
  
    [image: Diamonds &amp; Demons]
  


  
    
      Diamonds & Demons

      Beautiful Beasts

    

    
      
        Mila Young

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2019 by Mila Young

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Beautiful Beasts Series

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Manicures and Mayhem

        Diamonds and Demons

        Hexes and Hounds

        Secrets and Shadows

        Passions and Protectors

        Ancients and Anarchy

        Tricks or Temptations

      

        

      
        www.milayoungbooks.com

      

      

      
        
        Ready to read more and more from Mila Young?

        Subscribe today here.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        A best friend is more than someone who shares laughter and tears…

        They also know the best places to hide a body.

      

        

      
        Academy life isn’t what I expected. Fangs, fur...demonic bunnies everywhere we turn.

        Oh, and the Wolves.

        Three gorgeous Wolves who make my dead heart come to life.

        Judas, Bond...and Nero.

        Add in a sexy new Vamp teacher and my new role as Understudy to the most Ancient and powerful of our kind, and you’ve got one hot and conflicted class schedule.

      

        

      
        But as classes begin, yet another creature stumbles into my room in the dead of night.

        And he leaves behind a bag filled with diamonds.

        Only they’re not like any diamonds I’ve ever seen before.

        Darkness moves through the halls at Bestias Academy. A new threat makes itself known.

      

        

      
        And it’s got its sight set on me.

      

        

      
        My world becomes three things.

        Diamonds, Demons and death....

      

        

      
        Note: No Demon bunnies were harmed in the making of this story. Slow burn Reverse Harem with kickass characters and hunky wolves.
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          Predator Becomes The Prey

        

      

    

    
      “Get yourself ready.” Ms. Amoret Lucas clasped her hands together, her eyes glinting as she scanned the room, stilling on Ava sitting beside me. “We’re going to be having another mock hunt this morning.”

      The entire class groaned in unison.

      Bitching and snarling rippled through every student.

      But not me.

      And not the rest of my crew.

      Another mock hunt? Even after we’d gone to Principal Stone and begged her no more killing of animals. She didn’t care about what we wanted. She’d never even lifted her gaze from the paperwork on her desk.

      Instead she just muttered, “I’ll look into it,” and shoed us away with the wave of her hand.

      That had been three days ago.

      Plenty of time to make sure the mock hunt didn’t go ahead.

      I turned my head, catching Ava cross her arms against her PETA t-shirt, which exclaimed, Animals have rights! She’d taken a stance against these mock hunts that used real live bait, and so help us to the Ancients and back...we were gonna back her. She’d tied her blonde hair into a ponytail and painted dark make-up around her eyes, reminding me of a warrior. Guess that was the look she was going for.

      Ms. Lucas cut a glare across the mass of bodies in the class and snapped. “That’s enough.” There was a second where the manic gleam in her eyes shone a little brighter. “This class will not be dictated to. We will not be bullied. We will not bow down to the whims of the select few.”

      “Whims?” Ava snarled. “Whims?”

      I reached out, placed one hand against her arm, stilling her rage. Ms. Lucas had turned into a right royal bitch in the interim from last semester. But it didn’t matter...she wasn’t the only one who’d changed.

      I glanced at the schedule, freezing at the lone class standing out above all the rest. It was a class for one...a class designed for the Understudy of the Ancient.

      A class especially for me.

      I shuddered, swallowing my excitement. Once the mayhem following my birthday party had died down and Hermond had been dealt with by the Ancient, I’d attended the Great Hall and met with the Ancient Vampire in private.

      I glanced at Ava, who turned and met my gaze with a savage smirk as I struggled to find an adequate description for the meeting. It had been...unusual, to say the least.

      Chairs scraped against the floor. I turned to the three Wolves, who hadn’t moved, and one by one they turned to meet me. Judas, the dark brown-eyed Alpha who just exuded sex appeal, and Bond, the sandy-haired Beta behind him, were all business, making an imposing duo, but add in Nero, the raven haired, blue-eyed Wolf and you had a pack that ruled the hallways of this Academy.

