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      It’s that time of year again. All Hallows’ Eve is upon them.

      Maizy, along with her two sisters, Mariella, and Maribell aren’t prepared to find out that this Hallows’ Eve will be more than issuing a few spells and riding the world from the demons who’ve escaped the underworld. As they discover their future path, can they accept the fact that what they want, isn’t always what they’ll acquire, nor what’s in their best interest?

      Drakko has been overly anxious, tired of hiding, ready to meet his mate, and start planting roots of his own. He, in addition to his hatchling brothers, Airvyd, and Buvor  meet their partners in three feisty, overzealous witches. As they prepare for their future, it solidifies the fact that they need to end the group of runaway demons that hunt them.

      During this uncertain span of time, can the three sibling pairs find time to seal their couplings? Or will they be outmaneuvered by the evildoers who want their magic for themselves?
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        Maizy

      

      

      All Hallows’ Eve, the magnificent, spooktacular, extraordinary day for all supernatural beings. It’s also the one day that witches, on every plane, look forward to throughout the year. It’s the only day that our abilities are at their pinnacle, unfiltered, and occasionally unpredictable. Pranks played on humans by other humans allow our magic to go undetected by the outside world. We can snap our fingers, emulating a firework presentation in the night’s sunless sky, and some might presume it’s a Halloween celebration. It’s our favorite night of the year, customarily like Christmas is for mortals, I imagine.

      I’m a sorceress, a conjurer, in an influential witch coven. It consists only of my bloodline. To the magical community, we are christened as the Star Gaze Coven. My grandmother is our matriarch and is the strongest enchantress of our society. Those who encounter her bid for the chance to align their troupe with her. She possesses the gift of all four earthly elements—fire, water, earth, and air. It’s uncommon for witches to be born possessing them all. Those who do are the ones who end up leading a dominant coven, like ours.

      My mother received the sovereignty of air, my oldest sister, Mariella, acquired the power of fire, my youngest sister, Maribell, ended up with water, and I was born with the potential of earth’s elements. When we’re all together, we’re as strong as my grandmother. But we have to work together with precision to mirror her magic.

      “Maizy, it’s time!” my mother, Matilda, keens through my closed door.

      “Coming!” Excitement for tonight’s enchantment assembly has me rushing out the door with an extra bounce in my step. Tonight, we call upon our ancestors for guidance and an extra boost of our power. We do this yearly, on the Eve of Halloween, because it’s the night that demons come up from the underworld to wreak malevolent havoc on unsuspecting, innocent souls. Their trickery is something we work hard to contain and keep away from the non-magical community. I’m the last member of the clan to make it to the prairie, where we have our ceremonies. My grandmother, Mara, shoots me a chastising look, disappointed by the fact that I waited until the last minute to arrive. “Sorry,” I dolefully reciprocate. If there’s anything my grandmother profoundly disapproves of, it’s tardiness, especially on an important evening like this.

      “Everyone, join hands. It’s almost time,” my grandmother earnestly urges. As soon as our hands are intertwined, we launch our chant.

      “Tonight, we call upon the witch’s hour, water, earth, air, and fire. Come join us from the plane you inhabit and meet us beneath the moon’s enhanced power. We call upon the witches of the past, unite with us now to rid those who enter with intent to devour.”

      We repeat this mantra three times until the wind currents are forceful enough to virtually knock us over. The sinew is as robust as a sandstorm in a desert when it picks up its momentum. Swirling through the air are vibrant colors of yellow, orange, blue, and purple.

      The witching hour is upon us. I feel my body sway as my ancestral benefactors bestow upon me their antiquated potency. It feels as if another entity has joined my soul within me. I feel stronger, deadlier, and invincible.

      In succession, our feet drag through the dirt as we elevate upward from the ground and levitate. Auras, balls of shimmery light, slam into us. This is the night that we’re evenly matched in strength. We are all equal in terms of power.

      I hear a soft-spoken voice sail through my psyche. Tonight, you find your life mate. Do not fear him. He will help you conquer all. Instinctually, I know who this being is—it’s Mother Nature. Therefore, I do not fear the unknown invader.

      Then what she implies, the one word I’ve both dreamed of, and dreaded has me nearing a sullen pout. Mate? Son-of-a-wand. Only shifters call their other half mates. I don’t approve of a fucking animalistic shifter as my eternal life partner. I foresaw myself finding an all-powerful wizard, my mage, just like my father.

