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CHAPTER 1
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There won’t ever be a time I’ll look back on my life and say I was a good girl. That isn’t gonna happen. I’ve messed up, and I’m not too young or dumb to admit that. 

That being said, I don’t think my indiscretions warranted punishment of this magnitude.

I look across the vast lawns that cover the Academy and shake my head. They actually expect me to master this obstacle course without breaking my damn neck. They’ve lost their minds. What do I look like, Wonder Woman? 

Don’t answer that.

I hear a whistle blow, and while the competitors next to me break into a sprint, I decide to flip a cartwheel first, for no other reason than it’s pretty much the only thing I’m good at. That, and rollerblading, but the assholes who run this prison... er, I mean, Larchwood Academy: Corrective School for Supernaturals, won’t let me have my skates.

Let me rephrase: They said I could have them if I was a good girl. Refer to previous inner monologue... a good girl, I am not.

Delighted that my cartwheel sort of turned into a badass back-handspring, I land hard on my feet in the grass, letting my knees absorb the shock, and then take off in a sprint toward the obstacle course I’m quite sure is going to kick my butt.

I grin as I pass Jory, the dragon shifter who is clearly far too in shape to be considered my competitor. Jory, not liking the faux competition, catches up and overtakes me as I scowl at his perfectly chiseled ass. Well, at least I’m still ahead of that cute vampire guy who likes to pretend not to look at me while we’re making license plates in the school’s factory.

Just kidding, we don’t make license plates, we learn shit. Dumb shit that does me no good, like math, science, and PE, helping us to blend in with the humans—with society. Most days, I think making license plates, like real hardened criminals, would be more fun. At least I could put funny stuff on them, like ASSETR, FKTHS, and DONTH8.

As vampire boy uses his stupid super-speed to reach the obstacle course first, I get pissed. 

“Shit!” I involuntarily curse and immediately regret it, as a loud horn strikes the air, and I cringe. 

“Paige Masset, three points have been deducted from your account,” announces a disembodied mechanical female voice from the tall speakers surrounding the outside gym area.

I hate that robo-bitch. I double flip-off the speaker attached to a tall pole on the side of the obstacle course. I’m glad it doesn’t have a camera, I muse as I keep running.

Jerk dragon boy snorts out a laugh beside me as he slows down in order to run alongside me. Well, I think that’s why he’s beside me again, anyway. I surely didn’t purposely catch up to his fire-breathing ass. Throwing me a wink, Jory speeds up again and launches himself onto the rope ladder attached to the obstacle course. He looks like a damn Greek god as he flies effortlessly through the air to reach the ladder. I shake my head with jealousy.

But... seriously, the school’s headmaster—a very hot but very stiff principal-type we just refer to as “Master”—has got to be kidding me here. Why would he think a simple little witch like me could be a match against creatures like dragon shifters, vampires, demons, and djinns? Sure, I can outwit them in smarts any day of the week (I’m not joking), but they definitely have me beat physically. Even the chicks of their species outrun me as they fly across the monkey bars made of rough rope and jump down into the tanbark under our feet, flying and then landing gracefully like Olympic gymnasts.

Huffing as I drop down from them and land on my ass in the tanbark, I correct myself at the last minute before I scream out, “Oh... crrrrrrumb!”

Yes, I said crumb. Even crap is a swear word in this prison (one point), and being that I already owe two points to the proverbial swear jar, and me coming in last in this dumbass Hunger Games-esque trial is probably gonna cost me more, I really can’t afford to go into the negative.

The sun is beating down hard, and of course I’m sweating like a piggy, but still, I push on. If I don’t at least get to the end of this course, I’ll be the laughingstock of my class. 

Again.

We won’t talk about what happened last month that the other ‘students’ are still talking about. What sucks is that we’re all inmates here, so why the other chicks in my unit think they’re better than me is truly mindboggling. Like, sorry I’m not as graceful as you bitches, but I was born clumsy—so, hey, I’m glad I can be your entertainment.

Mud splashes into my face and gets into my mouth. I gag and begin spitting and wiping my tongue with both hands as I trudge through the thigh-deep mud in order to get to the other side of this dumbass course. 

Wheezing as I yank myself up out of the brown sludge, I get on all fours and shake like a dog to loosen the mud. Jory and vampire boy look at me, amused, as they continue on toward the tower of doom.

“What?” I ask their retreating forms. “It works for animals.”

They rudely don’t turn around or even acknowledge me as I get up, rock out a quick cartwheel to expel more mud, and then run behind them. Feeling the slimy dirt in places I so should not have mud, I run harder, trying to dislodge it.

That’s what I get for not wearing any panties, but I hate them. However, the mesh netting inside these black athletic shorts just isn’t doing anything to protect my lady bits. I discreetly try to adjust myself to get the muddy netting out of there as I run. My fingers get caught in the netting, and, losing my concentration, my middle finger gets twisted. A shooting pain arcs up my hand and into my arm. I fall with zero grace to the grass, now flat on my back.

With my finger lodged in my crotch.

The demon darts by me but then skids to a halt as he sees what I’m doing. He stares down at me. His infuriatingly handsomely chiseled face and white-blond hair, with a light sheen of sweat coating his cheeks, he grins at me. I swear I see his eyes flash red for a second. “Need help, little witch?”

“Fuck off, Satan boy. I’m good,” I grit out.

“Paige Masset, three points are deducted from your account,” comes the robotic bitch.

The demon ass keeps running (and laughing) as I detangle my finger from my shorts. I manage to get up, pushing down my pink sports bra over my stomach (now more brown, thanks to the mud), which seems to have ridden up. I reach the bottom of the tower of doom and stare up the crude rungs of its ladder I’m expected to climb. 

Did I mention I have a fear of heights? Yeah, just one of the many fabulous things wrong with me. Thank God witches don’t actually ride brooms through the sky.

Shudder. 

I take a deep breath and begin to climb. I look up to see the demon almost to the top, and of course vampire boy and dragon dick are already gracing the top. 

Why are all the guys here shirtless? Whyyyy?

I watch as the vampire grabs the rope, and while his pale, ripped stomach bunches as he strains, he slowly begins to paw his way down the rope. Hand over fist, hand over fist. Pretty soon, he’s at the bottom, and I’ve barely reached halfway up this ladder from hell.

He lands easily in the tanbark at the bottom of the rope. Then, he looks up at me, giving me a very lame thumbs-up and a wink, and takes off toward the next stupid challenge. If I had a free hand, I would have given him a different finger.

I’m almost to the top now, and I watch as Jory repeats the protocol with the same ease the vampire showoff had done. I resist an eye roll, but then celebrate as I realize I’ve reached the top of the tower of doom. 

Demon boy grabs the swinging rope after Jory the dragon uses the pulley to propel it back to the top. I look at the demon curiously, his face seeming so normal and cute, but I know it’s just a façade. The guy is literally the spawn of hell, so of course he can’t be ugly. Ugly people don’t attract good people—the souls they need to convert to bad so they can earn their bones in hell. Or whatever the he...heck they do.

He propels down with ease and I internally curse them all. They make it look so simple. I was hoping it really would be easy, even though I know it probably won’t be. The demon gives me a smirk and a salute before taking off toward the next hellish obstacle.

No pun intended.

I look down to see everyone’s favorite succubus climbing the faux ladder behind me and realize I better get the heck down and get onto the next course. The last thing I want to do is get caught in a meaningless conversation with that redheaded twatwaffle.

With a deep breath, I grab the rope and swing myself to the center of the wooden structure, determined to gracefully paw my way down the rope.

Hand over fist, hand over fist...

Yeah, that works for the first two or three times. But then I can’t hold my weight any longer, and I find myself plummeting down, the palms of my hands sliding against the rough rope. Between the searing pain as the skin rips off the sensitive flesh of my palms, I could swear I see smoke coming from them.

A scream and several swear words rip from my throat until I reach the unkind tanbark floor below me. I don’t even acknowledge the robotic voice as she docks me a gazillion points (probably more like five) for my profanity.

Flat on my back, I try to breathe deep in order not to pass out. With trepidation, I bring my hands up slowly and look at them. Where had once been supple, pale flesh is now a bloody mess of hamburger and tiny bits of rope thread.

I cry once more and then everything goes blessedly dark.
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CHAPTER 2
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The voices register before the light does, and as I slowly blink open my eyes, I realize it’s Headmaster Griggs speaking, and that I’m in the prison’s, I mean Academy’s infirmary.

I look to see his jaw bunching in annoyance as he looks at the nurse, who looks like she’s about to shit herself at the way he’s talking to her.

“Well?” he asks, narrowing his eyes at her.

“I’m fine,” I croak out and attempt to sit up before she can answer.

Master sits on the bed next to me and pushes my shoulders back down with a gentleness that surprises even me. “Lie down, Paige, let the nurse finish.”

I study his face as he looks into my eyes. There’s something strange there I can’t put my finger on. It’s more than concern; it borders on panicked worry.

Clearing my throat, I blink up at him. “I’m fine, Master.”

He takes my right hand and inspects it, and then looks at the nurse. “How long until it’s healed?”

The nurse, an angelic woman with a quiet disposition and high-pitched voice, clears her throat and replies, “A few hours, Headmaster Griggs.”

I look at my hands, suddenly remembering what happened, and bolt upright. “Oh, my God!”

Master is too slow to react this time, and I crack my forehead into his chin.

“Dammit!” he roars, his hand flying to his face.

“Anton Griggs, two points have been deducted from your account,” comes the female robotic voice. 

