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Aseon

“It smells funny around here.” I reach down, scratching my pup, Shadow, between the ears. “They all talk funny, too. Always, Y'all this and Y'all that. It's super fucking annoying! It's like, welcome to Hicksville, USA.” I may have or may not have actually said that to my father, but what does he expect? It's my senior year of high school, and I've been dragged across the country to be enrolled in an academy that my estranged Aunt Kerri runs. So—looking forward to that. Not!

We just moved from Brooklyn, NY, to someplace that smells funny, and everyone has an accent. According to dad, the sign into this damned town said, Come Bask in Shadow, Louisiana. It's sorta strange that I managed to name my service animal after the very place my dad decided to drag my ass, just weeks after my mother lost her three-year battle with cancer. Yeah, weird—I know, right? I'll probably catch shit for the pup, but he's had that name since we got him, and how was I to know we'd live out in bumfuck someday?

Shadow whimpers. He's not a really good talker, but he lets me get things off my chest anyhow. I scrunch my nose. The smell is like cows or something. “Ugh—nope.” I put down a cup of sugary stuff—the sweet tea around here is probably the worst thing I've ever had to drink. So sweet, it gives me a toothache. What I wouldn't give for a decent cup of Dunkin'. I need coffee, but no, I get this cold—ass tea.

“Ace, it's time for school. Let's go, princess.” Dad calls from my door.

Grabbing my cane and making sure the bag is on Shadow correctly, we walk the thirty-three paces to the front door, where I wait for my father. Dad grabs my arm and leads me to the car before helping me. Shutting my door, I wait for his door to open and shut. That way, he will turn on some music. I have to wait because it's a new car, and I don't know all the buttons yet. The car starts up, and Cardi B comes through the speakers. Singing along, we go down the road in peace.

“The school will be good for you.” Dad tries to sell it to me again.

***
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“Princess, we're here. Do you need me to walk you?” Dad has a nervous tone to his voice that freaks me out.

“Nope, I got it. I'm sure someone will help me.” I give him the assurance he desperately wants while opening my door. Pulling my backpack on before setting my cane on the ground, I stand straight up out of the car as Dad hands me Shadow's harness.

A cheek kiss is followed by a shoulder squeeze before the door shuts behind me. Shadow takes me where I want to go, straight into the thick of the noise. Dad has been drilling me about navigating this place. I know it's exactly ten yards to the quad, and then if I stay on the sidewalk, a short upward distance takes me to the Head Mistress' office. Meeting with my Aunt isn't going to be strange—Nah—not at all.

Shadow stops me dead in my tracks as a familiar voice hits my ears.

“Aseon?” The voice belongs to my cousin Ashton. His dad married my crazy Aunt about a decade ago, and he's sorta popped in and out ever since.

“Ashton? I wasn't sure if you would be here or if you would be somewhere else.”

“Mommy—” He always calls her that in the strangest way—"Basically assigned me as yer starter package.” He chuckles. “I'm going to be one of your handlers. I'm pretty sure Coen and Zaiden are around here somewhere. Once we find 'em, I will introduce y—” My head swivels as my nose is accosted by hay, and I think—is that—manure?

“Ash!” A deep southern drawl calls out, and the smell gets closer.

“What the hell is that stench?” All I want to do is cover my face and walk away.

I hear a loud sniffing, and Shadow stiffens. “Huh? Is that me? Sorry, I—”

“Zaiden, this is Aseon, my cousin I was tellin' ya 'bout.”

“The blind one?”

“I don't have another, so yeah.”

“Gotcha—hello!” He practically shouts at me as Ashton laughs.

“Dude, she ain't Helen Keller. She can hear ya just fine.”

“I may be after this. For fuck's sake.” I shake my head, feeling a foreign hand grab mine. Then my fingers feel skin that isn't soft but also not so hard that it's unpleasant. “What the fuck are you doing?” I ask, pulling my hand away.

“Oh? I—Uh—figured you wanna know what I looked like—Ashto—”

I can hear the riotous laughter erupting from my asshat of a cousin.

“You dickhead!—Er, I'm sorry for cussin'. I know better—my momma taught me to act right—but Ash here can sorta steer me wrong, on account I can be too trustin' momma used to say that was a good thing in me—though I don't know.” He rambles on and on. 

Jesus, what did Ashton say his name was again? Momma's boy—got it.

“Zion, was it? Sorry, this is all a little hard.” I stutter, but only just a little. He gives me a small chuckle before answering.

“Zaiden, actually, and it's okay. Ashton is being a right good jerk, but it's in good humor. Thanks to Head Mistress Seabreize, you have four readers. One of us will always be with you in class. I have Sacred Geometry and Incense, Oils, and Brews with you. Meaning I start and end your day. Coen Conley has a History of Witchcraft, and as I understand it, you have been signed up for the Siren's Choir, but that's midday. And the jokester here— “

“What the fuck is Sacred Geometry? Did you just say Oils and Brews? What kind of Hocus Pocus bullshit did my father drop me off at?”

