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CHAPTER 1
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The birds are singing. The sky is bright and blue, just a few sparse clouds flit across the vast Montana sky. The sun shines down on the grass on the soccer field that’s starting to come back lush and green. I glance around to see the trees on campus are starting to get their buds. 

All these things would normally put me in a very good mood, as I sit here alone on the soccer field. Alone by choice, I might add. I need to clear my head. I pick at the grass and then let it sift through my fingers. But I have a feeling I won’t be happy very long until I get my shit together and figure out how to unpack what Caleb had told me.

Caleb.

I can’t help but feel hurt by the cute warlock. I feel like he was just befriending me to feed information back to the boys—the dragon shifter and vampire. I don’t think the headmaster is very fond of him.

The boys.

I sigh when I think of my sexy supes. It’s been thrilling so far but I now know they all need me to complete the damned Coresh Accord. They claim to have feelings for me—that they love me, but part of me wonders if they’re only using me for their precious spell. What will happen to me once they get their immortality? Will they discard me like yesterday’s trash?

Tears begin to form along my bottom lashes, but I have to put all that aside for now. Was Caleb telling me the truth when he said it was my father who killed my grandmother?

I think back to the last time I saw my dad. I was about to start my junior year in high school, and he stopped by for a brief few minutes on my sixteenth birthday to give me a present. 

“Go on, tear it open. You’re gonna love it,” Dad says.

I open up the present, confused at what I’m looking at. 

“It’s a car stereo,” Dad says, seeming proud of himself.

I look up and stare into blue eyes and notice they’re bloodshot. Blond scruff covers most of his chin and cheeks. I say quietly, “But... I don’t have a car.”

He frowns, and suddenly his angry eyes flash to my mother and grandmother. “You were supposed to buy her one. Where’s the money I gave you, Renee?”

Mom glances at me, looking upset and a little frightened, and then back at my dad. “I had bills to pay.”

“Stupid bitch,” he snaps, snatching the stereo box out of my hands and storming out. He stops at the front door with his hand on the knob. “I’ll get you something else, Paige. Something you can actually use.”

“I’ll believe it when I see it, fuckin’ deadbeat,” Gram grumbles before she walks off toward the cake she baked to start cutting pieces.

“Fuck off, Liz!” We all flinch as he slams the door behind him.

I shudder and try to push the memory from my mind.

The fight that ensued that night was of epic proportions. Disappointment and sadness were a muddle of emotions inside me. Mom was supposed to get me a car and didn’t. Then Dad called her a bitch and cussed out Gram. Both hurt me, and it’s not an event I’ll ever forget.

But how did they go from that, to him actually killing my Gram? Why would my mom say a vampire did it? Is she trying to protect me?

I never saw my dad after that. He sent me a few texts telling me he was still searching for the right gift, but I never saw anything. Then, I started messing up in high school and never graduated. A couple of phone calls and texts expressing his disappointment in me were all I ever got. Since my arrest, there’s been nothing. I have my phone with me here. I’m fairly sure he knows I’m locked up. My number hasn’t changed. He just doesn’t fucking care.

That being said, I refuse to sit here and be that hurt little girl who just wants her daddy’s love. We were never close since he’d had a secret family that we ended up finding out about later on, and I closed that chapter a long time ago. I only want to find out who killed my grandma. Then, I will kill them. I don’t care if I go to supernatural prison for it either. No human or supe is going to get away with it.

Mark my words.

I lie back on the grass with my arms folded behind my head, my legs crossed at the ankles. I breathe in the fresh air and enjoy the smell of the grass, then exhale a big breath.

Blinking my eyes open against the punishingly bright sun, I squint when I think I see something in the sky. It looks like a bird, but as it gets closer, I can tell it’s something much, much larger. I sit up quickly and put my hand over my eyes to shield them from the sunlight. The figure gets closer and I can see it’s no animal at all—it looks like a human. With wings.

I gasp and go to stand in case I need to flee, when suddenly the figure banks right and swoops down to land right in front of me. Open-mouthed, I stare into Jory’s strange-looking face. As he stands there, I look up at him in awe, his shadow enshrouding me. He’s got green and yellow scales covering what is usually pale, freckly flesh. The scales glitter and shimmer in the afternoon sun. His eyes are solid yellow with a vertical black slit-like pupil. His hair keeps its auburn hue. I stare at his bare chest, muscles looking larger than usual rippling under shimmering scales. He wears a pair of athletic shorts and no shoes. But the most fascinating part of him are his wings. They’re the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. His wingspan has to be at least six feet on each side, and they, too, shine and glimmer in the sunlight.

