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The Witches of Lost Lake

By Tricia Arnold

•─────⋅☾⋅─────•

Part III. DAMON’S CURSE


Chapter 1

With the weight of Lenora’s life-changing decision settled quietly, both Lenora and Professor Sparrow were left momentarily breathless. For Professor Sparrow, the honor of guiding a student with such rare potential was both thrilling and humbling. For Lenora, the choice to embrace witchcraft as her path felt both daunting and extraordinary—a step far beyond anything she had ever imagined.

As they walked through the shadowed halls of Emrys Academy, their conversation deepened, and Professor Sparrow’s gentle questions about Lenora’s father hinted at the hidden challenges still waiting in the shadows.

“What was your perception of Damon the last time you saw him?”

Lenora hesitated, trying to remember details. She described her father in basic terms. “He didn’t look like himself."


“That’s because he is not himself. Every day, his humanity fades," Professor Sparrow explained. “Few encounter such an entity and survive. The Demon of Lost Lake is virtually unstoppable, and its evil is loose thanks to him.”


She continued, "Before we could do anything, the unthinkable happened. Your mother died mysteriously, breaking our hearts. Your father remained distant, cut off from the rest of us. When he did make contact, it was deadly. He brought the evil here, intending to harm everyone here. He wasn’t successful, but there were casualties.”

Lenora covered her mouth in shock. “Oh no,” she said in disbelief.

“After your father attacked Emrys’s, nobody felt worse than Anthony,” Professor Sparrow said, steadying her gaze on Lenora.

Lenora closed her eyes, trying to process everything. In a single morning, she’d discovered a hidden enchanted building on the grounds of her school. Then, she found out that her father was still alive—only to learn he was the villain all along. Frustrated, she sat down on a nearby bench.

Lenora asked Professor Sparrow, “What can I do?” She put her head down, embarrassed by the weight of her father’s mistakes. Professor Sparrow noticed the girl’s sadness and regretted her choice of words. She sat on the bench next to her.

Professor Sparrow softened her tone. “You should do what unique people do. Learn and persevere,” Professor Sparrow told her.

“What if I can’t?” Lenora asked.

“It’s time you believed in yourself,” Professor Sparrow replied.

The distraught expression on Lenora’s face reminded Professor Sparrow of Margaret. There were traces of her in Lenora’s eyes. Both her height and the awkwardness of her movements were achingly familiar. She saw Anthony Artorius's steady intelligence reflected in her gaze, a poignant reminder of the past mingling with the present.

When Professor Sparrow stood, she wished her knees didn’t ache so much.

“It’s time for you to leave for J.P. Durwood, Lenora,” Professor Sparrow said, her voice gentle but firm. “We’ll talk more next time.”

Lenora hesitated. “Won’t I get into trouble for sneaking out? Don’t I need a note or something to excuse me?”

“That won’t be necessary,” Professor Sparrow replied with a knowing smile. “The school has already been informed of your... shall we say, status. Your grandfather knows as well—and he’s quite proud, I assure you. He’s waiting for you outside.”

“He is?” Lenora’s breath caught in her throat. She jumped up. The idea of him being there felt almost unreal.

“Yes, so you’re officially excused for the day. We’ll see you tomorrow, alright?”

“Okay!” Lenora said, her voice bright with anticipation as she turned to leave. Then, she remembered something. “What about the grimoire I brought?”

Professor Sparrow closed her eyes, paused as if measuring her words, and replied, “It stays with us. Professor Emrys will lock it away so it can’t hurt anyone. You will receive a new one tomorrow.”

Lenora nodded her head, wishing she hadn’t asked. She started to walk away.

“Don’t forget to follow your watch!” Professor Sparrow called after her. “You wouldn’t want to take the long way, would you?”

“No, I suppose not,” Lenora replied, glancing down at the timepiece in her hand.

The glowing arrow on the watch pulsed gently, pointing to the right. As she turned in that direction, the wall ahead shimmered and stretched, revealing a long, illuminated corridor paved with cobblestones. The hallway hadn’t been there moments before.

With a burst of excitement, Lenora took off running, her footsteps echoing softly against the stone. Behind her, Professor Sparrow smiled, shaking her head as she murmured, “Yes, that’s the way, Ms. Artorius, Arthur awaits."

