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      This is for everyone who believes in magic, in the power of the unknown, in things that go bump in the night.
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      For centuries, the Raven Coven has awaited a time when the prophesied children would arrive, heralding in the rise of the raven. As each of the four sisters who were born with the mark reaches their maturity, they ascend into their full powers.

      Alyza, the oldest sister, has eagerly awaited this time, confident that she has what it takes to embrace her new reality. She never expects her destined mate to show up, nor does she anticipate that it will be a demon from Hell. What in the goddesses name was Mother Nature thinking?

      As the second in command to the dark lord of the underworld, Christian knows his purpose is to ensure that new demons become terrifying so they can handle the jobs they’re assigned. When he wakes up in a completely different dimension where people laugh, joke and smile, he reaches out to his lord only to hear nothing back in response.

      When the couple realize that they’re intended mates, they must navigate not only that minefield, but try to figure out why they were paired with each other.

      
        
        **Suitable for ages 18+ due to adult content and language**
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        ALYZA

      

      

      Long ago, the seer for our coven, Magdelina, foretold of a prophecy that would produce the most powerful witches or warlocks to walk the earth. Four siblings would be born bearing the mark of the raven behind their left ear. These four will lead the North, South, East and West regions of the states, making them the most powerful witches to ever surface. I say witches because my sisters and I were born bearing the birthmark behind our left ear—The Raven.

      The ultimate sign of power. Our fate was decided before our births; we will rule the American regions.

      My parents, Opal and Nicolas, were nervous when I was the first of the girls born with the prophetic mark. Then my three sisters followed suit, causing my parents to constantly watch over their shoulders, fearful that one of us would be snatched for the power we’re eventually going to wield.

      Before us, it had been a prolonged amount of time since someone was born with the sign of the raven. Three hundred years since the last group of siblings had been born yielding so much power. The coven was growing restless with the passing of time; worried that the proposed four wouldn’t be born in their lifetime. You see, with so much power, this is both a blessing and a curse to the chosen ones. And the only times such a prophecy is foreseen, means an astronomical threat to all things supernatural is on the horizon. The foretelling of powers to come are what had everyone in an uproar. Nobody necessarily wants the responsibility, yet nobody else wants to feel their fate rests solely upon the shoulders of another. Therefore, fear spread far and wide that the ones born wouldn’t be of our coven; or worse, fall into the bloodline of a more sinister coven. That would’ve been a travesty to allow an outside witch or witches to come in and take over.

      Tonight is one for celebration; my twenty-first birthday ceremony. This is the most important birthday in the life of a witch. It is the one where at the stroke of midnight, I will come into my full power and any current abilities will be further enhanced. It is also the birthdate that I can expect my first ever menstrual cycle. Yes mere humans are vastly different than us when it comes to Mother Nature’s gift. But, there is a reason for such a delay where witches are concerned.

      With so much power running through our veins and more to come, it was decided and a spell was cast centuries ago that such responsibilities require a more mentally and emotionally developed woman. It is at this age that we are also deemed to be mature enough that our aura will radiate so strongly that it will naturally seek out our mate. Yes, we all have predetermined lifetime partners that are destined to help bring forth both our light and dark sides; creating a harmonious balance. I, for one, am not particularly eager to find my mate as I feel as if I am on the cusp of still enjoying my freedom without being bogged down with the extensive dedication that comes with doing my own shadow work. It is during this time that we are forced to face and reflect our past karmas whether good or bad. It is a time of learning, acceptance, and forgiving yourself and others. Once we’ve met our mate, there is no turning back until that work is completed.

      Sitting in front of my vanity, I’m making sure that my hair and face are fixed to perfection. My sister, Rowan, comes up behind me and I hold back the giggle that tries to escape when I witness her roll her eyes in annoyance at how long it’s taking me to get myself ready for tonight’s festivities. I don’t show the nervousness I have, instead I hide behind these activities so no one recognizes how anxious I really am for the pending events.

      “You are naturally breathtaking, Alyza, you don’t need all of that gunk on your face,” she expresses with a look of disdain on her face.

      Taking in her words, I give them freedom to roam around in my head as I continue onward with my primping while contemplating my rebuttal. Running my fingers through the curls I’ve placed in my long blonde locks; I purposely loosen them before inching closer to the mirror. My makeup meets my ridiculously obsessive requirements as I stare into my seafoam green eyes, that flicker with a burst of a caramel color near my iris. “While I appreciate the compliment, Rowan, and you know I do, you also know that for me my outward appearance is a reflection of how I feel inside.” Vanity has always played an important role in my life as I never saw myself as physically beautiful when I was younger. Now that I am older, it would seem that aging has been on my side as I’ve grown into the physically attractive young woman I always hoped I could be. “And yes, I do feel as though I am attractive without the enhancements of makeup, but you know this is something I also enjoy doing as a form of art. It’s always a challenge to see how creative I can get.” I turn away from the mirror and toward her.

