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ABOUT THIS BOOK:




I’m used to being unwanted.

Dark fae are outcasts, even in the supernatural community.

In my own family, I am the freak. The daughter my father wanted to be a son.

Not wanting to deal with me, my father sends me to Shifter Academy. For the first time ever, dark fae are allowed to attend.

Shifter Academy may have invited me, but none of the other students want me here.

Especially Devin. He says he’s my mate. He also thinks I put a spell on him.

Shifter Academy sucks, but it’s only for a year. I can handle this—I think.
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Wednesday, August 12

Don’t die—or do.





Just off the coast of Florida, on an island cloaked by magic, sits a school for supernatural creatures. It sounds made up—Shifter Academy—but it’s the most prestigious magical school in the world. It’s no surprise that a dark fae has never walked their halls.


I look at the pamphlet on my bed, confused why there is a brochure for Shifter Academy sitting there. Before I can ponder it for long, there is a sharp knock on my door. I stiffen, wondering who it is.


“Tori,” a voice calls from the other side.


I relax when I hear my younger brother’s voice.


“Come in,” I call out.


Nico pokes his head through my doorframe. He keeps his expression neutral, not entering my space. “Dad wants to see you.”


I flinch. Just barely, but enough for Nico to notice.


I clear my throat. “Uh, thanks, Nico. When did Dad get home?”


“About an hour ago.” He frowns, probably wishing he could say more, but it wouldn’t be safe with our father home. “You shouldn’t keep him waiting. Not tonight. He seems amped up.”


I can see that Nico’s anxious. I try not to let my nerves show as I get up and make my way toward him, looking up to meet his gaze. His eyes change colors from dark blue to gray as he looks at me. He’s sad—probably worried about me.


I wish things could be different.


My little brother really isn’t so little anymore. He’s sixteen—only two years younger than I am—but he’s about three inches taller than me already. If he keeps growing, he’ll be taller than any other dark fae.


“We should play video games later tonight,” I tell him, trying to get his mind onto something happier. “Maybe we can even order a pizza. We haven’t done that in a long time.”


He rolls his now light blue eyes. “The delivery driver can never find our castle.”


I shrug one shoulder, happy that I seem to have brightened his mood. “It’s not their fault the castle is hidden from human eyes. I’ll go pick it up. I’ll even let you pick the toppings.”


“Fine.” He puts a hand on my shoulder. “Tori, please be careful. Just do whatever he says. Don’t argue.”


“I will,” I promise him.


It’s not like I purposefully make my father angry. Nothing I say ever pleases him, though that has more to do with the fact that I’m a girl. He thinks it’s a disgrace that his firstborn was a girl. A female has never been the heir to the dark fae throne. That won’t be changing with me, not if my father has anything to do with it. He’s already prepping his oldest son to take the throne.


Even though my brother is three days younger than me, my father lied about his birthday, claiming my brother is three months older. Nobody knows the truth, my father made sure of that. He slaughtered everybody who knew to ensure the truth would stay hidden.


I push those thoughts out of my head, forcing a smile as I knock on the door to my father’s office.


“Come in,” Dad calls, his voice sounding mildly pleasant.


Maybe he will be in a good mood today.


I push the door open and I expect him to frown as I walk in. What I don’t expect is to see my younger brother, the oldest son, Oliver, standing beside him.


I should have known.


Oliver sneers at me.


My dad, however, keeps a neutral expression. He folds his hands on the desk in front of him. “Victoria. I need to speak with you.”


I walk closer toward him, lowering my head. I do my best to act like the docile daughter my father expects me to be.


“The wolves have extended an invitation for the dark fae to attend Shifter Academy,” Dad begins.


My heart stops.


That must be why there was a pamphlet on my bed.


“They’ve invited five, but I can’t spare any other dark fae, not with war on the horizon.” He shifts through some papers on his desk, not meeting my gaze. “Plus, shifters are wild and dangerous. I can’t risk losing the life of a soldier and I can’t send my heir, he’s too precious. So I’m sending you instead.”


My ears begin to ring.


He’s going to send me to a school with shifters? They’ll eat me alive.


Shifters aren’t inherently dangerous to anybody that they don’t want to be. But dark fae aren’t exactly liked by anybody and I’m the princess of the people they hate most. They’ll hate me for my species alone, let alone my title.