      Each one turned their gaze to find mine, and I was lost within the power, drunk on desire...overcome with L…that word. The word I wasn’t saying. No way, no how. And I suddenly forgot how to move, remembering Nero saying their pack shares. Did that mean sharing a girlfriend? Hell, were we official now? But how would it work?

      Especially with my father hating their kind….

      With everything I'd seen and experienced lately, it felt like the entire world seemed to be hovering on a knife’s edge; tensions were high. All we needed was one goddamn push and chaos would descend and the Beasts would go to war with one another...and the only ones who’d come out winners were the Witches waiting in the wings, ready to come in and steal all the money and the power they could get their greedy little hands on.

      “Let’s go...now!” Ms. Lucas snarled from the doorway as the rest of the class filed out like good little students.

      I shoved my chair backwards, Ava and the boys followed. A bitter breeze carved through the hallway to burst through the open door, making me reach for my jacket. But the icy gust wasn’t the only thing making me and the others pile thick, down jackets over our immortal bodies.

      Empty glass vials clinked in the pockets. A smile curled my lips as I shrugged the jacket on and headed for the doorway, listening to the heavy footfalls behind me.

      “Looks like it’s going to be a killer day out there, Ms. Lucas,” Ava muttered as she passed.

      I stifled a snigger and followed the rest of the class along the hallway and then out of the main building of Bestias Academy.

      The name was fitting. We were beasts in more ways than one. Vampires, Shifters, Ghouls, and Demons. We all congregated within these walls, studying to be better.

      Just not today.

      Today we were saviors, even if we’d infected the most helpless rabbits with Demon blood. We had a lesson to teach the teachers.

      Cat-calls and hoots of laughter followed the sniggers and growls. Even though they hated the inconvenience of another hunt, they were more than ready for an excuse to rip and tear. Ms. Lucas was perfectly fine adding more bunnies to the long list of training equipment we used.

      “I’ve got a surprise this time!” she called out as we stepped into the wooded area of the ground of our school. “I managed to find ten rabbits. I’ve not numbered them this time. I want you to grab as many as you can.”

      “Yeah! Looks like rabbit for breakfast!” one of the guys roared.

      “Ms. Lucas,” Ava spoke loud enough to draw her gaze. “I’m going to ask you one more time. Please reconsider this, it’s a cruel and unnecessary act.”

      But the Demon shone on the teacher’s gaze, hazel eyes changed to black for a heartbeat before they were murky green once more. “This is going ahead,” she snarled with a curl of her lips. “Whether you like it or not.”

      I shoved my hands into my pockets, one curling around the three empty vials, and the other a set of clamps...that were supposed to be around the locks on the rabbits’ cages.

      “Okay,” Ava said slowly and calmly...a little too calmly as she glanced to me. “We tried.”

      “We sure did,” I murmured and followed the rest of the class.

      One glance at the Wolves and they just gave a shrug, ready to carry out our plan.

      Ms. Lucas, sick of waiting, surged forward with the rest of the class. There was almost a goddamn hitch in her step in her excitement.

      Nesrin and her cat gang turned and stared at us. They were wary after what happened at my birthday party. There hadn’t been one snarl, or hiss from any of them since.

      They were waiting for someone to push us, before we pushed back. Then they’d know exactly how strong our little band of misfits was. The events of my birthday party had solidified an unspoken pact between Ava, me and the Wolves. The guys had jumped in and helped without question. They’d put their lives in danger, and in my books, that made them friends. Well, more… but I wasn’t ready to decipher those emotions yet.

      “Are you ready, class?” Ms. Lucas called out.

      I dragged my hand from my pocket, clutching the empty vials. Remnants of black demon blood clung to the sides and pooled at the bottom. Blood that was now racing through the bunnies like lightning. Nesrin’s eyes widened, as the clasps jingled in my other hand and Ms. Lucas’ frantic words tore through the trees in the distance.

      “Oh my…wait...WAIT! Run!” she screamed and screamed and screamed.

      The terrified sounds of predators turned prey almost warmed my undead heart from the bitter grasp of the winter wind.

      “You’d better run,” I murmured to Nesrin and the others. Brylee wrenched her gaze to movement as a tiny gray rabbit tore from the clearing, the perfect, soft downy, white fur of its nose already soaked with crimson blood. It hissed.