I stifle a snigger like the immature ass I am and make a mental note to give robot girl a name, since it’s clear I’ll be hearing her voice a lot over the next two years. 

Master has the grace to look embarrassed, and I can do nothing but continue to chew on my lip to keep from bursting out laughing. 

Master glares at me, his hand still on his chin. “Paige, nothing about this is funny.” He sighs and stands up, staring down at me, arms folded across his broad chest.

I would have to be dead not to appreciate the way his navy-blue suit clings to his body, which I’m sure is hiding some serious muscle and brawn. My gaze flicks up to his eyes, which are drinking me in appreciatively. When it travels up my legs, to my bare stomach, my breasts, and finally my face, a grin finds my lips.

“Like what you see?” I ask boldly with a rebellious smirk.

The lusty look in his stare quickly reverts back to the perfect control he usually has in place. Clearing his throat as he unnecessarily adjusts his tie, the coldness in his icy blue eyes returns. “Miss Masset, if you’re not hurt, you’re free to go back to your dorm.”

Well, fuck you very much, I say inside, careful not to verbalize it, as I don’t want the wench to dock more points from me.

Master strides out of the room and I look at the nurse. As timid as she is usually, I can see a bit of irritation on her face. She faces me and says, “Paige, go ahead and return to your room.”

My gaze moves down to my palms, which are little more than healing mazes of white crisscross scars, and then back to her. “Did you... uh, heal me?”

The nurse—who is actually one of the Fallen—blushes momentarily, and then recovers quickly. “Of course, I did.”

I study her pretty features. Perfect pale skin, platinum hair, and eyes whose translucent color I couldn’t begin to describe with words grace her features. 

Growing up, I had always been envious of the royal children, as they were called. I’d heard they didn’t like to be called that but couldn’t figure out why. They sure looked special to me. After all, nobody else could tell us supernaturals from the humans when we’re intermingled with them. But the royal children... they definitely don’t look human at all. Which is probably why they stay hidden within their own communities. I briefly wonder what the pretty nurse had done to be sent to work here—at this adolescent prison. 

“Well, thank you, uh”—I glance at her nametag—“Karissa. You’re an angel.” I slap my hand over my mouth and feel the heat creep up my cheeks. “Well, that’s kind of obvious, huh?”

She laughs, and the high-pitched tinkle of her voice makes me smile. She waves a dismissive hand and says, “That’s not the first time I’ve heard that, nor will it be the last.”

I get up and head toward the door. “Well, you rock, Karissa.”

“Go back to your room, get some rest, and drink a lot of water.”

I salute her. “Will do.”

As I head out of the infirmary and into the hallway, I look both ways and see the Grand Hallway is deserted. A glance at the wall clock shows it’s gone just past three p.m., which means classes are over for the day. I breathe a sigh of relief.

I begin to walk toward the door that will take me out of the Grand Hallway and toward the outside path to the female dorms. I glance up at the “Final Five Rules” plastered on the wall, directly ahead of me, and I roll my eyes. I’ve been at this Academy for two months and already know them by heart:


	No swearing, cursing, or using profanity of any kind.

	No alcohol, tobacco, vapes, or illegal substances of any kind allowed on campus.

	No fighting or causing injury to yourself, the faculty, or other students.

	No sexual contact with other students or faculty.

	No magic is allowed, unless under direct supervision by an instructor.









All cell phone and internet usage is monitored. Remember, respect is earned. Give respect, get respect!

I huff in annoyance. Did they have to put the sex thing on there? I mean, really, this place is oppressive enough without reminding us that we have to be celibate for two effing years.

I round the corner, and as I’m about to push the bar on the door to head through the courtyard to the dorms, I hear a deep, throaty chuckle from behind me. 

I know that damn laugh.

I whirl around and see Jory standing there, still dressed in the maroon Academy T-shirt and black athletic shorts, his tablet in his hand and a smirk on his face. His flaming auburn hair is so perfectly shellacked into one of those boy-band hairdos, it’s hard not to stare at it. But I resist the urge.

Instead, I stare into his freaky yellowish-green eyes, and narrow my own. “What do you want?”

He takes a step closer to me, and it’s not because I’m so scantily clad that I can feel the heat emanating off him. Dragons are... well, hot.

Jory’s gaze rakes me from head to toe, and with that infuriating grin on his face, he says, “You need a shower.”

Refraining from letting my jaw hang loose, I pop a hip out and put my hand on it. “No sh... shish-kabob, Sherlock.”

He chances another step toward me, and now he’s in my space. For some reason, I don’t step back, but stare up defiantly into his stupid, perfectly chiseled face. 

“Would you like help?” he breathes down to me.

This time, I grin. “Oh, I would. But you know the rules.” I point to the obnoxious blue and white sign without breaking eye contact with him.

He lazily glances at it, then back at me, biting back a smile. “It doesn’t say no showering together.”

I gently push him in his hard chest, then step back. “I know. But, I think I can manage, dragon boy.”

“The name is Jory Erickson.”

I turn on the muddy heel of my Nike sneaker and push open the door, but pause before letting it close. I glance at him over my shoulder. “I know that, too.” And after throwing him a wink, I flounce through the courtyard and toward the dorms, feeling his burning gaze on my backside the entire time.
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“What?” I ask when my cellmate, I mean, roommate, Astrid, stares at me in disbelief, and then shakes her head.

She puts her face back into the book. “Failed the obstacle course, did you?”

“Something like that,” I reply, already stripped out of my shorts and sports bra. 

She doesn’t look up at me, since I’m now stark naked. “I was really rooting for you, too.”

I wave a hand and go into the small bathroom we share. “Eh, don’t be. I had an injury, so they totally forfeited me.”

“You say that like it’s a good thing,” she shouts from the room over the roar of the shower I’ve just turned on.

“It is. They shouldn’t make me compete against dudes. Especially big, strapping supes who outweigh and out-athletisize me.”

“Out-athletisize isn’t a word,” she says back.

I step into the hot, steamy shower. “It is today. Besides, I outsmart them, and that is a word. I know this because I am smarter than them.”

Either she doesn’t reply, or I don’t hear her, which is fine. I squeeze shampoo into my hand and work my hair into a frenzy of vanilla-scented bubbles, then rinse it out. After applying some conditioner, I grab the loofah and body wash, and scrub my body into oblivion until there is no more mud anywhere. I have to put my foot up on the ledge of the bathtub to get to all the parts. God, I hope there’s no mud left up there.

Not that anyone’s going up there anytime soon.

Once clean, I get out, wrap my hair and then my body in towels, and go back into the room, where Astrid is just as I left her.

I quickly dress into a pair of jean shorts (this time, with panties) and an obnoxious orange Nickelback concert tee I stole from my mom in high school. 

As if she can sense I’m fully clothed now, Astrid looks up and grins. “Nice shirt.”

“Don’t judge. It’s a conversation starter.”

She furrows her brow and runs some dark brown hair behind her ear. “Conversations like what? ‘Is it National Worst Bands Ever day’?”

I put my hand to my stomach, bend at the waist, and fake a laugh. But then I abruptly stop and stand up straight. Piercing her with a serious stare, I say, “No. But I look like a freakin’ Rockstar when I wear it.”

“What is the matter with you? You’re even more freaky today than usual.”

I grin. “Really? Thanks! Why don’t you take a Photograph?”

She shakes her head. “That wasn’t a compliment.”

“Fork you, bi...witch,” I say with a grin as I go back into the bathroom.

I hear her chuckle behind me.

After unwrapping the towel from my head, I fling it over the shower door and set about combing out my hair. Once the knots are out, I decide I’m too lazy to dry it, find a tie in the drawer, and put it up into a wet messy bun. My hair looks so dark when it’s wet, but once it’s dry, the blonde highlights will shine against the light-brown locks. 

“Are you going to dinner?” I ask Astrid as I smear some lip-gloss on my lips. I purse them together to spread the gloss, then close the cap on it before tossing it back into the drawer. 

“Yeah, I guess. It’s not like I can conjure up a steak and shrimp platter.”

I sigh as I locate the eyeliner. Uncapping it, I say, “I hear ya. I don’t know how I’m going to go another one year and ten months without doing magic.”

“At least there’s magic classes, so it won’t be that long,” she replies, and I hear her book snap closed.

“It’s probably lame sh... stuff though,” I say as I swipe my eyelids with the black eyeliner pen.

“Lame, like learning how to use it properly?” Astrid asks, now suddenly in the doorway to the bathroom.

I glance sideways at my fellow witch and say, “Yeah, something like that.”

She walks into the bathroom and picks up her hairbrush. 

I rummage through the drawer to locate mascara and begin sweeping it over my lashes slowly as she runs the brush through her long, dark hair. It’s so thick, I’m jealous. 

“What are you getting all dolled up for?” she asks before putting a hair clip between her teeth.

I lift a shoulder and let it fall. “Dunno. I just look scary with no makeup, so I always try to have some on. It’s just what I do.”

She snorts and pulls the clip from her mouth, twists her hair up, and secures it in place, leaving some strands hanging out on the sides. In the mirror, I look at her pale-green eyes and am envious of her porcelain skin that is in shocking contrast to the hair.

“Okay,” she says. “Sorry I asked.”

“Hey.” I point at my face. “Some fences look better painted. You’re lucky you don’t need it.”

She sets the brush down and turns to leave the bathroom. “Oh, I could use some, I just don’t give a cr... crud.”

We both giggle as we head out of our room and toward the cafeteria for dinner.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 3
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The forkful of meatloaf pauses at my lips as the last voice I ever want to hear floats into my ears.

