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CHAPTER ONE


 


 


Evil Leader


 


I never thought this day would come this soon. So many years of planning and plotting, of building this organization back up from the ground. Since the moment Belruth, the ancient being that had once walked this planet, had been taken down, the Black Wreath Group had scattered. Different factions grew over the years but were discovered and destroyed. It was I who brought all those factions together, uniting all those of us who demand justice for our kind, who refuse to bow to the humans who have overtaken us. From every inch of this land, I brought us together, united us, making us stronger than before sturdier in a way that made us untouchable. 


I stare down at the five boxes before me and my shoulders feel light of the burden I've been carrying all these years. The time has come. I will show everyone who I am. I will make them regret looking down on me for my ideas and beliefs. Even my own family turned its back on me, calling me a fanatic and a madman.


I have always fought for the rights of my people, for our kind. We were on this earth long before the humans. We dominated the humans at one time, ruled them, owned them. They were slaves, and we were Gods to them. They were like insignificant little ants, scurrying before us. For them to have the audacity to try and subdue us - nay, for our kind to protect these little ants, all of them are the traitors!


I have worked hard for this moment today, and my chest tightens in wild joy as I finally have all the pieces of Belruth before me, ready to be assembled. It was the leader of the Magic Tower who had finally stepped in to subdue Belruth, the one whose idea it had been to divide his body into 5 pieces and hide them in vaults that were sealed by blood sacrifices. It took centuries to discover the location of those vaults only to realize that one of the most secretive schools for supernatural beings, one which had been around for centuries, had been built on top of those vaults.


Mistfall Wilderness Camp, a school that selected its students, mostly focusing on those who had no guidance about what they were, a school built over five islands in the middle of a lake, a lake that no one could cross, that was protected by enchantments so strong that they were near to impossible to break.


My lips curve as I run my hand, lovingly, over one of the boxes. I found a way. I found the prophecy that had been concealed. I interpreted it. After so many hiccups, it was I who finally discovered that there was a way to open the vaults. 


Delighted laughter builds up inside of my chest, "Finally. Finally, I did it!"


All the pieces of Belruth are finally here. His head, his arms, and his legs. Now, all that is left is the ceremony to assemble his body and resurrect him. 


I hear a knock on the door of my chambers and I pick up the silver mask, from beside the boxes, that covers half of my face which is scarred from the Hell Flame. The part of my face which is ugly and marred still burns. It is only this mask that offers some relief. I knew what I was doing when I retrieved the Book of the Dead from the Hell Flame. I knew my injuries would forever burn and torment me. However, it was a sacrifice I chose to make, and I have never regretted it.


I adjust the mask on my face before calling out, "Come in."


Three men, clad in black, walk in. My top three generals, Rufus, Zackery, and Mateo. 


I eye them, raising my functional brow, "You have not changed for the ceremony."


The three of them exchange looks before Zackery, the guardian of rats, speaks up, his voice quiet, "I will guard the perimeter to ensure that no one interrupts the ceremony."


"I'll be bringing the girl to you," Mateo adds. "She's quite feisty. She's already made three escape attempts so far. We need her for the sacrifice. I don't trust anyone else with her."


His lips have a casual smirk on them, but his eyes are glinting with cruelty. He's one of my most dangerous soldiers.


"And you, Rufus?" I look at my general who has recruited some of the most incredible talent from the West.


"I will keep watch over the attendees lest one of them turns out to be a traitor."


My lips curve at their determination. All three of them have been just as intent as me on bringing Belruth back, but instead of taking part in the ceremony which will reveal the fruits of their labor, they are still focused on protecting and serving the cause.


"Very well," I murmur.  "You may do as you please."


They nod before retreating, and once they close the door behind them, I turn around to one of my chests and retrieve the Book of the Dead, my most prized possession. It has a hardcover, the exterior built with the bones of the dead. The pages inside are made of skin, blood the ink. It is the only book that can resurrect Belruth and bring back the times of old. However, the ritual is not an easy one. 


