
I struggled to find the words, my mind still busy with the fight and the panic gripping my throat. I wanted to check on Celeste, make sure the wound hadn’t been more than a graze, but I dared not look away.
‘My name is Isaac Linwood, and I’m the Alpha of the Bloodclaw Pack,’ I said when I collected myself. ‘I come in peace.’
There was a soft murmur in my mind, but I kept my eyes on the Alpha, trying to determine what she was thinking. Unfortunately, not a single thought moved past her mental shield despite holding the connection between us.
‘My name’s Georgia Briggs, Alpha of the Blacktooth Pack. What reason do you have to trespass into our territory, Isaac Linwood? Where is the rest of your pack?’
I swallowed, allowing myself to rise just a bit—I could feel Celeste’s chest brush against mine when she breathed, and I was afraid I might suffocate her. Two of the wolves closest to me snarled in warning, and I froze.
‘I’m alone. I came to seek help from the witches,’ I replied, and another wave of murmurs washed through the mindlink. Their eyes moved to Celeste’s unconscious figure while Georgia tilted her giant head.
‘For your human?’
‘She is not human, she’s a witch,’ I corrected her, and a few of the wolves tensed before moving closer to their Alpha. ‘She was hurt saving my people, and I need the help of the witches to heal her.’
I looked at each face, wondering if they seemed inclined to listen, to let me pass, to let me live, but all I saw were harsh, guarded eyes. I sensed uneasiness floating over the mindlink, mixed with frustration and disbelief. So I did the only thing that I knew would make them understand the importance of my request.
‘She is my mate,’ I said, holding the Alpha’s gaze. ‘Not even the bond can heal her.’
The change that passed through them was instant, almost like a tangible thing. Their shoulders relaxed, eyes softening, and a whiff of pity and understanding flooded the link. Finally, the Alpha took a step back, turning to leave.
‘We’ll escort you to the coven and then back. You will not pass through our territory alone again. Understood?’ she said, looking at me from the corner of her eye. I bowed my head in gratitude, my muzzle brushing against Celeste’s face. The stench of blood intensified as my nose moved closer to her injured arm, but no matter how much I looked, I couldn’t see any other wounds. She had been lucky—no, I had been lucky—that the bear didn’t tear her to ribbons.
I slid my head between her bound arms so I could lift her when I noticed two of the wolves approaching. I didn’t think when I snarled in warning, but it was their Alpha that stopped them, moving to block their way.
‘Do not go near his female,’ she commanded, and they quickly retreated. ‘Their bond is unstable. He will attack you.’ She eyed me over her shoulder, giving me a questioning look. I hurriedly snuggled my head through Celeste’s arms, twisting so her body slipped to my back. 
Everyone moved out of my way as I neared the Alpha, staring at her expectantly. She studied me from head to toe, eyes lingering on the still-bleeding wounds, but then she just nodded and broke into a run.
Her speed was slow—I was sure that with paws like hers, she could cross the entire forest in no time—but she matched my pace, keeping within my sight while the others disappeared among the trees. Only their light steps and the connection to the mindlink told me they were still around.
‘What was that thing?’ I asked after jumping over a small, half-frozen stream. I landed badly, and the pain in my shoulder and leg grew almost unmanageable. I was healing, but not fast enough, and all that running on the cold, slippery ground wasn’t helping. I was sure I was leaving a red trail behind me, but with the others moving so close, I had a feeling there would be no more attacks coming.
‘It used to be a bear shifter,’ she replied after some consideration. ‘He came to ask for help from the witches, and when they couldn’t heal his affliction, he attacked them. The magic that protects their coven twisted him so now he can neither shift back nor leave these lands.’
‘I thought this coven was devoted to healing, not cursing?’ I frowned, eyeing the towering structure now clearly visible on the looming mountain before us. The place was made of dark stone, so to normal eyes, it would look very much like the rocks against which it lay, but I could see the high towers and massive walls, the steep incline that protected them from attacks from below, and the narrow bridges that sprang between the structures like delicate spiderwebs.
‘Nothing in life is black and white, Isaac Linwood,’ the Alpha said in a somber voice. ‘Is death good or bad? For some, it might be a pleasant relief, while for others, a painful end. The same is true for healing. A remedy can heal a fatal wound, but if you increase the dosage, it can become a poison. And the witches of this place… they do not react well to threats.’ She turned her head in my direction, giving me a pointed look. ‘But as far as witches go, the Coven of Eternal Light is not likely to cause you harm as long as you raise no hand against them. So before you judge anyone, watch them. Watch them closely. Sooner or later, they’ll show you their true colors.’
