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        Welcome to Beautiful Beasts, where the only thing more dangerous than the haunted grounds are the students themselves.

      

        

      
        Life as the daughter of the city’s most prominent Vampire was tough enough.

        Bodyguards with fangs.

        Paparazzi everywhere I turn.

        Dates with an overbearing Demon.

        I hated it all. So when the opportunity to attend Academy reared its head, I jumped at the chance.

        I could hide there, blend in with all the other beautiful beasts and try to ignore my bodyguard.

      

        

      
        I wanted normal

        I craved boring.

      

        

      
        But fate has a shitty sense of humor, way worse than mine.

        So when I find a body in the middle of my bedroom on my first night there...I’m not threatened not with death...something worse.

      

        

      
        Getting expelled.

      

        

      
        And to prove my innocence I have to find the real killer in a school full of monsters.
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          Do not embarrass thy family name

        

      

    

    
      Crystal glasses clinked. Diamonds sparkled. Heads were thrown back in raucous laughter. But it was all fake. Every single thing here. Fake smiles. Fake alliances. Everyone at this goddamn party would bury a knife to the hilt in the person they sat next to...or a set of fangs.

      And I didn’t care. The threat of death was a joke here...to most of us at least.

      It’s what happened when you were the most powerful Vampire family in the city.

      I sat at the table in the center of the room, bored, counting the carats in Glorian’s ring across the table and then sighed. Anything under ten was considered lowly at these dinners, and she was sporting a measly five.

      Pity.

      I kinda liked her.

      The others at this dinner would eat her alive...and if you think I was kidding...I wasn’t.

      She wasn’t mortal, so it wasn’t against the pact. Still, all the killing and the biting bored me to tears. I just wanted to be normal. To have a normal boyfriend, and a normal family. Instead I got this...this shitshow which was my life.

      “Hermond,” Mom cried out as the dark blur slid through the glitz and the glamor. She rose from the table, clutching the train of her body hugging blood red chiffon dress.

      I grabbed the dagger we used as cutlery and spun the sharpened blade on the table. The tip stopped at the same mark…once…twice…twenty fucking times. God I was bored.

      “Over here!” Mom called stilling my hand. I lifted my head to see the most powerful Vampire in the city. He was the reason we were here...he was the reason for this whole thing tonight.

      I scanned the packed tables of the gala, catching all heads turn, especially my father’s, and felt my stomach sink. Panic sent a shiver through that undead thing in the middle of my chest. I scanned for a way out...to slip between Dad’s four close protection bodyguards and the pain in the ass Demon who was always one step behind him, like a goddamn lap dog.

      That particular Demon turned his head, dark eyes glinting with power-hungry madness and smiled at me. I swallowed a shudder and forced a smile.

      Thorin. Ugh.

      He’d been trying to get me on my own all night. Greedy hands sliding along my thigh, sulphur-foul breath whispering all kinds of sick shit in my ear. Power. The kind that made him hard and me cringe.

      “I’m deeply honored you could make it,” Mom gushed to the head Vamp and reached for his hand.

      Her pale skin almost sparkled under the overhead lights.

      Keep your head down. Don’t make eye contact.

      Maybe they’ll leave me out of it…pretend I’m not here.

      The tip of the silver dagger slowly spun, coming to a stop, pointed at me. I shifted on my seat, sliding my ass lower. Maybe I could just slip under the table? No one would know I was gone.

      “I’d love to introduce you to my daughter.”

      I stilled and inwardly groaned with those words. I tried to ignore them. Pretend I didn’t hear her. Yeah, good call. I was a statue. I wasn’t here.

      Until she cleared her throat.

      Energy danced along my skin like the sting of a thousand ants. I sucked in a breath (for effect really) and then forced myself to rise with a fake ass smile on my lips.

      I met the Vampire’s stare and swallowed the harsh bark of laughter. He was a walking goddamn cliché; long raven black hair cascading along his shoulders, ending in a widow’s peak in the middle of his forehead.