It is very exact, and a blood sacrifice is required. 


Which is why we got the girl.


The foolish child had been wandering by herself when Mateo had come across her. She had been so shocked that it had been easy enough for him to subdue her. The nature of the blood sacrifice makes her the ideal person. While I don't wish to harm children, her death is an honor bestowed upon her. She will be the key figure in bringing about the golden age of our kind. And who better to spill their blood than the one whose blood was the key to opening the vaults in the first place?


I put on my ceremonial robe and retreat to the open-air arena where the ritual is to commence. The boxes are brought out and placed on the ground in accordance with the sigil drawn on the cement. My eyes move around the arena. There are over twenty thousand of the Black Wreath members in attendance. They have flown far and wide to come here and witness the resurrection of Belruth. There are those who couldn't make it due to a limited amount of seats. Impatience pours out of everyone present, and I smile, making my way to the podium, the Book of Dead in my hands. I open it and begin reciting.


There's no need for a grand speech. Nobody wants to hear it today. 


A hot breeze picks up as my words grow harsher, reciting the incantation. I shiver, recognizing it as the same wind that had been present when I had retrieved the book. 


However, I do not stop reciting, knowing that there is still a long way to go. 


My throat is dry as I speak on, an hour passing, the burns on my face now screaming in pain. My hands tremble as the words spill out of my mouth. But when I look at the five boxes, they are glowing with a reddish-yellow hue. Excitement fills me, and I call out, "Bring out the sacrifice!"


Moments later, a young girl is dragged into the arena. Her hands and feet are bound by chains, Mateo dragging her by the chain around her neck. However, she's still resisting, her eyes fierce. Mateo just smiles, clearly enjoying her struggles. He throws her in the center of the large sigil and she stumbles down, face-forward.


"Gentle," I caution, approaching her. Her mouth is gagged to prevent her from spilling out expletives. 


"You, my girl," I beam at her, "will bring about the new dawn. Your blood will give Belruth the power he needs to come back to us."


I see some of the fight leave her, traces of fear appearing in her eyes as she sees me hold out the ritual knife.


She tries to back away but I grab her, quite easily. 


Lifting the knife, I slice her neck in one go.


Her blood spills out, her body jerking, and I begin to shout out the rest of the incantation. However, instead of the boxes glowing even further, they begin to fade back to normal. Just then, I hear shouting, "Stop the ritual!"


I look up to see Rufus walking behind a white-faced warlock. I frown at him, but Rufus strides over to me in the center of the area. His voice is low when he reaches me, anger evident in the lines of his face, "We've been had, Sir. You need to stop the ritual."


My brows knit together in fury, "What are you doing, Rufus? Are you betray-"


"We're missing the heart."


I freeze at his words, "There's no hea-"


"There is!" The man who accompanied him, gasps out. "It's the sixth piece and if you carry - carry out the ritual without it, you will ruin the remaining parts of the body. Belruth will never rise again!"


My jaw tenses, and I look down at the body of the girl at my feet. 


She's still bleeding.


It's a split-second decision, based on how much I trust Rufus. 


Letting out a frustrated roar, I snarl, "Patch her up. We need her alive. We've been made fools of! I want this man in my chambers as soon as you're done."


I glare at the cowering man, hissing, "You're going to give me answers even if I have to torture you for them!"


The man whimpers and I turn around, storming off the arena, ignoring the howls and shouts of confusion, my expression dark. 


Do they think they can make a fool of me?!


I'll show them!


I'll show them all!




 


 


 



CHAPTER TWO


 


 


Taylor


 


"I've never seen a sixth island," Jesse looks surprised. "And I've been over this entire school. I would have known if there-"


"I trained there with Raeina," I tell him. "That island is different from the others we know about. It's alive. I don't know how else to explain it. But that also makes it really dangerous."


Jesse looks up from where he's sitting by my feet, his head resting against my knees. We're on the Level Two island, in the barrack I had once shared with Beth, Isabel, Kathleen, and Susan. 