“Didn’t ya get the memo?” A new, slightly less raspy, and rather unimpressed voice joins in.

“Enter Coen Conley.” Ashton sounds oh so thrilled. The way he says the guy's name tells me that they may not exactly be friends.

“K—whatta? Would you like to uncinate your fucking words?”

“Hmm—You’re sorta cute.” Coen sounds almost surprised. “And it’s Coh—en, Con—lee.”

“What are blind people not supposed to be good at accessorizing?” I snark.

“Bitchy too? Geeze, Ashton, you said she was cool as a cucumber. Seems more like a jalapeno to me, or maybe a ninja?” Coen snickers.

This is an obvious dig at my dress. My friend Chelsea picked it out a few months back. It’s white with silver and red throwing stars. I wore it to a screening of some Kung Fu movie her brother Dallas helped with. He made me a deal. If I walked the carpet with him, he’d munch on mine all night. Pretty sure I got the better end of that deal.

I roll my eyes before turning my back to the group. As I’m walking away, I flip my skirt so they see my panties. They may call me a tease, but I’m okay with that. I’ll go all the way with someone once they prove worthy enough.
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Ashton

I’m someone’s reason to masturbate. 

I damn near choke on my gum as Aseon’s skirt settles back down. I knew she was a tease, but it seems she’s gotten downright slutty since the last time we hung out. Two years ago, I came out to New York to stay with them for a week. To say she broadened my horizons is the understatement of my life. She and her friends got us into a club in the meatpacking district, and by the end of the night, no part of me was a virgin anymore. Cherries popped at sixteen, and now...

“I am so gonna put that in the spank bank.” Coen snorts, making Zaiden punch his arm. “Ouch! Don’t make me singe ya.”

Did I mention that Coen is part of the Shadow Academy elite? Yeah, he's the top Salamander ‘round these parts. I huff, running to catch up to Aseon, grabbing her bag so she stops.

“Hey, sorry ‘bout all that. They can be a little mouthy. But I’m betting you’d like that.” I snicker.

“I can show them what to do with their mouths. All at the same time.”

Another snicker comes from me as her dog, Shadow, whimpers. “Hey, listen ‘bout what Zaiden said. Hasn’t it started for you yet?”

“Hasn’t what started?”

I grasp her hand, making her tilt her head in my direction. “Yer dad said that the elms died. I thought they told you.” My voice softens. “I’m—”

“Aseon Trivia Seabreize.” The usually melodic sound of my stepmotherKerri—Aseon’s Auntie’s voice sternly fills my sensitive ears. “You’re late. Ashton, you were supposed to bring her straight away, not dally with the circle.”

Aseon cringes inward. “Kerridwin, it’s been too long. It would have been nice if you’d have shown up for ma’s funeral.”

“You will never understand the morbidity of that. Now, both of you are coming into my office. You cannot run around in that.” 

I drop my head. These two women should probably not share space. As I look at my stepmother, I am, for the first time, glad that Aseon is blind. See, the sisters were twins, and if she could see this woman’s face right now, she would probably be in tears.

“What's wrong with what I’m wearing?”

Kerri’s eyes roll, and her hand rotates on her wrist. “Your father neglected to pick up your uniforms. But no matter, we will have you sorted out fairly quickly. Come now, we haven’t time to waste.”

“Stop! Nobody is making any sense. Dad said something about a finishing school of sorts, and I quote, to get me ready for the real world.” Aseon is white knucklin’ her cane.

Kerri lets out a rather exaggerated huff. “Men! They know nothing of truth! The real world?” She stops a hand on her belly to compose herself. She does this whenever she begins to raise her voice as if swallowing the anger and tucking it away for later use. Typically, that involves lots of exploding bottles in the courtyard and my having to clean up the shards that are left over. Her green eyes lower, pushing her long blonde hair back from her face. “Aeson, you will find we are something altogether more than what you know to be real. Please come inside. Leonas has collected all of your books, and once you are changed, I’m sure Ashton will be happy to take you to orientation. You will find that enlightening, I am sure.”

“Yeah, I'm sure I will,” Aeson answers. I'm sure she's confused. I don't know why they would have kept this from her. We aren’t Harry Potter. We are an elite school for magickal beings and those with talents outside the normal realm. We are the Shadow Academy of Magickal Arts.
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Aeson

Orientation? Should I be worried I’ve fallen and hit my head? Will I meet the Sanderson Sisters? Mom and Dad watched Hocus Pocus every year. I just picked up the words and sounds. This outfit my Aunt made me wear is downright uncomfortable. It’s kind of itchy, and I can’t sit still. I want out of it. If only the hoodoo bullshit was real. Maybe the sisters could deal with my Aunt for me.

Ashton puts a hand on my back to lead me to the auditorium, and I can hear his buddies as I was sitting. Ashton is next to me, the sarcastic one, on the other side, while Shadow sits at my feet, and thankfully, the smelly one is somewhere further down.

“This will be fun. I love the welcome chants.” The sarcastic one whispers. “Did they like give you braille versions?”