She turned forward, declaring the end of our conversation, so I kept quiet. Pretty soon, the trees parted to reveal a wall of rocks blocking our way. I looked at her in confusion, but she just continued toward it, as if she couldn’t see the obstacle. Just when she was about to run into the stone, the air around her shimmered, and she disappeared inside the wall.
‘Come along, Isaac Linwood,’ she called, but no matter how much I stared into the spell, I couldn’t see through it. ‘Your mate is counting on you.’
The words snapped me back to the present, and after taking a deep breath, I followed. A second later, I found myself walking through a narrow pass—rocks surrounded us on both sides, leaving barely enough space for the female Alpha to move without brushing her wide shoulders against the stones. I glanced back, shocked to see the forest beyond the small opening. 
‘The spell is on the ground itself, not a separate ward. That’s why you can’t see through it. It feeds on the surroundings, tricking the eye into bridging the gap between the rocks,’ she explained before I could ask. I hurried after her, and just as I caught up, she stepped out of the gap and shifted.
She was tall even in human form, her body all lean muscle and pleasant curves. Her dark skin was covered in scars, and her hair was so short that it curled above her ears. There was a tattoo of a wolf’s tooth between her shoulder blades, with more ink running in curling lines over the skin, like blood vessels that reached for her arms and legs.
She didn’t look at me as she continued toward the building looming before us. Looking up at the castle whose towers disappeared into the clouds, I almost jumped when she spoke.
“Welcome, Alpha Georgia. What brings you to our doors?”
It took me a moment to realize it wasn’t the Alpha who had broken the silence, but another woman. Short and skinny, she wore a simple gray dress with long sleeves and skirts that brushed against the stone ground. Her hair was falling loose over her back, the black in it so deep it seemed to suck the light right in. Her eyes were bright blue, and as she turned toward me, they widened with surprise that quickly morphed into confusion.
“This is Isaac Linwood, Alpha of the Bloodclaw Pack. He claims the woman he carries is a witch,” Georgia explained curtly.
I moved to shift, keeping my gaze on the witch while her eyes grew and grew until they looked like they might pop out. Once my transformation was complete, I picked Celeste up in my arms. By then, the witch was beside me, reaching out.
I snarled in warning, and she froze, giving me a wary look. Georgia opened her mouth, but the witch raised her hand to silence her without looking away from me.
“If you want our help,” she said softly, but her voice was firm and unrelenting. “You will not cause harm to anyone here under any circumstances. This is a sanctuary, and inside‌ it, violence is forbidden. If you break the rule, your life is forfeited. Do you understand, Isaac Linwood?”
I bit back the biting words, nodding instead.
“I understand.”
Her body visibly relaxed, and she put her hand on my shoulder. I had thought she was reaching for Celeste, but then realized her eyes were trained on the wound on my chest that was now rapidly healing while she murmured a spell under her breath. It had stopped bleeding even before I’d shifted, but as I watched her work, the torn muscles repaired themselves, and the ragged holes from the bear’s teeth closed.
She let out a staggering breath when she was done.
“Let’s get her inside. Hurry.”
I didn’t hesitate when she headed toward the castle, nodding to Georgia before the werewolf headed back. I glanced after her just as she was disappearing into the crevice between the stone walls, then I focused my attention on Celeste’s best chance of survival.
The witch didn’t speak for the next several minutes, walking quickly, but with her short legs, it was easy for me to keep up. We passed several women on the way, all wearing gray, white, or pale blue dresses, but nobody stopped us. Curiosity and concern were all I could read in their expressions.
No hostility. No hate.
“What happened to her?” the dark-haired witch asked after we made another turn and ended up in front of a flight of stairs. I followed, clearing my throat before speaking.
“She was stabbed by a witch hunter, and there was a purple substance on the blade that drained her magic.” The witch hissed, looking at me over her shoulder, but it wasn’t anger that filled her eyes. It was pity. “We managed to heal her, but she hasn’t woken since. We couldn’t feel any of her magic returning either.”
“We?” the witch raised an eyebrow.
“Me and her vampire… friend,” I said awkwardly, and her eyebrow rose even higher. 