      Cold, dead eyes stared at me as he lowered his head in a small bow and lifted his hand, the monstrous red jewel hanging like a goddamn tumor in the middle of his finger. I winced at the sight. I was expected to lower my head, an inch lower than his and kiss...that.

      My stomach rolled with the thought. Still the Vampire waited.

      If we were the most powerful Vampires in the city, then this dude was the most powerful across the eastern seaboard. Don’t do it. My stomach clenched in warning, and acid reached higher along the back of my throat.

      Mom’s dress shifted. Pain cut across my shin, with a sharp kick from Mom.

      If I had to do this shit...I was doing it once. I closed my eyes, praying I didn’t coat his precious clan ring with tonight’s dinner, and pressed my lips. Anger mingled with a burst of retribution. I lifted my head, meeting the Vampire’s gaze. “Nice to meet you. My name’s Weiner Livingstone.”

      “Weiner? Isn’t that a…” The Vamp boss shot a look of disgust at Mom.

      “No!” Mom cried out, stuttering. Her eyes widened as she barged me aside. A high pitched bark of maniacal laughter broke free. “She means Morwenna. Ha! Weiner, always joking. Aren’t you, Morwenna?”

      Mom cut a steely gaze toward me.

      Damage control.

      I was in so much trouble.

      I smiled sweetly and caught the shake of the Vampire’s head. “If that’s all you need from me, Mom?”

      “Yes,” she answered fast. “That will be all.”

      And with a slow nod I stepped away. Limped actually, and winced, fighting the urge to reach down and rub my shin. Mom sure had one helluva kick.

      “Mor.” Thorin stepped close.

      He glanced at Mom as she turned to him. There seemed to be an unspoken conversation between them I wasn’t privy to. Didn’t matter. I’d done enough for tonight.

      “What the Hell do you think you’re playing at?” Thorin fell in step and snarled in my ear.

      “Not playing at anything,” I growled softly and worked my way through the battleground of the Immortal elite, putting as much distance between him and me as possible

      “Mor! Mor, can we get a close up?” screamed a paparazzi from the edge of the cordoned off area.

      The flare of a flash followed, camera shutters snapped. The glare, blinding. The family ring on my finger encased me with a kind of enchantment that held my reflection in a mirror and made me appear in photographs.

      I winced and turned my head as the thunder of footsteps followed. There was a shout and then a scuffle and the hunter with a camera was gone.

      “Are you okay?” Thorin slid his hands along my arms, trying his best to pull me against his chest, and pretend he cared.

      I shoved my splayed hand against the hard swell of his muscles and shoved away. “Of course, I’m fine. This is my damn life, isn’t it...all on fucking display.”

      “What’s got into you?” he snarled and cast a panicked gaze across the rest of the party behind us.

      He didn’t understand me. Didn’t even like me really. All he saw was my name...Morwenna Livingstone, daughter of the royal line...heir to all this…

      But I didn’t want it.

      None of it.

      Thorin’s fingers dug into the flesh of my arm, grinding against bone as he tried to pull me closer. I scanned the others, searching for a way out of this damn mess and caught the red eyes of a Goblin. They were all here...anyone who was anyone.

      Except for the Wolves.

      There was no way they’d be invited. Our clan hated them above any other immortal, especially Dad. So fucking pretentious. I’d set fire to it all if I could.

      “Nothing,” I snarled and shoved away from the boyfriend I never wanted.

      We need to look perfect, Morwenna, Dad’s words rang inside my head. We need to look every bit as powerful as we are. Power breeds power, and you my darling daughter are the envy of every Vampire girl in the city...no, in the clan.

      I stumbled away from the laughter and the murmured voices, shoved away from the steel grip around my arm. Still, he haunted my steps as I made for the open French doors to our home.

      “You can’t leave the party. We haven’t been seen together,” Thorin growled.