When I first came to Mistfall Wilderness Camp, unaware that it was not a juvenile detention center, as I had been told, but a school for the supernatural youth. Even then, I had been determined to run away, build my own life outside of this place. I had been an orphan in the eyes of the world, with a stepmother who hated my guts. 


However, what I hadn't realized was how important this school would become for me. I went from being alone and wary of the world, to finding friends who cared about me and a boy, I ended up falling head over heels for. Mistfall Wilderness Camp became my home, when I had no home. However, this place was not without its own trials, trials that tested my friendships and the relationship I had with my boyfriend, Jesse, the biggest one being when I discovered that I wasn't a vampire but the Blood Moon Hybrid, a dangerous creature. 


That was when the cracks formed in all my relationships, when I saved the lives of my friends, only for them to have to face the monster I really was. However, we overcame that and I ended up finding not only my father who was alive, but also my sister, the new girl who had showed up at the school.


"It feels like we've been on a rollercoaster ever since I came here," I murmur.


Beth looks over from where she's sprawled on her bed, looking tired, "That's a polite way of putting it. It feels like we've been dragged through hell."


I give my best friend a sympathetic look, "Maybe you should let someone else have the night watch for Kathleen. I keep offering but-"


"We can do it," Beth says, stubbornly.


Quill sighs, "Once again, my services are being volunteered without my consent."


"You don't have to do it," Beth shoots him a look. "Anderson volunteered-"


"Oh, no!" Quill sits up on the floor, scowling, "You're not sitting for all hours of the night with him! I'll sit with you myself. Don't go sitting with guys you don't know!"


"It's Anderson," Beth looks annoyed, something which is rare for her. "How is he someone I don't know?"


"Because he's a psychopath?" Quill makes a face. "And I'm not letting you sit with a crazy person at night!"


"Since when do you let me do anything?" Beth frowns.


I look between the two. Jesse has already filled me in about how the two of them are dating but neither of them has said anything to me so I just grin, slyly, "This looks like a lover's quarrel."


Beth and Quill shoot their heads up, their faces bright red, "N-No, it's not!"


I shrug, "My bad. Where is Anderson though? I've not seen him around."


"He's been helping at the infirmary these days," Jesse tells me. "They're short of hands, so he's volunteered."


I blink, "That doesn't sound like him."


When Beth, Quill, and I first arrived on the islands, Anderson had also joined us. However, we had clashed like anything, mostly on account of him trying to actively kill me a few times. But when Jesse was kidnapped by the Black Wreath group, Anderson had joined the search party and my opinion of him had drastically changed ever since. However, it doesn't mean I trust him fully. I haven't exactly forgotten how insane he can be.


I glance over at Kathleen, and my heart sinks at how pale she is. The recent attack on the school by the Black Wreath group nearly killed Kathleen. One of the girls we had considered a friend, someone Kathleen had considered her closest friend, had been a spy this whole time, and she had returned during the attack and stabbed Kathleen with a poisoned dagger for which there was no antidote in existence anymore. Kathleen had been on the verge of death when I had arrived back on the island.  


As the Blood Moon Hybrid, my blood has some healing properties. I wasn't sure if it would work, but a few drops managed to push out the poison. However, Kathleen has been weak ever since. Nobody knows what to do. The poison is no longer in her system, but the cause of her weakness is quite mysterious. We've been watching her every night, Beth and Quill taking over the majority of the watches. She was shifted to the barrack yesterday, so tonight I'll sit with her.


"She'll be fine," Jesse murmurs. However, there's an odd expression on his face as he says that.


I glance at the wall clock, "I should get going. Have to meet with the Director."


Jesse gets to his feet, "I'll come with you."


I don't stop him. But my cheeks do flush when he wraps his hand around mine when I get up. He's been like this ever since I got back. 


It's only once we're out of the barrack that I try to pull my hand away, but Jesse just tightens his hold.


"You know we're not officially back together, right?" I remind him.


