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CHAPTER 1
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More anxious than I care to admit, I sit in Magic 101 on the first day of class and wait for the headmaster to come strolling in. I can’t help but glance at the door more often than is considered appropriate, and of course, these actions don’t go unnoticed by my witch bestie Astrid, who’s seated behind me.

“He’s gonna be here soon, just chill,” she says, putting her hand on my shoulder.

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.” I sniff, avoiding turning around to look at her.

She laughs. “Your aura is a very horny green.”

Now, I turn around and stare into my best friend’s eyes, the same color as my alleged aura. “There’s no such thing as auras.”

Astrid winks. “That’s what you think. Just started seeing them recently.”

“No way,” I say, eyes wide. “You’ve got to be shi—”

“Hello, class. Please take your seats.”

I whip around when I see Headmaster Anton Griggs walk into the room. Looking fine as hell in a black button-down shirt, shiny sky-blue tie, and black dress slacks. 

“You’re welcome.” Astrid chuckles behind me.

I should thank her for distracting me from the sexy headmaster as he swaggers into the room.

“Most of you know me as Mr. Griggs, and I’m tasked with teaching all you fine witches and warlocks Magic 101.”

He writes his name and the course name on the whiteboard behind him.

“As for the course’s title—for the record, I’m not the one who chose it. It was established long before I came to Larchwood.”

“I think it’s a very appropriate title,” Astrid interjects.

Brown-noser.

“Well, thank you, Ms. Marx.”

She beams at him.

He briefly glances at me before putting his eyes back on the crowd of students. There’s about 30 of us in this class, so no way is he gonna get away with ogling me. That doesn’t mean I can’t ogle him, though.

“We’ll start with an icebreaker,” he begins. “Raise your hand if you knew all your life that you were a witch or warlock.”

Nearly the entire class raises their hand. Just me, a guy in the back, and one of the girls who had been in the county clink with me before we came here. I think her name is Alicia.

He looks at her. “Miss Vazquez, how come you didn’t know you were a witch?”

“I spent my life in the foster care system,” she says quietly while sliding some black hair behind her ear.

The room is deathly quiet.

Poor Alicia. That blows.

“That’s unfortunate,” he replies. “Care to tell us your story?”

She shakes her head and looks down. 

“Understandable. Well, everything you didn’t learn from family, you’re going to learn here. So chin up, young lady.”

I stifle a laugh at his term of endearment. He talks like a grandpa. What is he, eight years older than us? Ten, maybe?

She nods and smiles at him.

“What about you, Miss Masset?” Griggs turns his attention to me, staring at me with those intense baby blues. “Thought you were raised by witches.”

“I was,” I reply. “My mom didn’t bother telling me I was a witch until I became a teen.”

He nods. “Well, why not, if you don’t mind me asking?”

His formality is sort of annoying me, but I tamp down on my irritation and tell myself he has to behave like a teacher, not a hot warlock for whom I want to get on my knees and...

“Well?”

I clear my throat and shrug casually. “Because she’s a sh—sucky witch.”

The class laughs.

Griggs looks momentarily irritated but then recovers. “And your grandmother?”

Geez, read my file much?

“She’s not sucky, just was a busy one. Relied on my mom to teach me, apparently.”

I feel kinda weird talking about my personal life in here for some reason. I have a feeling it’s going to be a long semester, and I need to just get over it. I’m sure every witch in this class is going to be under scrutiny at some point, and that we’re all going to be divulging our personal shit.

“I see,” he replies.

He points to the back of the class. “Mr. McLaughlin, what about you?”

I turn to see Jack from my Gym class. “Like Paige, I had sucky witch parents. They were fu—freaking ashamed to be witches. So they didn’t teach me nothin’. Found out the hard way.”

Knowing every one of us in here committed three supernatural crimes, it makes me wonder what Jack and Alicia did. Like, had they used magic because they didn’t know who they were or what they could do?

“Care to share what brought you to Larchwood?” Griggs asks him. 