      I reached up, yanked the small diamond tiara from the top of my head and winced at the sting as strands of my hair tore free. “Stand there with your dick in your hand for all I care.”

      “You really are a bitch,” he growled, his eyes darkening.

      I stilled, narrowed my gaze, and then slowly turned. “You know, that’s probably the most honest thing you’ve ever said to me. Congratulations for finally finding your balls.”

      And then I left him behind, taking long strides to get away from him and the stench of Hell as fast as I could. I turned at the foyer and raced along the carpeted marble stairs to the third floor, then made for the south wing. Servants waited at the head of every level, hands folded, heads bowed. Vampires. All of them. Slaves to my father, but still vampires.

      “Mistress,” Helene murmured and stepped forward. “May I assist you tonight?”

      It wasn’t a question. It was never a question. It was a plea.

      I gave a nod and listened to the soft thud of her footsteps behind me as I strode into my wing and made for my bedroom. My bathroom was on one side, an expansive robe crammed with Prada and Gucci, and a glass cupboard for every expensive handbag in the world.

      It was a wardrobe to make a Sheik’s daughter weep with envy.

      And a wardrobe that would feed the entire homeless population a thousand times over.

      But still it wasn’t enough according to my parents.

      There was always one more dress, one more handbag...one more token of just how perfect we were supposed to look.

      I reached behind my back for the zipper, and strode toward the ornate dresser and matching seat.

      “Mistress.” Helene’s fingers gently replaced my own, working the pearl buttons first before her deft hands worked the hidden zipper and I stepped out of the Oscar de la Renta masterpiece designed especially for this night.

      “I shouldn’t have provoked them tonight,” I murmured and lifted my gaze to Helene’s careful expression. “I embarrassed them.”

      “Your parents love you, Mistress.”

      It was the only answer I’d get, even if it was wrong. For once I wish I had someone to give it to me straight, to shove when I pushed. Someone who didn’t care that my father was the equivalent to the head of the Vampire mob. But someone who saw me. The real me. I lifted my hand and fingered the hand stitched ornate brasserie­—and not all this.

      The dress slipped free and crumpled to the floor at my feet. I stepped out, in nothing but silk underwear, and then sat at the stool, reaching down to unhook the clasp on my heels.

      “Would Mistress like her goat’s milk bath tonight?”

      I shook my head. “No, thank you. Not tonight.”

      Helene bent and plucked my dress from the floor, and then disappeared into the wardrobe. Overhead lights sparkled just like the stars at midnight. Dad had them mapped out, each tiny light sparkling for me. It’d been a gift when I turned ninety-nine.

      I couldn’t wait for the day I turned a hundred, it’d be the party of a lifetime.

      It’d take another four hundred years until I hit the prime of my life.

      Then I’d be unstoppable.

      I slid my heels from my feet and massaged my arches. Faint laughter echoed all the way to my wing from outside. I’d not hear from them tonight.

      I unhooked my bra and slid my fingers into the edge of my panties as Helene walked from the wardrobe. There wasn’t a blink as I stepped free and strode toward the bed naked. She’d seen me this way ever since I was born.

      A tiny ache burned across the inside of my upper arm as I grasped the negligee draped over the end of my bed. A small bruise was already rising to the surface. Three small marks in the shape of Thorin’s fingers. The bastard was lucky I didn’t nail his ass to the damn wall with a cross. I wonder what Daddy dearest would say if he saw these. I doubted Thorin would be his favorite for long.

      But the marks would be gone in the morning.

      Along with the memory of every embarrassing thing I said tonight.

      Just like it always was.

      Helene picked up my panties and bra as I slipped on the negligee and crawled into the fresh silk sheets. I slid a hand under the pillow next to mine and pulled out the white tablet. I didn’t want to be out there with their hierarchy and greed. I wanted to be with friends.

      I hit the button and the screen came to life. My fingers danced across the glass, and then the cheeky smile from Luke Perry appeared.