Welcome chants? Fuck me running. “I’m sorry. Do you need me to teach you what to do with that mouth?”

“Oh, he’s got that covered, or should I say he’s got yours covered if you like.” A new voice comes into play, deeper than the dick but not so deep as the smelly guy. I feel shuffling next to me.

“Hey—stop—Trent—” There’s Ashton. “Uggh—fine.” It’s all whispers, but damn if it’s not annoying. “Aeson, this is Trenton. Apparently, he’s late again.”

“All for a good cause. Promise.” I feel breath against my neck. “Can I shake your hand? You know, for a proper introduction.”

I twist my head away. What the hell just happened? My entire body tingled with his breath. “A proper introduction would include staying out of my space until I’ve allowed you in it.”

“Well, that burned hotter than you last night, Co.” Trenton snickers. “Warning heeded.”

Before I can sass back, I hear a low, steady drum beat.

“Just listen for the repeat,” Ashton says quickly.

Earth, Air, Fire, Water, The words come steadily, then each repeated in like a round, one after the next as the whole phrase continues. Then, a voice booms over the top. The voice of my aunt.

“Welcome, Earth, stable and firm, Merry Meet Air, creative and swift, Join us Fire ever may your energies burn, and Flow through us Water may your rivers never rift.” Her voice is like the rest, rhythmic, bold, and cutting into me like the hard drum beats. “This year has many new, and some returned. Protect all goddess—for you, we yearn. May knowledge pass like fruit falls from the tree, and may our power never waiver, So mote it be.” The entire room repeats the So mote it be part, and I’m left with a spinning head as I feel my limbs grow warm and heavy, even as a soft breeze caresses the room, and my heart feels like it will burst from my chest.

I feel like I’m underwater, and all the words around me start to bleed together until I can no longer make sense of anything.
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Zaiden

“Hey, now, if you all intend to keep that racket, you can get right up out of here.” I scold Trenton and Coen. As usual, the Tweedles are at the epicenter of an overwhelmed freshman. Coen likes to turn up the heat when the circle is cast, while Trenton makes it circulate. Usually, it causes the girls to get all hot and strip, but occasionally, we end up with one or two in the infirmary. Aeson appears to be hypersensitive, and since she was literally between these two wonder dicks, down she went.

She moves as I swipe a cool rag across her soft, smooth porcelain cheek. It’s steeped in peppermint oil to help revive and relieve her.

She grabs at her head as she moans. “My fucking head is pounding. Jesus H Roosevelt Christ, would you shut the fuck up?” Her voice is very commanding.

“Um, we didn’t—” Coen smirks, looking at her thighs. I was sitting between them, but I moved as she sat up, and now she’s flashing panty.

“Um, Miss Aeson, you may wish to adjust your skirt a touch,” I whisper.

“It’s Aeson, not Miss nothing. If they are looking at my cunt, they better find a different one. You are all fucking insane.” She goes to stand and the dog with her whimpers, getting between us. She has a filthy mouth, and I cannot help but blush at the way she uses it. “My Cane?” She puts out her hand.

“I—um—” I hesitate. “I only grabbed you.”

“I’ll go back for it,” Ashton’s, eager to get out of the line of fire.

“Ugh. Shadow, let's go.” She stands, pulls down her skirt, and the dog pulls her, well, until he doesn’t.

“Sit, stay.” Her voice comes from across the room, but it’s not hers. It’s Sienna. Trenton’s familiar having a go. Confused, the dog stops, but Aeson keeps walking straight into a waist-cutting metal exam table.

Thwack!

She stops, her fists clenching, “Stupid, cunt licking fucking twat waffle boys. Who the fuck stopped Shadow, and why in the fuck are you keeping me from leaving!”

Everything in the room that isn’t attached shakes. Beds are moving of their own volition, the herbs on the shelves are rattling, and I think the potions may actually be boiling. For Goddess’ sake,. I think she has steam coming out of her ears.

“Aeson, that’s enough.” Head Mistress Seabreize says softly. “Your father failed to prepare you properly for all of this. I am sorry, but this is your hand. Now, do you intend to play to win, or will you fold?”

“Play my hand or fold? Have you lost your fucking mind? I can’t win anything when I don’t know the damn rules. You and him both threw me into this and just said, oh, wear this and wear that. This shit itches, and everyone is still shouting.” She turns toward Coen and Trenton. “If you two don’t shut the fuck up, I’m going to shove my cane so far up your asses.” Her hands go over her ears, and she starts rocking.

I realize that her hypersensitivity is because of the lost sense. “Head Mistress, I think she may be somewhat psychic. But I do not think—”

“Zaiden, you are the rock. Now do as you have been prepared.” The Head Mistress nods toward Aeson. “Ground her.”

I stand. Being six-three, I am by far the tallest of us. I know she cannot see me approach, but I'm pretty sure she can smell the soil and animals on my skin from her previous remarks. I walk to her, and the dog moves to allow me access. I pat his head gently, and he lays down like a good, faithful boy. My hands go over hers, and she stiffens but does not pull back. That is my allure, my alignment is to the Earth Elementals, and I am a grounding force. My voice and my touch each have a way of bringing others to a balanced state.

