
Undercover Witch Academy: Complete Collection

By Rachel Medhurst

––––––––
[image: ]


Copyright 2019 © Rachel Medhurst

––––––––
[image: ]


Please note that the author is English so spelling is in British English.

CONTENTS

Undercover Witch Academy: First Year

Undercover Witch Academy: Second Year

Undercover Witch Academy: Third Year

Hunted Witch Agency Complete Collection

Copyright

Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Undercover Witch Academy: First Year


[image: ]


By Rachel Medhurst

––––––––
[image: ]


Copyright 2019 © Rachel Medhurst

––––––––
[image: ]


Please note that the author is English so spelling is in British English.

Chapter One

The bedroom door slammed before I could reach it. My eighteenth birthday was not turning into the day I’d hoped it would. If I had to kick down the door to escape, Earth help me, I would.

“Can I ask...” I shouted through the wood. “...why you are keeping me prisoner?”

A grunt from my foster father was followed by a throat clearing from the woman who was supposed to take care of me. Her attempt at being my foster mother had been careless to say the least. I would not be leaving her a five star review once I escaped from the four walls that had trapped me for five years.

“My dear,” she started, her sickly sweet tone making me cringe. “You may have come of age, but we need you here. You’ve become invaluable to us.”

“Don’t tell her that we’ve offered her to the institution.” Barry’s voice was low, but I heard every single disgusting word.

How dare they use my power to gain notoriety, and probably money, for themselves?

Thrusting away from the door, I glanced around my room. I had been waiting for the day that I could escape foster care and start my life. Today was supposed to be that day.

“You don’t need to go to any academy, dear, you’re safer here!”

Resisting the urge to break down the door with my magic, I grabbed my bag and headed for the window. I had got the offer from the Undercover Witch Academy two days ago. It had been the one I was waiting for, the academy I had to attend.

“I’m sorry,” I muttered to my pet stick insects as I thrust open the window and threw my bag to the ground below. “It’s time for me to go!”

The ground was two stories down... great, I would have to find a way to get to the grass without breaking a leg. Snapping a bone would hinder my escape, meaning that I would be shipped off to the institute within hours.

It would be easy to mistake me for a schoolgirl, climbing out of her bedroom window, and yet, I was old enough to leave home and attend a university. Why did I always find myself in these bogus situations?

“Alishia, if you don’t reply, we’re coming in!” my foster father shouted.

Climbing out of the window as the lock clicked, I grasped hold of the ledge and jumped. Whispering a feather spell as I plummeted towards the lawn, I clenched my hands into fists and hoped for the best. My stomach almost touched my throat as I headed for the ground. Just as I was about to hit, my body calmed to a slow descent, the air around me making me weightless.

“That was close,” I whispered to myself as my feet touched the soft grass.

Instead of staying upright, I somehow landed in a heap. Typical Alishia, illusionist witch with no magic, and clumsy as hell. Did I say no magic? I meant no magic of my own.

“What are you doing?” the woman who claimed to care for me shouted out of my window.

The urban household only had a small garden, which was handy for me considering the screech of tyres out front. The institute was here... already.

Grabbing my bag, I legged it across the lawn to the gate in the hedge. I flicked it open just as my foster mother screamed my name, alerting the authorities to my whereabouts. 

Killing wasn’t in my nature, but if the witch - not literally, she was actually human - didn’t shut up, I would have to dig into the depths of my darkest nature and end her for good. She deserved it, she only ever fed me chicken nuggets and chips. Surely, a girl deserved better food? 

“Alishia!” a man shouted from the end of the small alleyway.

The concrete path ran along the back of the houses, leading to the main street. A train station was across the street and three shops down. I hated urban life, instead preferring the countryside I’d grown up in. 

“Wait!”

Ignoring the two agents as they swung into the alley, I raced away from them, down the footpath and towards the traffic. Hopefully, I would be able to get lost in the streets of London. The Undercover Witch Academy was on the other side of the city and they were expecting me.

My breath rushed in and out as the footsteps behind me quickened. Those chasing me were the top dogs from the institute, a body of paranormal beings who were determined to pluck out the most powerful creatures from the underworld and use them to their advantage. No one knew what they were trying to achieve, but everyone knew that when someone was taken by them, they were never seen again.

“Alishia, stop!” 

The cry was urgent, almost kind, and yet, my feet moved faster than they had ever moved before. My magic was low, which meant that I had to get out into the open as soon as I could. They hadn't used their magic, but it wouldn't be long-

A bright blue ball of electric energy crashed into the wooden fence just as I thrust out onto the main street. The sound of cars and people rushed into my ears as I lunged between cars, crossing the road and ignoring the hoots from the drivers.

Managing to get my phone out of my pocket, I glanced over my shoulder to check if they had followed me. They weaved in and out of the people on the pathway, almost shoving them out of the way. 

Quickening my pace, I started to run, thanking people when they moved out of the way.

“Isabel?” I said into the phone when my best friend picked up. “They're here. I got the call this morning, so I'm heading to the UWA now. Meet me there.”

Not bothering to wait for her reply, I ducked down a side street and yanked open the nearest door. The shop was full of teens just coming out of school. Even though I was only three years older, my height, which was above average, and my bright blonde hair wouldn't blend with the crowd, not to mention the leather jacket and short red dress. Why had I chosen today to wear the brightest colour known to man?

“Can I help you?” a friendly old man asked as I searched for a door, any door.

“I'm desperate for the bathroom,” I replied, my gaze locked on the front door of the shop.

The newsagents was small with only two aisles. If the agents came in, I would have to zap some energy from the electric till that the old man stood behind, but I really didn't want to use my power in front of humans.

“There’s one just through there... you may use it if you buy something.”

The doddery old man pointed a shaky finger to a door that was disguised as a fake shelf. Duh, how had I not seen that? I was about to attend a top academy for training agents, and I hadn't even spotted a hidden door. Great start, Alishia.

“I'll buy the whole shop if you just let me through... please.”

Waving me over as a group of teen girls brought chocolate to the till, he dismissed me. Almost lunging behind the counter, I opened the door, checking behind me as it closed. The front door opened and a head of black curly hair started to barge through. It was the woman who had been chasing me. 

Her eyes hadn't spotted me before the door clicked shut. My own gaze was on the back door, my legs taking me there before my measly brain could engage. It was a good job I had the same instincts as humans when it came to survival, otherwise I would be a very dead illusionist witch.

The door opened easily as I slipped out silently. If I didn't hurry, they would catch up to me. I had taken a serious risk by coming through the shop. I didn't have a clue whether or not it was enclosed out the back, but I had visited the shop many times, so a part of me felt like it was a sanctuary.

Metal steps led up to the roof. Treading them two at a time, I flew up them, wishing I had a lighter backpack and more magic. 

An illusionist witch didn't have a direct line into Mother Earth, we had to steal energy to transform into magic. We were the lowest of the low on the witch hierarchy. Well, except me. Apparently, I had invented a way for us to use magic without stealing it from other witches. Whoopie do.