      “Oh Dylan, why can’t you be real?” I whispered as Helene dimmed the lights and slipped from my bedroom.

      Crystal glasses clinked before a faint scream echoed for a second and then was cut short.

      Looked like they finally had enough of Glorian’s five carat ring and her broke ass betraying family. But I didn’t care, not when I stared into Dylan’s eyes and lost myself in Beverly Hills 90210.
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      “Are you proud of yourself, Morwenna?”

      I winced at the sound of my name when Dad used it like that. “It depends, should I be, Daddy?”

      He lifted his gaze from his desk and seized mine. He was pissed, more than normal. “You embarrassed your Mother last night. Hermond is a powerful ally, one we desperately need.”

      There was an edge in his voice, one I hadn’t heard before. A flare of concern cut through my center. “Daddy...is everything okay?”

      He smiled, but it was a forced a smile. He was never fake with me. “We are, but we can’t afford another stunt like last night, do you understand me? We have to be careful and always watching each other’s backs. It’s why I was hoping not to have to entertain…”

      He cast a quick gaze to an envelope in the middle of his desk. It was the fifth time he looked at the damn thing. “Daddy?”

      Gold sparkled as he reached across the desk. The soft filtered ray of sunlight hit his hand. There was a small sizzle, and the faint stench of burning flesh before the power of his ring held the danger of the sun at bay.

      The rings on our hands meant we could be out during the day, but it didn’t always stop the burn, not when we were tired...or when we were sick...and Dad didn’t look tired. Fear gripped like a fist, fingers clenching tight like steel bands across my chest. “Daddy, are you sick?”

      There wasn’t even a second before he answered, a fraction of a second really, but for the most powerful, most influential Vampire in the city, and my father––it was far too long.

      “No, I’m fine. But I need to talk to you. We have a responsibility as Livingstone’s, one that unfortunately has landed on your young shoulders.”

      “I’m not that young,” I muttered.

      He just chuckled and shook his head. “Nevertheless, we have to show the rest of the world we take the pact seriously–even if it’s on the surface. I was hoping to keep this from our door. Hell knows I didn’t want this for you, but it seems after last night’s antics there’s no room to ignore the command of my superiors. You embarrassed me last night, and not only that, you brought the entire clan under scrutiny. So, my hand’s been forced on this one. There’s a school for the children of the most influential immortal families.”

      He didn’t want this for me?

      Lightning coursed through my chest.

      The undead muscle in my chest gave a small throb.

      “A school where we as a family will be watched. Every word and every action will be weighed and measured by those far more powerful than me. You’ll have to leave us, for a while at least. You’ll have to leave Thorin, and all the things you love…”

      His voice melted into nothing. All I could see was a school where I was Brenda...and I had a chance at being normal. “I’lldoit!”

      Dad flinched and stilled, mouth agape, halfway through a sentence where he’d have to talk me into leaving this life behind. “You’ll do it? Don’t you want to take some time to think about it at least?”

      I cut my gaze to the envelope, catching the elegant crawl on the front and shook my head. “What’s to think about? You need me to do this, right?”

      He gave a slow nod...as though he was suddenly unsure of all this.

      My Dad.

      My powerful, deadly as fuck Dad...was unsure about sending his little girl to a school full of strangers. I gave him the sweetest smile I could and inwardly screamed with excitement. “I’ll be a good girl...I promise.”
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          Make friends and not enemies

        

      

    

    
      Darkness permeated every inch of the family armored limousine.

      But it wasn’t bullets my family cared about.

      It was the sun.

      Every possible gap was sealed tight, luckily breathing for us was optional. I flopped into the back seat, the leather groaning beneath me. A week had passed since the gala event, and Dad agreed to send me to the Academy. Seven days of waiting. 168 hours of counting down. And here I was, bags in the trunk, ready, but still...something felt off.

      The black window tint blocked out 99% of the sun’s rays, but it didn’t block out the movement of Mom’s frantic waving. Dad stood with his hands folded over his chest, holding his emotions in check. Like always. Dickhead Thorin lingered like an unwanted lump, farewelling me only because it was expected of him.