Is this truly an icebreaker session, or is he just trying to embarrass us? Break us? I stare into his face and I don’t see any joy or malice there. He isn’t exactly enjoying this, but he definitely has his proverbial instructor’s hat on.

Jack shrugs. “Sure. Didn’t know I could control people’s moods and thought I was just plain lucky. I can get anyone to do anything I want just by touching them. Once I realized I was more than just lucky, I started experimenting on people. A little shoplifting here, a little nightclub VIP sneaking in. Dabbled in some unarmed bank robbery. Those cute bank tellers were like putty in my hands—”

“Okay, Mr. McLaughlin, that’s enough.” Griggs sighs.

“What? You asked,” Jack replies.

“I’m aware, but you’re supposed to be remorseful for your crimes, not proud of them.”

Jack was being a little bit cocky in his answers, I’ll agree with the headmaster there.

“I am remorseful. I should have never told that girl to jump off a bridge. I didn’t think my power was that strong. I thought they were just suggestions. That was my final ‘crime’.” He puts up air quotes.

The class gasps.

Damn. Like Jory, he killed someone. I cringed.

“And that’s why you’re here. To learn how to master that. It’s a gift, and you used it for malice.”

“I know,” Jack says. “She didn’t die but now her whole family thinks she tried to off herself.”

Glad she didn’t die, but that still sucks.

“Does it only work on humans?” I ask Jack as I’m still turned around.

He puts his gaze on me and I watch his eyes flash purple, the way all witches’ eyes do when they’re doing something magical. “No.” He slaps his hand on Astrid’s arm and grips it. “Stick your tongue out at Paige.”

Astrid obeys immediately.

“Holy crap,” I breathe. I’m not sure if that’s a gift or a curse. I can see how Jack would be tempted to do all kinds of bad things with that kind of power.

Astrid snatches her arm away and snaps, “Ew, don’t do that again.”

“Ms. Marx, how did that make you feel?” Griggs asks.

She puts her attention on the headmaster and looks as though she’s trying to formulate an answer.

“Just be honest,” I coax.

“Icky. Like I couldn’t move, and my thoughts weren’t my own.” She looks at Jack. “I didn’t like it.”

Jack chuckles. “Noted.”

“Thanks for the demonstration, but no more of that.” Griggs measures Jack with a warning glare.

Jack nods once in acknowledgment.

“Anyone else care to share any special gifts they have, aside from just being a witch?”

Astrid raises her hand, and at Headmaster’s nod, she says, “I can see auras.”

“Is that so?” he asks. “What color is mine?”

“Blue,” she answers immediately.

He smiles and I sort of melt. My God, this man is beautiful. 

“What does that mean?” he asks.

Beaming again, Astrid quickly prattles off, “Trust, faithfulness, stability, power, intelligence.”

“Kiss ass...trid,” Jack comments.

I give him a thumbs-up. “Good save.”

He winks at me.

“Ooh, do me!” I say, and then immediately regret it as the class laughs.

“We will go over auras later in the semester,” Griggs quickly adds. “Thank you for the read, Miss Marx.”

“You’re welcome!” she chirps, and I resist an eye roll.

“Anyone else?” Griggs asks the class.

Alicia clears her throat and says in a meek voice, “I can manipulate liquids.”

The whole class, including me, gasps. How freaking cool.

I’m sure Headmaster knows all of these things about every single witch in the room, but he continues on as if he doesn’t. “Is that so? Care to demonstrate?”

She glances around the room and stops when she spots Griggs’s coffee cup. She gets up, walks to the desk, and points to the cup. “May I?”

“As long as you don’t spill it,” he teases.

With a grin, Alicia hovers her index finger over the top of the cup and begins swirling it around. The brown liquid begins to twirl up in a funnel out of the cup. More gasps can be heard throughout the room—including mine. She slowly moves the funnel down back into the cup and presents it to the Headmaster on the palms of her hands as if it were a gift.

“That’s amazing!” I blurt.

“I agree,” Headmaster says, taking the cup from her.