She stopped by a wide double door, pushing it with both hands. The room on the other side was almost empty, save for a large table in the middle. Three of the walls were covered with shelves from top to bottom, while the fourth was all glass, letting in the light peeking through the clouds.
The witch picked up a few objects from the table before patting the empty space. Reluctantly, I set Celeste down, nudging the hair out of her face and studying her one more time to make sure she had no other injuries. The dark-haired woman unzipped Celeste’s jacket and stripped it off. She caught the edge of Celeste’s shirt as if she planned to take it off, then stopped and looked up at me.
“What is your relationship with her?”
I swallowed the lump in my throat, glancing down at Celeste’s pale face. It was one thing to share our bond with the wolves. They could understand in a way no other creature could, but the witches… The witches were Celeste’s only chance.
“She’s my mate,” I said, and the witch blinked, her shock evident on every inch of her face. “I claimed her to heal her. Her wound was fatal.”
“Mate.” The witch nodded thoughtfully, pushing the shirt up to look at the stomach where the wound had been. “Interesting.”
I was just opening my mouth to ask what she meant when another pair of steps stopped behind me. A new scent entered the room, making every hair on my body rise in a strange familiarity.
“Mate?” a female voice repeated, and my eyes widened in shock as I spun around. 
The girl—no, the woman—stood at the threshold, holding a tray full of bandages and neatly folded linen. Her long brown hair was bound at the base of her neck, her dark skin standing out in stark contrast with the pale gray dress she wore. But it wasn’t her appearance that made my heart jump, nor was it her scent. It was the face that had haunted both my dreams and nightmares for over eighty years.
The tray clattered on the floor as her hands shot up to cover her mouth. The witch behind me said something, but neither of us paid her any mind.
“Isaac?” the woman in front of me whispered in a trembling voice, and despite the shock, despite the decades of pain and loss, I grinned.
“Alice,” I whispered, rushing to her side and hugging her tightly like I had imagined doing a million times before. “I found you. I finally found you.”






  
  3
[image: ]
Celeste


Iran and ran, my heart pulsing in my throat while I fought to get air into my lungs. Tears streamed down my face as I stumbled and fell, but I barely felt the pain. The branches caught in my skirt and tore it. Stones seemed to rise from nowhere, blocking my path. It felt as if the world itself was turning against me.
I tripped again, and this time, crashed onto the ground. My forehead struck something hard, and pain stole my vision. When my sight cleared, something dark and warm was slipping over one eye and dripping onto the soil. I winced as I touched the graze on my forehead, looking at the droplets that had stained my hands red. The blood continued to flow into the earth, vanishing beneath it.
I tried to get up, but my shaking arms caved in, and I crashed back down. Closing my eyes, I allowed myself a moment to catch my breath and calm my reeling mind.
Why was I running? I had done nothing wrong! They had no proof the baby was a boy, only Medina’s word. Why did they believe her over me? Even if the child were male, this was too much. There had been a woman who conceived a boy once. My mother told me how they killed him after he was born. The witch still lived in our village, alive and widely accepted, even though she never married or bore another babe.
I shouldn’t have run. I shouldn’t have left my family. Yet in that moment, I had been so afraid, so terrified for them. I had hoped this child could be a new beginning, the first step of the life I envisioned with the man I loved. 
My Noah. 
Or maybe he never was. 
No, no, I couldn’t think like that! Medina lied about my child. She was lying about Noah, too. He loved me. He…
A loud crack resounded through the forest, and on instinct, I threw myself aside. The ground sank under the weight of the enormous boulder that landed on top of the log where my blood still gleamed.
I rose to my feet to meet my attacker, calling on my magic to protect me. The forest seemed to hum around me, a melody I hadn’t heard often. The only time I could remember hearing that sad, eerie song was when I watched my mother resurrect a pair of witches so she could find out what killed them. And back then… she had cut herself and fed the earth, asking for the bodies back, if only for a time.
I touched my forehead again, then dropped to my knees and buried my bloody fingers into the soil. Something flew toward me again, but my magic rose to protect me while I whispered the words my mother had taught me.
I felt the rumble of movement beneath the surface, the call being answered. I’d never really embraced my birthright—my mother insisted I was still too afraid of death to truly understand the magic yet—but I had her blood running in my veins, and my mind was strangely empty of fear right now.