The crash of the door below forced my head out of my arse as I ran across the balcony that lined the roof. My heart was in my throat as I approached the edge of the building, preparing to jump to the flat roof opposite. Apparently, I wanted to die today. 

“Alishia, we only want to talk!” the male agent called from the steps.

Taking a running jump, I managed to soar over the boundary and land on my feet on the grit and stones that lined the roof. Not stopping, I headed straight for the next one, although right at the last minute, an electric cable caught my eye.

Twisting to the left, I dove for the cable at the same time as the man's grunt was followed by the crunch of gravel behind me. He was catching up.

“Stop!” he shouted as my fingers wrapped around the electric cable, and I puffed into thin air.

My whole body shook as it landed in a bush at the side of a road. The leaves scratched me as I thrust around, trying to assimilate the electrical charge that had blasted my body. Most witches would die if they had clung to an electric cable, but not Alishia Jones. Nope, she had found the invention that would almost get her killed. Yes, I was thinking in third person...

Lying still, I listened to the sound of voices on the road outside my hideout. The agents wouldn't be able to follow me here, which was another plus to being me. They couldn't use my connection to Mother Earth - because I didn’t have one - to cast location spells. It was no wonder all the academies wanted me. Not because I was super amazingly amazing, but because I was dangerous. What was the best way to beat danger? Control it. 

My phone vibrated in my pocket. Tugging it out, I cursed the size of the bloody thing. Why did they have to make them the size of a book? It was a pet peeve that had me leaving my phone in my bag almost all the time.

“I'm here,” I said, coughing when my voice almost choked.

“How? You literally phoned me five minutes ago.” 

Clambering into a sit, I pushed and shoved the bush, trying to get it to do as I pleased. It ignored me, scratching and pushing back. Who knew leaves could be so stubborn?

Whispering, I looked out to check if there was anyone around. “I used an electric cable. I can see you by the gates, I'll be there in two.”

Forcing myself out from my hiding place, I pushed my phone into my pocket and casually righted my backpack, tucking my hair behind my ear as I joined my friend.

“You sound like you've run a marathon... and look like you've had a fight with a bush.”

Brushing my hair with my fingers, I shrugged as I glanced at the building behind the gates. “I've basically done both over the last few minutes.”

The towering medieval academy stood on a risen hill, overlooking London. A park surrounded the sides and back, with the front exposed to the city's old streets. The cobbles were hard under my feet as I glanced at my friend.

“Are you going to tell me what happened?”

Watching the students in their partial uniforms - some wore blazers, some wore skirts, but most matched their uniforms with normal clothes - milling through the gates, I was tempted to hold back and not tell her that the institute had tried to take me. We had known each other since we were born, our mothers had been best friends. Our families had lived next door to one another, so as we grew up, we almost merged into one big extended family. Things had been wonderful, until my parents were killed.

“I’ve moved out...”

Frowning, Isabel tossed her glossy black hair and tilted her head to the side. Sometimes I wondered if my best friend would still hang out with me if we hadn’t known each other growing up. Her deep brown eyes slanted up at the edges, showing her Chinese heritage. Her tall slim figure made me hate her, especially when it was dressed in a pink Harijuku dress paired with the black academy blazer. My red dress clashed with her baby pink, and yet, she wore hers so effortlessly. Me, on the other hand, well... let’s just say, I was constantly tugging mine down in an attempt to hide my legs.

“Oh...” a deep voice said behind me as I hoisted my heavy backpack. “I know those legs anywhere.”

Turning, I stared at the man who had spoken. I had never seen him before, so how did he know what my legs looked like?

“Dracian!” Isabel almost squealed, shoving my side as she flew past me and flung her arms around the dark haired beauty. I mean, boy... man, whatever. 

Wait... Dracian... I knew that name, he was the sole reason I wanted to attend the Undercover Witch Academy. I had never met him, but rage burned my soul as heat licked my skin.

“You shouldn’t be staring at my legs, you perv!” Isabel joked, punching him playfully on the arm. “Your girlfriend might not like it.”

Laughing, Dracian rested his arm over Isabel’s shoulders. Her eyes danced as she turned them to face me. I knew that look, it was a warning bell that I had learnt to listen to.

Taking a deep breath, I clung to the handles of my backpack, waiting for her to speak. My gaze avoided the curly, dark-haired, blued eyed witch. If I looked at him, he might see that I knew who he was or what he had done five years ago.

“This, my dear Dracian,” Isabel said, wiggling her eyebrows at me. “Is Alishia Jones.”

The witch had been staring at my friend. With the mention of my name, his gaze snapped to mine and... shit, I couldn’t look away. Nope, our gaze was locked like one of those mushy teen films where instant love hit. Except, there was no love involved. No, he could probably feel the hatred that rolled from me, towards his Nikes, where it would crawl up and swallow him whole. Hopefully.

“The infamous Miss Illusionist.”

Huh?

“Yep. She’s started Undercover today.”

Reaching for me, she indicated that I should take her hand. Her hyperactive friendly nature grated on my depressive mood. Why couldn’t she be sad for a change?

“Pleased to meet you.” Throwing him a smile that probably looked more like a wince, I went to move away. “I’ve got to get to my dorm.”

Isabel was about to protest when Dracian let go of her and stood in my path. “My best friend is an illusionist witch. He’s spoken about you a lot. I... I’d like to see your skills.”

What was I? A magic show? A fucking science experiment?

“Yeah, maybe,” I replied, waving at Isabel as I swerved around the witch who watched me closely. “See you later, Iz.”

Before I had a chance to get far, Isabel was beside me. She linked an arm through mine as we walked through the gates and approached the steps that led up to the main building. The dorms were in the right wing, according to the email I had received, and the classrooms were in the left. Apparently, the big ballroom in the centre of the academy was for public functions and academy meetings.

“Why does it feel like we’re walking into an unholy place?”

Isabel baffled me sometimes. She was a witch, and no witch was religious, and yet, she sometimes came out with the strangest things relating to all different types of religions. 

The steps were stone, the bottom a large semi-circle, the rest decreasing in size as they reached the top of the portico. Students filtered through the tall wide wooden doors. They were set in a half oval, the black hinges reminiscent of the medieval age it was built in.

“Anyway...” Isabel let go of me as we ascended the steps. “You need to tell me what-”

Her sentence dropped off as we walked through the doors. 

Bloody hell, we had arrived in a palace. My mind stopped obsessing over Dracian as I stared up at the vaulted ceiling that rose into a glass dome. The sunlight dropped through, highlighting the orbs of crystals that floated in the air. Whoever had cast the spell to keep them afloat had made sure that the sun hit them at the perfect angle. As they were highlighted, rays of colour bounced off them, forming a pentagram in mid-air.

“Those steps are divine!” Running towards them, Isabel took out her phone.