      “I still say you don’t need it, but if it makes you feel better about yourself, then who am I to say any differently.” She shrugs her shoulders but sends me an encouraging smile. “There’s only an hour before we’re supposed to present you, will you be ready to go by then?” This time, it’s me who rolls my eyes in response. Doesn’t she see that my face and hair are done? All I need to do is put on my ceremonial gown and that doesn’t take an hour to do.

      Before I can verbalize my thoughts, my third sister, Cretia comes running in the room, her hair flying every which way. “Dammit, I knew I was behind. Stupid slowpoke drivers.” She continues into the huge walk-in closet and I see her work clothes being tossed to the floor before she grabs her gown. “I won’t have time to do my hair,” she grumbles, coming out with her sandals in hand.

      “Sit down, I’ll braid it for you,” Rowan commands. I snicker because I might be the oldest, but Rowan tends to be bossier than me at times. “Your makeup still looks okay. Maybe a bit more lipstick and blush, but your lashes are on point.”

      Grinning, I say, “She hardly wears any to begin with.”

      “You know darn good and well we’re all natural beauties, at least according to Agnes,” Rowan claims.

      “She’s biased,” Cretia mumbles. “But we do have mother’s skin and she’s stunning at her age, so I hope we continue to gracefully age like she’s done.”

      “Where the hell is Willow?” I ask, slipping into my white ceremonial gown.

      “She was in the shower when I ran down the hall,” Cretia states.

      “Good goddess, she was late the day she was born and is obviously going to carry that trend throughout her life,” I say, drawing out a long, audible sigh behind it.

      “She’s still young,” Rowan chastises.

      “As if we’re ancient and decrepit? Really?” Cretia inquires. “I mean, we’re each a year apart from one another.”

      “I agree with Cretia.” Tossing my hair behind a shoulder for emphasis. “In numerical years I am the oldest, but by no means does that make me a granny. I resent the notion of anything remotely close even being implied, Rowan.” Zipping my gown from the side, I turn to check myself out in our full-length mirror. My hands begin to tremble slightly as my nerves kick in. Taking in several deep breaths, I try to relax. “So? How does the finished product look? And feel free to keep any snide remarks about the gunk on my face as you call it to yourself.”

      “Gorgeous as always, big sister,” Rowan says with a nearsighted look as she works hard to contain the rolling of her eyes.

      Footsteps can be heard approaching our room, so using my mind, I command the door to close. My sisters all turn and look at me. “What? You know it’s bad luck if one of the elders besides Mom sees me before I am officially presented.”

      Willow shoves the door open. “What the hell? Which one of you witch bitches slammed the door damn near in my face?”

      Rowan and Cretia eagerly point to me. “Yeah, that’s right. I own it. What are any of you going to do about it? As of right now, I am the strongest seeing as I am the oldest. And my abilities will only be heightened in a few short hours.”

      “Yeah, yeah. Soak it up and live entirely in this moment because I am not far behind you,” Rowan pointedly declares.

      “Now, now, my darling girls. What’s all this fuss I hear coming from within these walls?” Our mother’s calming voice echoes throughout our bedroom as she enters.

      “Mother, you scared even me. You know how crucial it is for nobody else to see Alyza before she’s presented,” Rowan begins to explain.

      “Oh, sweet girl of mine.” She strokes the side of Rowan’s hair. “I’ve taken the necessary precautions. Don’t ever doubt that. I placed a shield surrounding your bedroom to prevent anyone who isn’t the four of us from entering. Never doubt that I am always one step ahead, or at least I try to be. Especially in my old, decrepit age,” she taunts us. “I hear everything, girls, don’t forget.” She winks.

      “Yeah, yeah, we know.” Rowan gives our mom an intense stare as she continues, “you’ve got eyes in the back of your head and supersonic hearing.”

      “Hmm...” Mother harrumphs at Rowan, giving her a squinty eyed look in response. When Mother tosses out that one in particular, us girls usually jump and find ourselves a place to hide until it dissipates. Our mom can be the most loving woman you’ve ever encountered, but you get on her bad side, and the walls in Hell begin to rattle.

      “She didn’t mean anything by it, Mother,” I say, trying to save the day and diffuse the situation. I don’t want it ruined with Mother’s attitude because she’s fit to be tied with one of us girls. I’ve waited patiently for twenty-one years for this day to come, and I refuse to allow it to become a knock down drag out because one of our tempers sparks Mother’s.