“Beautiful,” I murmur, slowly bringing my hand up to his cheek where I can see fangs poking out slightly on his bottom lip.

Jory cranes his neck back and looks up into the sky. Suddenly, a large burst of fire erupts from his mouth and then dissipates as quickly as it came. Smoke tumbles from his lips and then disappears in curls of smoke.

“Whoa,” I breathe, staring at the tiny campfire-like sparks that dissolve into the air. Then I look at him. “You really can fly.”

He nods, staring down at me. “You didn’t believe me?” Even his voice sounds a little different. Deeper. Plus the fangs.

I shake my head. “It’s not that. I just... it’s just... I... Well, I thought you might have been exaggerating a little.”

Jory takes my hands, and then slowly, his wings wrap around me, cocooning us in a strange, warm embrace. “Does this feel like an exaggeration?” He leans down and kisses me, and I’m surprised that the scales are silky smooth. I thought they’d be rough, like a reptile. And as his warm mouth caresses mine, I notice he tastes like smoke and sugar, and that I can’t feel his fangs. As I’m getting lost in his kiss, he lifts me up by my butt and I wrap my legs around his waist. His wings aren’t around us any longer, and as I break the kiss to see why, I feel myself being hoisted into the air. I let out a yelp as I watch us lift off the ground. My tummy does a little somersault as we fly high in the air. I’m scared of heights and feel panic, tightening my grip around his neck.

I can feel the weight of Jory’s stare on me, but I’m too busy looking around. We’re so high now that we’re almost to the clouds. Chancing a glance down, I can see the entire school’s grounds... and the view is both breathtaking and terrifying. The school is painted dark red with turrets and peaks that definitely look European school-inspired. I can see the pool, soccer field, dorm houses, cafeteria, gym, library, Practical Magic building, and even the staff housing. Pine trees of all kinds frame the school. 

Suddenly we stop. Jory’s wings flap slowly, keeping us suspended in mid-air. I look up at him. “Am I dreaming?”

He smiles down at me, his eyes and skin glittering. “No, beautiful. You’re not.”

“Are you going to get in trouble? I mean, you can just fly right out of here. Never come back. Haven’t you ever been tempted?”

He stares down at me, a serious expression on his face. “Not even once.”

“Why not? It feels so freeing being up here, away from all that.” I tip my chin down toward the school, my fingers digging into his arms in a death grip.

The flapping of his wings causes a whooshing of air that makes my hair fan back. “Because if I leave, I’d miss you.”

Heart melt.

“It makes me happy to hear you say that.” I flutter my eyelashes at him.

We begin to kiss again, and I’m not sure if it’s minutes or hours, but we finally land softly on the grass of the soccer field. I watch as Jory’s scales flatten into his skin and turn pale once more. His eyes turn back to greenish-yellow with a normal-looking pupil, and his wings slowly disappear. 

“So cool,” I breathe. 

I walk around to his back to try to see where the wings went. I look at his shoulder blades but don’t see anything. Then I spot two tiny slits where the pointed bony part of the blades are, closest to the spine. I gently run my finger over them and feel Jory shudder. The slits are so small—not even an inch long—that you wouldn’t even notice them unless you knew they were there.

I come back around to face my beautiful shifter. “Thank you for showing me your dragon side.” I put my hand on his face and softly run my thumb along his jaw. “You’re so gorgeous.”

He chuckles and pulls me closer to him, his bare chest feeling amazing against my exposed chest and arms in the tank top I wear. “No, Paige, you’re the gorgeous one. I’ve been craving some alone time with you.”

“You have?” I ask, biting back a smile.

“Of course,” he replies. “All I do is crave you. I wish you could spend every night in my bed, curled up next to me. I’m so happy I met you.”

His sweet words are seeming to come out of nowhere but they’re making me all gooey inside. Out of the three boys I’ve got myself tangled up with here, Jory’s probably the sweetest. I love Breckon’s aggression and Griggs’s dominance, but Jory’s sweet side is ruling right now. “I’m so happy I met you, too. I never thought coming here would turn out like this. I thought it was going to be a prison sentence.”

“So did I. But instead, I’ve found love and freedom from an old life I thought I wanted but now know was empty and useless. I love you,” he whispers before leaning down to kiss me. 