The stone steps curved around the circular walls, one on each side of the entrance hall, leading to a platform above. Directly in front of me, more double doors opened into the ballroom. Witches flitted in and out, their expressions full of joy and excitement. 

My dead heart just stared as Isabel took selfies with the steps behind her. What was it with my generation? Although, the orbs were pretty, to be fair.

Taking out my phone, I turned it and took a selfie of me under the orbs and coloured pentagram. Okay, so shoot me, I was into the prettiness of the place.

“First day at the academy... and post.” Isabel laughed when she returned, her eyes glued to her phone as she obviously shared her picture on one of the social media platforms. 

My chest squeezed as a surge of envy climbed over me. I had wanted a normal life, obsessing over magic, books, all things witch, and even having social media. Unfortunately, I hadn't been allowed to join Witchlife.org. The social media platform was one of the top places to share spells, photos and all things witchery. 

According to the site, a witch could only join after a check had been run to make sure that you weren't human. The human world wasn't supposed to know about paranormals, but that secret hadn't stayed completely hidden. Some humans craved the nuance of the underworld. The dark held a lot of appeal for them, apparently. I couldn't see why.

“Now that you're here,” Isabel said. “You can use your academy credentials to join Witch Life.”

I had been refused because of my status as an Illusionist Witch. There was a ton of prejudice against those of us who had no magic of our own. We were scary to other witches. We could syphon magic and create illusions with it. If I wanted to fool someone into thinking I looked a certain way, I could steal some magic and change my appearance. It was a handy skill to have, but it left others not trusting me. I could kind of see their point, especially as I was the type of person to use it. Who wouldn't want to be someone else for the day? It was fun.

“Registration is through there,” Dracian said as he passed, pointing towards the ballroom. “You better get a move on before they change their mind.”

Flicking Isabel's hair, Dracian winked at me as he joined his friends and made his way inside. Why did it feel like I was a schoolgirl going to Hogwarts? I was eighteen, surely I should be feeling more grown up than a high-schooler?

“I'm not sure this was such a good idea.” Marching towards the hall, I didn't wait for Isabel to catch up to me. “But, I have something to do here.”

“You do?” my best friend said, pulling me to a stop.

Staring at Dracian's back, I vowed to keep my promise to my mother. She had lain dying in my arms five years ago, almost to the day. Her death had been caused by a spell cast by someone else. My father had succumbed to the spell, too, joining her on the other side at the same time.

“Okay, time to stop dodging my question. What happened today?”

Looking around, I smiled at a girl who made eye contact at the wrong time. It was so awkward when that happened, and yet, we British just smiled shyly and looked away. There was no way we would dare speak to a person, it just wasn't the British way. It certainly wasn't my way either, but freedom was upon me, I was going to make the most of it.

Tugging Isabel into the corner, I watched the students file in as I told her about my foster parents shopping me in to the institute. “I ran as fast as I could when they turned up. Luckily, I found the perfect magical source to blast me out of there. Otherwise, the bastards would've got me. I hate to think what they do there. Impregnation, oh, or what's the one where they shove things up your-?”

“Okay, stop!” Isabel almost gagged, her cringe written all over her screwed up face. “Why does your brain go off on weird tangents like that?”

“You're telling me you haven't thought about what the institute does to witches before they disappear?”

Shaking her pretty head, Isabel raised her perfectly plucked eyebrows. Oh to have the luxury of worrying about hairs that sat above the eyes. What were they for anyway? Why did we have hair on our brow bone?

A scream from the girl who had smiled at me caught our attention. She stared at the balcony above, her hand slowly raising to point. Her free hand covered her mouth as her eyes widened. 

Moving away from the side of the room, we looked to see what she was so afraid of. My own hand went to my chest when I saw that a girl was standing on the stone banister, reaching for the orbs that lit up the dome.

“Come down!”

A girl next to her was desperately trying to get her friend to safety. The stupid friend, yes, anyone who stood on the top of a stone banister and reached for a shiny object must be pretty stupid. Or maybe...

Looking at the girl’s eyes, I swore under my breath. Her eyes were wide, unblinking, vacant. Someone had put a spell on her. Someone must have suggested that she take an orb. Who would do such a thing and why?

“Don’t worry,” Isabel shouted to the girl. “I can catch her if she falls.”

The thundering of footsteps alerted us to the presence of a short woman with very high heels. Her short pixie cut showed a long neck and small chin. Her big green eyes blinked as she came out of the ballroom, spun on her heels and stared up at the girl, who was still reaching for the orb, somehow managing to balance precariously.

“Young girl, you might think that you can fly like a fairy, but you’re a witch. Get down now, or I’ll throw you out of the academy.” Her clipped voice was sweet, and yet, it held a bite of something sharp underneath. 

I instantly liked her.

Of course, the student ignored her as she stuck her tongue out and clasped it between her lips. She inclined even further forward, making the students who had gathered gasp loudly. 

Going over to the woman who was inspecting her fingernails, I tapped her gently on the shoulder. “Excuse me, miss.”

“Miss?” She laughed, her big beaming smile transforming her face. “I love that you think I’m young enough to be a Miss. I’m Professor Hinley, but you can call me Mrs Hinley. I would offer to shake your hand, but I’m due a manicure and that student is about to jump.”

“She’s spelled,” I replied, not bothering to acknowledge any of the other stuff she’d said. 

The teacher’s gaze snapped back to the girl above us. Pursing her lips, she whispered a spell under her breath and clicked her fingers. Nothing happened. Her brows pulled low in a frown. 

“That didn’t work.” My muttered words afforded me a narrowed gaze. 

“Something’s not right. Come with me!”

Marching towards the stairs, she ran up them two at a time. Her frame was slightly larger, but she didn’t puff as she hurried. Her glamourous mumsie look, if there could be such a thing, was a farce, meant to lull students into a false sense of safety.

Following her, I trotted up the steps just behind. Her high heels clattered on the stone as she reached the top and headed straight for the girl. 

“Get down!” she commanded in a high pitched voice.

Again, she was ignored as the girl stretched higher and higher. 

Whispers echoed around the whole hallway as more and more students came to see what was going on.

“Mrs Hinley?” I said, quietly trying to gain her attention.

“Someone go and get the headmaster, he’ll know what to do,” she said, waving her hands in no particular direction. “If she touches them, it will give her an electric shock and kill her.”

Without waiting to speak to her, I moved closer to the girl. She was straining now, her teeth clenching so hard on her tongue, blood dripped down her chin.

“You can’t touch someone in an inducement spell,” Mrs Hinley said as I inched even closer.

Every witch in the academy would know that rule. If we jolted someone out of a spell where they had lost the ability to control themselves, they could jump out of their body altogether. Or their soul could. I didn’t fully understand it, ‘cos you know, I hadn’t done so well in magic arts at my high school, but I got the gist.