      But we all knew the truth.

      Even Dad.

      Thorin pretended to like me for the sake of family and greed; mostly greed, and I was the sucker jammed in the middle of that fucked up sandwich.

      Unease stirred in my gut again. I’d dreamed of moving out of home for decades. Countless reruns of 90210 and Pretty Little Liars fueled every fantasy.

      So why was I worried now?

      I attended all family functions like the good Vampire. I had no friends, unless Daddy approved, not that there was anyone outside the back-stabbing, vein puncturing girls who moved in certain circles. And there was no way I was dealing with that.

      “You ready for this?” A voice came from the darkness.

      Chuck leaned forward, and I sensed his concern. Ice Pick others called him, but not me. To me he was Chuck, my bodyguard...my friend. But he had a reputation to uphold, so Ice Pick it was, given to himself for driving an ice pick into his victims on every kill, right before he bit through the side of their neck. And I’d bet my kickass stiletto Manolo Blahnik black boots I’d find his weapon of choice somewhere in this limo if I checked.

      But I honestly didn’t care. Half the time I assumed the muscle in the Immortal elite gang made up their own name to sound terrifying. No idea why, when Dad’s name alone sent the fear of death into most people; immortal or otherwise.

      Yep, lots of death and blood in my past.

      But not my future. That, I was determined to change.

      If it was up to me, I’d change my name to Brenda, be an ordinary girl, and catch a bus to the Academy without drawing attention. Dad would be mortified.

      Only I had a shadow...Chuck.

      The Vampire had been with me for as long as I remembered. A warrior from the Nightcore clan, he was more my father than Dad ever was. He’d attended every birthday party, every defense class, and even my first aid lesson for vamps. On my thirteenth birthday, Dad forgot to get me a present, not that I’d needed one, but Chuck was sweet enough to give me something in secret. A thigh strap for stealthily carrying a blade. I loved it because Dad would disapprove. If Chuck had a beating heart, it’d be made of gold.

      “Do I have a choice?” I replied through the dark, the speakers delivering my response to the driver’s compartment out front, where he sat with the driver.

      “You always have a choice, Morwenna.”

      I groaned under my breath, turning the gold ring on my middle finger, the power rushing through me. It pricked along my arms like ants biting my flesh.

      “Then I guess I’m ready,” I added with a sigh.

      We pulled away from the curb. I glanced back at my parents and waved, but felt stupid because they couldn’t see me. Lowering my hand, I slouched into the seat.

      Yep, this was happening. New start. No more dull parties. Hell, I was going to love living at this school and leaving all my baggage behind. I’d be normal here. Make new friends, and have fun for a change. I fidgeted in my seat, ready and pumped. Just like in 90210, I’d fall into the role of Brenda at the Academy with my gang of friends. I’d find my Dylan, and I pictured my favorite episode of the Spring Dance with Dylan deciding who to ask to the dance. Of course, he’d select me.

      The first time my aunty, Lentua had come to visit us all the way from Romania, she got me hooked on the show. Apparently, she streamed the series in her castle…yep you heard right…and she got me addicted, even if it wasn’t the in thing. I didn’t care. For me, it was the epitome of the life I longed to experience.

      Close to two hours later and three pit stops for the bathroom, we veered off the freeway. I’d drank two bags of blood this morning, to keep myself full for the day and night, but the stuff went right through me.

      When we slowed down, butterflies somersaulted in my stomach, and I opened my window with the press of a button. Fresh air washed through my dark hair, driving it over my shoulders. The air was rich with the fragrance of freshly cut lawn and dampness. Sunlight pinched my skin, and I squinted against the brightness, but the sting faded just as quickly as it started with the power of the ring on my finger.

      We drove down a two-lane, winding road, past an open field. A dense forest lay in the distance, so dark, the light seemed to have vanished within its grasp. It stretched out in every direction like an ocean.