I swoon under his kiss and feel lightheaded between the sky ride and Jory’s words. I wish we could stay like this forever.
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CHAPTER 2
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I scowl at Caleb from across the room.

“Oh, don’t be like that, Witchy Spice.”

I ignore him and try to pay attention to the runes lesson Mr. Griggs is lecturing on. Between the hot headmaster and Caleb in my head, it’s becoming increasingly difficult to focus.

“I swear, Paige. Please just hear me out. Yes, the boys paid me to tell them stuff, but honestly, the only thing I told them was just the shit that goes on in this class since they don’t have access.”

“Shut the fuck up. I’m trying to concentrate.” I give him a warning look.

He smirks and salutes me.

I glance around to see if anyone’s watching us, but nobody really is. We’re seated in a circle on the mats in the Practical Magic building and still learning about runes—types, placement, and size. We’re learning the larger the rune, the longer it lasts, but that there’s also a max size limit. A whole body-sized rune won’t make its effect last for hours. But that there are certain ways to draw runes that will make the effects permanent.

Griggs continues, “We will be learning about those later on. They’re delicate and dangerous, so we’ll only be learning certain ones while you’re at this school. Once you graduate and are on your own, you’ll be free to learn about and use other ones.”

I raise my hand.

“Yes, Paige?” Griggs asks, staring at me with a perfectly placed neutral expression.

“Is there a rune that will stop me from getting fat?”

The class laughs.

A small smile tips his lips. “Eat healthy and exercise and you won’t need a rune.”

“Too much work,” I mutter.

“Sexercise. With the headmaster and the hot dragon and sexy vamp.” 

I look over at Caleb and try not to smile. “Stop it.”

“You can work your jaw and neck muscles to keep them firm and fat-free by giving lots of blow—”

I snort and then cover it up with a cough.

“...as you can see,” Griggs continues, drawing a very small rune on his forearm, “the effects”—he begins to become transparent and then eventually disappears before our eyes, but we can still hear his voice—“are shorter, the smaller the rune.” He slowly becomes whole again. He was invisible maybe five seconds.

The class gasps and begins murmuring with each other.

“That was so cool,” Astrid says, furiously drawing the rune in her notebook.

I do the same. I’ll be having fun with that one later.

After class, Astrid, Alicia, and I walk out of the Practical Magic building and toward gym class, which I’m dreading because we’ve been learning self-defense. It’s tiresome, kicks my ass, and makes me exhausted by the end of the day. We alternate that every other day with soccer, which also sucks but is less strenuous. I hear we’re gonna be doing the damn obstacle course again soon, too.

Groan.

“Hey, can I talk to you?” Caleb asks, catching up to us. “Ladies.” He dips his head at Astrid and Alicia.

I look at them. “I’ll catch up.”

Astrid glances at Caleb then back to me. “I’ll tell Mr. Johnson you’re in the bathroom.”

That’s code for monthly female issues.

I grin. “Thanks, girl.”

They walk off and Caleb takes my hand. “I’m sorry. I didn’t tell the guys those things purposely to betray your trust. I already feel like we’re good friends and I’m sorry if I broke that trust.”

He looks so sincere, but I have to remember the guy spent two years in an acting troupe. He did go to the trouble of apologizing, though. He could have just blown me off and ignored me. “Okay, apology accepted. I just felt really hurt when Griggs told me that Jory and Breckon had paid you to give them information.”

“Honestly, it was just a hundred bucks they put on one of those school debit card things. I don’t even think I gave them a hundred bucks’ worth of info anyway.” He throws me his most charming grin.

He lets go of my hand and we walk slowly toward the gym. “What did you tell them, anyway?” I ask.

“Just that I could tell you were into Griggs. That’s why I asked you point-blank in the woods a few weeks ago. I used to watch his reaction when I’d touch you and flirt with you in front of him.” He chuckles. “He looked like he wanted to murder me.”

I smile. “I can believe that. Wish I would have been looking at him instead of you.”

He lightly smacks my arm. “Hey! I liked you looking at me.”

I rub my arm. “I was just joking. Wished I could see Griggs’s reaction is all.”

“It was quite exquisite. I didn’t know White boys could turn that shade of red.”

I laugh. “Maybe we’ll have to try it again so I can see.”

“That would be wicked fun.” He stops walking, as he has to head in a different direction to his class. “So, we good then?” he asks, hope glittering in his caramel-colored eyes.