“It’s okay, this happens when we do not know our alignments, and we become overwhelmed. Take a few easy, long breaths. I promise you will feel better.”

“It’s so much noise.” She almost whines, but her shoulders sag as she leans into me. My hand instinctively cradles her head as I work to silence the voices. My eyes sail to Trenton and Coen.

“Guys, outside voices.”

Head Mistress Seabrieze walks over to us and gently yet tentatively touches Aeson’s arm. Her eyes lift to me before she speaks, though not truly to me. “Earth.” This lends me to nod just as Ashton comes running in.

“I got it—what happened here?” He sees the broken glass and the shaken furniture.

“Water.” The Head Mistress points at him, then zeros in on Trenton and Coen. “What are your disciplines?”

“Fire, Head Mistress.” Coen lowers his eyes.

“Air, Head Mistress.” Trenton is echoed by Sienna, his Myna bird.

I watch as this usually composed woman shakes her head. “Fuck. Goddess be damned. Fuck, fuck, mother fuck.” She sighs with frustration with a source I cannot understand. “All of you, go with Ashton back to my domicile. I will have your caretakers get your supplies for the night, including your familiars, if they are not with you now. Calls must be made and arrangements sorted. For tonight, you five are joined at the hip. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Head Mistress.” We answer her obediently. Well, we all, except for Aeson. She’s practically snoozing upright as I absorb all her stress and pain. Fortunately for her, I am something of a masochist.
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Coen

“What the hell—why are we even agreeing to this?” I gripe, watching Zaiden carry Aeson across the quad to Ashton’s joint. “So what if each of us is a different Elemental discipline? Isn’t that the whole point of us being here? To form bonds and possibly our own powerhouse covens after we graduate? We are lucky we click, is all.”

“Yeah, okay, but where does she fit? Why are we being sent to her aunt’s home to spend the night with her? Is it like a breeding program we didn’t know about?” Trenton scratches his head. “She’s cute but super feisty. I'm afraid if we got her too excited, her jaw would lock, and my dick would be a memory.”

“She wouldn’t even notice, I'm sure, no chewing involved, just a little gulp.” Ashton teases.

I can’t even hold my laugh. “Like popping a pill.” I snort, catching up to Zaiden. “What do you think?” Zaiden looks down at her as she plays with the buttons on his shirt. She’s heard us, I’m sure. I make a quick intake of air. “Hey, Listen, we are just trying to cut the tension. Your aunt is a scary as fuck witch.”

“Scary? I think not. Honestly, I’m not sure what the fuss is. She’s a person. She has faults as everyone does.”

“Earthquakes. Three weeks ago, she opened a fissure in the obstacle course that almost ate three students and a horse.” Zaiden explains softly. His rhythmic stroking of her hair keeps her level and calm. I can see her temperature rise regardless, though. She is full of untapped passion, and anger rushes through her veins instead of blood. When she lost her shit for that moment in the infirmary, it got me harder than granite. Trenton, too, which was why we couldn’t stop talking. She is the moth that calls for the flame, and I am so ready to just burn her to the ground.

“Three weeks ago? She was a coward. She should have been at our side. She should have been with us. She wasn’t. Now she’s telling us what to do. You know you could probably let me walk.”

“Except that we are here, and that house is difficult to maneuver, so why not let me at least get you to a safer space than the sidewalk?” Zaiden—always the thinker, always the people pleaser.

“I think you just enjoy having your hands on me. They are rather big. I could real—”

“And we’re done.” Ashton steps around me, rather bold for the little fishmonger. “Put her down. Aeson, I have your cane, and Shadow is right here. Are you hungry? Let’s get away from these fools and carb you up. I got plenty of cotton candy and softee pretzels.”

Aeson pouts, “Zaiden’s body was cool where mine is on fire. Why must you always ruin my fun?”

“I can wrap you in a cool breeze if you promise not to bite too hard.” Trenton snickers. “I’m a great air conditioner. Just point me at the wet spots.”

“Dude. No. That was over the top, even for you.” I push him away playfully. “Look, firecracker, if you are hot, let Ashton cool you off. He can literally put a rain cloud over your head and shower you, but if you let him, think I could watch?” I lean in close enough that only she and Zaiden can hear me but far enough that I’m not on top of her, though it is where I want to be. “Like your panties say, you're a reason to masturbate, so maybe we could work something out after you get to know me a bit.”

“I bet you would sound so good being edged. Ash, can I play with him? He seems to need to learn.”

Ashton’s mouth hangs open. He doesn't know what to say. I, however, do.

I lick my lips and snake my arm around her center. “You can edge me all you like, but I warn you, to play with me is to truly be playing with fire.”
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Aeson

Witches, magickal powers, what are we? In Harry Potter? Ashton got everyone a plate of cheese and crackers with fruit. So we all sorta picked at it. Right now, we’re sitting out in the backyard. Trenton, Coen, and Ashton are talking over one another. They said they wanted to introduce me to their familiars. It doesn’t make much sense to me. So, I let them argue amongst themselves. 