Grabbing onto the banister, I pulled myself up, almost toppling straight over the edge before I managed to get my balance. 

Mrs Hinley had a hissy fit behind me, flapping like a duck. “What are you doing, child? You’re not helping at all!”

Tuning out the rush of gasps and the incessant nagging of the professor, I closed my eyes and caught my balance. Okay, so I was risking everything, but you know... a girl had to act. If I didn’t, the student next to me would probably fall to her death. Her legs were starting to shake, and yet, she still persevered. 

Opening my eyes, I pushed myself up and lunged forward. Screams echoed around me as I flew through the air, grasped the orange orb nearest to us and started to plummet. The electric magic thudded through me, sending my power metre up. Absorbing it, I whispered a levitation spell. 

“Shitting hell,” I heard Isabel say to a boy standing next to her. “That’s my friend.”

Another shout alerted me to what I had feared. The sound of the girl falling hit my ears just as she passed me. The wind from her fall dragged me down, but I shouted the same spell as I caught her arm with my hand.

The girl started to float, her body slowing down and coming into line with mine as we landed. I wasn't able to lift my legs properly in time, so we both thudded on the ground gently. 

A scream came from the girl as she snapped out of her trace. Thrashing on the ground, she pushed me away, her hysteria getting out of control. Her whole body started to seize, her muscles shaking her so violently, her eyes rolled into the back of her head.

“Move out of the way!” Mrs Hinley called as she jostled through the students who surrounded us. “I must get to them.”

Isabel was beside me, helping me to my feet. Stepping back, I stared at the girl before looking down at the orb. What was it about the shiny ball that had made someone cast a spell for the girl to grab it? Why was she currently fitting on the stone floor?

I could feel the intensity of magic from the orb as it pulsed through me, but it wasn’t any stronger than a normal magic spell. Who would harm another student to get it?

“You’d better give me that,” a stern masculine voice boomed.

Turning, I blinked as I pushed the magic through my fingertips and into the orb. 

Mrs Hinley calmed the student with a sedation spell, sending her back into a trance-like state. 

I wasn't sure if it was wise to make her comatose again, but who was I to judge? Oh yeah, the girl who had just saved her life.

“She... she’s almost lost her magic,” Mrs Hinley stuttered loudly.

Gasps resounded around the hallway as students backed up, their eyes glancing at the orb. No, it hadn’t been me, I was out of magic. Almost. I reminded myself that they didn’t know that I was an illusionist witch, so I was safe from their judgement. For now.

“Who are you?” A tall, silver-grey-haired man approached me, wiggling his fingers.

Before I could reply, students parted, almost dashing out of the hallway in all directions. The orb left my hands, flying across the way and into his hands.

“My name is Alishia Jones,” I replied, standing firm when he came to tower over me.

His long legs were encased in black denim jeans, his torso covered by a rock T-shirt, the edges frayed and metal rings clanging as he moved. I couldn't help but imagine the guitar probably hidden in his music room at the academy. The old toff probably couldn't play it at all but liked to think he could.

“My dad liked ACDC. I'm more of a Nirvana fan myself.”

Blinking, he sloped his head to look at me. “I knew your father from our own academy days. He was a good man.” Turning to Mrs Hinley, he raised his eyebrows. “Take her to the infirmary, I’ll speak to Miss Jones.”

As he spoke, Dracian Dread came out of the ballroom, winking at me as he headed towards the dorm wing. 

I kept my face straight as a surge of heat raced through my veins. How dare the boy who had hurt my family be so callous?

“Thank you, sir,” I replied, bringing my attention back to the professor as he spun the orb in his hand. An unexpected surge of sadness made me swallow hard.

“What just happened? Did you -  you know?” Waving his hand at the student before Mrs Hinley disappeared with her, he nodded his head.

“No! I used the magic from the orb,” I whispered. “I promise I was just trying to help.”

Narrowing his gaze on me, he pointed towards the ballroom. “My name is Professor Seaton. We’ll speak more about this later. You better get registered before the books close. Welcome to the Undercover Witch Academy, Alishia Jones, it's a pleasure to meet you.”

Chapter Two

“Why am I in a different room?” I asked Isabel as she came out of her lodgings. 

The dorms were typical for a university or academy. Room after room with two people of the same gender. I had been instructed to join my new roommate, but I had managed to keep Isabel from leaving me for two hours. She was getting weary, ready to move in and explore her new home.

“Don't worry,” she said, waving as she closed her door. “I'm right here.”

Standing in the middle of the white painted hallway, I stared back where I had come from. Dark wood lined the walls mid-way, but the rest of the place had nowhere near as much character as the main building.

Disappointment almost made me leave. When I had seen the pictures of the academy online, I had been excited to explore its corridors. How could a medieval building have so little character in the dorm rooms? How could I pretend to be in a gothic horror movie if there was no ambience? 

Saying that, was that a shadow at the end of the hall? The flick of the lights made my spine straighten. When they were on again, the shadow had gone. Shuddering, I shook myself of ridiculous notions.

“Excuse me?” a friendly voice called from the door to my room.

Bracing myself, I turned to see a girl around the same height as me with long curly waves down her back. Now, she had the type of hair to get away with being in a gothic horror film.

“Do you ever wonder why we signed up to do this?” she asked, opening the door wider so I could enter.

Walking into the room, I stared at the decoration on her side. She had a bookcase full of fiction and witch self-help books. Man, she even had the one I had asked for from my foster family. “Dudette, I've been dying to read Seven Ways to Kill a Witch. I figure if anyone wants to kill me, they'll need to be versed in the practice of killing a witch, so why not learn how to look for the signs.”

“Er...” The girl blinked rapidly as she un-enthusiastically waved towards the case. “You can borrow it, I guess. Although, why would someone want to kill you?”

“Because they killed my parents.”

My reply left her baffled, just like a goldfish as it sat in its bowl, day in, day out, its little mouth opening and closing. Maybe I shouldn't have shared such vital information. Silly, Alishia!

“My name's Alishia Jones.” After taking out the book, I went over to her and held out my hand.

It was better to be polite to the witch I would be sleeping next to. If she was going to kill me in my sleep, being nice to her might make it harder. Killing a kind girl would make her feel guilty. Not that I had a complex about getting killed. Much.

Clearing her throat as she took my hand gingerly, the girl summoned up a fake smile. “I'm Helissa Wayward.”

Almost choking, I turned my gaze to stare at her. I had been admiring her Witch Way is the Best Way poster just behind her head, but her name made me want to bow down. Now it was my turn to be the fish in a bowl. “As in... The Weird Wayward witches? The inspiration for Shakespeare's witches?”

Nodding slowly, Helissa tucked her hair behind her ear as she looked at the ground. “The very same. A bloody annoying name to live up to, I'm afraid. Don't expect good things. I'm literally here because of my bloodline, not because I'm any good at magic.”

“I know how you feel,” I muttered, going over to my bed and dumping my backpack.