I nod. “Yeah, we’re good. Just tell me next time those sneaky brats try to bribe you for info. That’s how you’ll earn and gain my trust.”

“You got it, boo.” He kisses me on the cheek and gives me a hug before sauntering off down the hall toward his next class.

I shake my head with a smile and head to the gym.
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I walk into the gym late to see everyone already partnered up. Kicks and ducks can be seen as the students spar. I head toward the locker room to change when I hear whispering once I get inside.

“He was flying! Isn’t that doing magic? I mean, he totally broke rule number five!”

“When was this?”

“Yesterday over the soccer field. Everyone saw it.”

“Well, I didn’t.”

“It was weird. She was straddling him like a frickin’ horse. He looked like a freak up there.”

Giggling.

I head around to the other side of the lockers to see Eliza and one of her minions with their heads together. They both startle when they see me.

A smile finds my lips, and with my arms folded across my chest, I say, “Jealous much?”

Eliza lifts her chin. “Ew, no. Dragons are gross. Plus, I don’t date redheads.”

“Prejudice?” I ask, tipping my chin at her hair.

She rolls her eyes. “Hardly. Besides, I only stick to my own kind. You should try it.”

“What, like Griggs?” I stare hard at her, trying to gauge if any knowing dawns on her face. I want to know if the students have any inkling about me and him. They already talk mad shit about me being with Jory and Breckon, which I have to just suck up and ignore.

Eliza makes a face. “Uh, no. But if old guys are your cuppa, go for it.”

I snort. “He’s twenty-eight, you dumb bi...biscuit.”

“Old,” she reiterates and rolls her eyes.

I shake my head and go around to my locker. After unlocking it with the combination, I undress and shove my uniform, shoes, and messenger bag inside before slipping into the Larchwood Academy tee and gym shorts.

Old? So, she only likes immature vampires her own age. No wonder she’s so butthurt over me and Breckon. He’s literally the only hot vampire in this place. Not to mention, I’ve heard a rumor she and Jack have been hooking up. But... maybe it’s just sex. She seems like the type who would get emotionally attached. So much for sticking to her own kind. What a hypocrite.

I walk out into the gym to see Mr. Johnson using a student to show another new self-defense technique.

“This is how you get out of a headlock,” he states, bent over at the side of the student. His arm is around Johnson’s neck holding him tight. “Reach up and around the assailant’s head, jam your fingers up their nostrils, and pull. Where the head goes, the body will follow.” He demonstrates while doing exactly as he said. The student’s head pulls back, and he lets go of Johnson. Once the teacher is on his feet, he kicks the student in the stomach, and he goes flailing backward onto the mat.

The students cheer.

“Ow,” the student says, grabbing his stomach.

“Do it again,” Johnson commands the student as he helps him up. “And I didn’t even kick you that hard. Students, don’t really kick your partner, you could hurt them. Obviously, if this was a real attack, you’d want to kick as hard as you can.”

He obeys by putting the teacher in a headlock. “You can do the same by pulling the shirt collar.” He reaches around and yanks the student’s shirt at the neckline and pulls. The student coughs at being choked by his shirt, lets go, and falls. Johnson offers him a hand up.

“Impressive,” I say loudly, announcing my arrival.

Why am I such an attention whore?

The class looks at me.

“Hello, Paige,” Johnson greets.

No snarky remark about my truancy. Astrid must have hooked me up.

“Everyone’s partnered up, so you’ll be my partner,” Johnson states.

I nod and go over to him. We practice the headlock several times with our partners.

Once that is over, he addresses the class.

“Wrist grab.” He presents his wrists to me, palm side down. “Grab my wrists, Paige.”

I do as he says.

“What’s the weakest part of the hand?” Johnson asks the class.

At our silence, he says, “The thumbs.”

Before I can blink, he twists his wrists quickly toward each other and breaks my grip on him. I’d been holding on tight, too.

“Your assailant’s thumbs are what’s gripping you the tightest. With a strong flick of the wrist, it’ll break their thumbs’ hold on you. Try it with your partner.”

The class seems amazed by how easy it is to get out of a wrist-grab. Johnson grips my wrists so tightly that I feel like the circulation is getting cut off. It takes several flicks of my wrists to get out of his grasp, but I do. Once he’s far enough away, I kick him in the stomach, and he falls back onto the mat.
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