At the end of the corridor, a door swung open with a quiet creak. Beyond it, Lenora stepped into a sunlit patch of sand—and there stood her grandfather, waiting with open arms.

“Grandpa!” she cried, rushing toward him.

“Hello, Lenora,” he said warmly. “I see it took you about a day to find your way to Emrys. Well done.”

“It was quite a surprise!” Lenora beamed, her voice bubbling with excitement.

“Is the outcome what you hoped for? Do you want to be a student here?”

“Yes! It’s simply amazing. I’ve never seen anything like it,” she said, her eyes sparkling.

As they walked together toward J.P. Durwood, Lenora recounted everything she had experienced—every twist, turn, and magical moment.

“You know,” Arthur said with a wink, “the rollercoaster was partly my idea.”

“I loved it,” Lenora replied, laughing.

When they reached the parking lot, Lenora climbed into her grandfather’s Lincoln, and the two of them headed home.

“Looks like you’ve got an exciting day of learning ahead tomorrow,” Arthur said. “Why don’t we stop in town and celebrate with burgers and fries?”

“That sounds so good!” Lenora grinned.

They stopped at a cozy café nestled in the heart of town. After their meal, Arthur ordered a strawberry shake for himself and a chocolate one for Lenora. As she sipped her drink, she gazed out the window and spotted a quaint antique shop with a ‘Closed’ sign hanging in the door.

“That looks like an interesting shop,” she said, pointing.

“It’s mine,” Arthur replied with a smile. “I told you about it, remember? Only open in the summer.”

“Oh yes, I remember,” she said. “Can I see inside?”

“Next year,” he chuckled, taking another sip of his shake. “Sometimes I hire students to help me run the place. You could work there next summer if you’d like.”

“I would love that!” Lenora said, excited for the future.

Arthur regarded his granddaughter with joy in his eyes. No one could replace Margaret, but he was so happy to spend time with his granddaughter. Since Lenora’s arrival, the furrows on Arthur’s forehead were lessened, and his step was more youthful. He was regaining his strength because he had a new purpose in life. He would protect Lenora from Damon with all the magic he had left.

Later that evening, thoroughly full and content, they arrived home. Lenora took a warm bath, brushed her teeth, and slipped beneath the covers. Despite the whirlwind of emotions and the thrill of the unknown, sleep came easily. Tomorrow, her new life at Emrys Academy would begin.


Chapter 2

Lenora awoke to the soft hum of morning light filtering through her bedroom curtains, casting golden shapes across the walls. For a moment, she lay still, letting the quiet excitement settle in.

Today was the beginning of something new—her first official day at Emrys Academy. The air felt charged, waiting for her next step. She sat up slowly, brushing sleep from her eyes, and reached for the timepiece resting on her nightstand. Its face glowed faintly, the arrow already pointing toward her destination, as if eager to guide her once more.

She dressed with care, choosing a comfortable outfit that was a perfect fit—soft jeans, a layered tunic, and her favorite tennis shoes, worn but reliable. In the bathroom, she brushed her teeth and tied her thick, auburn hair back, glancing at her reflection with a mix of nerves and determination.

Downstairs, the scent of toast and cinnamon greeted her; her grandfather had already prepared breakfast. They ate together in companionable silence, interrupted only by Arthur’s occasional grin and a silly joke.

Her grandfather picked up his car keys from the table and put on a black tweed jacket.

“It’s a little chilly outside,” he commented.

“Will you be driving me to school every day or will I ride the bus?” Lenora asked.

“When school is over, you will ride the bus home. Number 97-A, I think,” he replied.

Before leaving, Lenora tucked the timepiece securely into her pocket, grabbed her backpack, and stepped outside. The morning air was crisp, and the path ahead shimmered faintly, as if the academy itself was calling her back.

When they arrived at J.P. Durwood, her grandfather said, “Always follow the compass, it will keep you out of danger.”

After saying goodbye to her grandfather, she pulled out her compass—letting it take the lead. Lenora walked the path to Emrys as she had before. She didn’t see anyone on the trail, or in the woods. This time, the building looked different—less vacant. The watch led her to a double set of doors.