“Are you the illusionist witch who invented a way for your kind not to steal magic from other witches?”

Glancing over my shoulder, I narrowed my eyes on Helissa. She was as blunt as I was, that was a bonus. I hadn't met many people who were upfront. Maybe the academy would be better than I had thought. Two new people I liked... both women, naturally. And two men I didn't like... at all. 

“I'm the very same witch, yes. Don't worry, I won't be nicking your magic in the night.”

Going to the window, I watched the students as they formed groups on the grass, introducing themselves and settling into the new school year. This is what it must have felt like to go to a boarding school. My parents had been on the verge of sending me to one when they were killed. I had escaped that hideousness when I went into foster care. It was the one and only saving grace of their death. Cold? Yes, it was. I couldn't help it, it was the only thing I could hold on to that didn't make me fall apart. 

“The whole place knows what you did to save that girl in the entrance hall.”

No matter what happened in the academy, it would always feel like a school, so I had to come to terms with that. Why not embrace the bitchiness, the comparison, and the utter disregard of others emotions? How else would I survive as a student of magic?

Moving to my bed, I stared at the unmade mattress. The institute and my foster parents had chased me out before I could make any arrangements. I didn't even have sheets on my cover, let alone a change of clothing. Most witches would be able to magic up new outfits and decorate half-dorm rooms, but me? The magic I cast with borrowed energy wasn't as powerful as that, so I had limited options.

“I can... I mean... I...” Helissa waved towards my side of the room, staring at my glaringly small backpack.

Smiling, I shook my head. “Thanks for the offer, but I've got to head out.”

Grabbing up my bag, I rushed from the room before my roommate could reply. It was mortifying that I had nothing to my infamous name. A girl had to do what a girl had to do, which was why I made my way out of the building, searching for an establishment that served alcohol.

Students watched me as I left the grounds, striding through the gates as if I didn't just perform the perfect illusionist witch spell. If only they knew who I really was. Although, saying that, it was probably best they didn't. I was just as bland as my magic most days. Some days, my imagination took me on trips that others would enjoy if they were with me.

Laughter burst from my lips at my own thoughts. A passing boy smiled at me, his cheeks burning bright red when I grinned back. I didn't have any interest in engaging much with the opposite sex... well, except for the cute boy that had walked past, winking at me... he was right up my street.

“Excuse me.” He stopped me, pointing towards the academy as he spoke. “Is that the Undercover Witch Academy?”

Smiling, I glanced at the ground before lifting my head. No, why should I be shy around him? I was Alishia Jones, kickass woman, ready for...ah, who was I kidding... “Ermm... yeah, that's the academy.”

Thanking me with one of those annoyingly coy grins that sent girl's weak at the knees, he waved as he moved away. 

My sigh was loud before I snapped out of it and headed towards the pub on the corner of the park. I was eighteen years old, far too old to fawn over male witches. Why was I checking over my shoulder to see if his retreating butt was still in sight?

“Watch it!” A grouchy voice fell into my ears as I bumped into someone.

My fingers brushed the man's wrist as I pushed away from him. Tingling tickled the skin of my fingertips as his magic filtered into me. 

“What are you doing?” he snapped as he threw his cigarette on the ground.

The bar was right behind him, the door propped open to allow the air to move through. I considered ignoring him and diving inside without explanation, but I hadn't been brought up to be rude. My parents had always made sure I apologised, especially when I accidentally stole someone's magic. It had been extremely careless. See, that's why boys were trouble!

“I'm so sorry.” Going to take his hand in apology, I bit my lip when he stepped away. “I was in a rush.”

Nodding, he dismissed me with a shake of the head. When I went to walk into the Rose and Crown, he called me back. “Where are you going?”

“Huh?” My dumbfounded look must have made him feel sympathy for me because his expression softened.

“This is my pub. You don't look old enough to drink.”

Oh crap, I had literally just insulted the barman, I mean manager, before I had even got into the pub. The chances of him giving me a job was slim to none. Especially if he believed I looked too young, too.

“I'm eighteen. I'm actually looking for a job.”

Coughing, he shook his head as he indicated that I follow him inside. Once through the door, the atmosphere pressed down on me.

The clientele were droll, old men who nursed a beer in the middle of the afternoon. A couple of students sat in the corner, their pints and shots piled on the table. If I worked here, it might make me even more depressed than I had been in foster care.

“Come out back,” the manager said, picking up the wooden bar divider and waiting for me to go through. “I’m Frankie, by the way.”

Hesitating, I swallowed as I checked to see if anyone watched us. If he attacked me, I would at least have witnesses here, but-

“Forget the thoughts you have of all the bad things I might do to you. You’re not my type.”

Smiling to myself, I ducked through the gap and followed him through a door at the back of the bar. Music filtered into me as I emerged into another bar. Bright orange lights illuminated the chairs and tables, giving it the look of flames running down the walls. 

“Wait... what’s this room for?”

As I spoke, a group of students, clutching bags with the academy crest emblazoned on it, walked in. They laughed as a holographic image of the man standing next to me appeared in front of them, doing a magic trick with balls and electric fire.

“This is where the magic happens... Literally.”

Shaking my head, I watched as the students went over to a table and ordered their drinks. The illusion of the manager waved his hands, nodding when the drinks flew down from the ceiling above. 

Inclining his head when they cheered him, the illusion disappeared.

“Why did you bring me in here? You obviously don’t need me if you can duplicate yourself to serve.”

Crossing my arms over my waist, I watched the students as they laughed and joked together. They must have been in the year above me. Their demeanour was not of a new, nervous student coming to the academy for the first time.

“You’re an illusionist witch, like me.”

His simple reply made me turn to him. He watched me, his gaze studying my reaction. Ever since my father had helped me invent a way for me to use magic without stealing it, I had learnt how to hide my feelings. I knew that my face was blank, not telling him anything. There was a special skill in performing illusion magic.

“And?”

Shrugging, the man moved to the bar that lined the back wall and poured himself a juice. Offering me one, he smiled when I grudgingly accepted. What? I was thirsty, I needed to hydrate. Even if it meant staying in a place that could potentially become dangerous. It was very rare to meet another illusionist witch. Most were elemental. I had to be careful.

“I figured that this is your first day of school-”

“Uni,” I interjected, terribly offended that he thought I looked young enough to be in school.

Waving away my words, he handed me the juice and turned to face the bar again. There was a pool table in the corner with a myriad of coloured balls. I had never seen the game, but it looked like it had been modified for witches.

“If you're in here on the first day of... uni...” He winked at me, smiling when I glared intensely at him, letting him know with the daggers shooting out of my eyes that he wasn't funny. At all. “I know you need the money. So... I’m prepared to give you a trial run. It's quiet this afternoon, I'll give you a lesson in bartending.”

Looking at the students who laughed between themselves, I ignored the pang that had me wanting to join them. To act normal and pretend to be an ordinary person without the confines of my parents’ murder or my international status of infamous Illusionist Witch.