      I wonder if I can call in a refund from Mother Nature? That question has me snickering at my delusional thoughts. She designates all individuals, witch, shifter, and vampires alike, with their eternal life partner upon conception. I’d have better luck taking down the devil himself than I do of rejecting a mate. Paying the consequences for such disrespect to our maker, shifter or not, is not a price I’m willing to compensate for.

      You must save him, that pesky voice in my brain utters again.

      As annoying as it is to know that I’m going to be mated to a shifter, if he’s in trouble, I do need to find him and help. It is what good witches do, after all. Not to mention, he’s my destiny.

      
        
        Drakko

      

      

      “Fucking vexatious demons. Pieces of vile shit!” I clamor. I’m locked away like a criminal, trapped inside of a prison cell, laced with wards that I can’t break through. My dragon roars in anguish inside of my mind.

      Must get out!

      I know, man, I know. I’m trying, I answer him back, but he’s restless and angry. Normally, on a mythical night such as tonight, I’m able to spread my wings, flying freely without concern over being detected by mortals. It’s the annual night where the world is blanketed in spells cast by witches throughout the universe to protect the supernatural community. This allows us to pulverize the underworld walkers as the veil opens, and they embark to wander the earth.

      It’s also the night when dragons meet their fated mate, and this year, I was hoping I’d get the fortune to meet mine. I woke up this morning with a stir of love besieging me—that’s commonly a summons to your soul. Your other half has finally come of age and is ready to be received by you.

      I was so fucking excited to receive that buzz of awareness that I let my walls down. I didn’t see or smell the trap ready and waiting for me as I departed my family’s small dwelling.

      Hurry up, must find mate!

      Motherfucker, what do you want me to do? I can’t break these wards, and we still have demon blood in our system.

      Let me out! he demands. I’ll fix this.

      We tried shifting, it didn’t work! Just shut the fuck up and let me think! I’m fond of my other entity, I truly am, but when he’s in one of these moods, I can’t deal.

      I shut down our communication by putting up an invisible shield, blocking my mind from him. I can’t think with him badgering me inside of my head. He’s giving me a motherfucking headache, and as a celestial being, we don’t suffer from those sorts of ailments. I try once again to get a hold of my brothers through our Quora, our familial link.

      I’m one of three hatchlings born to my purebred dragon parents, Kiruss and Inni. I was the first hatched, accompanied by my hatchmates, Airvyd and Buvor. Our entities’ pigmented scales represent one of the earthly, elemental tones—earth, fire, and water. My scales are a deep, rich green, representing the earth. Airvyd’s are a mixture of red and orange, as bright as fire. Buvor’s are a light, almost iridescent blue, like a crystal lake.

      Numerous times, I attempt to get a link mighty enough to unite with my Quora, but the more I try, the further my energy depletes, rendering me all but useless. After being shot with those tiny daggers, the tips coated with demon blood, I was already sluggish. Being poisoned lowered my inhibitions and has left me magically exhausted.

      It’s rare for me to leave the house without one of my brothers. We’ve always been there to watch each other’s back. My parents drummed it into my head to never leave myself vulnerable or go anywhere alone, particularly during All Hallows’ Eve. Dragons are hunted like wild animals. We’re a scarce breed these days, making it a game for everyone who wants to defeat one and claim it as a war prize for themselves. It’s a mighty story to tell if you can pull one over on a dragon, and I’m pissed that I allowed Roh and Brus to get the best of me. Not all demons join in on the mighty hunt. I even met one once upon a time who saved me from the two idiots who stalked my Quora. His name was Christian. We spent a few days together. He taught me some tricks that demons could use to lure me from my safety. We became somewhat friends, I suppose, at least as much as a demon and a dragon can be. He doesn’t often travel from the underworld, but that day he tracked a few wayward demons who made an escape, even though they hadn’t sought permission from his dark lord. According to Christian, his master allows havoc to reign on All Hallows’ Eve to keep a balance in the underworld.

      The night I was captured, all I wanted to do was go to the river that sits on the edge of our property, the one we use as our bathing chamber, and bathe myself in erogenous oils for when I’m called by my mate. A first impression is paramount when meeting your betrothed for the first time. My hatchlings and I had spent the previous days simulating battles in preparation to face our adversaries, which is why I desperately needed refreshing.