“Does anyone know why Aunt Kerri said we needed to be joined at the hip? I get I’m new to this, but I do read books. If you all have Earth, Air, Fire, and Water covered, what else could there be?” It’s very quiet all of a sudden. “Okay, so blind girl, looks if you got um are lost on me.”

A voice clears. Pretty sure that’s Zaiden. “Well, there is a theory.”

“It’s not a theory.” Ashton over-talks. “Mommy has a ton of books about it.”

“Sure, more books, but have you ever actually met a Spirit caste? It’s total bogeyman bull shit.” And there goes my hot head, Coen. Trenton, however, is eerily quiet.

“Trenton? No comments?” I ask, trying to bring him into the conversation. If I’m stuck with them, I might as well get to know them.

“They’re all wrong, is all.” He says plainly.

“Clarification, please.” I pat the seat beside me.

“Dibs!” I feel the bench rock, and the next thing I know, I smell warm spices, like cinnamon gum and brown sugar steeped in butter. Fucking Coen.

“That wasn’t for you.” I get a little snarky, yelping as I’m lifted and set on a knee.

“Now, there is plenty of room for us both.” He doesn’t touch me inappropriately, but there is still a building tension that is going to need a release later as his hands sit at my natural waist.

“You are a cad, Coen,” Trenton is now far closer. Another shift of the bench. Apparently, I’m the meat in this sandwich.

“You’ve got me in your lap. Now be quiet and let the big kids talk.” I shake my head. “Trenton, would you please clarify what you meant?”

I hear Zaiden chuckle nearby. If I had to imagine it, I think this man is sitting in the grass surrounded by animals, just watching us. If I heard them right before, Trenton has a talking bird. I’ve met Frick and Frack, Ashton’s kitties, but I didn’t know what they were, not that I’m all that clear now. Seems Shadow likes Zeus and Hades, Coen’s dogs. They seem kind enough. Hades has got thick, soft fur and tall, pointed ears. They said he’s a husky. While Zeus has short, somewhat curled fur and floppy ears, he’s a retriever of some sort. My Shadow is a Border Collie and seems to really like having playmates. I don’t think Zaiden has a familiar, or at least he hasn’t said anything about one.

“Okay, so you want to know what I know?” Trenton asks but doesn’t wait for a response. “As a disciple of the Air discipline, we are well educated in the incorporeal, the ether, wind, creativity, and the soul. Because Spirit is intangible, it is something they teach us about. They teach how to see it, how to identify it, and how and why it is so very important.”

“Why in the fuck are you talking in circles?”

“Witches, circles are kind of our thing,” Coen says into my ear as his hand gently tightens at my waist. I can feel his thumb slip between the space of my skirt and blouse, riding up and slowly doing a little circle on my lower spine.

“Coen, I’m going to break your hand if you don’t quit wandering.” I snap my teeth in his direction but appear to have missed.

“Careful, firecracker or my tongue won’t fulfill the promises my hands make later.” He whispers so low I’m sure only the dogs can hear him.

“That’s okay. I’ve been getting myself off for years.”

“Hmm. I’d like to see that. Maybe if I’m a good boy? Hmm?” His hands go back to a neutral position that is simply to keep me from shifting.

“Now that the child has stopped, maybe you can continue explaining to those who don’t understand a lick of any of this.”

“I got a lick or two for you.” Coen breathes against me again. I swear if they could hear him.

“Are you actually speaking, or am I going crazy again?”

“If I come inside, I promise you’ll know.” I rub my temples, but his hand grasps mine. “I won’t go inside your head without permission. But you wanted to play, so you struck the match. Now, how hot would you like to burn?”

“You shush. I’ll deal with you later!” This boy is driving me crazy. “Okay, so back to Spirit. Is there nobody that has that element?”

“So my understanding is that we, as magick users, all have it. We can invoke Spirit when we call upon our deities. That we are allowed a touch of the Divine inspiration through the invocation. By summoning each element, we can manifest for a time great power. Typically, it takes a strong Priestess and the backing of the entire coven to accomplish this. But a disciple of Spirit is different. One is not simply capable in a single discipline but formidable in all. It is the combination, the balance, that makes them a powerhouse. Able to invoke the higher powers at will to do their bidding.”

“So, someone super powerful got it. How does one know what element they have?”

“Trial and error.” Zaiden chuckles, “Or you could be like Coen there and burn up your crib when you’re three months old.”

“Hey, some of us were early burners.” Coen squeezes me again playfully. “I can not help it if I render mattresses to ash.”

I put my hand over Coen’s. “Because you’re fire, that’s why you're so hot to the touch, and Zaiden’s earth makes him cool?” It’s all so confusing. It’s sorta making me dizzy.

“Coen, why don’t you help Aeson to Ashton’s room so she might lie down a bit before lunch?” My aunt’s voice clips the air. “Seeing as you have her so well in hand at the moment.”