A loud crack sounded above me, and I looked up just when the trunk of the tree snapped against my ward, falling to the ground in pieces.
“Come on, come on!” I hissed, reaching deeper into the earth. Whoever had caught up with me was strong, maybe too strong for me. If I had to face the Head Witch… it’d be better to plead than to fight. But this didn’t feel like her magic. This power didn’t taste like death.
“It’s pointless, Estia,” my pursuer spoke, and even before I saw them stepping from behind one of the trees, I recognized the voice. A gasp escaped my lips as I watched my former best friend draw near, her hands hanging by her sides. Her familiar face was twisted into a wicked expression that turned my insides to ice. 
She was holding something, a stick no longer than her forearm, that shimmered with magic. Her magic. Just what was she…?
Medina pointed the stick toward the tree on my right, flicking her wrist. The ground shook as the whole thing tore itself from the earth, roots snapping and branches breaking from the force. Then it swung toward me, smashing into my ward and shattering it like it was made of glass.
I threw myself aside, avoiding being hit even as earth and bark rained over me. The tree slammed into another, both of them tilting and crashing to the ground. I rolled away and pushed myself to my feet while Medina took a step closer. My eyes darted to the strange wood, and as I drew more of my magic, I could feel its power pulsing through the air like it was an extension of her.
“You like it? I worked really hard to create it.” She smiled, genuinely this time, turning the stick in her hand. “I’m not so weak now, am I? I’ll make sure to show that to your mother too, once I’m done with you.”
I stepped back, shaking my head.
“Why, Medina? Why are you doing this?” My eyes darted to the earth, willing it to come to my aid, begging for the dead to answer my call. “We are friends. We…”
“We were never friends!” she shrieked, and I almost choked on the bitterness clogging my throat. “How can we be friends when we were never truly equal? You were always the prettier, the stronger, the wilder one between us. You had your parents fawning over you while I…” Her voice broke, and she gave me a sneer that made me shudder. “My father hated witches, hated his own child, and my mother saw you more as her daughter than she did me! She gave her life for you—she wouldn’t have done that for me! And then Noah… you knew I wanted him even before you met him. You knew, and you still sought to steal him from me! You had everything, Estia, and you still kept taking more and more until I had nothing left! And the worst part is, you didn’t even care! You didn’t even notice! It was always about you! Well, I’m going to take everything I deserve now!”
My vision blurred as tears rolled down my cheeks. I took a hesitant step toward her, toward my friend, who was shaking with pain and frustration.
“I didn’t know that’s… how you felt,” I whispered, my voice breaking in the end. “Medina, I never wanted this. I wanted you to be happy. I’ll give up Noah. You can have him. I don’t want a man to—”
Medina threw her head back, letting out a cold, wicked laugh that caused goosebumps to crawl over my skin. When she looked at me again, her eyes were cruel, full of disdain, the likes of which I had never felt before.
“Oh, how I hate that arrogance of yours! You think it’s up to you? You think you need to allow me to have something? But what can I expect from a pampered little girl who was raised to think she was better than everyone else? You and your mother are the worst! As your sister… It’s too bad we’ll lose that gift of hers, but wiping out your entire bloodline will probably be for the best.”
My heart dropped at the sight of the wild determination in her eyes. She didn’t just want to hurt me. She wanted to kill me, kill my entire family. Staring at the person I had loved for over twenty years, I couldn’t recognize the face looking back.
“No,” I whispered, the voice barely audible to my own ears. “I won’t let you hurt them.” 
I didn’t care if she killed me, but I wouldn’t let her touch my parents or Sybil. I wouldn’t…
“You still think it’s up to you? Pathetic.”
Her hand shot up, the wooden stick now pointed at my chest. Her spell crashed against me before I could gather my magic, sending me back with such force that I was certain it would kill me. When I crashed into the first tree that got in the way, I felt something crack. Pain exploded everywhere, flooding my vision with dancing blotches of white, but even as my arms and legs trembled, I pushed myself up.
The earth wrapped around my hands, sticks and stones digging in. I felt it then: the push and pull of the soil, the movement deep down. Medina came into view with slow, unhurried steps, her hand raised for another attack. I gathered my magic tightly around me, hoping it would be enough against her damn contraption. 