"We aren't?" He asks, insincerely, not even bothering to let go of my hand. 


"Jesse."


He glances at me, "You've kissed me five times since you've been back. That means something."


"Y-Yeah," I stammer, feeling flustered, "But - Wait! Why are you counting?!"


"Because I can?"


"Look-"


He suddenly turns around to face me, making me stumble back in surprise. 


"I love you."


His confession is abrupt.


"I didn't realize this till you were down in the vaults, locked away. I didn't know I wanted to tell you till you were gone. You have no idea how hard it was, Taylor, being away from you. Now that you're back, I don't want to waste more time trying to define a relationship that has already been defined. This time, wherever you go, I'm going to go with you. I don't want to leave your side. That's how I define our relationship."


I press my lips together, feeling a little overwhelmed. Finally, I end up, muttering, "Fine, you can hold my hand."


Exasperated laughter spills from his lips, "I swear -"


"Just take what you get, okay?" I glare at him.


"Fine," he shoots back, but not before leaning and kissing me hard on the mouth.


My whole face turns a bright red, and the look of smug satisfaction on his face makes me want to smack him. However, it's a little hard to do that when he's got my dominant hand in his custody.


"Let's just go."


 


***


 


It turns out that the Director doesn't just want to see me but Jesse, too. 


It's been two weeks since I've been back, but the school has still been dealing with the aftermath of the attack by the Black Wreath group. After my arrival, thinking my sister Isabel had already reached the school, Director Yearwood went out in search of Isabel, only to discover that the evil organization had kidnapped her. It's been hard to keep it together ever since, but I've been trying to. I can't even leave to go look for her because the Director won't let me. And my friends are siding with her.


Lately, the more I meet the Director, the more weary she looks. Today, she has dark circles under her eyes. They stand out on her pale skin. 


"Any word on Isabel?"


That's my first question and she shakes her head, "I reached out to Dolores who has informed her foster parents. I'm leaving the search up to them for now."


"But-"


"I have people looking for her, Taylor," the Director says, tiredly. "The last vault still remains. I am certain she's alive. The spies who had managed to infiltrate the group have been discovered and executed, so we don't know where they've taken her."


Isabel - or Jane, her real name - is my younger sister. We had been separated when we had been young by our parents, my mother taking Jane, and my father keeping me. The plan had been for all of us to reunite at a secret spot my parents had created with the help of a guardian. However, my mother never arrived there and instead she handed Jane/Isabel over to two of her trusted friends and she disappeared. The couple renamed Jane to Isabel and raised her as her foster parents. If she hadn't come to Mistfall Wildnerness Camp, we would never have been reunited. 


All this time, I was under the assumption that she had gone missing, and the memory was too traumatizing for me to remember. I barely remembered what my sister looked like. Now, I know that our parents had used a memory manipulation spell on us to keep us from remembering anything from when we were a proper family, to keep us safe. I still have questions, so many of them, but for now, Isabel's safety is more important. She was kidnapped by the Black Wreath organization on her way back to the camp.


"I have to tell my Dad," I insist, but Director Yearwood shakes her head. 


"I can't risk you going out there alone. I'm sorry, Taylor but the school's defenses are down and right now, for both your safety and this place's, you need to be here. And with the last piece of the ancient evil, Belruth, on the sixth island, we need every bit of help possible."


I stare at her, my jaw tense. All this while I was waiting on her so that I could finally go out and look for my sister, but she's not letting me?!


She sighs, "Has Jesse told you about who he is?"