      Terrified wails filled the air as the five of us turned and ran.

      And the screams carried all the way through the open doors of the main building as we passed through and along the halls. Teachers and students stopped and stared. Principal Stone stepped out of her office, her gaze drifting to the tortuous sound.

      School was back bitches.

      And this time we weren’t going to be pushed around.
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          What The Hell Kind Of Name is Nefarious Anyway?

        

      

    

    
      We sat in our seats in the classroom, waiting to see who would be the first of the other students to step in. Nesrin, the Panther shifter. I’d figured Brylee, knowing a Cheetah was more cunning when it came to survival.

      I guess I was wrong.

      Salome followed them into the room, golden Lion eyes flashing with the hunter that lay within as she took her seat behind her Alpha...and Brylee was last, the Cheetah shifter slinking in. They slipped quietly into their seats as outside, three of our class tore from the tree line wailing and flapping their arms like madmen.

      The sight was hilarious.

      Still, none of us laughed, only sat in chilling silence...and finally Ms. Lucas stumbled through the open door. Her hair was a bird’s nest on top of her head. Deep, bloody gouges had been carved across her cheek. Her glasses were broken in the middle, the two lenses wobbling on top of her cheekbones.

      “Ms. Lucas.” Principal Stone raised her voice, warily following her through the open classroom door. “Is everything okay?”

      But the teacher didn’t answer, only pulled out her chair and sat carefully down. The front of her brown knitted cardigan was a mess of frayed woolen strands. Cuts and blood covered both hands as she reached for a drawer at the bottom of her desk and lifted out a bottle of gin. I should have felt guilty for hurting her, but maybe this would make her see that using live bait wasn’t the best way to teach her hunting class.

      “Ms. Lucas,” Principal Stone murmured and cut a careful gaze toward the rest of us.

      Still we said nothing, only listened as our teacher murmured. “I’ll b-be m-aking some adjustments to the sc-schedule...n-n-no m-mm...mmm...more mock hunts.”

      A smile curled the corners of my mouth.

      One brow rose on the Principal’s face before it lowered once more and she turned that critical stare toward us. “I suppose this is your doing?”

      “Not us, Principal,” Judas answered sweetly. “We’re just holding a silent, amicable protest on the rabbits’ behalf.”

      “Mmmhmmm.” She pursed her lips and then stepped toward the teacher. “It’s okay Amoret, drink your gin. I’m sure future mock hunts will go well.” Ms. Stone turned, hard eyes finding each one of us. “We will find out who tainted the rabbits, and there will be repercussions.”

      “Bring it on,” I muttered. “I’ll take whatever detention you’re ready to dish out.”

      Small wordless murmurs spilled past the teacher’s lips as she lifted the glass and drank. I stared at the clock, watching the hands tick as the next lesson drew close.

      “I don’t like this.” Ava turned to me. “I don’t like you going to that special class without me.”

      “It’s not special.” That word made me sound special. “It’s just specialized.”

      Ms. Lucas remained slouched in her chair, almost dazed, a droplet of blood dripping down her cheek, its metallic tang teasing my nostrils. Fresh. Warm. But I wasn’t hungry...only amused as the rest of the class slowly crawled in, bloody, frazzled, eyes wide in horror. One of them even had a tuft of brown fur on the end of his nose. A bark of laughter tore from Judas, before he bit the sides of his mouth and lowered his gaze.

      The rest of the lesson passed in stunned silence, with frantic gazes whenever a squeal tore through the air, until finally the bell trilled, and everyone jumped to their feet, grabbing their books, and scrambling out of class.

      Ava just looked sad and lonely. She waved at me before heading in the opposite direction.

      “So, what are you doing tonight?” Bond asked, nudging my arm gently with his shoulder, while Judas walked on my other side. Nero walked backward in front of us, not looking where he was going. Cocky much?

      “Studying for our quiz,” I answered, knowing full well where this was going. “Why?”

      “Cafeteria is serving milkshakes and brownies tonight,” Judas added.

      “And we heard they’ll have a blood variation.” Nero rubbed his tummy in exaggeration circles. “Yum.”