Just before she hurled another spell at me, something shot out from the earth, grabbing her leg. She lost her balance and screamed in surprise as a bony hand yanked her ankle. Another one broke through the dirt, this one clearly not human, and gripped her other leg. 
I stared with wide eyes as the two skeletons pushed themselves up through the fallen leaves. Medina snarled, her fear turning into frustration. She waved her branch at the undead, and its strange power ground them to dust in an instant. Once free, she looked around to find the forest coming awake with the sound of rustling and clacking. The earth rose in heaps, and more bodies pushed to answer my call.
Her eyes snapped back to me, and I could see her surprise mirroring mine. Then came the realization—the only way to stop the dead would be to stop me. As long as I had my blood and magic, they would keep coming for her.
By the time she hurled another spell my way, I was running. If I could get away from her, the undead would eventually either overwhelm her or exhaust her. Whatever she had done to that branch, it fed off her magic, so sooner or later, she’d be spent. Then I could take her down. Then I could ki…
Something exploded behind me, and heated earth and burning leaves rained over my head. I covered it with my arms without stopping, listening to her follow deeper into the woods. The sound of bones clanking, trees groaning, and her cursing was barely audible in my ears while my heart beat so loud it swallowed the world. I wasn’t sure if it was pure hate or something else that pushed her forward, but I’d never seen her so desperate, so determined.
Or maybe she hid this from me. Who knew how long she had been concealing this resentment, this jealousy, this secret? I felt stupid for not seeing it in the way she sometimes reacted, for not hearing it in the biting comments and cruel jokes, for not feeling it in the way she looked at me when I told her any good news. 
I was a fool, and I deserved my fate. But my family didn’t. My child didn’t.
“Estia!” I dug my feet into the ground, turning around in search of the familiar voice. “Estia!”
My heart leaped when I caught ‌sight of the man trekking through the woods. I staggered toward him, hope and relief washing through me. He was here, looking for me. If what Medina said about wanting him was true, he could get through to her. As much as I hated the idea of hiding behind a man—behind any human—this might be the only way to stop her without killing her. And to prove that she was a liar. 
Noah was surely going to deny being the father of her child, and if the others heard she lied about that, they wouldn’t believe anything else she said.
“Noah!” I shouted, and his head snapped in my direction. Relief smoothed his features, but it lasted only until he noticed the state I was in. He grabbed my shoulders, keeping me at arm’s length while he examined me. “Tell me it isn’t true! Please tell me she lied! She lied about everything, didn’t she?”
He gave me a confused look, but then his attention switched to something behind me. 
“What is going on?” he muttered, his grip on my shoulders tightening. “I was coming to your house to talk to your mother when I heard you screaming. What is…” His mouth fell open, and I looked over my shoulder to find‌ Medina had caught up, fighting off a wolf skeleton as it tried to bite her leg. She had to pause to face it, slamming her branch onto its head. The undead shook, then shattered into a million pieces that shot through the air.
Noah pulled me toward him, wrapping me in his arms.
He protected me. He wouldn’t have done it if he didn’t love me. Medina had lied. Now we just needed to expose her.
“Noah?” Surprise crept into Medina’s voice, and her steps faltered. “What are you doing?”
“Are you two fighting? Why is Estia hurt?” he snarled, his hands tightening around me. “What are you doing?”
Medina let out a low, frustrated noise, and I finally peeled away from him, looking over his shoulder. Her magic danced around her, strangely concentrated over her chest, but I knew Noah couldn’t see it. She didn’t attack, though. 
Because of Noah, I realized.
“What must be done,” she said coldly, and Noah frowned, looking between the two of us. “What the coven willed, for the good of the village, for the good of everyone.”
Noah shifted from one leg to another, his posture going stiff. I could feel the hesitation creeping into his mind. It shouldn’t have hurt me this much, but to see him grow wary from just a few words from her broke my heart.
“For the coven or for you?” I spat, turning to her because I could no longer bear to look at the face of the man I loved, the man who was now doubting me even without knowing what was going on. “Because you are a jealous little bitch, who’s ready to stab her friends in the back to get what she wants?”
The wicked grin from earlier was gone. Even the anger didn’t show in her eyes. She looked… sad and terrified. She even started trembling as she shook her head. I gaped at the complete change, at the way she looked at Noah as if he were her only salvation.
“You’re my friend, Estia! My only family! But I cannot let you hurt the innocent people in that village. They have done nothing wrong! You’re willing to unleash
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