“Hey, witch, did you get all the mud out of your vag?”

Not needing to, but doing it anyway, I slowly but dramatically turn my head around and look at the redheaded succubus bitch sitting at the table behind me. Of course, she’s flanked by her two perfectly coifed minions.

It’s like Mean Girls made a supernatural version, and I’m now the movie’s protagonist.

Plastering on a smile, I say, “I don’t know, Eliza, did you see any when you were down there earlier, admiring my wax?” I use the fork to point to my crotch for effect.

A momentary look of mortification passes over her features, but she quickly recovers by wrinkling her nose. “I doubt anyone in this room would put their face ten feet from that... that... thing.” She rakes her gaze down to my lap then back into my eyes.

I put my left fist up in her direction, and in a circular winding motion with my right, the middle finger of my left hand slowly rises to greet the succubus.

Raucous laughter can be heard throughout the mess hall, and I turn around with a smirk and shove the meatloaf into my mouth.

Astrid giggles beside me. “That was awesome.”’

I nod. “I know. But seriously... I feel like I’m in high school with this sh... garbage. I’m nineteen, not fifteen.”

Astrid wipes her mouth on a napkin and looks at me. “You never graduated from high school.”

I wave a dismissive hand. “Semantics.”

“Such a big word for a cretin as yourself.”

I point to my temple. “Brains, remember? Just no manners, or regard for the law, apparently.”

“You can say that again,” she mutters before forking some green beans from her plate and popping them into her mouth.

I look around the cafeteria and take in all the beautiful young people—supernatural people. Like me, every one of them has broken three supernatural laws of some kind. And I’m sure, like me, they had no idea this place even existed. 

As for me... I was just a regular witch, living in Colorado and minding my own business, when the damn supernatural cops had picked me up and told me, without letting me get a word in edgewise, that I had committed my third strike, and was heading to Larchwood Academy.

No Miranda Rights.

No Indictment.

No Trial.

No Conviction.

Just straight to prison. I did not pass Go, and I certainly did not collect two hundred fucking dollars.

Not that money really has any value here.

Two years is the sentence. Unless we do something completely heinous, like murdering humans, sexual assault, memory-erasing... we are sent here to be corrected. Rehabilitated. Me, personally, I didn’t think my infractions were that bad, and they certainly hadn’t warranted a two-year sentence in this godforsaken “Academy.” I mean, Montana, really? Yes, the views are beautiful, but I’m from Colorado. The views aren’t all that bad there, either. Oh, and apparently there are lakes and streams outside the walls of this place, but I’m not sure I’ll ever see them. 

Well, not at least for one year and ten months.

As for my infractions...

“You never did tell me what you did to get yourself here,” Astrid says, interrupting my thoughts like she’s reading my mind. Dinner is over and we’re headed out of the cafeteria. We both agree we have no desire to go back to the dorm room, so we opt to go watch the male swim team practice.

We’re kinda perverted that way.

“So,” I say, looping my arm through hers as we walk, “apparently, it’s frowned upon to use magic to give someone food poisoning.”

Her eyes widen. “Why in the hel...Helsinki would you want to do that?”

“Well,” I reply with a grin, “this chick was trying to take the job I was interviewing for. I mean, it was fu... freaking perfect for me, and I was gonna rock that second interview. Unfortunately, so was the pretty blonde with the huge ti...tatas, and I couldn’t have that. So, she may or may not have eaten something that didn’t agree with her.”

Astrid frowns at me. “No, she didn’t. You just made her think she did.”

“God, I love it when my new friends aren’t dumb.”

She grins at me as we walk along the path outside the dorms that lead us to the Olympic-sized swimming pool. “I’m glad you don’t think I’m dumb.”

“If I wanted dumb friends, I would start hanging out with Eliza and the Bimbos,” I say coyly, unable to wipe the smirk from my lips.

Astrid snorts. “She really is an annoying bi...wench, isn’t she?”

“Aren’t all succubuses?”

With her brow furrowed, she looks at the ground. “I don’t think succubuses is the plural to succubus—”

“And I don’t give two fu... funguses.”

She looks at me and smiles. “At least funguses is the plural to fungus. You could say fungi...”

Having had just about enough of her grammar bullshit, I’m about to lay into her when I see the indoor pool area come into view. With all the glorious male half-naked bodies moving smoothly through the water.

Astrid stops walking, and I halt with her, as we’re still linked by our arms. “What now?”

I look at her. “What now... what? We sit and watch them swim.”

“Um, okay,” she replies.

I make my way to the bleachers, which are empty, of course, and my roommate follows. I sit down on the third-row bench and unloop my arm from hers.

“Do you know any of these yahoos?” she asks after a few minutes of silence.

Barely able to register her words, I look at her and say, “Huh?”

“Like, why are we watching them?”

I cut her a sideways glance and say, “Because they eventually get out of the pool.”

I hear her snort, but she doesn’t reply. After a few more minutes, the male swim team makes an honest woman out of me and begins climbing from the water, seemingly all at once.

A gasp passes through Astrid’s lips, and mine do the same as we say in unison, “Oh, my God.”

My attention is dragged to two guys in particular. One is that showoff dragon, Jory, and the other is the vampire boy who had so easily overtaken and passed me today on the damn obstacle course. With both of their tight, muscular bodies dripping with water, I can barely tear my gaze from them when Astrid elbows me in the ribs.

“What?” I hiss, glancing at her, and then back to the boys as they reach for their waiting towels.

“Why haven’t you ever brought me here before?” she asks.

“Because I’m selfish,” I reply, watching the vampire as he dries off, his jet-black hair shiny and almost blue under the moonlight streaming overhead.

As if he can sense me watching, he turns and looks at me, and then Astrid. His face is serious, but curious, and even from this distance, I can tell he’s wondering why we’re here.

We continue to stare off with each other until I curve my lips up into a challenging smile. I may have licked my lips for effect, too. That causes him to look away, and I smile in triumph that I won the stare-off.

“He’s hot,” I hear Astrid say on a breath beside me.

I follow her stare to a guy drying his hair with a towel. About as tall as my vampire, his Asian skin glistening with water and his spiky raven hair bounces back after he rubs the towel over it. I watch as her gaze rakes over his body, so of course mine does the same.

“He does have a nice ass, if I do say so myself,” I whisper.

“What do you think he is?” she asks.

“Um, hot? Duh.”

She chuckles. “Yeah, okay, Captain Obvious, thanks for that. No, like what species?”

I lift a shoulder and let it fall. “Hard to say. You’ll have to get closer to find out.”

She sighs. “And how am I supposed to do that? Without magic, or something very obvious like fangs, fire, or fur, I can’t tell what anyone is around here.”

“True,” I reply. 

And she’s right. I only know Jory’s a dragon because I’ve seen him breathe fire once. Let me rephrase—I saw him belch fire about a month ago after he left the cafeteria. We had some kind of Mexican meal with jalapenos and he practically barfed fire outside. It was the funniest shit ever. The grass he destroyed, along with Headmaster Griggs, weren’t very happy, though.

The vampire guy—I know he’s a vampire because he’s pale as hell and he never sweats. Even during our obstacle course trial, he was still pale and dry as the sun blazed overhead. Vampires could go in the sunlight, but I’ve heard they just didn’t like it. They merely tolerate it. They’re night creatures, and by the looks of this one, and the way he easily won the races they had been doing up and down the Olympic-sized pool, he’s most certainly on his A-game tonight. I need to find out his name, though.

“What about Master Griggs?” Astrid asks me.

I shoot her a look. “Definitely warlock. How do you not know that?”

She grins at me and pops a piece of gum into her mouth. “I did. I was just testing you.”

“Uh, okay,” I reply with a head shake.

“He’s hot, though, right?” she pushes.

Without tearing my gaze from vampire-boy, I reply, “Yes, but he’s the headmaster. And while rule-following isn’t exactly my jam, I’m pretty sure fu—doing the Master isn’t allowed.”

Astrid raises an eyebrow. “No, it’s clearly against the rules.”

“Rules, schmules,” I murmur as the vampire prances past me in nothing but a towel wrapped around his waist, water still glistening on his chest in droplets. He throws me a panty-melting smile as he continues toward the boys’ locker room.

“Fuck me,” I breathe, grateful it’s too low for the robotic bitch to pick up on.

A low chuckle emanates from him as he continues to stroll, and my face flames with heat as I realize he heard me.

Well, two can play at that game. Maybe I’ll join the girls’ swim team. Or maybe next time we have gym, I’ll forget to put a shirt over my sports bra.

Game on. 
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CHAPTER 4
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It’s after lunch, and I stare incredulously at the gym teacher as he announces that we are going to do the obstacle course again today. Like, really? As if yesterday’s clusterfuck wasn’t bad enough? Oh, wait, it had only been a cluster for me—not anyone else.

There’s no way I’m doing this again. I’d rather scale the fence to this stupid-ass prison and chance a run for it than do that again. Mud, humiliation, and ropes... no, thank you.

Desperate, I double over and grab my stomach with both arms, wrapping them around me. “Oh, my gosh.” I fall to the gym floor for effect.

Mr. Johnson and a couple other students rush over to me. 

“It hurts so bad,” I cry out dramatically, writhing on the floor.

“Where does it hurt?” Johnson asks, getting down on his knees next to my prone body.

I crack an eye open to see Astrid standing there looking amused but unimpressed. That succubus bitch Eliza rolls her eyes and pops her gum. 

“Here,” I say, pressing a hand to my lower belly.

I hear a snort. “Give her some Tylenol and tell her to get back to class,” Eliza snaps. “Probably just PMS.”