“That's great,” I answered, probably looking a little less than enthusiastic. “Where's the beer?”
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Chapter Three

The scream jolted me awake. Thrusting up from my unmade bed, I switched on the bedside lamp that had appeared when I was out. My heart jumped into my chest as I took in the scene in front of me. 

Helissa was pointing at the tank at the end of her bed. Someone was retreating from the room, her familiar in their hand.

“Has he just stolen your snake?” I asked, jumping out of bed.

The girl nodded, tears trembling at the corners of her eyes as she clutched her cover. 

Tripping over my boots, which I'd carelessly left in the middle of the room, I rushed from the room, straight through the open door. 

The hooded figure was wearing baggy blue denim jeans, his back retreating down the corridor, towards the entrance-hallway.

“Stop!” I shouted, charging after him. 

I hadn't bothered to absorb any energy or electricity the night before, not believing I'd need it in the middle of the night. That was the problem with illusionist witches, we couldn't just cast a spell to help us when we needed it, we had to obtain magic first.

My bare feet slapped the wooden lino floor as I pumped my arms, trying to get some speed behind me. Air blasted in and out of my lungs. Why was I so bad at running? Or any sport for that matter?

“What's going on?” someone shouted from behind me.

Ignoring them, I thundered after the kidnapper - wait, no, they were a familiar-napper - that didn't sound quite right, but whatevs. The culprit swung around the end of the hall, heading for the stairs. I pushed all my energy into my legs, begging them to keep working as they protested.

“Alishia?” A deep voice spoke before Dracian Dread stepped out of a room, his whole form bashing straight into me.

My momentum kept me going, sending me flying to the ground, my palms grazing the floor. Footsteps faded away as the person who had taken Helissa's familiar disappeared down the stairs. I landed in a heap at the end of the corridor, just catching sight of the snake before they vanished.

“Are you okay?” 

Looking up from under my hair, I scowled at Dracian. 

He stood by his door, not bothering to come and see if I was hurt. Had the bastard stopped me on purpose? By the smug expression on his pretty face, I suspected that he had. His dark eyes flicked between my face and my legs. Why was he staring at-? Oh.

Giggles rent the air as several witches came out of their rooms. Men on one side, women the other. My nightdress, which was basically a T-shirt, had risen up to my boobs. It was a good job I had worn knickers to bed, otherwise they would all be getting a view that I would never live down. It was bad enough as it was.

“Alishia!” Helissa hurried down the corridor, heading straight for me. “Did you catch them?”

Grumbling as I got up from my heap, I shook my head. Did it look like I had caught them? Was the snake in my arms and the culprit dead on the floor? No? That meant he had gotten away. “No, I didn't, I'm sorry.”

“What happened?” one of the male witches asked as he eyed up my legs.

“None of your business,” I snapped back, pointedly staring at the bulge between his legs. Two could play that game, although when he strutted towards us, I realised my mistake. Men were a whole different breed.

Raising his eyebrows, he turned to a sobbing Helissa. “Are you okay?”

She sniffled as she shook her head, falling into his arms when he opened them. Seriously? What...? I mean... Why...? Ugh, I would never understand the weakness of women when it came to men. Or the arrogance of men when it came to women. It was a concept I had yet to fathom. Although, as the boy patted Helissa's arm, I couldn't help but admire the movement of the muscles on his back. It was a- No, just, no.

“Someone stole my familiar. They snuck in and took Toby.”

“Toby?” the boy and I said in unison, smiling at each other when our gaze met.

My gaze moved to Dracian as he pushed away from the wall he'd been leaning on. “I'll go and see if I can find them,” he offered, touching Helissa's arm as he passed, all of a sudden in a rush to be away from us.

“Thank you!” Helissa called as he went to trot down the stairs.

None of them could see him, it still being slightly dark in the corridor, but I watched as he looked over his shoulder at me. Was that a smirk on his face? Had he come out of his room on purpose? I knew that he was evil, his actions when it came to my parents’ death spoke louder than anything, but I had no proof. I had come to the Undercover Witch Academy, not only to become a kickass witch agent, but to out Dracian Dread and avenge my parents’ murder.

“Alishia?” Helissa nudged me in the arm. “Will you come with me to report this to the head professor?”

“Now?” I said, looking down at my bare legs.

Nodding, Helissa sobbed, her face crumpling in on itself like a discarded screwed up piece of paper. I had never had a familiar because, you know, I wasn't exactly a proper witch according to most other witches, so I had no idea about the pain she would be feeling. Except... my chest squeezed hard as an image of my mother's face slunk into my mind. 

Shoving it away before tears could erupt, I grabbed Helissa's arm and dragged her back to our bedroom, where I quickly donned a pair of leggings. My dressing gown was next. We were going to visit the main man of the academy; I didn't want to look anything but my best... in my nightclothes.

“Oh my goddess,” Isabel cried as she came running into the room. “I've just heard what happened. Did you see who it was?”

Looking between the pair of us, she flapped, not sure who to go to. 

Well, it wasn't my familiar that was stolen, so I didn't need the sympathy. Although, I had been given a fright by Helissa's screaming, so...

“We need to go to the professor,” I interrupted when it looked like Isabel was just going to stand and stare at the empty tank.

Taking Helissa's arm, Isabel managed to soothe her as we made our way out of the room. 

Other witches were still hanging around, discussing what had happened. It was typical that I had been the centre of two escapades only a day into the first year. I had wanted to keep my head down, out of everyone's way, until I was ready to out Dracian Dread and get my revenge. However, my wishes had not been commanded. 

My feet dragged behind the pair as they chattered together, apparently swapping stories about their familiars. It wasn't a conversation I could join with, which made me a little sad. Seeing my best friend laughing with another girl made me watch the stone tiles as we descended the steps to the main entrance hall.

Glancing up, I frowned as I caught sight of something black before it disappeared. The stairs in the right dorm wound up, leading to the dorms of the higher years. There were four floors altogether, although the top floor was reserved for VIP students.

“Alishia's illusions are amazing,” Isabel was saying. “She can create beautiful clothes with the click of her finger. Of course, when the magic wears off, the clothes disappear, but it’s fun all the same!”

Helissa looked over her shoulder at me as she attempted to tuck a piece of her wildly curly hair behind her ear. “That sounds fun.”

Her grief made her words seem insincere, but as she smiled kindly, I smiled back, pushing away the normal reactions that would usually come from my mouth. 

Isabel hadn't been around me as much in the last few years. Her parents had offered to adopt me when my parents died, but the institute put a stop to it. My parents had encouraged me with my experiments, ignoring the calls to tame me from those higher up.

“When we get Toby back, we'll er... well, you know, I'll show you.”

The entrance hall was dark as we entered. The bright light from the orbs reflected down, casting coloured shadows, but the darkness was still oppressive as we crossed to the other side of the building, slipping into the corridor of the lesson wing. The teachers’ quarters were away from the classes, down a corridor immediately on our right.