I can feel Coen’s hands leave my body after I’m lifted off his lap. “I guess I’ll see everyone for lunch. Can I at least get out of these clothes?”

“Your things are already in a garment bag. Coen will help you, I’m sure.” My aunt insists. “Shadow, go with Aeson.”

This boy has already been trying to get me out of my clothes. I can’t believe she’s sending him to show me to Ash’s room. However, I’m slightly intrigued to see what he does.
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Coen

Challenge Accepted.

Aeson may be a fucking unicorn. For Goddess' sake, I’ve been here at the Shadow Academy longer than anyone and have gotten by on being hot, ripped, and charming as fuck. I have a smile that evaporates every pair of panties in a room, but that isn’t going to work with this girl. She can’t fucking see the way I look at her or even the way I fucking look! The advantages that my genetics bring are absolutely blown with her. No matter. I have more to me than just a hot bod. Right?

I am top of my class, a pyromancer who had teamed up with an Aero for a boost that should launch me straight to the heart of the matter. Now, don’t think I’m just trying to get a pump. If that were the case, I got a little red book full of dumpsters. I like the idea of finessing off panties, of making a girl come so hard she loses her mind and begs for exactly what I already want to give her.

Head Mistress Seabrieze wants me to take care of her niece, and that is what I’ll do. I mean, I don’t know what it will mean if she is this mythical discipline. Will that mean she can power us up like our bonds already do? Why does the Head Mistress want to hook us together? Is Trenton right? Is it a weird mating thing? I mean, I know the other magickal species have fated mates, and sometimes more than one. Is that the case with us, too? I know sometimes covens are poly, but I just figured it was a kinky choice.

“What, Kerri gives you permission, and you freeze up? Is this some kind of performance anxiety or something?” Aeson’s voice pulls me out of my head, and my instinct kicks in just as we hit Ashton’s bedroom door.

“Perfect timing,” I whisper, opening the door. Shadow darts past us as I pull her against me and close the door behind us, only to pin her back to it. Keeping full lower-body contact, I hold her arms over her head in one hand as my other tips her chin up. “Seducing you means a change in tactic.” My tone lowers with my arousal. 

“A change can be good every now and then. Maybe you should be blindfolded to see the world as I see it?” Aeson arches her back, lifting her breasts higher, pressing herself forward. Though her legs are very much together, I feel them squeeze, and I am already imagining how wet she’s getting.

“That would take a level of trust. I'm not sure we have yet.”  I bend down, letting my cheek softly graze hers so that my light stubble will leave a lingering sensation. “Tell me, do your other senses compensate? Like if I trace your neck with just the edge of my nail, will it make you smile?” I do exactly as I propose, not letting her hands go.

“No trust? Really, I’d have assumed some, as you have me pinned to the door. You’re just lucky I enjoy being pinned.” She reaches out and licks the side of my face. “Oh, you taste good. Does everything about you taste this good?”

This is the moment when I would pull back with a smirk, but she cannot see that, so time to adapt. “Perhaps, but this isn’t about me right now.” That finger that traced to her clavicle begins to travel down to the first button of her blouse. “I was told to help you into better clothes, so let's start here.” I release the first button.

“Are you sure you won’t come in your pants? I’m not in the innocent little undergarments your grandmother might wear.”

I chuckle, undoing the second and third buttons, “At least one of us is wearing undergarments.” I look down into her blouse. Her breasts don’t spill but sit snugly cradled in what looks like a longline bra. “Well, this makes me smile.” I run my fingers down the eyelets at the center. “Whoever helps you shop has the best job in the world.”

“Well, it was my best friend, but it’s going to be rather hard for her to help me shop from Brooklyn. Rissa did promise to send me all the best pieces. Maybe if you’re lucky, I’ll model some for you. Now, are you going to keep exploring, or will you help me out of these godforsaken clothes?”

Another light laugh escapes my lips while I pull the remainder of her blouse from her skirt. “Do you not like being teased?”

“I very much enjoy it, just not when I’m wearing clothes that make my entire body itch and scream.”

“My poor little firecracker.” I rip the blouse down her arms, letting her hands go, but only enough to lock them behind her back. “Please hold still.” Goddess, I wish she could see the fire in my eyes right now as I unzip her skirt, letting it fall to the floor. Dropping to my knees puts my face right at the place I'm dying to taste, and I can see the slight darkening of the fabric where it's already wet. I cannot stop myself from leaning in. 

Grasping the top of her black thigh-high tight, I roll down one and, as she lifts her foot, take the shoe. This reveals the cutest French manicure on her toes. I poise myself to get the other leg bare, looking up at her for the right cues. Her eyes are lowered, and while some may think they are spooky from the clouds across the blue, they stir me. She bites her lip as I undress her other leg. Wrapping my hand behind her knee, I lift, and she lets out the tiniest moan, turning her leg to open her thighs. 