      She is coming, a voice floats through my mind. One that is decisively not my dragon.

      What the fuck? Who is this? I demand you answer me now.

      All I get in return is uneasy silence.

      Yet, the question still lingers. Who in the hell is she? The one who’s proclaimed to come and rescue me. Is it my mate? She must be strong and powerful if she’s coming to my aid. Only the strongest female alive can break these wards, meaning she has to be a—ah shit, my mate’s a witch.
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      Once we’ve received our boost of energy and have acquired our added powers from the spirits beyond, I find myself slumped on a log. I’m contemplating the message I received from Mother Nature. Most witches refer to her as Gaia; my coven happens to flip-flop back and forth between the two pseudonyms. Glancing over, I see my sisters mirroring the same position.

      “Did, uh—did y’all happen to hear a voice when you were receiving?” My tone is heavy. I don’t want to be seen by them as looney. If they acquired a message, that’s phenomenal. If they didn’t, then they’ll think I’ve gone crazy from the ancestral abilities transferred to me.

      “Oh, thank Gaia. I thought I was having a mental breakdown,” Mariella quaveringly admits. “I thought for sure you’d all be calling in a team of witch doctors to cure me of my ailment.”

      If I weren’t so mystified by what I’d cultivated, I’d be singing the chorus to that song since it’s one of our favorites. A small giggle escapes, earning me a glare from both my sisters. Sometimes I laugh at inappropriate times, especially when my mind is in a whirlwind.

      “I heard it too,” Maribell whispers. “I don’t understand why I did, seeing as I don’t become of betrothment age for another three months.” Huh, that is unusual. Mind-boggling. I’ve never read of this happening in all of my studies.

      “Did any of you get the inkling that our—uh, mages are shifters?” I explore. I’m gonna be pissed if they’re lucky enough to end up with a mighty wizard, and I’m stuck with a snarling, teeth-gnashing man-child who turns into another form.

      “Yeah. And if you think about it, it makes sense. Tonight is the night that shifters awaken, and it’s their mating night.” Mariella is four moons older than I am. She should’ve been placed with her mage two years past. The thing she omitted is that it’s also a witch’s betrothal season.

      “Why do you think that you weren’t matched on your twenty-first year, Mariella?” The question plagues me. We were all saddened for her when the eve passed without her mage making an appearance. The family feared that perhaps Mari’s intended had passed to the other side, and Mother Nature was still searching for a suitable replacement.

      “It’s time for them to know it all,” my grandmother proclaims, injecting herself into our conversation, but she’s aiming her directives my mother’s way. Hmm, that’s peculiar.

      “I’m of the same thought, Mother. Tonight, they obtained their eternal message from our highest being,” my mother answers.

      “What are you talking about?” Bell pleads, her brows crinkled.

      “Gather around the bonfire, girls. I have a fable to share with you three,” Mother reveals as she points toward the ascending smoldering fire. We migrate and hunker down on the ground, waiting for Mother and Grandmother to begin their tale. “On the day that each one of you were born, I was visited by the spirit of Gaia. She not only told me which power you were to receive but also explained about your future mates and who they’d harbor within. She also told me that once you bonded yourselves to your men, y’all would become eminent, unbeatable as a faction. When Bell was birthed, that’s when she provided the detail that you three would find your dragon mates on the same day, at the same time. This is the way it’s been foreseen. The six of you must bind yourselves on the same day, preferably at the same exact moment. Your union will align the universe and close the gates to hell’s pesky creatures. It’ll cage the vermin intent on causing devastation. They’ll be locked away, unable to puncture the gateway between all worlds.”

      “Dragons. Big, scaly, clumsy—those dragons?” I interrupt my mother as I try to imagine the beastly creature of a man being my partner, my mate, my mage. I’m having a hard time processing this. Dragons are moody, unpredictable, yet filled with more mystical magic than witches combined.

      “Yes, dear. Dragons,” my grandmother stresses, confirming my ramblings.

      “This is why you were always reading to us the folklore concerning dragons,” Mari presses. “You were preparing us for our future, not wanting us to be timid when they materialize.”

      “Aye, child, I was.” Grandmother always shared fascinating tales and enriching stories, as it pertained to dragons, their legends, and lore.

      “How are we supposed to find these dragon mates of ours? Do we just summon them to us?” Bell asks, piquing my interest.
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