      Soon enough, we passed a lofty, stone wall that stretched out the length of the grounds. My knees bounced as I spied the arched entrance and pebbled driveway.

      We turned into it, the school name, Bestias Academy, was chiseled in stone near the entrance, worn and aged. I remembered the sign from my internet search, having learned the word meant beast in Latin.

      Wrought-iron gates lay open as our black limousine glided through and guided us along a driveway to the Academy. Perfectly manicured lawn spread out across the property. We approached an oversized, baroque-style stone building with clusters of sculptured winged creatures perched on the roof’s corners. The place could pass for an old church. Twisted columns at the front flanked a small set of white stairs leading to a set of grand doors made of rich, mahogany. Ivy clung to the edges of the walls.

      The building had that rich old-money feel to it, but also a touch of the macabre.

      Totally my vibe.

      I’d spent the past week researching the school. Attendees came by invite only, so I guessed I ought to feel privileged. Or maybe it was another, don’t upset the Head Vampire in town, so we better invite his daughter, pity party. At least it wasn’t an old asylum, or death row prison.

      Yay. It was just a boring old school.

      Bestias Academy...

      Originally, it’d been built for training boys to control their beast side.

      Now it just housed beasts...

      We came to a dead stop, and unease crawled through my insides again. When Chuck appeared at my door and opened it, the feeling clenched tighter, and I knew what I felt.

      I’d never been on my own, so what if I didn’t fit in? Didn’t pass the classes and got kicked out. Didn’t make Dad proud and became another disappointment to him.

      Then I’d be forced back home to marry demonic dicknose, Thorin.

      And I was better than that. I wanted so much more out of life…not quite sure what yet, but it wasn’t to follow in the family footsteps of knocking off other vampire clans.

      So, I lifted my chin, swallowed back the uncertainty and readied to make my time at Bestias Academy work, whatever it took.

      I climbed out into the bright sun, and already the first threads of a headache webbed through my skull. In front of the doors was a woman dressed in a tight pencil skirt which fell to her knees, matching red heels, and a white button up shirt, tucked and cinched in around her tiny waist. Short cropped blond hair parted at the side, the longer strands tucked behind her ears. She stood, her hands held behind her back, waiting steadily. When I met her pale blue eyes, the color of the sky, she smiled, and lines curled around the corners of her mouth, showing the age she otherwise concealed so well. So, she was the welcoming party. Only one person, which I appreciated. No making a big deal, and already I liked this place.

      “Quickly, this way, Morwenna.” Chuck scanned the entrance and building behind him before he waved me forward, but a camera’s flash from across the limo caught my attention.

      Chuck’s face darkened and he bared his fangs, hissing at the two paparazzi who must have driven in after us. They rushed back into their sedan and raced away.

      But they got their shots of the Vampire girl’s first day at a new school, and it’d be all over the social feeds in a couple of hours. I was convinced the paparazzi worked for Satan, as they appeared everywhere, following me like a bad smell.

      The driver was collecting my bags from the trunk, along with an oversized duffle bag he swung over a shoulder. “That’s not mine,” I called out.

      But when the driver met Chuck’s gaze, the guard gave him the approving nod to continue.

      My world spun, as my hopes and dreams faded away, and the rerun of all the episodes of Beverly Hills 90210 in my head, switched off. Chuck took a step closer, and I froze. "Wait. You're not..."

      "You’re the only heir to the Livingstone Empire, what do you think?" He cocked a brow.

      “Oh, Hell.” I clenched my jaw because this was my chance to start fresh. How could I make new friends with him shadowing me everywhere?

      “I promise to blend into the background. You won't even know I'm here.” He tried to smile, and all I could see were fangs and the tattoo that covered half of his face telling every immortal who saw him how much of a badass he was.

      I stared at his seven-foot towering muscled frame, and shook my head. "I doubt that. I doubt that very much."