My tongue darts out of my mouth, and I slide my tongue along the wet space, letting it press against her through the fabric. I don’t break the connection as I stand, letting my hands unhook her bra to unburden the trail to her now quite opened mouth before I ravage her with a kiss.
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Trenton

Looking at the back of Ashton’s Stepmother’s head as she walks away, I’m sort of stunned. She laid out information in a very succinct and unarguable way. Our ties to the Shadow Coven keep us bound, and thus, we can only repeat what she allows. Like she literally has a gag order spell in place. We know the info but can not share it out loud.

“Do you believe her?” I ask Zaiden, who is playing with Coen’s dogs like he doesn’t have a care in the world.

He shrugs, “Aren’t you a handsome boy?” He scratches Hades’ cheeks, “Yes, you are. You are a handsome boy.”

“It explains why each of us has a connection with her. Let’s face it. She most definitely makes Coen run hotter. I walked past my room, and the heat coming from under my door was insane.” Ashton speaks 

“Wait— are you saying they were?” I cup my hands over themselves. Top and bottom, then flip them. The universal sign for making the beast with two backs.

“Not that it’s any business of yours, but no, I did not fuck her.” Coen appears. He leans into the doorframe, minus his hoodie, with his hands in his pockets. “I introduced myself properly, though.”

“Pussy Hound.” Zaiden and Ashton say sarcastically at the same time.

Coen smirks. “So, what did I miss?” Snapping his fingers, both of his dogs come to heel, sitting beside him as he drops into a wingbacked chair, looking as smug and satisfied as Lucifer on the throne.

“Fucking Fire disciples,” I mutter. “What happened to our deal?”

He looks around, then points to himself. “It stands, just not with her. You are so on your own there, but be prepared. She made me run the gauntlet with her sass. Now, I ain’t laying claim because the woman is free to do as she pleases, but if she shoots you down and you press the issue, I will burn you in your beds.”

“Something tells me that isn’t going to happen.” Zaiden stands up, stretching his long ass arms out. I swear he’s such a knuckle-dragger. “Not if what Kerri said is true.”

Coen raises a brow. “Kerri, huh? What happened to Head Mistress Seabrieze?”

“I do as I’m told, and she said in this house it’s Kerri, so there you go.” He looks around. “So, who does the food around here?”

“Um, we have cooks.” Ashton is eyeballing Coen like he is ready to douse him with gasoline and see if he lights up like a dumpster fire.

“Boy, if you keep looking at me like that, you had better make a decision, either fight me or suck my cock.” Seems he noticed, too.

“That seems against the rules. I’m pretty sure I said you couldn’t come. You’re being rather bad, don’t you think?” Aeson speaks as Coen smirks. “Now, why are you telling Ashton to suck your cock? Ash, do you still do that?”

Ashton turns five shades of red before looking up and remarking with the straightest face. “Why? Are you still wearing yours?”

“Not yet, but it’s in a box. Are you telling me you miss it? I mean, I’m sure Coen would love for you to suck his cock while you're being railed.”

“So, long as you’re the one railing him? Sure, why the fuck not.”

“For Goddess’ sake, can you all stop with the sex talk? It’s impolite.” Zaiden looks at Aeson. “You have known us what? Four hours, and already you are pushing to rile us up. Do you realize that aside from the staff, who work for Ashton basically, there is no one else here? There are four of us, all well versed in our magicks, and while that little display in the infirmary was impressive—tell me—if we came at you, how far do you think you would get, seeing as the pup is not with you, and you are literally blind?”

“Dude, not fucking cool.” I bark, “She’s going to think we’re psychotic.”

“No, it’s not cool, but I think she should get the chip off her shoulder. I’ve felt her recklessness on the edge. There is a taste for oblivion, and if Kerri is right, then we need to do right.”

“Zaiden, you’re right, but I’ve been blind a long time, though I didn’t start that way, and I’ve learned a lot since I was six. Here’s the thing—I know that you’re at least six paces north of me. Trenton is another ten to the east. Ash is five to my west, and Coen—who better quit staring at my ass—is seven paces south, rubbing his hands up and down his thighs based on the sound coming from his pants.”

“I can’t say I’m not impressed, and I am happy to know that you are aware of your mundane surroundings, but this is not a mundane situation. Magick tips the scales. Something you need to learn. I’m not trying to scare you, just help you to understand you need to slow down. get the potatoes out of your ears and listen.” Zaiden sighs. “You have no idea what you are even doing here. Until you got dumped on this campus, you thought you were a normal blind chick and are anything but.”

“Which brings us right back to one. So if you all want the skinny sit your asses down for a cliff notes version so we can get some grub.” I shake my head as I hear the front door open and suddenly hear a little kid. I think I remember them saying that the Head Mistress and her husband adopted last fall, but no one has ever seen it. The truth is this is the first time I’ve hung out with Ashton outside of school events. I’m usually with Coen, and Zaiden spends the majority of his time at the stables.

Aeson’s head swivels, like the rest of us, well, all except Ashton. He looks nervous.

“Uh—be right back.” He tries to make it past Aeson, but not before a chick comes around the corner holding a little boy with his eyes.
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Aeson

What is that noise? I’ve heard it, but not where Ash is concerned. My head is swiveling. Ash is moving. They’re all moving. I’ve got myself turned toward the noise, but as I hear the word Da—dy come from a baby and then Ash’s voice consoling it, my world starts spinning.