To her surprise, other students appeared as if out of thin air. They laughed, and some walked together. They passed through the double doors like students going to a regular school. She had no idea where they came from. The pack of students ignored her presence, so she followed the arrow on the compass and was led to Professor Emrys’ office.

When Lenora walked into his office, Professor Emrys was sitting behind his desk, allowing himself the luxury of hope. He felt a flicker of optimism. His old friend Anthony—who had endured the unimaginable loss of his only child—was united with his granddaughter. He hadn’t been the same since Margaret died. Torn between mourning and worrying about Lenora’s fate, Anthony left them with no replacement. Instead of letting doubt prevail, he took a deep breath and kept the flame of optimism alive.

It was more than a family reunion. There was something about Lenora’s presence that stirred the caldron of possibility. It reminded him of the old days when witches were constantly under threat, but they had the numbers—and the talent to fight.

Professor Emrys believed Lenora might restore balance to the fragile framework they’d long struggled to maintain. The risk of believing this—depending on it to be true—was real. Still, the importance of her arrival overshadowed the danger.

Professor Emrys decided they would teach her what she needed to know to fight back. “Lenora,” he said, his voice steady but warm, “I wanted to speak with you before you begin learning today. I want you to know that I’ve admitted you to the academy because I’m inclined to believe you’re an asset to us—not a pawn in your father’s schemes. There are people here you can trust.”

Lenora’s thoughts drifted to her grandfather. He was the one person thus far whose trust had never wavered.

“I trust my grandfather,” she replied softly, “so I trust you.”

Professor Emrys leaned forward, his tone gentle but filled with purpose. “Would you like to discover what makes you different from the other students here? It would involve learning how to defend yourself against Damon.”

Lenora’s eyes widened, caught off guard by the offer. She hadn’t expected any special treatment. The academy—strange and wondrous—sparked her imagination. As strange as it seemed, she felt like she was in the right place at the right time. Now, standing at the edge of something extraordinary, she felt the pull of adventure pulling her in.

She wanted to understand. She hoped that at Emrys Academy, she would feel closer to her mother, perhaps unravel the mystery of her death. Lost Lake had offered her a reprieve from the suffocating days spent hiding in a house that no longer felt like home.

Her curiosity about witches and their abilities was growing stronger by the day. She hovered on the edge of saying yes, held back only by the shadow of her father’s legacy.

“Even if I could defend myself, what if I don’t? What if, when the time comes, I just go along with his plan?” she asked.

“Damon may be your father,” Professor Emrys said, “but that doesn’t mean you share his fate. Evil pales beside the true intentions of your heart.”

Lenora shifted uncomfortably, unsettled by his insight. “How do you know what’s in my heart? There’s a lot I don’t understand about myself—about this place.” she admitted.

Professor Emrys studied her face, and said, “I am good at discernment. Over the years, it has served me well. When I look at you, I see a student, someone willing to learn. Like Margaret, your mind is like the clear blue sky. There was always a dark cloud masking Damon’s intention. Whenever I caught a whisper of what he was hiding, he blocked the truth. Like a blast of cool wind on an autumn day, his lies distracted me. My point is, Damon had something to hide, and you do not.”

“What will I do when he returns?” Lenora asked, beginning to accept she was in danger.

“That’s exactly why we must prepare you,” he replied. “If we don’t, we risk losing you.”

Lenora hesitated, then asked the question that had haunted her since her arrival. “What if my presence causes more harm?”

Professor Emrys met her gaze. “You are Lenora Artorius. Who you become is your choice alone.”

“Then it’s time I figured that out,” Lenora said firmly, her expression resolute.

OEBPS/image/image-0-0.jpg
DAMON S
CURSE

27 “TRiciA ARNOLD





OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Table of Contents





		

Copyright





		

Contents





		

The Witches of Lost Lake





		

Chapter 1





		

Chapter 2





		

Chapter 3





		

​Chapter 4





		

Chapter 9





		

Chapter 5





		

Chapter 6





		

Chapter 7





		

Chapter 8





		

Chapter 9





		

Chapter 10





		

Chapter 11













Guide





		

Contents