      “Are you asking me out on a date?”

      “Depends, is Ava coming?” Bond murmured seductively.

      I shook my head and chuckled. “There’s no way she’s missing out on milkshakes.”

      He nodded, and gave a shrug. “Then it’s not a date.”

      Were they really hinting at a date...with all three of them at once? So that whole thing about a pack sharing was real. Questions. I was full of them. I lifted my gaze to a wooden door marked L - Ancient Arts. “This is my stop.”

      Nero peered through the window in the door. “Looks like no one’s here. You want us to keep you company?” He turned back with a cocky smile.

      “No.” I laughed. “It’s part of being the Ancient’s Understudy. Lucky me, hey.”

      “Yeah, it’s gonna suck, your teacher is vile,” Nero continued.

      I stiffened. “Vile?”

      “Yeah.” He took my hand, drawing me away from the door as the other two Wolves peered into the room. “Miss the class. He won’t even notice you’re gone.”

      “What are you talking about?” I glanced over my shoulder. Bond and Judas stepped away as the door opened from inside.

      Pale skin. Striking pale blue eyes. It was all I saw...and then the tatts...all of them, running down the length if his arms. He was the kind of Vampire who’d stop me in my tracks. Perfect bone structure, thick brows crowning piercing eyes, and red parted lips complete with tousled midnight hair. The only thing missing was fangs.

      “See,” Nero whispered. “Vile.”

      “Miss Livingstone, this way,” the gorgeous hunk murmured. It was like sex had just strolled into my life...no, no it sauntered, swaggered even. I couldn’t think...couldn’t even form a complete sentence.

      I swallowed hard.

      He opened the door wider. A low snarl slipped into the air. I jerked my gaze toward the sound, catching Judas and the others staring at me. I swallowed hard. “Sure, yep. Coming Sir.”

      “Better not be,” I caught the snarl from Judas before he took one last look at my new teacher and then backed away.

      The others followed, giving the teacher one last glare before leaving.

      “Welcome to your Ancient Arts class. I’m Professor Leathers.”

      Come again? I jerked my head toward him as he turned. I stifled a snigger.

      “Something funny?”

      “No,” The word tore from my lips. “People just call me Mor, Professor...Professor L... Maybe we use each other’s first names?”

      He leaned against the table at the front of the room, biceps bulged as he folded his arms. “Good idea. Call me, Nefarious.”

      “Are you kidding? Nefarious Leathers?”

      He just chuckled and shook his head. “Ridiculous, huh? My parents had a wicked sense of humor. I see you’ve drawn the attention of the Wolves.”

      Blue eyes sparkled as he studied me, and Dad’s voice was all I heard. Wolves and Vampires don’t mix.

      “Is that going to be a problem?”

      I waited for anger and the disappointment. God knows I’d had enough from Dad over the past few weeks during semester break. I didn’t need anyone else breaking my balls.

      “Not at all,” he answered and uncrossed his arms. “I believe Supernaturals should work together. Vampires and Wolves. Beasts and Witches. There are two sides to every coin, Mor. The question becomes not what you want, but what is best for the greater community.”

      I slipped into a seat in front of him. It seemed weird being the only student here, but this didn’t feel like any class I’d had before. This felt like a discussion….

      I pressed my spine against my seat. “What if the community doesn’t know what’s good for them?”

      He broke into a loud laughter, the sound rippling like thunder. “As Plato said, no one is more hated than he who speaks the truth. People don’t want to be told they’re wrong. But you’re thinking in the right direction, and questioning things, which I like. You’re going to need that. Before we get too philosophical, you recently met with Vlad Vasile, our Ancient, right?”

      “Yes,” I muttered and glanced at the table. Shit...shit..shit. Maybe he won’t ask me what he was really like...maybe I can just be diplomatic and not say a damn thing at all. I just smiled and nodded.

      “You know, I attended the Great Hall a number of times, interviewed him for my thesis. He is quite a...character.”

      I flinched and jerked my gaze to his.

      “Tell me.” He leaned forward, “Is the old fart still cross dressing?”