PMS or not, I’m getting out of gym today, and she just helped me. Little does she know, male teachers—hell, males in general—cannot handle any sort of period-related events.

Thanks, Eliza!

“Uh, go to the nurse’s office and have her, ah, check you out,” Mr. Johnson stammers, before standing up and walking away.

With Astrid’s help, I stand and begin to walk toward the gym doors. Before I reach them, I glance back and wink at Eliza, who’s glaring at me, her arms folded over her huge boobs.

I hear her mutter something about me being a bitch but ignore it.

Astrid drops me off at the nurse’s office and then goes back to gym, presumably. I mean, I’m sure she did, she’s a rule-follower. For the most part.

I moan and put my hand on my lower belly when I see Karissa’s angelic face come through the door. 

“Two days in a row. This must be serious,” she says, sitting down next to me. 

“Bellyache,” I reply.

She nods as she puts a stethoscope into her ears and then presses the flat metal disc to my abdomen. After a few seconds, she says, “Sounds normal to me.”

“I’m supposed to start any day now,” I lie, already feeling bad about it since the nurse is so dang nice.

She nods. “Understandable.” She walks over to a cabinet and pulls out a heating pad. Then, she goes to another cabinet and removes a box of medicine packets. She hands me the heating pad and a small packet of acetaminophen. “Take those to your room and relax for the rest of the day.”

“Thank you,” I reply, relieved.

A knock sounds on the door and Karissa calls out, “Come in.”

Headmaster Griggs is standing there, his arms folded over his light-blue shirt that is the exact shade of his eyes. His dress pants cling to him nicely, and his shoes are shining under the infirmary lights. He isn’t smiling, but instead glaring at me. “What are you doing in here this time, Paige?”

I swallow hard, not because I fear I’m in trouble, but because I know it’s wrong as hell to be this attracted to the damn headmaster. I give him a weak smile. “Didn’t feel good.” I stand up and brush some hair behind my ear. “I was just leaving.”

He glances at Karissa, who’s putting the supplies back. “Is she all right?”

Karissa nods, and a bit of red creeps up her cheeks. “Oh, yes, sir. Just a bit of girl troubles. You understand?”

Griggs reluctantly nods, then grabs my arm as I walk by him through the doorway. “If you didn’t want to do the obstacle course, you could have just told me.”

This jerk...

I lift my chin and reply, “The obstacle course is a joke, make no mistake. But that’s not it.”

He stares down at me and I want to turn in his grip and rub myself up against him. While I’m not a fan of being manhandled, I’m not minding his touch on my arm that much. As the headmaster stares down at me, trying to read me, I suppose, I refuse to break his stare. He finally releases his hold on my arm, and I grin up at him. “Have a nice day, Headmaster.”

I may have emphasized the word head a bit too provocatively, but that’s his problem, not mine.

With my meds and the heating pad, I take a few steps down the empty Grand Hallway. After a glance around, I throw both items up in the air, rock out a quick cartwheel, then land on my feet in time to snatch the items as they land in my hands.

Happy with my little trick, I skip the rest of the way to my room, my Academy uniform skirt bouncing like I’m five years old.
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“So... what are you going to do when you actually have PMS during Gym, huh?” Astrid inquires as she drops her messenger bag onto her desk on her side of the room. 

I lift a shoulder and let it fall. “Probably fake a knee injury or something.”

She snorts and begins changing out of her uniform. This red sweater and plaid skirt are gonna get real old, real soon. I already miss my ripped jeans and crop-tops. We’re allowed “street clothes” here, but of course both of my favorite items defy the dress code. So I hang out in yoga pants or shorts, tees, and tanks most of the time. No spaghetti strap tanks, though. Also not allowed.

“I see they let you out of classes for the whole afternoon,” she continues, almost sounding jealous.

“That stupid obstacle course practically takes up the whole afternoon. So what’s the point?” I look down at the smutty book I’m reading. Astrid came in right when the juicy part was starting. 

She eyes my book then pulls the elastic from her hair and begins re-doing her ponytail. “I guess you’re right. I wonder what’s for dinner?”

“What’s today?” I ask.

“Tuesday,” she replies.

I dog-ear the book’s page and shove it under my mattress where it hopefully won’t be found. “Then tacos. Taco Tuesday.”

She groans. “Again?”

I nod and stand up. “We had them last Tuesday and will probably have them again next Tuesday. Haven’t you noticed a pattern? Chicken on Thursdays, hamburgers on Wednesdays. They don’t care if it’s mundane. They just have to feed us.”

She sighs. “I can’t wait to get a weekend pass. I’m gonna hit every fast-food place within a hundred-mile radius. And the ice cream place. Twice.”

I nod in agreement. “Me, too, girlfriend.”

The food is pretty routine. Breakfast is a big buffet style with eggs, bacon, sausage links, pancakes, toast, yogurt, fruit, milk, and juice. Lunch is usually a premade bagged or Styrofoam thing we stand in line for. Dinner is actually served to us but is the same type of thing each week. I’m not complaining—it’s a hell of a lot better than the bagged nasties they gave us at the county jail before I got here—usually a gross sandwich—and it got old pretty quick. 

I smooth out the wrinkles in my yoga pants and throw a zipped hoodie over my tank. After slipping on some tennis shoes, I follow Astrid out of the dorm to go have tacos.

The wide hallways at this place aren’t like the ones at regular colleges or high schools. The floors and walls are a rock of some type. The stones on the walls sparkle when light hits them, and I think it’s probably some type of granite. Still, plaques, photos, and certificates hang along the main corridor walls, portraying the school’s achievements from previous years, from sports to academics to alumni. The “Final Five” list of rules hangs at the end of each hallway, a large blue metal sign with the words engraved in white. There are no lockers, as we live in dorms, so we’re expected to keep anything we need there. Individual electronic tablets replace books, and it’s the other thing I’m grateful for. Who wants to lug around a big ol’ heavy math book?

Not my lazy ass.

As we enter the chow hall—excuse me, the cafeteria—Astrid and I go to our usual table and sit down. Staff from the Academy bring us each a tray: One tostada, beans, and rice. 

I unwrap the plastic fork and knife from their paper napkin casing and look at Astrid. “At least it’s not tacos.”

“Now you’re splitting hairs,” she replies.

“Are you twenty or sixty? God, you talk like an old person.” I push the fork into the rice and lift the bite to my mouth.

“I was raised by my aunt and grandma. They’re old,” Astrid replies with a shrug before putting her fork into the beans and scooping up a pile.

I notice Eliza is quiet tonight and hope last night’s retort has shut her up. I so am not in the mood to deal with mean girls tonight—or any night, for that matter.

Half of me wants to start shit with her. To remind her to flush twice after the Mexican meal or try not to fart in gym tomorrow, but I know I’ll be no better than her if I do. At least I have some rebuttals in my head if she’s the one who decides to start something.

As I break the tostada apart with my fork and knife, I casually look around the dining hall. Her two minions are eating at a table on the other side of the room, their heads together in some kind of secret meeting. But Eliza is nowhere to be found.

Good.

Remembering how Jory had belched fire after a spicy meal a few weeks ago, my eyes search the room for him. He’s easy to spot with his flaming red hair, and my gaze lands on him. It’s as if he could sense me watching because his eyes meet mine and he stops chewing. Just like with the vampire, I refuse to lose a stare-off, so I scoop some more rice into my mouth and slowly withdraw the fork while not breaking eye contact. His mouth must be full because he swallows hard, his Adam’s apple bobbing to force the food down. After a head shake, he grabs his water and takes a big gulp after lazily looking away.

I grin and look at Astrid.

She cocks an eyebrow at me and says, “You got something for the dragon?”

I swallow and casually pick up my milk carton. “He’s hot.”

“Literally,” she groans out. She picks up her tostada and folds it like a taco.

I chuckle and wipe the milk from my lip with my index finger. “Speaking of... your smoking hot Asian dude is staring at you.”

Her eyes go big and she pauses the folded tostada at her lips. “What?” she whispers.

“Seriously. He’s sitting with Jory. I don’t know his name, but I can find out for you.”

“No,” she hisses, her eyes pleading. “His name is Axel. He’s in Bio with us.”

I grin. “Axel. Nice. He’s hot, you should ask him out.”

She drops her food to the tray and deadpans at me. “And where will we go ‘out’, huh?”

I lift a shoulder and let it fall. “Behind the bleachers? Pool house after swim practice? Obstacle course late at night after everyone’s asleep?”

“You’ve obviously thought this through.” 

I nod and break off a piece of the tostada with my fingers. “Yeah. I am not going two years without getting some di... D.”
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CHAPTER 5
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The entire dining hall stops its chatter. I must have been a little too loud because Astrid’s face turns ten shades of red.

“Shit,” I say, not realizing how loud I’d been.

The inevitable horn strikes the air. “Paige Masset, two points are deducted from your account.”

Stupid Fembot! Now, I’m the red one. I really want to mutter the F-word under my breath, but the chow hall is too quiet.

I look over at Jory, who is grinning so wide I want to throw my fork at him, but it’s plastic and won’t quite have the same effect. Vampire boy is sitting across from him, and he, too, is stifling a laugh behind his pale-ass hand.

God, I’m so glad Eliza isn’t here.

Resisting the urge to flip off the speaker in the corner of the room, I lift my fork and say as I look around, “Eat your tostadas, they’re getting cold.”

The room eventually reverts back to its low chatter, and I’m able to breathe again.

“Well,” Astrid says, pushing her tray away, “guess if you really need some D, you’ll have no problem getting some now.”