The scratching of something behind us made me turn, searching the entrance hallway before I followed the others. No one was there, but the light flickered more than it had when we'd walked under it. Was there someone there? What insane person would walk around a medieval building in the middle of the night? Oh yeah... me.

“I think this is his room,” Helissa whispered.

A plaque with the professor's name was fixed to the wall beside the wooden door. 

The whole hallway was made up of wooden walls and stone flooring, evidently the oldest part of the building. A tingle went up my spine as I looked at an old-fashioned painting that hung on the wall at the end of the hallway.

“Who's there?” a masculine voice shouted from inside.

We fumbled over ourselves, three witches unable to think of what to say. Before we got ourselves together, the door opened and the metal-head man from earlier grunted in our direction. His greying hair fell to his shoulders, the long strands wispy. His ACDC T-shirt was crumpled where he'd obviously been napping in it. He didn't look like the napping type, despite the aging wrinkles on his face.

“What do you want? Why are you-?”

“My familiar was just kidnapped!” Helissa blurted, her sobbing starting all over again.

And there I was, lost in the history of the place as I imagined women dressed in great big puffy dresses, wandering the halls. Maybe there was a ghost who haunted the halls at night, warning us to stay away from-

“You!” the professor barked, pointing at me. ”Why are you involved in yet another misdemeanour? It’s been barely a few hours and you’re making a name for yourself already.”

Was the professor really picking on me when a crime of the utmost disrespect had taken place? I mean, really... Yes, I might have been present at the two bizarre occurrences of the day, but still... this one had nothing to do with me.

“Alishia,” Isabel whispered, pulling me to the side as the professor took the details from Helissa. “Did you cast an illusion to wind up Helissa?”

Frowning, I glared at my friend. “How could you...? Seriously?”

Hearing the professor agree to investigate the snake-napping... yeah, it worked... I stormed away from my friend, ignoring her when she called out to me. How dare she think such a thing? Why would I want to bring pain to someone I didn’t even know? Snakes didn’t bother me, Helissa had seemed nice so far. What possible cause would I have to pretend to take the familiar?

Seething, I took calm, slow breaths, just as the therapist had taught me after my parents were killed. She had advised me to take nothing personally, and to never allow another human being to have power over my actions and reactions. 

Unfortunately, right this moment, I wanted to burn down the school. 

Maybe, just maybe, I would. A little fire wouldn’t harm anyone...
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Chapter Four

“I’m sorry I accused you last night,” Isabel said quietly as we sat at the table. “Please, please, please, tell me you’ve forgiven me.”

Holding out her arms, she tried to pull me into a hug. 

Resisting her tugging hands, I laughed gently when she planted a kiss on my cheek, just to annoy me.

“Okay, okay.” Glancing around the room, I tried not to roll my eyes at the typical witch classroom. 

The walls were still bare, the stone bricks showing the craftsmanship of hundreds of years ago. Wooden tables, laid in lines facing the blackboard at the front. Paintings of famous witches who had graduated from the Academy hung on the walls, bringing gloomy images of men and women who now served as agents in the investigative field.

“Who’s our teacher?” I asked, looking at my timetable. 

Mrs Hinley. Oh, that was good. Maybe I would have an ally in the teacher, especially after what had happened yesterday.

“I know we’re not in high school,” Isabel said, nudging me in the side. “But... Dracian’s friend is right up my street.”

“Up your street? I thought I was the only one who used that antiqued saying. Shouldn’t you be describing him as hot?” 

Watching as Dracian and another boy settled at a desk a few rows ahead, I tried to study the friend that had caught Isabel’s eye. 

I failed... miserably. No matter how much I tried to determine how hot he was, my gaze kept slipping to the back of Dracian’s head. 

A surge of heat flew through me when he glanced over and waved at Isabel. How dare he act like he hadn’t done anything? 

“How’s it going, Alishia Magic Fingers?” he said loudly.

Wait... was he speaking to me? And what the hell had he just called me? If I hadn’t seen the CCTV that placed him at my home when my parents were killed, I would’ve been easily swayed by the dark brown eyes and short wavy hair. No, he was a murderer, a heartless one at that.

Isabel poked me in the ribs, stretching her eyes as if to tell me to answer. 

Clearing my throat, I shrugged, ducking my gaze. 

“All good?” I called to Helissa when she stumbled into class, dropping her bag on the ground.

The night before, she had arrived back at the room not long after me, treading quietly. I had instantly dived under my covers, snuggling into myself, trying not to cry. My own best friend accused me of casting an illusion that would harm someone. That had always been my rule, I had even signed a promise written by my parents. I shall never use my illusionist magic to hurt or kill another being unless in danger myself.

Shuffling her seat along, Isabel called for Helissa to join us. A part of me scowled on the inside, wishing that I could sit on my own, but the other part caught the genuine smile that my roommate threw my way. 

She was just as lost as I was in the new world of witchery. Deciding to train in the arts of investigative magic made her have more in common with me than most witches.

“Morning,” she muttered, rubbing her eyes as she settled. “The professor just text to say he would start the investigation tonight. I... I...”

Her throat moved as she swallowed, obviously choking back the grief that threatened. I had listened to her cry herself to sleep the night before, unable to offer her the comfort she obviously needed. I wouldn’t do that today. I was a good girl, a nice girl... it was time I started acting it. Until someone went over the line, then it all went out the window.

“Tonight?” I said, shaking my head. “That’s so wrong. Why is he delaying it? Surely, in an academy full of ex-agents, they must know how to easily find the culprit and bring back Toby the snake?”

Our attention was caught by every student who entered greeting Dracian Dread. Their loud ruckus distracted me as they poured over him, almost adoring his annoying witch-self. 

“How does everyone know him?” I asked Isabel.

Looking up from checking her Instagram, Isabel hummed a response, not quite hearing what I had said. When it sunk in, she shook herself and laughed.

“Oh, he set up a ton of get-togethers through the summer so the school year could get to know one another. Of course, you didn’t know that you were coming then, so...”

Helissa moved her chair and blocked my view of the boy who had apparently charmed everyone before he had even arrived. I would have a tough job getting close to him. Not in that way, that was disgusting and disturbing considering what he had done. But, I had to get the proof needed to let everyone know who he really was.

“I need your help,” Helissa whispered, taking out a piece of dried shed snakeskin.

Isabel went to squeak, but I gripped her wrist and squeezed. “Don’t...”

Looking between us, she screwed up her face. “It’s gross.”

“If you think this is gross...” Helissa paused as she took out a small pouch of salt and a map. “... you wait until we have to peruse a dead body for clues.”

Clenching her teeth and stretching her lips, Isabel moaned her disapproval. I stared at her, quite baffled by her response. For months, she had been excited about coming to the academy.