      A cough tore free, burning and savage through my chest. I lunged forward, grasped the corner of the desk and hacked and wheezed.

      “Hey.” He slammed a palm against my back. “You okay?”

      I nodded even though the room was blurring under a sheen of tears until I could finally breathe, and then I wiped the tears from my eyes.

      “What do you think your role as his Understudy is?” Mr. Leathers strode back to the front of the class and turned, gripping the table on either side of him.

      I chewed on my cheek, swallowed the burn and tried to speak. “Help the Ancients rule over the clans, amongst other...things.”

      Mr. Leathers’ eyes narrowed, and clearly, I’d said the wrong thing.

      Air rushed from his lips with a sigh as he gripped his hips. “Other things, huh? Okay, what did he do?”

      “What?” I leaned forward convinced I heard him say to me, “what did he make you do?”

      “Come on, what did Vlad say to you?”

      Oh God. I stared up at the ceiling, wishing I could forget this. But still the primal throaty purr rolled through my head. “He said the best thing about being a Vampire is being sexy.”

      The teacher stared at me, then cleared his throat. “Sexy, huh?”

      There was stunned silence, before his eyes twinkled and his lips curled. A roar of laughter tore from his lips as Nefarious shook his head and then cocked it, staring at me. “Did he really?”

      I nodded, smiling and shaking my head. “I couldn’t believe it myself. I mean...he’s like what? Two thousand years old?”

      “At least.” He chuckled and threw one leg casually over the corner of the desk. “He’s unusual to say the least. You know when I was there, he made me sit on the end of his bed while he cat-walked his entire collection of dresses for me.”

      “No…” I muttered, shock stilling me cold.

      “Oh yes. There’s never a dull moment at the Great Hall believe me. It makes you think about the switch from his more, public life. There’s a certain sacrifice to being his understudy, it’s just part of the job.”

      “Sacrifice?”

      The laughter seemed to slip away from his eyes. “Your friends for example. There’s a lot of study, a lot of pretense you have to uphold. You might find it difficult to juggle social events.”

      “Why? Why can’t I just be normal? Why does this have to change who I am?”

      “Because,” Mr. Leathers leaned closer. “You aren’t like them. You are hand-picked by the Ancient himself and you’ll be privy to a lot of guarded secrets of our kind. This kind of status comes with sacrifices, and the communication with your friends is one of them.”

      I glanced toward the doorway.

      “Anyway, enough of that.” Mr. Leathers smiled again. “You don’t need to worry about that now. Let’s begin with the responsibilities of an Ancient.” He counted on his fingers. “Unite Vampire Clans. Be the ambassador between humans and Vampires and Shifters. Claim territory for the clans under his command. Keep peace with other Ancients. Mediator for any mortal media, and ensure constant supply of blood to the clans.”

      My head spun trying to remember everything. I reached into my bag, yanked out a notepad and started to scribble. It made sense, but my mind circled his last point. “How does he ensure a supply of blood?”

      “Agreements with donor groups. We don’t share them with other jurisdictions, and it’s a touchy topic.” After leaning over and pulling a leather-bound book out of his bag, he came over, and placed it on the edge of my table.

      I dusted the cover of dust, and when I opened it, the spine creaked. Inside, each page looked to be handwritten. “How old is this thing? It must weigh a ton. Isn’t there a version on USB I can use?”

      “These are ancient texts and unfortunately we don’t have it on a memory stick. But we’ll take it slow...for now.”

      I stared at the Latin wording and ancient text and sighed. All this in one class?

      Being a damn Understudy might be the end of me yet.
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          New Classes. New Rules

        

      

    

    
      Ava snapped her head up and her gaze cut across the cafeteria to meet mine. I knew that look. Knew it meant only one thing...trouble. The boys turned their heads as I carried the tome with me. Judas glanced at the book, so did every other person in the dining hall...teachers included.

      “Damn,” Ava muttered her gaze drifting to the book. “You’re gonna be buff as Hell hauling that thing around.”

      I dropped it on the table with a deafening thud and winced. “Tell me about it.”

      The Wolves strode toward us and then slid along the bench seat, first Judas, then Bond and Nero.