I raise a brow at the change in subject, "No-"


"Please don't assume I'm an idiot, Miss Knight," Director Yearwood says, dryly. "He must have told you that he's the descendent of the Leader of the Magic Tower, Flavius Tarquin. And if you don't know, let me fill your gap of knowledge. Jesse has both Seer blood within him as well as the power to dream walk. He can see visions of the future and past, especially related to what is about to come. The prophecy that was foretold, mentioned the descendent of Flavius, which is Jesse, and it mentioned you because your blood is the key to opening the vaults-"


"Even Isabel's blood can open-"


"Isabel isn't the Blood Moon Hybrid," Director Yearwood says, shortly. "While she is a hybrid in the proper sense, you are more powerful than she, or anyone else, can ever hope of being. The prophecy mentioned you and Jesse. It talked about the return of the ancient evil and that it would once again face the descendants of the five wizards. Those descendants would be you, me and Jesse. However, one thing in our favor is that the prophecy mentioned that the Blood Moon Hybrid would be on the side of the ancient evil and that is not the case. The Black Wreath organization didn't receive the full prophecy. They never realized the value of bringing you over to their side. All this time, they were intent on killing you. That is why I wanted you to train, Taylor. That is why Raeina was asked to be your mentor. She not only taught you how to control your powers to some extent, but she also taught you how to fight like a warrior. We need you on our side here. To protect the last piece and to turn the fight in our favor."


"For there to be a fight against Belruth, the Black Wreath organization has to get their hands on the last piece, right?" My fingers dig into the arm of the chair. "For that they need to get into the vault."


Director Yearwood gives me a wan smile, "There is a reason why the sixth island was so well hidden. The sixth piece is not in a vault. It's Belruth's heart, and it is buried inside the island. That is why the island is alive."




 


 


 



CHAPTER THREE


 


 


Taylor


 


I stare at the Director blankly.


Jesse looks equally shocked, "What does that even mean? The island is a living being?"


His words break me out of my own stunned state and I recall the Director explaining something similar to me before, when she had first taken me to the sixth island. She had cautioned me on the island's moods and I hadn't really taken her seriously but now - 


"So, the island is Belruth?"


"No," The Director shakes her head. "The heart is the essence of Belruth. Belruth was immortal, or at least his heart was. By removing his heart, he became weak, and it was easier to kill him. Nobody knows what Belruth was or when he appeared. Many believe that he was a demon summoned to this earth, while some believe that he tore out the heart of one of the last ancient dragons that roamed the earth at that time and replaced his own heart with the immortal heart of the dragon."


"What do you believe, Director?" I ask, slowly, watching her.


She's silent for a couple of seconds as if pondering over my question, "I believe that he was one of our kind. None of the records state what his species was. However, he was powerful. Once again, his powers are not mentioned in the records. However, from whatever hints I have managed to gather, he was one of us. It was only his heart which never stopped beating. The only immortal heart I know of belonged to the long-extinct dragon species. Little to nothing is known about them."


"What happened to their hearts?" I ask hesitantly, still trying to wrap my head around the idea of dragons walking this planet.


"I don't know," Director Yearwood shakes her head. "Dragons chose to die in the oceans. Perhaps their hearts are still lying at the bottom of the oceans. But that is not what is important right now. The heart is buried deep inside the island. It was my ancestor who buried the heart, which was the final piece. He was the last wizard who sealed it with his blood sacrifice. The heart is buried in a box that cannot be opened, the same as with the vaults. However, the box can be opened with your or Isabel's blood, of course."


"Of course," I mutter, dryly, under my breath. How convenient.


The Director ignores my tone and continues, "Since the Black Wreath group has Isabel, there's a chance they might have figured out that there is a sixth piece needed for bringing Belruth back. If that is the case, you can expect the group to come for the sixth piece. But I doubt they know about the existence of the island. The enchantments on the island are the strongest of them all. Only a handful of people are aware of its existence, but aside from me and you, Taylor, and Raeina, nobody else has stepped foot on the island."


I absorb her words, "If nobody can see it, why do we need to bring attention to it?"


"From surrounding regions, the island cannot be seen. However, I do not want to take the risk of not having taken appropriate measures to protect the sixth island. But I cannot choose anybody to protect the heart. Therefore, I have made the decision to call back some of my most trusted and powerful comrades. All of them have graduated from this school. There are ten of them in total. I also intend to include you, Taylor, and Jesse, along with Quill."
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