“It’s okay, buddy. Daddy has you.”

“Daddy? You’ve got to be kidding me. I’ve talked to you at least twice a week, and you haven’t mentioned anything.”

“I’m sorry, Ace. Kerri said we shouldn’t say anything with what you were dealing with.”

“Because my mom was dying, you couldn’t tell me you had a kid?”

“Look, remember like a year ago when I told you Frick poofed? Well, I met this cool girl who tried to help me find her, and then, like six months ago, she dropped off Carver in a basket with a bottle of formula and a note. So yeah, I’m a daddy and haven't seen his momma since. Can we move on? Cat’s outta the bag. But please don’t tell anybody.” He sounds so desperate.

“Don’t tell anyone? A lie by omission is still a fucking lie.”

“I—I’m sorry,” Ashton says over the babbling. “Please.” I feel my hand touched, and then I’m being handed the little guy. I stiffen, not sure what to do. No one has ever handed me a baby before. He’s heavier than a sack of flour, that’s for sure. “Say hi, Carver.”

My cheeks are grabbed by little hands and suddenly slobbered. “Hi.” Comes a baby squeal followed by bubbling laughs. I don’t know what is going on, but all that anger is just gone, and I want to laugh, too.

I take a step back, and I’m immediately against Zaiden based on the smell. His hands grip my shoulders, steadying me.

“It’s okay. Let it drop. It was meant with love.”

“Alright, what the actual feck?” Coen huffs. “She was just burning almost as hot as me. What happened? What kinda little sprite or changeling have you got over here?” I hear him move, and the kid is taken from me.

“Coen—they—don’t turn him like that!” Ash protests as I fill with exhaustion. I lean into Zaiden.

“What I’m looking for is a manufacturing label.”

“Coen, that’s not nice. It’s a baby, but I’m suddenly super exhausted.”

“More like extinguished.” Trenton snickers. “Kid’s got his daddy’s water feature. He literally put out your fire.”

“Okay—okay, take him—sheesh.” I hear Coen. If I had to guess, I’d say Ash again has his son.

“Look, I gotta put him down, so why don’t you two fill these two in?” Ash grasps my shoulder gently and then walks away. Before I can speak, Zaiden has hoisted me up and is walking again. Not far, but still. He sets me down on what I presume is the couch and then sits next to me.

“Are you good? Do you need a pillow? A blanket? Your feet rubbed?” He sounds so sincere.

“For someone that was just jumping down my throat, you’re sure trying to take care of me.” I rub my head. “I need to call my dad. I need him to explain. Why didn't he tell me any of this? Why did he keep it from me?”

“Gag order spell.” Zaiden and Trenton say together.  My head tilts in confusion.

“Um, you know what a gag order is like. It keeps you from telling people stuff. Well, the covens gave a spell version that keeps their secrets.” Trenton's voice is now much like him, beside me.

“Couldn't tell you if they'd wanted is the basic point, “ Coen is closer to. It's like they always need to box me in. “Would one of you tell us what we are obviously missing?”

Zaiden clears his throat. “It would seem that your mom was the last recorded Spirit disciple on this continent. According to your aunt, you may be the next. She thinks that our being in each of the disciplines is further evidence of this. Our magick is drawn to yours. Thing is, Spirit is not for just anyone. Some could be but choose to dismiss their talent in lieu of their own safety. Spirit is a coveted magick. She wants us all together, as she puts it, for a social experiment. If you exhibit traits from each of us, then you have a difficult choice ahead.”

“Well, she’s definitely a firecracker.” Coen’s hand grazes my ankle. So he’s on the floor, got it.

“What kind of choice? So, you’ll be testing me?”

My ankle is squeezed, and Coen whispers. “You passed—multiple times.”

“Stop. Zaiden gets embarrassed by the sex talk. It’s not nice. The least we can do if we’re doing this experiment together is set ground rules.” I assume from the quiet of the room that I’m getting looks. “Zaiden doesn’t like the sex talk. So, no sex talk, but sexting is okay, I’d assume?” I tilt my head toward Zaiden. “Ashton has a kid. Does that mean the kid will be under the same roof as us? We may need a swear jar.”

“How do you sext?” Zaiden asks innocently as the hand he had around my back on my shoulder stops moving.

“Do you really want to know? I mean, I can show you, but you said no sex talk.”

“Well, I mean for the experiment’s sake.”

“For fuck’s sake!” Coen snorts, followed by Trenton with riotous laughter.

“Just imagine I have my phone, but usually, I’d start with—” I run the tips of my fingers around the side of my face to my neck. My voice takes on a seductive tone. “Zaiden, your touch feels so fucking amazing. Your hand around my throat—” I moan. “Can you feel me running my fingers over your chest? Tell me, Zaiden, do you like it when my tongue flicks your nipples?” I arch my body just a little. “Tighter, yes, cut off my oxygen. So, good.”
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