      “What was the class like? Who is your teacher? What was your first lesson? What kind of things will you be studying? Do you have excursions? Can you bring a friend?” Ava’s lips barely moved and yet she fired off questions like a semi-automatic gun.

      Even Judas seemed impressed.

      Ava stilled long enough to lean forward, take a draw of her drink, and then open her mouth to fire off a few more.

      “Whoa there, firecracker.” Nero lifted his hand, stilling her words. “Let Mor speak.”

      They wanted to know it all, every juicy detail. I could see what juicy details the Wolves were interested in.

      “Tell us everything.” Ava glared at the Wolves and asked anyway. “What’s his name?”

      God, how was I going to say it with a straight face. “Funny thing…” I totally stole her line. “I, ah, didn’t quite get it.”

      They all stared at me, until I shrunk in my seat.

      “You didn’t get it?” Ava muttered. “You didn’t get what? Anything?”

      I motioned my head toward the mammoth thing on the end of the table. “I got a book.”

      Bond just snarled, as Judas leaned backwards. None of them believed me...none of them.

      I leaned forward, grasped the bloodshake waiting for me and pressed my lips to the straw. Mutters broke out before the Wolves retreated to their seats once more. I glanced around the rest of the dining hall catching Nesrin and the others staring.

      Everyone stared now, and it wasn’t just hateful glances and the rolling of eyes. It was an uncomfortable stare, like they just didn’t know where they stood.

      Welcome to my fucking life.

      At least they all had each other, who did I have? I glanced at Ava, who watched me from the corner of her eye and slipped smoked salmon into her mouth. I didn’t know how to tell her about the Ancient, and I sure as hell didn’t know how to explain my new teacher.

      Nefarious Leathers. I couldn’t even say his damn name without laughing.

      The bell rang for the next class and I finished my shake, grabbed this anvil of a book and hauled it to Psychic 101. I tried to avoid my friends’ questions for the rest of the day, and laughed a little too loud at their jokes. Mr. Jacobsen just looked at me like I was weird and continued with the six myths about fragmented realities, until finally the last bell rang.

      “Thank the Ancient,” I muttered and shoved up from my chair.

      I slung my pack over my shoulder, grabbed the book, and headed for the doorway. But no footsteps followed behind me, not like they had before. I glanced at Ava and the Wolves as they hung back, watching me.

      “I’ll catch you later,” Judas muttered.

      He was talking to me… “Oh, okay, sure.”

      It smarted. I wasn’t going to lie, but I should’ve expected it, after all it was me shutting them out, wasn’t it? My head was a jumbled mess and the sense of unease seemed to grow. My cheeks were burning by the time I got to the dorm. I shoved through the door, stormed across the foyer and then climbed the stairs. My arms were aching when I shoved the key into the lock and stumbled into my room.

      I dropped the massive book onto the end of the bed and the thing bounced before the mattress sank under its weight. I could hear Ava fussing in her room as I closed my door and headed for the bathroom.

      I used the bathroom, washed my hands and my face. “You’re an idiot,” I muttered to myself in the mirror. “A real tossbag.” And then I yanked open my wardrobe and changed my clothes.

      I waited for the knock on my door, or even for the damn thing to fly open before Ava barged in. But it never came, and my world grew a little less vibrant. There was a groan of a chair from somewhere outside the room. I cracked open the door and peered out, watching Ava haul the sofa around the foyer floor before slumping onto it and crossing her ankles and opening a text book.

      Things must be bad if she was doing actual work.

      I sucked in a hard breath and stepped out, casually making my way down to her. She pretended not to notice and I pretended not to notice her not noticing me.

      “Whatcha reading?” I glanced to the other students outside, some were peering into the tree line as though they expected a little fluffy beast to launch out any moment.

      Ava’s only response was to glare at the page even harder. Our first disagreement, and it was all my fault. Fucking awesome. I turned and dropped into the sofa beside her. “Look, I’m sorry.”

      She shook her head and gave a shrug. “It’s okay. You gotta do what you gotta do, right?”

      “It’s just,” I started and then stopped. “You wouldn’t understand.”

      “Oh, so now I’m not in your league? Wow, I didn’t realize being an Understudy meant you were suddenly too good for the rest of us. And all it took was one private class.”