“What did you expect would happen at the Undercover Witch Academy? That we would lounge around and sit under things? Did you think that undercover meant staying in bed, under the duvet? Or that the-?”

“Stop!” Isabel slapped me on the arm, giggling as she bit her lip. “Of course not, I just... I dunno, hoped I could skip that class.”

“And you want to be an agent... why?” Helissa asked, laying out the map and spreading salt around it. 

Huddling closer together, we tried to hide what we were doing.

Shuddering, Isabel waved away her question and pointed at the flaky transparent snakeskin. “Let’s just find the bastard who took Toby. No one has a right to steal someone’s familiar, it’s against witch law.”

“Okay,” Helissa whispered, taking Isabel’s hand.

When Isabel went to take mine, I raised my eyebrows and pulled my hand away. “Really?”

Tilting her head to the side, Isabel licked her pretty bow lips before she smiled. “Come on!”

Frowning, I glanced around the classroom. When we had been younger, Isabel had been my main source of magic. I had managed to trick my parents into believing that I was a normal witch by taking some of my best friend’s magic before I went home from school.

“It’s been a while,” she said quietly, grabbing my hand before I could move it fast enough.

When Isabel had been sick, my parents had taken me on a weekend break without her family, which meant my source of magic was no longer around. Our holiday had quickly descended into shouting and arguing when they realised that their seven year old had stolen magic daily from her friend... just to please them.

My heart was heavy as I remembered the moment that both our parents had forbid us from ever touching again. If we were ever caught sharing magic, we would be separated. Isabel’s mother was traditionally Chinese, her hopes in her daughter going far in life far outweighing her love for me. Or rather, her reason was better than her emotional reaction. She knew that illusionist witches were frowned upon. Their inability to connect to Mother Earth and the ley lines meant that most covens believed that there was something inherently wrong with the witch.

Gritting my teeth, I fought back the grief that washed over me. From that day forward, my parents worked with me to try and find a way that I could safely syphon magic without taking it from other witches.

“Mrs Hinley will be here in a minute,” Helissa hissed as the other students chatted amongst themselves.

Dracian kept facing forward, not bothering with the likes of us, instead laughing with a pretty witch who had French plaits down each side of her head. Apparently, she hadn’t got the memo about the academy being for grownups.

“Okay.” My tentative agreement made Isabel’s eyes well up.

Shaking her hand, I swallowed as I pulled magic from her. The parts of her skin that my fingertips touched warmed, the blast so familiar and yet, a distant memory. I had vowed never to use another person’s magic when my parents had died. Why was I now breaking that vow? Helissa wasn’t exactly my best, get locked up in jail for, friend. 

Isabel, on the other hand... she was... Even if we hadn’t seen much of each other over the last five years. We had a bond that was as strong as family.

“It tickles.” She laughed, her face softening when our gazes met. 

She was remembering the happy time, too. A time that we could never get back.

Bending her head, Helissa started to silently chant the location spell. Her lips moved quickly as she touched the dry snakeskin with her free hand. I studied her tanned skin and the thick dark lashes that sat against her cheeks where she had her eyes closed. I could see why the boy had comforted her last night. Her innocence shouted loud and clear, but her beauty was understated. A regular girl, just like us. 

“What are you doing?” A masculine voice made us jump.

Dracian appeared behind me, staring at the map. A chill went down my spine as his dark eyes traced the salt, and then the snakeskin, smirking when it clicked. Great, the popular boy knew what we were doing. If he said anything, I would-

“Want some help?” 

Taking my hand, he frowned when I ripped away from him, almost releasing Isabel. The salt slowly started to move, a fine line of it extending onto the map. The spell was working. Oh great, I had to sit, extremely uncomfortably, might I add, and let a boy who had called me Magic Fingers, watch me do my thing. 

“Oh yeah,” Dracian, the Dread, whispered. “I forgot...”

Leaving me alone, he put his hand on Isabel’s shoulder and ducked his head, closing his eyes as he offered us his magic.

Using Isabel’s magic to intensify the spell, I allowed it to run through me and back into her. 

No one had ever known why a select few witches were born without magic. It had been a phenomenon that no coven had ever managed to explain. A witch from the Salem line in America had been the first man to realise that he could syphon magic from other witches when he took a witch lover. It had always been frowned upon for illusionist witches to marry. They were regarded as human, even if they’d come from witch parents. The mixing of witches, warlocks and humans was prohibited by the human government and had been forever, just so they could control us all as individual species.

“It’s stopped.” Isabel dropped my hand and pointed at the spot where the salt formed into a pile over a location.

“Okay, class!” Mrs Hinley called, almost charging into the room.

Jumping, all four of us laughed. 

Helissa got up and waved to the teacher, hiding our table as she stood in front of it. 

Isabel moved the salt and circled the location on the map. It wasn’t far from us at all, although I couldn’t quite make out the exact location.

Ignoring Helissa, Mrs Hinley fumbled with her bag as she shoved it on her desk. The wooden old-fashioned writing desk had thick chunky legs and several drawers. She probably had a bottle of whisky hiding in there, like in the school films that were so popular. Maybe we could sneak a swig or two, although, being eighteen, we were legally allowed to drink, so hiding it wasn’t necessary. Well, if we didn’t care about being expelled of course. Academy rules meant that no alcohol was allowed on the grounds. Magic and diminished mental capacity was a violent mix, one that could be pretty fun, too.

“I’ve never met an illusionist witch,” Dracian said, running his hand over the back of my chair. “They’ve never allowed one in the academy before.” He popped his head between me and Isabel, narrowing his gaze on my face. “You must be special, Magic Fingers.”

“Of course I am. Why else would they let a witch, who isn’t a real witch according to you, come to such an esteemed academy? Oh... maybe because we are real witches. And you... you need to overcompensate by getting everyone to love you before you even get here. What are you afraid of Dracian Dread? That everyone will find out-?”

“Dracian, my dear,” Mrs Hinley called. “Please take a seat!”

Keeping his dark, incredibly mysterious, eyes on me, he hesitated before pulling away. Had he been searching for my soul or something? I highly doubted that he would find much there. Ever since he had killed my parents, I hadn’t felt much... except when I bawled my eyes out for my parents. Not that it did any good, the void would never be filled.

His movements were jarred, his legs slow as he went back to his seat, glancing over his shoulder at me until his butt was on the chair. It had been close - too close. I didn’t want to reveal my hand too early, I had to be careful.

“What was that about?” Isabel hissed as Helissa went up to Mrs Hinley.

We heard her say something about Toby, so she must have been making the teacher aware of her stolen familiar. Let’s hope she didn’t say anything about the location spell. We weren’t allowed to practice magic anywhere and everywhere at the academy. Classes were for learning skills as investigative witches. Magic could be practiced outside the classroom, but there were strict rules on what kind. Location spells were most certainly prohibited.

“Why do they have such stupid rules about spells?”

Okay, so my hands were itching and my neck was hot. I had to avoid Isabel
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