      
        
        CHRISTIAN

      

      

      My anger spikes as I watch the demon I’m battling pull forth an enchantment to help him defeat me… fucking coward is scared to face me in hand-to-hand combat without any spells casted to help him along.

      “Aww, does the itty-bitty newborn demon need some help in beating my big bad self,” I mock him, trying to get him to be a man instead of a child pretending to be so. Part of my job around here in the pits of Hell is to train each new demon to become the most powerful he or she can be; to determine whether or not they’re cut out for the job. Xavian is his name and while he’s made some good effort these past few days, I have come to the conclusion that he’s just not cut quite from demon cloth. “Master,” I call out to our dark lord, “this one is for the pits.”

      All I can see are the glaring red eyes through the darkness. “Agreed.” His sinister tone would make any mortal piss themselves.

      Xavian disappears, leaving behind only the echo of his plea as he begs for mercy. There is no freedom in the pit. There is nothing but relentless suffering combined with never-ending physical pain. There are thousands of potential new demons arriving daily, but few ever pass the test and escape the pit.

      It was a tough decision, but I have been training him for three days now with little improvement on his end. Heading to my quarters, otherwise known as my cave or the place I spend my time when I’m not wreaking havoc on earth, I drag my long claws along the wall. The screeching noise they make causes every demon beneath me to run and hide. I am the strongest and most valued evil besides Master down here; my efforts and loyalty earned me his trust and often a place beside him.

      Entering my quarters, I ponder what trouble I can possibly get into tonight. I’ve recently successfully completed my possession and torment of a young man and his family; driving them from their earthly dwelling. I feel the pull of my lips as they curve upward, forming a grin on my face.

      Just as I begin to reminisce, an unfamiliar tingle begins to come over my body before turning to what feels like I’m being weighed down. Looking downward, I notice that I am not being held down at all, my scaly, burned flesh begins to dissolve before my eyes. “Master!” I call out with zero luck before I find myself naked, in human form and in a field somewhere on the earthly plane.
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        ALYZA

      

      

      Although the ceremony is small and mostly informal, it is a huge and pivotal moment in all of our lives; but especially mine today. We’ve convened in the woods not far outside of our home. My father put a cloaking spell on the ceremony itself as to keep out anyone who could or would potentially try to sabotage this moment. Only my sisters and parents are present along with the elders of our coven. Agnes and Amaro are our coven leaders.

      “Will no other elders be present tonight, Amaro?” my father asks with a tilted head.

      “Nicolas, this is an extremely important night for this coven and let’s not forget the future of witches and mankind. Amaro and I decided it was in the coven’s best interest to make this ceremony on the smaller side. For safety reasons. Surely you understand?” Agnes inquires, soft spoken as usual, strumming her finger down the length of her long braid.

      “Of course,” my father agrees.

      All eyes shift toward me and not only can I feel the heat from the half-lit bonfire surrounding us, but also as my cheeks flush from slight embarrassment. I thought I was ready, but now that everyone is staring at me, I can feel my stomach begin to twist into knots.

      “Step forward, child,” Amaro calls to me and I comply, taking his extended hand into mine. An excited grin lines his face and my nerves kick into high gear. I am the first to be initiated into this particular ceremony. It is not abnormal per se, but I was given fair warning that there might be slight variations that would need to be accommodated. Standing before the head warlock and leader of our coven in this moment has my legs trembling. “Relax, Alyza. You were born for this, and tonight we begin to fulfill a long-awaited prophecy. This is only the beginning for us.” He pulls out a tiny jar from the pocket of his robe which I instantly recognize as moon water. It has many uses. Some for good, and some for evil; it all depends on the witch’s intentions. Removing the lid, he dips his index finger into the jar, soaking his finger with the magic it bestows. He then takes his wet finger and draws the symbol of a star onto my forehead. “By the power in me, times three, blessed be,” he chants and the others begin with him as he repeats this twice more. “You are a gift to this coven and all witches. Now, take your place in the center of the circle and let us light the rest of the fire.”

      I take one last look at my mother who nods, giving me approval to step forth and I do so. Once inside, Agnes completes the ring. “I call upon the elements. Earth, water, and air, as we lack one, allow us to acquire and let there be fire.” With her chant and the twist of her hand, the spell is cast and the ring now sealed as the flames fully surround me.

      Each of them step closer, forming their own circle around me as they grab hold of one another's hands and begin to softly chant, “With the moon and all its power, we come into the witching hour. As love, light and protection surround, may the powers in Alyza now abound.”