      My heart sank. “That’s not what I meant and you know it.”

      “Really? Then by all means, tell me what you meant.”

      God, she was going to make me tell her. “It’s just...my teacher, and the Ancient. They’re not...not what you think. They’re…strange..”

      She jerked her gaze toward me, one brow rising. Even if I was an outright cow by hiding things she was ready to be my best friend in an instant. “Tell me everything, leaving nothing out.”

      I sucked in a breath. “His name is Nefarious Leathers.”

      There was stunned silence.

      You could hear a demonic bunny fart.

      “Nefarious Leathers?” she muttered.

      I just nodded.

      The hmpf...hmpfhmpf...hmpf turned into hard, jerking sobs until with a sudden roar I realized they weren’t sobs at all. But laughter. Ava howled hysterically. “Oww,” she grabbed hold of her stomach and gasped for a breath. “N-Nefarious...L...Leathers?”

      Her eyes watered. Tears slid down her face.

      She seemed to pool from the sofa and spill to the floor.

      Her body was shaking and trembling and I was unable to do anything but watch her...until my stomach started to quake and that tremor raced. A giggle slipped free and moved deeper shaking loose the fist clenched around me.

      “Oh my God.” Ava giggled. “That name...no wonder you didn’t want to tell us.”

      “It’s not just the name,” I sniggered and leaned close to murmur. “The Ancient is a cross-dresser.”

      She stopped dead, eyes widened. “No...freaking...way.”

      I nodded. “I shit you not. He orders takeout, which I have to run and get for him. Loves leather, and he said the best thing about being a Vampire is that everyone thinks he’s sexy.”

      “Sure, if you’re blind...the dude is practically a fossil.” She sniggered and shook her head. “He’s got skin,” she lifted her arm and pinched the underside of her arm and then moved her hand about five inches lower. “To here.”

      I sniggered and shook my head.

      “Reminds me of those dogs, you know the one with all the rolls, they’re cute and all. But sexy?” She was all in now. One million percent hooked. “You have to tell me everything. Leave nothing out.”

      And I told her...all the craziness...all the bizarre; and the doubt and darkness slipped away. We were best friends again, laughing with tangling legs, falling into each other as we giggled and Ava snorted, which only made us laugh harder.

      “Oh man.” She shoved a fist against her belly and tried to breathe.

      And everything was right in my world once more.

      “So, what are you going to do about Leathers?” She finally came around to it. “He’s hot, right?”

      “So not my type,” I murmured.

      “No fur?” She gave me a wink.

      The words lingered as Judas, Bond and Nero filled my mind. “No, I guess not.”

      “Holy shit, I can’t believe you’ve got three guys interested in you.”

      “Me neither,” I murmured.

      But it didn’t feel anything but easy, like they were all one perfect happy memory, and yet they were individual, each with their own drives. I wanted to know more about them, each of them. I unfurled my limbs from around hers and shoved from the sofa. “They said something about milkshakes and brownies.”

      “You go ahead,” she murmured. “I’m just gonna kick back here and relax.”

      “You sure?” I cocked my head. “Not like you to pass up something like that.”

      “Go.” She shooed me away with a flick of her hand. “But bring me back a piece of brownie, those things are delicious.”

      I laughed and headed for the door. “I’ll bring you back two. I know how you haunt the damn vending machines at midnight.”

      “Do not,” she snarled.

      But there was one person she couldn’t lie too...and it seemed that went both ways.

      I strode out of my dorm and headed for theirs. Memories slipped in from last semester, darkened basements and dead bodies, and a ploy to kill my father as we celebrated my 100th birthday. So much had changed, but many things hadn’t...many things had just evolved, and as I reached the front door to their dorm, I couldn’t help but smile.

      Voices spilled out as I yanked open the dorm door and stepped inside. I made my way toward their doors, tried the handles and found them locked. I knocked on each door, drawing the gaze of a demon who lingered in the shadows, but there was no answer. I turned away and made for the front door once more. They must be already there, waiting for me.