I drop my fork to the tray and stare at her. Lowering my voice, I reply, “Bi... woman, I wouldn’t have had any trouble, anyway.”

“Just make sure you remember your dear old friend here.” She points to herself. “I could use some, too.”

As that was totally out of character for Astrid, it’s my turn to gasp. After recovering, I put out my fist to bump and she returns the gesture.

“What are we fist-bumping about over here?”

I swallow hard and look up to see Jory, Axel, and the vampire standing there.

Chewing my lip, and following it with a smirk, I reply to Jory, “Wouldn’t you like to know, dragon boy?”

“Hi, Axel,” Astrid says, her hands trembling a little bit. 

“Calm,” I mutter under my breath so softly, nobody hears. Well, I hope not. Astrid’s hands immediately stop shaking and I pray nobody witnessed me do magic.

“I would like to know,” Jory replies, staring down at me.

I glance at the other two guys, then back at the redhead. “What do you want, Jory?”

He chuckles and then smacks the vampire in the stomach with the back of his hand. “Hey, Breckon, what do we want?” 

Groaning, I stand up and collect my tray. I have to throw my napkin at Astrid to get her to follow suit because she’s gawping at Axel. I just want to go back to my room. These assclowns are behaving like high school kids... and I’m over it.

Me and my big mouth...

“Have a nice night, gentlemen,” I reply, sauntering off with my tray.

As Astrid and I stroll across the courtyard and back to the female dorms, we’re so lost in chatting about what had just happened that I’m not watching where I’m walking.

“Whoa!” 

I look up to see Master Griggs standing there, his hands on my upper arms to steady me.

Without my permission, my gaze travels down his body, taking in his muscle shirt, shorts, and tennis shoes. A slight sheen of sweat covers his very muscular shoulders, neck, and too-pretty face, and I swallow hard.

“Sorry, Master,” I reply, realizing I sound like a “sub” from one of those BDSM novels I can’t keep my hands off of.

Whatever shade of red graces my cheeks has probably just deepened.

A scoff, probably from an equal amount of embarrassment, floats from his mouth. “It’s all right, Miss Masset. Just pay attention next time.”

It isn’t hard to notice that his hands are still gripping my arms and are making no move to remove themselves... and that I’m making no attempt to eradicate myself from his grip.

As I realize he’s staring into my eyes, a slow smile creeps onto my mouth. “Mr. Griggs, I need to get back to my room. You mind letting me go?”

Shock registers on his features. He quickly pulls his burning hands away and shoves them into the pockets of his athletic shorts. “Of course.” He begins walking away. “Have a nice evening, ladies.”

I look at Astrid to see her eyes are wide. I start giggling like a fool as I loop my arm through hers. “That was awesome, right?”

“He’s the headmaster!” Astrid whisper-scolds, chancing a glance behind us. She looks back at me. “I think you embarrassed him. He could have our asses for that!” she almost shouts now.

“Astrid Marx, one point is deducted from your account,” Fembot announces.

“Dang it.”

I pat her hand that’s gripping my arm and bite back a snigger. “He can have my as... ascot any time he wants. Mmm.”

She smiles with a head shake as we head into the dorm building and to our room.

I unzip my sweatshirt and toss it onto my bed, wishing I had an actual working cell phone so I could Google the headmaster and find out more about him. Like how old he is. He’s obviously older than me, but he doesn’t seem “over 30 old.” I know using the school computers wouldn’t be of any use, as I’m sure they’ll flag something if I try searching his name on the internet.

“What’s going through that crazy brain of yours?” Astrid asks.

I lift a shoulder and let it fall. “I don’t know, just wondering about Griggs. He seems kinda young to be a headmaster. You usually see principals and school superintendents as older, stuffy dudes.”

She nods and plops down on her bed. “Yeah, I was thinking that too.”

I watch as she opens the book she’s been reading. I sit on my bed and wonder when we’re going to be learning witchcraft, if at all. What I know is from my own practice, mostly. My mother taught me a little, but she was too busy to teach me when I was growing up. The only job she could get that would pay the bills was working for a vampire—a very controlling vampire who demanded both her services and her blood. I still don’t know what exactly she did for him, but I do remember her doing a lot of research on blood spells and things like that. I got sent here for my bad behavior before I could have an adult conversation with her about it. But when I’m released from this prison in 22 months, 4 days, and a wake-up, I will definitely ask her about it.

I don’t remember who the vampire was but do remember, when I was very young, going to his house—his mansion in the outskirts of Denver—with my mom one day. It was the only time she ever took me to work with her. I couldn’t have been older than 8 or 9, but I do remember what he looked like. Pale-white hair, freakish silvery-colored eyes, and pasty-white skin. I can recall that on one occasion, he stroked my face with his cold hand and sniffed my hair. When I became frightened and whimpered for my mother, he seemed to have become angry, at which point he pushed me toward Mom and told us both to leave.

I never questioned her about her job after that. I just worried when she’d say she was going to work. All I could picture was his freakish eyes and the odd smell of something organic coming off of him. It reminded me of the plants my grandma had planted in our backyard, but I never knew why he smelled like that. 

Grandma. Sigh. 

I miss her. The summer before my senior year of high school, she died suddenly. Mom said it was some rare disease, but I know better. The woman was tough as nails and never took shit from anyone. Plus, she was a powerful witch, surely capable of healing herself. Combined with the power of my mother, I know they could have healed her, which leads me to believe it was something else. Once I’m released from this place, I’m going to get to the bottom of all of these things.

I blow out a breath and wander over to the window of our cell... I mean, room. I open the curtains and see the sun setting over the mountains. Even though I’m stuck in bum-fuck Montana, I’m grateful it’s at least eastern Montana where the mountains sit to the west like they do in Colorado so I can feel some kind of familiar comfort and at least keep my bearings.

Mom points out the window as I’m behind the wheel. “If you ever get lost, just remember the mountains are to the west. So if they’re on your left, you’re going north. If they’re behind you, you’re going east. If they’re on your right, you’re going south. Understand?”

“Yes, Mom,” I reply, rolling my eyes but secretly thrilled with the little helpful tip. 

It’s one I’ve never forgotten. The sun always rises to the east and sets to the west, and I never have to wonder what time of the day it is, or what direction I’m going. Same with this place and the mountain ranges... not that I’m going anywhere, but still. 

Hopefully, one day.
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CHAPTER 6
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I avoid nodding off in math class by drawing doodles on my notebook. I hated math in high school, and I hate it even more here. Please tell me what algebra is going to do for me in my adult life? Nothing, that’s what. If they want to help me get through life, they’d teach me the ratio of vampire’s blood to valerian root that I need to produce the proper spell to incapacitate a vampire.

“Miss Masset, care to solve the puzzle?”

Crap.

I look up to see Ms. Lindsey at the whiteboard, staring at me, a ridiculous algebra problem scribbled out behind her on the board. Being that math is more of an annoyance and waste of time than a problem, I begrudgingly get up and walk toward the board. I hear vampire boy—Breckon, that’s his name—sniff the air and then make a noise of approval as my ass swishes past his line of sight. I ignore him but bite back a smile.

I take the dry-erase marker from Ms. Lindsey and solve the algebra problem. I then re-cap the pen and hand it back to her.

“Wow, Paige, if you would apply yourself like that every time, you’d have a solid A in this class.”

Grinning, I rock out a quick cartwheel down the center aisle of the class and then plop my butt back into my desk seat as the class laughs and claps.

“Aaand that’s why you’ll be hanging onto a B-minus,” Ms. Lindsey snaps, shaking her head.

Yeah, the whole class saw my panties. You know, those white cotton monstrosities they issued us. Don’t care.

“And put some shorts on under your uniform skirt, young lady,” she continues, staring daggers at me with angry brown eyes.

“They didn’t issue us any shorts with this uniform. Ma’am,” I reply with a cheeky smile.

“Well, get some,” she murmurs as she erases the problem I just solved and begins to write a new one.

And how would you like me to do that? Gonna let me out to the mall to find some? Or should I place an online order and hope they fit? And with what money? 

Get the fuck outta here.

Of course, all of that was said in my head and not out loud because I don’t need Fembot taking any more points from me. The more points taken from me, the longer it’ll be before I get a weekend pass. We all start with 20 points, and as they get deducted, we have to earn them back. Like good behavior for a month straight or something. I still don’t quite get it, but I do know I need 20 points for a pass, and I think I’m sitting at like 12 right now. Me and my potty mouth.

As the class drags on, my mind begins to wander, wondering how I could get ahold of the spellbook I’d brought here. My mother told me to make sure not to lose that or my grandmother’s ring, which currently sits on the ring finger of my right hand. It holds a special place for me but doesn’t really have any magical properties. Master Griggs examined it when I first got here and determined it wasn’t a magical object and let me keep it. I twirled it with my thumb as I think about where my precious book could be.

The book... no way had he let me keep that. I wonder where they keep all their confiscated items. I’m sure it’s in some hidden closet somewhere, probably warded against locator spells (the irony isn’t lost on me). Imagine all the goodies and trinkets I’d find in there... a big roomful of confiscated items these other students would kill to get their hands on. I could make some serious money selling them back to their rightful owners...

“And that’s why you’ll always be a fuck-up!” I can still hear the warden yell at me as I’d thrown a sexual proposal at him in exchange for an extra lunch tray. Yeah, I’m a cheap date. 