      They continue to chant, the sound resonating within our circle and I sense the elements increasing in strength. The wind is whipping our gowns, the sound like clapping hands, as the fire grows in intensity. Great power sizzles all around me and my heart pounds in my chest at the enormity of what is about to occur. My body begins to vibrate and the sensations strumming through me are almost too much for me to bear. Although mentally, I know what is next to come, in this moment I’m unsure now that I am ready. I can feel as my body becomes light and weightless just before sudden darkness engulfs me.

      
        
        CHRISTIAN

      

      

      Looking around me, I’m dumbfounded that I am no longer in the pits of Hell. I didn’t bring myself here, so how the fuck did this happen? My body is tingling as my bare ass is starkly present. Knowing that I cannot continue without finding some clothing, my eyes scan the dry, flat land where my feet are planted. “Damn I hate this fucking place,” I grumble as I meander along, searching for something to cover my swinging dick. My human skin is itchy, irritating me further than I already am. Looking around I see clothes hanging on a line behind a farmhouse. I go and grab some joggers off the line. I hate that these damn sweatpants are hugging my dick, I am so used to having him free and swinging.

      As a rip from my pants sounds through the air, frustration peaks and I holler out, “Master!” needing him to bring me home. The full strength of my power seems to be suffering for some unknown reason and I can’t get myself back home. We have an open link in our minds as a means of communication, but for some reason, I cannot connect with him. Have I been cast out? Again? The first time it happened was from the heavenly plane, and now it appears that even Hell has rejected me. Looking around in the dark of night I need a victim to test whether or not I still have my demonic abilities. If I am a mortal human again, I must’ve committed the ultimate crime. Yet, I cannot think of a single thing I have ever done to displease the dark lord. Fuck it. I grab a sharp branch I see laying on the ground. I have no soul, and what’s the worst that can happen? I’ll be sent straight back to Hell? Fine by me. Taking the end of the tree branch, I plunge it into the flesh of my chest; penetrating all the way through. With squinted eyes as I had prepared for the worst, I open them only to find that all I felt was a slight pinch and glance down, noticing the foreign object sticking through my ribcage. “Well, fuck me,” I say to myself as I pull it from this human body I am trapped in. There are a few drops of blood and the hole it created heals over almost instantaneously. “So I’m still a demon?” Scrubbing my face with my palm I find myself both annoyed and utterly baffled. “What is this sorcery and who has done this to me? You will pay!” I roar out.

      
        
        ALYZA

      

      

      When I come to, my mind scurries in all sorts of directions. I don’t wake cognizant of the events that just took place. Blinking my eyes rapidly, the night’s sky is the first thing I see; lined with beautiful stars I can’t help but wonder if they’re real or the ones I saw moments before I lost consciousness.

      “Alyza. Darling?” I recognize my mother’s voice calling to me. Turning my head, I see her looking at me with pride shining from her orbs. Scanning the area around me, I see all three of my sisters looking at me with concern, yet, excitement is present and screaming out at me as well.

      I notice the flames that once surrounded me are now gone and only ash remains in their place. My mother extends her hand and I take it as she helps me to my feet. A wave of nausea washes through me as I double over in pain from the intense cramping. When I look down, I see the lower part of my gown is crimson red and realize that my menses has started. Fucking great; I knew it was coming but in front of my father and Amaro? Good goddess, how mortifying. Before they get too close, my mother wraps a robe around me. I smile at her in gratitude as she guides me over to where Agnes and Amaro stand next to my father. Their faces are all beaming, but right now, all I want to do is curl into a ball.

      My father wraps me in his arms, kissing both cheeks before passing me to first Amaro then Agnes, who do the same. He looks down at me and says, “We will remove the cloaking spell once we’ve returned home just to be safe.”

      “Thank you, Father,” I shyly respond to him.

      “Do not be embarrassed, my child,” Agnes says as she soothes me by rubbing her hand up and down my back. “You are not the first, my dear, and you shall not be the last.”

      This should bring me comfort, but somehow, the fact that the men whom I look up to the most saw me aligning with my feminine side, makes me want to scream out in mortification. “Thank you for the kind words,” I express as I duck my chin into my chest.

      “Blessed be,” my mother cheers as she claps her hands together causing my cheeks to turn cherry red.

      “Count yourself lucky that your womanhood showed itself. There are some witches who never are so blessed who’ve never come into theirs. This is a sign that your true mate will show himself. Others who were not chosen would trade places with you in a heartbeat.” Agnes’s voice is scolding yet comforting at the same time. For a moment, I allow myself to feel sorrowful for the women whose menstrual doesn't come, they are barren and have a hard time finding that one true mate who will excuse the possibilities of never having a child bear their name and carry on their family lineage.
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