      My steps were hurried now as I raced for the main building. I thought I’d get sick of this place, that I’d grow bored with the classes and exhausted from the other students. But I wasn’t, if anything I was excited to see Judas and the guys. The sky was darkening as I entered the main building and made my way to the cafeteria.

      The dull roar of voices filled the hallway, excitement mingled with terror.

      “A goddamn rabbit.” I heard someone say and turned my head.

      A guy from my class was motioning in the air how he had to climb a tree to save his life. He lifted his head as I neared, and our gaze connected. I bit the insides of my cheeks, fighting to stop from smiling and strode into the dining hall.

      The place was packed. Nesrin and her friends taking up their familiar post. I turned for Judas’ table and found it invaded by others. My steps stilled. I scanned the rest of the hall, searching every face, and every gaze.

      But they weren’t here...I turned, checking the corners behind me and felt the heavy weight of stares settle. I didn’t need to look to know who it was, so I left, leaving Nesrin and her watchful gaze behind.

      Dusky pinks deepened to red against the horizon, stretching out as far as I could see as I strode toward my dorm. I shoved through the door and caught Ava lower her book. “You forgot my brownie.”

      “Huh?” I lifted my head.

      “My brownie... Hey, what’s wrong?” She sat up straighter, closing the book.

      “The Wolves weren’t there. I dunno, maybe I got my signals crossed. Maybe I went too late. I thought...I thought they wanted to…”

      “That’s okay, we can hang out. There’s a Vampire movie on later if you want to watch it? Queen of the Damned?”

      I shook my head. “It’s okay, maybe next time. I think I’m just going to read a book in bed and turn in early.”

      She just nodded, watching as I made my way upstairs to my room. Maybe I’d got this all wrong...maybe the friend zone with Judas and his pack was just where we were meant to stay. I slipped into my room, hit the lights and headed for the shower.

      I lost my thoughts amongst the hot spray on my back. It wasn’t the cascading water from my shower back home, but the heat was enough to soothe the twinge of disappointment. I stepped out, dried myself and slipped on something cotton and warm. Faint howls echoed through the night air. I dragged a brush through my hair and walked to the balcony.

      The moon was full and low in the sky. I drew in the cool air and felt life in my lungs as I stretched my fingers stretched overhead. In this moment, it felt like I could almost touch the silver rays.

      A sharp howl ripped through the night, closer, making me flinch and draw my hands in. A flash of white scurried from the dark woods.

      On a night of the full moon, the Beasts were out to play.

      I switched on the small desk lamp and turned off the overhead lights before climbing into bed.

      Nefarious Leathers...the Ancient...the Wolves. They haunted me as I opened the cover of this big ass book and scanned the Latin. Necronomicon...the book of the Dead…

      The words had power, spelled pages stole me away, I flicked through one after another, losing track of time until the pale silver touch of the moon pulled away.

      Sleep called. I closed the book, and shoved the heavy thing to the edge of the bed before I switched off the light.

      Laughter echoed somewhere in the distance as I closed my eyes. I sank into the darkness, and was ripped away from the worries of this world...returning instead to the night of my party, where the champagne glasses clinked and darkness waited with bared fangs.

      Nails clawed against the window in my dream...scratch...scratch…scratch...scratch…

      I brushed the hand away... Stop it. Stop making that sound.

      Scratch...scratch....scratch…

      The squeal of nails on glass was piercing. I thrashed, rising to the surface and turning over.

      Scratch.

      I wrenched open my eyes and stilled. That sound...that sound wasn’t in my dream.

      Scraaatttcchhhh.

      I shoved up from my bed. “Goddamn Wolves...playing hard to get and then wake me in the middle of the damn night.”

      Anger lashed inside me as I strode to the balcony doors, twisted the handle and then yanked. Darkness tumbled inside with a whimper. I reached out, grasping the body as a creature fell into my arms.

      “Please…” the creature of midnight whispered and lifted iridescent orange eyes to mine. “Morwenna Livingstone please help me.”

    



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/emblem.jpg
UTI
S RAsTs LUz

ACADEMY






OEBPS/images/h9b21.jpg
BEAUTIFUL BEA

ONDS
DEM‘N S >

MILA YOUNG