I’d been transported straight from the Larimer County Jail in Colorado to here, on a long-ass bus ride I try to forget about, my small bag of property in the back of the bus. The clothes I’d worn when I’d been arrested, my purse, cell phone, and the spellbook were the only things I had on me at the time. They didn’t even allow me to pack a bag of personal items from home to bring before they had dropped me off here.

Three days I’d spent in that jail, wearing an orange jumpsuit (it’s really not the new black, by the way), white cotton prison-issue underwear, and a sports bra. I ate what they fed me and slept when and where they told me. Then one day, I was just sprung. Master Griggs escorted me and three other girls—whom I now know are all supernaturals, another witch and two vampires—out of the back door of the facility and into a waiting van, which took me to a location where the bus was waiting to bring us here.

As I try to remember what had been done with our personal effects, the bell rings, indicating class is over. I bolt up out of my seat and grab my tablet on my way to the next class.

I stop for a drink at the water fountain outside the gym and stiffen when I feel heat radiating behind me. Letting go of the push-bar, I stand and turn to see Jory standing there, his signature smartass grin lighting up his infuriatingly chiseled face.

“Nice as... ascot.” He winks at me.

Jory was in Algebra with us but being that I was just bent over the water fountain, I’m not  sure in which ass-viewing he’s referring to.

I lift my chin and throw a smirk back at him. “Thanks.”

As I go to walk toward the gym doors, he grabs my arm and looks both ways down the hallway before pushing me up against the wall. 

I gasp as I’m trapped with his arms caging me and his fiery stare burning a hole through my soul. “What are you doing later?”

I swallow hard and try not to show him now turned on I am by his heated dominance as I reply, “Was thinking about going to the mall. Maybe the liquor store or hitting the club. You?”

He chuckles at my sass and takes one last glance down the now-empty hall. As the warning bell rings, he leans down and whispers into my ear, “Meet me in the pool house at midnight.”

Then he licks the shell of my ear before pushing off the wall and sauntering down the hall in the opposite direction of the gym.

A head-to-toe shudder racks my body and I’m glad it’s time for gym because I need a cold shower STAT.
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“Are you gonna do it?” Astrid asks after I tell her about my encounter with Jory.

“Heads-up!” I yell, pointing at the birdie flying toward her face.

She whacks the thing with her badminton racket at the last minute, sending the plastic piece flying over the net.

“Keep your voice down,” I hiss, looking around, hoping nobody heard her.

A blush creeps up her cheeks. “Sorry,” she whispers. “But are you going to?”

“I don’t know.” I chew on my lip as I watch the birdie get served over the net by Breckon. It really isn’t fair they’ve pitted boys against girls here. Especially since they have a strong, strapping vampire on their team.

I laugh as Eliza tries to hit the birdie but misses and trips on the gym floor. Unfortunately, she doesn’t fall on her ass, but instead catches herself. She immediately looks at Breckon to see if he’d seen her mishap, and sadly for her, he had.

Then, of course, she turns her wrath on me. “What are you laughing at, witch?”

“Uh, you. Duh.” I throw out another fake chuckle for effect.

“Well, you should shut up.”

I put my hands on my hips, racket still in my fist, and narrow my eyes. “Or what, you bi... bishhh?”

“Girls, girls,” Ms. Adams says, coming over to the court and standing between us. “That’s enough.”

“She started it,” I reply like a seven-year-old.

“I realize that, but you can’t do this.” Ms. Adams sighs, shaking her head. Her graying blonde hair is pulled back tight in a bun and a whistle hangs on a lanyard around her aging neck. I would guess her to be in her late 50s but what do I know.

Eliza snaps, “I wish she’d just stop with all the snarky comments and sniggers. She’s a bully.”

I blink incredulously at the succubus, whose face looks crumpled with hurt until Ms. Adams turns to face me. Then, Eliza’s expression turns to a grinning triumph. She flips me off from behind the teacher’s back.

I’m going to kill that redheaded bitch.

“She’s right,” Ms. Adams continues. “This has to stop. You have to spend two years together here. You should think about getting along. Honestly, it’s the only bearable way to get through your time here... I mean, endure your Academy years.”

“Time? See? Even you acknowledge that this place is a prison.” I sigh. 

Ms. Adams pierces me with her hazel stare. “See me in my office after Gym.” Then she looks at Eliza. “Return the birdie to Breckon so he can serve again. Let’s keep the game going.”

“That blows,” Astrid says as the game resumes.

“Tell me about it,” I reply with another heavy sigh.

After I changed back into my uniform, Ms. Adams made me listen to a ten-minute lecture about how my “time” here would be better served just following the rules and behaving so I could get a weekend pass and eventually “graduate” from this place. Get a high school diploma so I could go out into the “real world” and get a “real job.” 

I’m pushing twenty years old at this point, and the older I get, the less I care about a high school diploma or anything relating to high school. She pointed out that, had I not messed up in actual real high school back in Colorado, I wouldn’t be in this position to begin with, and I’d probably be in college right now, pursuing my dreams.

Ha! College, yeah right. I don’t have the money for that and never would. And she doesn’t need to know that it wasn’t in high school where I’d messed up. 

“Sounds like a total drag,” Astrid says after I regurgitated my conversation with Ms. Adams as we walk toward our dorm room. The school day is over, and I want nothing more than to take off this damn uniform and put on something else. And yes, they have technically issued us shorts, but they are too long and bulky to wear under the uniform skirt. But they are plenty comfortable to lounge around in after classes are over. After changing and washing my face, I plop down on my bed and begin to read over the math assignment due tomorrow. At least I can knock that out since it’s the easiest. It’s the English assignment I’m dreading. Shakespeare, really? Who wants to sit and read fifteenth-century English all night? 

Not I.

“So, are you going to meet dragon boy tonight?” Astrid asks as I’m scraping my hair into a ponytail to get ready for dinner.

I lift a shoulder in a shrug. “I don’t know. I’m thinking about it.”

She stares at me through the mirror’s reflection as she’s leaned against the doorway of the bathroom. “If you do, are you gonna hook up with him?”

After removing the bobby pin from my mouth and sliding it into my hair under my ponytail, I reply, “If Axel asked you to meet him at midnight, would you fu... do him?”

Astrid blushes and looks away. “I don’t know...”

“You would. I know you would. Do they seriously expect us to go two years without sex here?” I pull my mascara out of the bathroom drawer and begin smearing some on my lashes.

“Yes, I really think they do. Rule number four.”

“Fu... fudge those rules.”

“I agree,” she says, chuckling. “So, are you going to?”

I honestly don’t know what I’m going to do. The temptation is there, but the damn rules... I need that weekend pass more than I need D, so I reply, “Probably not.”
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CHAPTER 7
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Astrid scoffs under her breath as she watches the stare-off between Jory and me. My Salisbury steak and potatoes are untouched. Well, uneaten is a better word, because I’m moving them around on my tray while gazing at the smoldering dragon whose stare feels like it’s burning a hole through my soul. As a witch, I should have studied more on the other creatures that share this world with us, but I haven’t. The only thing I know about dragons are that they have tempers and are hot. Like, physically hot. Give off a heat you can feel from feet away. Not, like, sexually hot—or so I thought. Turns out I was wrong about that. Or maybe it’s just Jory. He’s one of those men who seems to smolder beneath his searing exterior, the yellowish-green hue of his pupils almost turning orange if you stare at them too long.

But his heat is getting to me. Jory is across the room and I can barely breathe. My panties are soaked just from his gaze, and I have to clench my thighs together to keep from opening them wide in invitation. There’s no way I’m going to show up at the pool house tonight. It would mean trouble for sure, and I don’t need trouble. I need to do my time and get the hell outta this place. Move on with my life.

Besides, I don’t have any damn birth control. My pills are in my purse they confiscated, and I don’t have the nerve to ask the angelic nurse to give me some more. She’d ask why and explaining that I’m planning on indulging in random hookups while I’m here doesn’t seem like a good idea. 

“You two are gonna set the lunchroom on fire,” Astrid says, interrupting my stare-off with dragon boy.

“No sh... shitler.” 

“Shitler?” Astrid laughs.

I snort. “Last-minute decision.”

“How many points are you down to, anyway?” she asks before forking a bite of potato into her mouth.

I tear my glance from Jory’s heated one and look at my apparent best friend. “Twelve. I think.”

“Don’t you have to have twenty for a pass?” she asks innocently, but I know it’s just a farce in her voice.

“Yes, bi... bickering girl.” I scowl at her. God, I want to swear so bad right now.

“Good luck with that. I have eighteen points.”

I stab my steak and say, “Go fudge yourself.”

She turns her head. “And how would I do that?”

Before I can explain, I hear Fembot declare, “Jory Erickson, three points have just been deducted from your account.”

Our eyes lock as I wonder what caused him to say the fuck, shit, or cunt, as they are the highest pointed infractions. Although, I can probably guess. I throw him a grin and he returns one that causes me to want to melt into a puddle.

God, I’m in such big, big trouble when it comes to this sexy-ass dragon shifter.
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Because I clearly cannot make good decisions, two minutes past midnight, I find myself looking both ways as I approach the pool house. Why a dragon shifter is on the swim team, I don’t know and don’t have the time to analyze. All I know is that I shouldn’t be here, but my hormones convinced me otherwise.

Before I can creep around the side of the building to search for the entryway door, I’m yanked inside a door I hadn’t seen and pulled inside. The smell of chlorine and bad decisions assault my nose a moment before hot, juicy lips assault my mouth. Jory’s warm body presses me against the tile wall, and I can feel his erection pushing against my stomach as his hungry mouth plunders mine. Our tongues mingle in a dance like two snakes battling for dominance, and as they twist and writhe together, my pelvis grinds against his. I’m wearing my uniform skirt, my gym tank-top knotted at the waist to show off my stomach, and my uniform tie for effect. 