Alicia takes her seat and I turn to her. “Girl, that was wicked! Teach me, sensei!”

She giggles and mutters a thank-you.

Griggs asks if there are any other talented witches in the room, and at his silence, he starts a very long lecture on the history of witches and witchcraft.
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I sit back in my seat in the cafeteria and fold my arms over my chest. “Then spill it.”

Astrid looks a big chagrinned as she twirls her spaghetti around her fork. “Why?”

“Because that whole aura thing was just bull...crud.”

She pauses her noodle-twirling and looks at me with one eyebrow cocked. “It’s not bull. It’s real. I just may or may not have been telling the whole truth about his color.”

We’d been having a discussion about auras at dinner, and when I asked her to elaborate on the headmaster’s blue aura, she acted weird. I was currently interrogating the truth out of her.

“Then enlighten me. We’re going to be learning this sh...stuff anyway, so let me get a leg up.” I put my pinky finger to my mouth and raise one eyebrow, “Throw me a bone, Astrid.”

She laughs and shakes her head. “You do a horrible Dr. Evil.”

I nod. “Yep, I know. Spill the tea.”

She sighs. “His aura was actually so dark, it looked black. In my defense, it could have been a really dark midnight-blue.”

“So, what is black?” I ask, picking up a piece of garlic bread and taking a bite.

Astrid looks apprehensive, then blows out a breath, which causes a stray strand of light-brown hair to fly off her face temporarily. “Bold, rich, mysterious, elegant, strong, and...”

At her pause, my eyes go wide. “What? What else?”

She chews the side of her lip. “Evil.”

I throw my head back and laugh. “The dude is hot. He’s a little stuffy. And he’s probably all those other things. But he’s not freakin’ evil, silly!”

She shrugs and finally puts the forkful of spaghetti into her mouth.

I feel strong hands on my shoulders before hot breath fans my neck. “What’s happenin’, hot stuff?”

I turn around to see scorching-hot dragon shifter Jory standing behind me. I grin up at him. “Takes one to know one.”

He drops a quick kiss on the top of my head and leans down to whisper in my ear. “I’ll get ahold of you later.” He leaves with a wink and my temperature skyrocketing. 

I watch appreciatively as he saunters off. “I hate to see him go but love to watch him leave.”

Astrid and Alicia giggle. We invited Alicia to sit with us for meals. She’s so sweet and shy.

I notice vampire Breckon, trailing behind him. He doesn’t say a word to me, only stares me down with those smoldering black eyes and those full lips I want to bite. I clench my thighs together. Breckon follows Jory out and I turn around to see Astrid staring at the trio—group of three in which I only noticed the two. Axel, her way-too-buff-for-a-genie djinn is trailing behind my dragon and vampire.

Mine.

Why do I keep referring to those two as belonging to me? I’m supposed to be just kickin’ it with one of them. Two isn’t proper. Right?

There has to be three...

Breckon’s words ring in my head. What does that even mean? Confrontations don’t give me answers and I still don’t know what to make of the statement. How can I be with two guys at once, let alone three?

“Earth to Paige.”

I look over at my bestie and blink a few times. “Sorry. What?”

“Why couldn’t he have kissed me like that?” She pouts at Axel’s retreating figure.

I shake my head to clear it of all inappropriate thoughts and respond, “I don’t know, but that boy should pay more attention to what his hot friends are doing. How to keep the girl and all that.”

“Djinns are weak, that’s why.”

Astrid and I look up to see the redheaded bitch, my number-one nemesis Eliza, walking by with her tray on her way to the door. She gives us both a cool grin before depositing her trash in the receptacle and setting the empty tray on the top of it.

Astrid opens her mouth to retort, then shuts it again. After the succubus and her two cronies disappear through the doorway, I look at my bestie. “She’s such a toad.”

“Where was your witty retort? Your smartass remark?” Astrid asks.

We both pause and wait for Fembot to take points from her, but the horn sound never comes.

“Sweet, at least we know we can say ‘smartass’.”