      “This way,” the woman said, her voice delicate as a bird’s song. She opened the door and waved us inside.

      I sucked in a calming breath. I could do this.

      Warmth greeted us as we stepped into a grand marble hallway, with an elaborate chandelier overhead, dripping in crystals. Ahead, the stairs twisted in a perfect spiral upward. I expected something a lot grander, textured wallpaper or something, but the walls were plain cream, and covered in paintings of old people I didn’t recognise. Had to be teachers from the school. Everything looked pristine and new, unlike the exterior.

      There was no one else around either, and the lady in red heels click clacked in a hurried walk to the first door on her right.

      Chuck nudged me forward with a hand on my lower back while he collected our bags from the driver, so I followed her into a large office overlooking the grounds outside. An oak desk stole most of the room, the walls draped in shelves filled with books. The aroma of sandalwood wafted in the room.

      “Hello Morwenna. Welcome to Bestias Academy, your new home for this year. Sorry for the informal greeting outside, but we don’t normally create a grand entrance for new students. Most prefer to come in quietly.”

      I shook my head, almost laughing at the irony that she assumed I wanted a grand entrance. “No, this is perfect.”

      “Good. Take a seat.” She rounded the table and I slid into the chair across from her, and only then did I notice her name on the table. Principal Briar Stone.

      She collected a bunch of papers and handed them over to me along with a pen. “Due to your last minute acceptance, we ran out of time to send the paperwork for your attendance. Just something small, so we have all your contact details on hand should any emergencies arise, any medical conditions we should be aware of, and agreeing that should anything happen to you during your stay, you take full responsibility and we’re not liable.”

      She laughed nervously, which I guessed had more to do with my dad’s wrath should anything happen to me. “I’ve already arranged payment with your father, and I have your dorm ready, along with class schedule. Your father has informed me about your ability to enjoy the sun along with your...meal requirements.”

      I sat there, the pen in my hand trembling because everything was suddenly happening fast…too fast. I felt small and lost and overwhelmed. I normally did my own thing, but this here was different. I’d been homeschooled most of my life, only the best tutors teaching me everything from Latin, to piano, to trigonometry.

      But this seemed too sudden and real. What if I choked and failed?

      The principal’s gaze settled heavily on me, along with the pressure to sign everything just to get out of her office. The walls seemed to close in around me. Was I sweating? What was wrong with me?

      I flipped through the pages, scanning the words, but my head floated in the clouds, stringing together two words seemed impossible. I shook my head and searched for the line at the bottom of the page and signed each one. It came out scribbly, but I couldn’t work out why this room had me so shaken.

      Ms. Stone rambled on about the layout of the grounds and kept piling a mountain of things for me to review. Maps. Timetables. Wait, where did she say the blood bank was located on the property?

      Perspiration rolled down my spine. How could I ever feel at home here when one room had me needing to run outside for fresh air?

      “We’ve set your bodyguard up in a house nearby. He can’t reside in the dorm so close to the students. I hope you understand.”

      I glanced up, finding my voice. “In all honesty, I’d rather he didn’t stay here at all.”

      But Ms. Stone’s expression fell. “Those are your father’s rules.”

      I nodded, realizing even far away from my family, Dad would control my life. Hell.

      By the time I finished, the principle marched to the door as if she couldn’t wait to get me out of her office and opened the door. “Your dorm is located behind this building, follow the path to the right. It’s dorm 2A”

      Collecting the papers from her table, I marched outside to where Chuck waited, and he stared down at the pile in my hands with the list of teachers, their photos, and what class they taught.

      “Don't worry,” he said. “They're clean." He stared at the printout of their faces in my grasp.

      The Principal cleared her throat and clicked her heels together. “Okay, you have today to settle in, and tomorrow morning classes start. Just remember, being on time is a sign of respect. I’ll let you find your room and follow you in a moment to make sure you’re settled.”

      I looked back at her and smiled. “Thank you.”