When Jory’s hand reaches down to explore beneath my skirt, I groan out loud as he finds my very wet core. Not only did I not wear shorts, but I also didn’t go to the trouble of wearing panties, either. I mean, why bother? I know what I came here for.

“Fuck, baby. You’re so soaked for me,” he whispers against my lips.

As we kiss, I feel him unbuttoning his pants, and his zipper running down is loud in the echoing space. I reach down and grasp his throbbing member and begin to rub my thumb along his length. My nipples pebble under my thin tank-top at how hard he is for me. No... I didn’t wear a bra, either.

Jory moans as I begin to stroke him, and I return the groan when his warm hand climbs up my stomach and to my breast. His fingers twist and pull on my nipple and the heat between my legs increases to the point that I feel like I might have an orgasm just from what he’s doing to my left tit.

“Jory,” I whisper quietly against his lips. “I want you inside me so bad. But I don’t have birth control.”

His dark chuckle reverberates against my mouth. “We can’t impregnate witches. Only other dragons. So I’m gonna fu... do you now, hard and good, Paige.”

Oh, thank fuck.

My nipples get harder as he lifts me against his erection. A quick fumble to get my skirt out of the way is all it takes before his thick, hot tip is at my entrance. I rotate my hips to encourage him to enter me, my eyes rolling back in my head at the feel of him so close to being inside me. I’m dripping wet and know I’m gonna come fast once he slams into me and begins his delicious assault. 

Suddenly, the lights to the pool house blaze to life and we both freeze. A loud, booming voice stops us both from moving.

“What in the devil is going on in here?”

We both turn to see Master Griggs standing there, his hand on the light switch. His fingers are twitching, and his face is a mask of rage and... is that hurt I see smoldering beneath the surface of his blue eyes?

“Fuck,” Jory and I both blurt out in unison.

Thankfully, Fembot doesn’t cite us. I’m assuming because our voices were mixed and she couldn’t use her voice-recognition to discern who said it.

“Both of you, back to your dorms right now.” Master Griggs glares at us both, and in my sexually inebriated state, I can’t help but notice he’s wearing nothing but gray sweatpants. His smooth chest is bare and looks very, very nice. Tan, chiseled abs and his arms are very defined.

He catches me checking him out as Jory puts me down and buttons his pants back up. Griggs’s jaw ticks as he continues, “Both of you, in my office at eight a.m. tomorrow.”

Instead of storming out, he points toward the door, and we both wordlessly obey, shuffling out of the pool house as the master turns the lights out behind us.

Most awkward and frustrated walk-of-shame ever.
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“The handbook says ten points for violating any of the final five.”

“Are you kidding me?” I groan and throw the pillow over my head. 

“No, I’m not.” Astrid comes over and sits on my bed. “I’m sorry.”

“Yeah, so am I. It wasn’t actual sex, though,” I reply, muffled by the pillow.

“Number four just says ‘sexual contact.’ So yeah, ten points. Ouch.”

I remove the pillow and sit up. “Tell me about it. The ten points would have been worth it if I’d actually gotten any. Instead... I’m ten points down and no O to show for it.”

“Think of how Jory feels. Ten points and blue balls,” Astrid comments.

“Hey! I have lady blue balls.”

She chuckles and the infectious sound makes me laugh, too. It quickly dies down when I realize I have to face both frustratingly sexy men in person soon. “Crap, Astrid. What am I gonna do? I can’t face either one of them.”

“Yes, you can. You’re funny and snarky and have a huge confidence I envy. Face them head-on like you do any problem. You’ll be fine.” She rubs my arm.

She’s right. What do I have to be scared of? Nothing. Yeah, it was embarrassing, but there’s nothing I can do about it now. I smile up at her. “Thanks, girl.”

“Don’t mention it.” She gets up from the bed and motions me to stand. “Unfortunately, it’s time for breakfast, so get up and get dressed.”

I shake my head, the dread in my stomach sitting like a rock. “No thanks. I’m skipping it today.” I snuck out a banana from yesterday’s breakfast that currently sits on top of my small dresser. I’ll eat that before I show my face in chow hall on two hours of sleep and shame still embedded deep in my bones.

Astrid pats my arm. “I understand. See you in Gym.”

I groan and throw the covers back over my head.
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CHAPTER 8
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I can feel the weight of Jory’s stare on me as we sit in the headmaster’s waiting room. His secretary told us to sit and wait for Griggs to get off his conference call. Still, I refuse to look at the dragon shifter. I don’t know what I’ll do if our eyes lock. There’s some kind of heated chemistry that brews when we’re around each other, and the last thing I need is for us to get stuck in some stare-off. 

I’m distracted when I hear the secretary’s desk phone chime.

“Miss Masset, Mr. Erickson, Headmaster Griggs will see you now.”

She stands and opens Griggs’s door. Jory indicates for me to walk ahead of him as we both make our way into the office.

“Thank you, Yvette,” Griggs says, then indicates for both of us to sit as he closes the door.

I look around the office to see it’s moderately decorated with plaques of accomplishments hung on the wall, but nothing personal, and no photos of any kind. The large partners desk is some kind of dark wood with a thick sheet of glass on top. His black leather chair doesn’t squeak when he leans forward and puts his hands on the desktop. I can smell his cologne from here and it’s pretty intoxicating. His blue eyes look at me first, but I avoid his stare by glancing to the top of his head where the light from the window on the right is reflecting off his light-brown hair. I can’t believe this guy’s a headmaster, he’s so young. Before I got here, I expected an old warden type who smelled like Ben Gay and had one of those mini practice golf courses set up in his office.

He cuts his stare to Jory and asks, “Do either of you have anything to say for yourselves?”

I make a scoffing noise.

He snaps his gaze back to me. “I’m waiting.”

I lift a shoulder and pretend like I’m not so nervous I might puke. “What? It was a, uh... bad judgment call. Sorry.”

“Yeah, sorry,” Jory parrots.

“I’m supposed to take ten points from you both.” He glares at us, but when he looks at me, there’s something heated and hidden in his stare I can’t quite put a finger on. All I know is it’s making me squirm—and not because I’m in trouble. “Because you weren’t caught actually, ah, engaging in a full-blown sex act, I am taking five points each.”

“Thank you,” Jory and I say in unison.

“I realize it’s hard for nineteen- and twenty-year-olds to be celibate, but you’re just going to have to deal with it while you’re here. I know two years sounds like an eternity, but it’ll go by fast if you just follow the rules and do your time.”

“So, this is a prison,” I pop off without thinking. I immediately regret it.

His face looks stormy. “No, young lady, this is not prison. Stop referring to it that way. It’s a corrective Academy meant to undo the bad behaviors you and the other students were taught growing up. You’ll both come out better, law-abiding citizens.”

“Tell that to my dad,” Jory grumbles.

“I did,” Griggs replies quickly. “He only wants the best for you.”

“We’re adults, though,” he argues.

The headmaster nods and leans back in his chair. I try not to stare at the way his dress shirt stretches across his chest and the strain of the buttons holding the dark-blue fabric together, remembering how he looked bare-chested. “You are adults. Who should be in very adult prisons right now. But as you know, supes don’t do well in human prisons, and the supernatural prisons we have are too harsh for people your age. Trust me when I say this is the best alternative. You’re getting a high school diploma and staying out of jails and prisons.”

“Or the cops could have just let us go free,” Jory comments.

“They weren’t human cops, though. Well, at least mine weren’t. No way was I getting to just walk free,” I say, beginning to begrudgingly agree with the headmaster. He had a way of explaining it that made sense. Things I hadn’t thought about.

Jory doesn’t say anything, just shakes his head and looks down at his hands.

“Does this affect me getting my cell phone?” I ask. I really want it, but I want my spellbook even more.

“No,” Griggs responds. “You both have to wait the customary three months, but one more infraction—aside from your profanity problem—and you’ll have to wait until you’re six months in. So walk the line, follow the rules, show up for class, and watch your mouth, and you’ll have your phones very soon. Now, both of you get to class.”

“Yes, sir,” we both respond.

As we leave the offices and head down the hall together, I look up at Jory. “Guess the pool house was a bad idea.”

He shakes his head and shrugs. “Nah, it was a great idea. We just got caught. Got to be more careful next time.” He slings his arm around my shoulder.

I gasp. “You’ve got to be kidding. I don’t know about you, but I want my da—dang cell phone back. And a weekend pass out of here.”

He drops a kiss on the top of my head before removing his arm and heading toward a hallway on the right. “See you later, hot stuff.”

I grin and shake my head. That’s the pot calling the kettle black, like my gram used to say. I do a quick cartwheel in the empty hall and then stroll into Algebra.
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I hang up the payphone-type phone (aka prison phone) and shake my head. Why do I bother even calling her?

“What’s wrong?” Astrid asks as she also ends her own phone call on the prison phone next to mine.

“My mom is such bi...big, fat liar.” I huff and a stray piece of hair blows into the air.

“Why, what happened?” Astrid asks as we stroll toward the dining hall. Today’s lessons were particularly dry and boring, and my brain felt like it was shrinking. We have a couple of hours between our last class and dinner, and it’s that time I usually use to make phone calls.

“She won’t tell me what happened to my grandma. But I’m gonna get it out of her.” I seethe, getting angry again talking about it.

Astrid loops her arm through mine. “She told you she had some rare disease, right?”