“Beside the point,” Astrid huffs.

“True. And to answer your question, I don’t know. Bi...wench caught me off-guard.”

Alicia snorts. “Yeah, you were too distracted by the dragon and vamp.”

“You’re not wrong,” I reply dreamily.

“But seriously, why can’t Axel be like that with me? Maybe he’s just not that into me.”

I get up and pick up my tray from the table, and Astrid and Alicia do the same. On our way to the trash receptacle, I say, “He could be just shy. Maybe he’s a virgin. Who knows?”

I say this because he still hasn’t made a move on her, despite his swagger and seriously hot body. I’d ogled it several times while watching swim practice. The guy is all muscle, close to six feet tall, and has beautiful eyes. I’m not sure why he’s pussyfooting around with my friend, but if he doesn’t seal the deal soon, he may lose Astrid. She wasn’t shallow, but he wasn’t exactly making her feel wanted.

“Are you putting out the vibe?” I ask as we enter the Grand Hallway on our way to the female dorms. “Bye, Alicia,” I say to her.

“Bye,” she replies with a little wave as she heads for a different door.

Astrid puts her hand to her forehead and shakes her head. “I don’t even know what that means.”

Deciding we need to have this conversation somewhere more private, I grab her hand and lead her to the end of the Grand Hallway, scowling once at the Final Five rules posted at the top of the doorway, and out into the courtyard that will lead us into the female dorms.
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“Are you serious?” I stare at her incredulously. “You’re twenty years old.”

Astrid huffs and rises from her bed to the bookshelf. There, she pulls down War and Peace and plops it onto the bed. “Are you trying to make me feel worse than I already do?”

Fuck.

“No! God, no. I’m just surprised, that’s all. Plus, have no filter.”

Astrid pulls out her spellbook from its hidden cutout of the big book and flips it open. I can’t imagine she’s in much of a mood to do magic, so I suspect she’s trying to deflect.

Deflection doesn’t work with me, though.

“I didn’t mean to make you feel bad,” I continue. “And really, there’s nothing wrong with it. Nothing at all...” I trail off.

She looks down at her spellbook and licks her fingers once to wet the corners of the pages before continuing to flip. She doesn’t look at me or acknowledge what I’ve said.

I walk over to her bed, slide her book away, and sit down. “Look at me.”

Astrid gradually lifts her gaze to mine. She looks sad and oh-so innocent.

“There’s nothing wrong with being a virgin. I’m just surprised is all. I was wrong with my reaction, and I apologize.”

Her lime-green gaze searches mine for a minute before she nods slightly and then licks her lips. “Okay.”

I give her a quick hug and walk back to my bed on the other side of the room. “I think it’s pretty awesome, actually. You and Axel both all shy and virginal. It’s gonna make for one explosive first time.”

She tries to act angry, but I can see she’s biting back a smile. After an exaggerated huff, she says, “I guess you’re right.”

I open my side-table drawer and pull out a nail file. “You know what you and Axel should do? Just wait. No need to risk the B.S. punishment here for breaking ‘rule number four’ with the sexual contact ban.”

She laughs. “It’s funny you say that, because we’ve actually talked about that.”

I pause the nail file on my middle finger and look over at her. “You have?”

She nods and looks down at her spellbook. “I know I said I was frustrated earlier... and don’t get me wrong, I am. But I’ve learned over the past few weeks that it’s because he’s shy... like me. Just gonna have to take things slow with him.”

“That’s not a bad thing,” I say, meaning it, and silently wishing I hadn’t been so loose and carefree in the past of couple years. “Seriously.”

“I know. I just never thought, in all my wildest dreams, that my life would have taken this turn. I never thought I’d end up locked away in the mountains of Montana for some stupid crime I didn’t even mean to commit. It’s just so unfair.” She sighs dramatically.

“I didn’t either, girlfriend. I didn’t either. Who knew this crazy place even existed?”

“I certainly didn’t,” Astrid mutters under her breath as she flips through the spellbook.