      She nodded and retreated to her desk while I headed outside. No limousine in sight, so if I got cold feet, I couldn’t just run, and I noted the front gates were now closed.

      I turned back to the Principal, and supressed a shudder. “Something’s strange about her.”

      “Don’t worry, we vetted her as well,” was all Chuck said as we followed the path, him carrying all the bags. “You’re safe.”

      Around the back of the building, the path spread out in three directions and clusters of buildings dotted the property amid trees and greenery. A beautiful landscape, so different to the polluted city; maybe it wouldn’t be so bad here. Following the path to the right, Chuck pointed to a small shack that belonged in a fairytale, situated near a forest, complete with a chimney. “That’s me over there I’m guessing.”

      “You’ll be all right in there, Papa Smurf?” I cut him a side glance, before sniggering to myself.

      He didn’t bite back and kept walking alongside me.

      When we reached the front door of my dorm, I tugged on the handle, but it didn’t budge. “What the hell?” I rattled it again, when Chuck dropped the bag he carried by my feet and collected a keyring and key from under the top paper in my pile, then opened the door for me.

      “At your service, Smurfette,” he growled the words.

      When he stepped inside, I grabbed his arm. “You can’t go in there. The principal told me you weren’t allowed.” Okay, I fibbed, but if he was going to stay on campus, I needed my space.

      He grumbled under his breath and I smirked as he retreated. “At least let me carry your bags to your room.” He hissed the words through clenched teeth.

      I shook my head and tucked the papers under an arm, then picked up my two bags.  “I’ll take it from here.”

      Without looking back, I fumbled past the narrow doorway and let the glass door shut behind me with a bang. With a nod to Chuck through the window, I headed down the corridor with strange violet wallpaper, glancing down at my keyring in my hand. 202.

      I swung toward the carpeted steps and dragged my bags. I glanced back to see Chuck still standing outside, watching me through the glass door as I struggled, his hands folded over his chest. Bastard.

      I straightened my back and followed the curve of the steps, my bags banging into my legs, but I kept going to show Chuck I had this. And I moved fast too, despite the strain in my arms.

      Before careening around the next corner, I glanced back to find Chuck gone. Thank hell. I spun around the corner at the top of the stairs, hauling forward one of the beastly suitcases, the momentum sending it forward. Except someone emerged from the corner at the same moment, and the case slammed into their knees.

      “Fuck!” A guy with the darkest hair grunted and reeled backward, arms flailing. He stumbled over his feet, before his back hit the wall, and he gasped for air.

      “Oh, shit!” I rushed over, arms outstretched to help catch him. “I’m so sorry.”

      He was pulling down on his tee which had ridden half way up his stomach, and I reached over and helped him cover that ribbed, tight stomach. Damn, he had muscles.

      But he smacked my hands away. ‘What the hell are you carrying in there? A dead body?”

      I stumbled back as he fixed his clothes. “Just clothes and shoes.”

      When I glanced up at him, he was sniffing the air, his nose creasing, and giving me a death glare.

      A rumble rolled in his chest as if detecting what I was. "Watch it, Vamp." He growled, and his eyes shifted to wolf ones—gray as the dirtiest clouds—and right then, I knew exactly who or what I was dealing with.

      The hairs on my neck bristled.

      Having him glare as if I were a speck on his shoes had me boiling with fury. Many races hated Vampires, but I’d never faced the racism first hand. Homeschooled remember? But the shifter in front of me grated on my nerves, and if there was one enemy Dad loathed above all others, the wolf packs gained that top spot.

      “Ugh, Dogs belong outside!” I snapped disgusted.

      His lips curled, white canines bared. Was that meant to scare me? I snatched my bags from the ground, lifted my chin, and turned away from him in a fluster.

      And walked straight into a pillar.

      Pain flared through my brow. I stumbled backwards.

      Who the fuck put that there?

      The sharp crack of laughter flooded my ears. I decided right then; I loathed that fur ball.
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