I nod as we enter the chow hall and head for our favorite table. “Yeah, but we both know that’s bull—bullarkey. She was a witch, what rare disease kills a witch? No, we’re not immortal, but it’s not usually human diseases that take us out. Even if we get old.”

“Bullarkey?” Astrid questions with a snigger.

I shrug. “It’s better than robo-wench taking another point from me.”

“True,” she agrees. 

The lunchroom staff brings us steaming plates of roast beef, string beans, and sweet potatoes. Pitchers of milk and water are set down, and then small plates of cake are placed next to our dinner plates.

“Yum,” I say, wanting to eat dessert first.

I look over to see Astrid has lemon cake. She eyes my chocolate and says, “Trade you.”

Shaking my head, I say, “No way, but you can have my sweet potatoes.”

She smiles and scoops them onto her plate. “Thanks. Now back to grandma. What do you think happened to her?”

I stab four string beans with my fork and say, “I don’t know, but she was only fifty-nine when she died. She was strong and powerful, and even had this younger boyfriend. She used to wear high heels and low-cut shirts when she was out. She wasn’t some old lady in a rocking chair who sat on her porch and knitted. I think something more sinister happened to her. And I’m gonna figure it out.”

“Yeah, I have to agree with you. Doesn’t sound like some weird disease took her out. We can heal most of the bad ones with magic.” Astrid swirls her sweet potatoes with her fork.

I hear a scoffing noise. “Not everything is a conspiracy. God.”

I turn around to see Eliza and her cronies sitting at the table behind me. “Are you talking to me?”

“You watch too much TV. Witches can die from diseases. You should get your facts straight.” She turns her nose up at me and clucks her tongue before turning toward her friends.

“Not cool, Eliza. Her grandma just died. Have some class,” Astrid says, coming to my defense.

Eliza doesn’t turn around or respond.

My blood is boiling. I twist Grandma’s ring on my finger to keep from getting up and yanking the bitch up by her hair. “And you should keep one eye open when you sleep.”

She whips her red head around and narrows her eyes at me. “Did you just threaten me, witch?”

I lift my chin. “Not at all. It’s just that karma’s a bi—bite in the ass...assin, and some people should watch it.” I secretly pray Fembot doesn’t consider it a swear word and breathe a sigh of relief when no condemning voice comes out of the speaker. I slide a piece of cake into my mouth and grin at Eliza, but there’s no friendliness in it.

Astrid muffles a giggle and says, “That was awesome. She looked scared for a minute.”

“She should be,” I snap, turning back around. 

I need that damn spellbook. As much as I want my phone back, I’d be willing to forgo that in exchange for the book. But I know it was taken for a reason. This ‘corrective Academy’ does not want us doing magic on our own. Only under supervision—which I’ve yet to do any. All my classes are boring and very humanlike. 

“I don’t get why she needs to be so nasty all the time,” Astrid comments, pushing her plate away and sliding the cake toward her.

“I want to put a hex on her so bad,” I say before sliding a piece of chocolate perfection between my lips. “Mmm.”

“This lemon isn’t so bad,” Astrid replies. I offer her my cake plate for a bite and she digs her fork in. “What kind of hex?”

“The kind that got me put in this place to begin with,” I say dryly.

She stands to leave since we’re done eating and we make our way out of the chow hall before she asks, “Are you ever going to tell me what other two things you did to get in here, besides the fake food poisoning?” 

I sling my arm around her shoulders. “Of course. Let’s go cook up some homemade wine and I’ll tell you all about it.”

She gasps. “I don’t think we—”

“Prison joke, girl.”

“Lesbians now, I see. I mean, we haven’t been here that long.” 

I look up to see Eliza blocking the path we need to use to get back to the dorms.

“We’re only gay for the stay,” I reply, trying to piss her off.

Eliza makes a face and says, “Make sure she doesn’t have any more mud down there, Astrid. Might be crabs living in it.”

“I’m seriously going to cut you,” I seethe in a low voice, removing my arm from Astrid’s shoulder and folding both arms across my chest.

“I’d like to see you try,” she counters, lifting her chin.

That’s it. I’ve had it with this succubus bitch.

I glance at the lit candles on the walls of the Grand Hallway and command a spark from one of its flames to jump in the air. “Ignis!” I mutter between clenched teeth. Suddenly, Eliza’s hair catches fire and I instantly know I’m in big fucking trouble.
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CHAPTER 9
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Eliza’s screams are deafening, and as soon as I realize what I’ve done, I quickly undo it. “Eatenus exstinxisti,” I say quickly. Astrid and I rapidly skate past the chaos and fast-walk toward our dorm, only chancing a glance over my shoulder once to see the flames had extinguished thanks to one of her cronies throwing her sweater over Eliza’s head. I breathe out a sigh of relief when I see Eliza still alive and standing, only the ends of her red hair singed black and gone.

“It’ll grow back,” Astrid says with a snort, picking up the pace.

“I’m gonna fucking kill you, you motherfucking cunt!” Eliza screams out.

The warning horn strikes the air. “Eliza Morris, nine points have been deducted from your account,” Fembot announces.

Eliza shrieks in rage and frustration.

I bite back a smile and throw my middle finger up above my head without turning around while Astrid and I head back toward our dorm. 

As soon as our dorm room door closes, we dissolve in a fit of belly-aching giggles and fall on our beds.

“That,” Astrid says out of breath, giggling, “was so freaking awesome!”

“I know!” I howl as I roll on my bed with my arms covering my belly. “She lost half her hair length and it cost her nine points. Maybe she’ll shut the f... freak up next time she wants to run her mouth to me!”

Astrid is still laughing as I get up to go to the bathroom. I throw some water on my face and look in the small mirror fixed above the sink. I adjust my ponytail and narrow blue eyes at my reflection. Gone is my smile and I wonder if I did the right thing regarding Eliza. She’s a queen bitch, but like the rest of the inmates here, she had to have broken three supernatural laws in order to have been sent to Larchwood. I wonder what they are. Maybe she was just using her bitchiness to cover up some kind of hurt, the way I use humor and attitude to cover up the fact that my mom was barely around, my father is someone I barely remember, and I miss my gram something fierce.

Deciding that pitying Eliza wasn’t going to do myself—or her—any favors, I exit the bathroom and see that Astrid has her nose in some kind of young-adult fantasy novel with a smile on her face. She loves reading way more than I do.

I plop onto my bed and wonder if Eliza’s gonna snitch on me. I mean, it would definitely benefit her to get me into trouble as well, but is she the type? Guess I’ll find out when one of the school officers comes knocking on my dorm room door.

As if the universe could read my mind, a loud pounding erupts on our door.

Astrid freezes and stares at me. My eyes go big, but I put my hand up, indicating for her to stay in her bed. I get up and slowly open the door.

“You do realize everyone heard that little scuffle?”

I swallow hard when I see Jory standing there, Breckon, that hot-ass vampire friend of his, flanking him to the left. Axel is standing to his right.

I raise my chin and nod. “So?”

“Well, that succubus bi—bi-atch is gonna go run her mouth to anyone who will listen.” Jory smirks down at me.

“So?” I repeat, opening the door so the trio can come in.

Astrid squeaks out in surprise when her crush enters our dorm room, but I try to ignore him, fixing my stare on the redheaded dragon shifter. 

His intense yellowish-green stare pierces me as he smirks. “You don’t care?”

My stomach turns over with nerves, but I blow it off. “Why should I? Eliza is a cu—cut.”

“Cut?” Breckon asks, biting back a grin, his dark-brown eyes studying me.

“You’re a smart vampire, Breckon. I’m sure you’ve figured out I wanted to say something else but can’t afford to lose any more points.”

Breckon tilts his head, studying me. Then he rubs his fingers over his chin where I see a hint of a five o’clock shadow developing. “Something tells me you like to live on the edge.” He ends his sentence with a sexy-as-hell smirk that makes me want to climb him like a tree.

“I may live on the edge, but I still want a fu—fudging pass to get the he—heck out of here for a day or so.” I smirk back at him.

“And what do you plan on doing with that pass?” Jory asks.

“Who freaking cares? Just getting out of this place. I’ll set up a campsite in the woods if I have to. Sleep in there with the bears and beavers surrounding me. Just to be away will be nice.” I finish my tirade with a grin.

“I’m sure the beavers will be happy to have you,” Breckon comments, and I’m immediately turning red. I just had to mention beavers.

Ignoring the vampire, I cut my gaze to Jory. “And what are you going to do with your day pass?”

With his arms crossed over his sexy, broad chest, he grins wickedly at me before saying, “I plan on getting my dick wet with all the pussy and ass I can get my hands on. Mainly yours.”

Before I can gasp, Fembot declares, “Jory Erickson, three points have been deducted from your account.”

I gaze at him then at Astrid. She looks at me wide-eyed, then back to her mostly silent crush. 

Jory puts the index and middle finger of his left hand against the index and middle finger of his right hand, creating a pound sign, and smacks them together. “Hashtag worth it.”

The trio turns around and struts out of our dorm room, leaving me and my fellow witch speechless, dumbfounded, and completely aroused.

After the door shuts behind them, I look at my friend. “What was that?”

She replies, “I don’t know, but I’m totally turned on and ready to get some!”

I smile at her shared enthusiasm. “Me too, and I don’t care with who!”

Astrid fans herself and I do the same. “What kind of sorcery was that?” I ask.

She shakes her head and picks up the book that sits on her bed. As she cracks it open, she says, “Supernaturals have that effect. It doesn’t matter that we’re also supernaturals. We aren’t that immune to their charms. It’s how they get their victims.”
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