I watch her continue to flick through her book and get jealous that she even has hers. I need mine badly. I have so much regret not studying and memorizing mine to a tee. “I need my book,” I say, blankly staring at hers.

“Yes, you do.” Astrid nods in agreement. “Until we can figure out a way to hijack it from Griggs, I need you to help me on a spell to quell this sexual frustration. It’s making me insane.”

I jab a thumb toward the bathroom and say, “Well, I still haven’t ruled out the idea of using the hairdryer motor to make a vibrator. If you want me to rig you up one, just let me know.”

Astrid laughs and nods. “I’m thinking I’m gonna have to take you up on that here very soon.”
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Technically, girls aren’t allowed in the boys’ dorms, and vice-versa. But it’s not like they have security roaming around to enforce that rule. I know there are cameras mounted outside the dorm buildings, and in the hallways, but there are ways around that. I also know that’s how Jory got caught in my room by Griggs a few weeks ago. Now that I’m in their room—since Breckon and Jory are roommates—I know we should be fine. Breckon loaned me his Academy hoodie yesterday and then, once I was inside the building, turned all the lights off in the hallways so I could sneak in quickly. 

After ushering Breckon inside, he closes the door behind us, and it’s on.

He wastes no time slamming me up against the door and quickly relieving me of the hoodie. He throws it on the ground and then devours my mouth with his. Our tongues mingle together while we paw over each other like a couple of teenagers.

Okay, technically, we are, but I’ll be twenty in a couple of months and I think he will too. I’ll have to ask him when his birthday is when I’m less horny and can think straight.

“When will Jory come back?” I ask quietly between kisses.

“After midnight. Coach is busting our balls for some shit that happened in the locker room earlier this week. I faked sick so I could see you.” He looks down at me and grins. “Now stop asking questions and get your fine ass on my bed so I can see that pussy.”

The rebel in me wants to protest but there is no use since his commanding nature is turning me on. I do as he says and I’m glad Fembot can’t hear our forbidden words while in our dorms because I have a feeling I’m about to cuss up a storm here in a bit.

I didn’t wear anything under the hoodie, so I quickly slip off my gym pants and lay down on his bed. Breckon reaches behind him and pulls his gray T-shirt off over his head, and I unabashedly let my gaze roam over his sexy chest. 

He’s too busy watching me, his stare raking me from head to toe. “So fucking beautiful,” he says and then prowls over to me with predator precision.

Sitting next to me, he stares into my eyes while he runs his finger over my lips and then inserts one into my mouth. I suck on it automatically and he hisses out a quiet breath. “Damn, baby.”

I grin around his finger and he pulls it out with a pop. He slowly begins running it down my chin, throat, and then to my left nipple, which causes a jolt of pleasure to travel straight to my core. Both nipples are tight buds, and when Breckon leans down to capture one in his mouth, I moan almost climax right there. 

Careful not to ignore the right nipple, he lavishes some attention on that one too before kissing his way back up to my mouth and devouring it once again. I rake one hand through his midnight-black hair and then slither the other down to reach outside his sweatpants to feel what he’s working with.

Oh, my...

He’s hard as a rock and very endowed, and I can’t wait to play with it. I shiver when he groans against my lips.

He continues to kiss me, and I feel like I’m going to explode before he even touches me. With my head lolled back in pure ecstasy, I miss the fact that we are now lying side by side on the bed instead of sitting up. When he slides a finger inside me, I gasp in pleasure and surprise. He breaks the kiss and pulls his finger out of me, trails it up my slit, then my stomach, and then puts it in my mouth. 

“Suck your juices off,” he commands. I obey and find it surprisingly erotic and not as gross as I thought that would be after reading about it in books. When he tears his sweatpants off and tosses them to the floor, I’m mesmerized by his cock springing free. He is on his knees on the bed now, and I want nothing more than to put my mouth on his dick. I stroke it a few times and he hisses in pleasure at my touch. That makes me feel powerful and sexy, so I slowly lean down and take all of him into my mouth.
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