I clear my throat. “I’ll be going there by myself?”


Dad nods, his eyes changing to bright blue.


He’s enjoying my misery.


I put a hand at the base of my throat, trying to figure out how to reason with him in a way that doesn’t sound like I’m arguing. “Dad, they’ll kill me. Shifters hate us.”


Oliver laughs.


Tears press against the back of my eyes, but I refuse to let them fall. I have no doubts my father knows that he’s getting to me. His eyes seem to glow with pleasure.


“What do you want me to do there?” I ask, knowing he’s not just sending me because he wants to make me miserable. That’s just a perk. He’s definitely got something else in mind.


“I just want you to make alliances and maybe get rid of a problem.”


“Problem?” I ask.


His eyes darken. “You, Victoria. I’m hoping to get rid of you.”


Oliver smirks. “Don’t die, Victoria. Or do.”


I ignore my brother’s taunts. I’ve grown used to them over the years.


I fold my hands together behind my back and bow toward my father. “I will do whatever I can to make you happy.”


Dad nods at me. “See that you do.”


I wait there for him to dismiss me.


“You can leave,” Dad says. “Your brother and I have important matters to discuss.”


I turn, rushing from the room. There is no way I’m staying in there a second longer than I have to. I don’t take a deep breath until the door shuts behind me.


I’m not sure what is worse—going to Shifter Academy or staying in this castle.
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Friday, August 14

Shifter Academy.





The only way to get to Shifter Academy is via a small boat that takes hours to make the trip. I arrive just in time to take the 9am boat.


My heart is racing as I walk down the dock. I take a deep breath, trying to calm myself down. Everybody on board will be able to hear that I’m nervous if I don’t get my heart rate under control. Shifters have excellent hearing.


As I climb on board, everybody stares at me. I hold my head high, trying to ignore them. This is what I expected to happen when my dad told me I was coming to Shifter Academy. They don’t even know me, but they already despise me.


The only seat available is in the back of the boat. I walk past a few dozen shifters—there are a couple panthers, a lion, a few bears, a few wolves, and even a dragon. The dragon surprises me. Usually, dragon shifters don’t associate with other shifters. They have their own schools and isolate from the rest of the shifter world.


I nearly stop when I see an elemental hiding toward the back of the boat. I sense something off about her…


A hybrid.


The girl is half elemental, half wolf shifter, though the elemental part of her is definitely dominant.


There aren’t a lot of hybrids in the supernatural community. It’s considered taboo to marry outside of your species. My dad forbids the dark fae from even speaking to somebody that isn’t a dark fae, which is part of the reason the rest of the supernatural world has such a big problem with us.


I tell myself not to make a big deal about the girl. So what if she’s a hybrid? It’s not her fault.


Still, it’s quite scandalous.


At least, I think it is. Until I notice the boy in front of me is half panther, half tiger. Another girl to my right is half wolf, half bear.


I swallow hard.


Maybe hybrids aren’t as scandalous as I initially thought.


How am I going to survive at Shifter Academy? I certainly don’t belong there. I’m two seconds away from running off this boat when we pull away from the dock.


I’m not opposed to swimming.


But if I ran away now, I’d only be proving my father right. He doesn’t think I’m going to last at Shifter Academy. I have to show him I can. I’m strong enough to handle anything that comes my way.


The students chat excitedly with one another as we make our way to the island. No doubt many of them are good friends and have known each other for a while. I’m the odd one out. Not just because I’m new—the hybrid boy in front of me is also new. I know this because of a conversation I overhear. I realize quickly that I’m ostracized for a completely different reason, and it has all to do with the fact that I’m a dark fae.


Maybe I can show them that I’m nice—not all dark fae are evil. I try talking to a girl near me, but she physically gets up and moves to another seat to avoid speaking with me.


I’m never going to fit in, not if they won’t even give me a chance.


Hopefully I can make at least one friend at Shifter Academy. It’s only one year. How bad can it really be?


Three and a half hours later, I wonder how much longer the trip will be when suddenly, an island appears. One minute, there is nothing but open seas, the next, the large castle comes into view.


My heart races at the sight.


It’s so beautiful—just like I’ve always imagined it would be.


I know all about Shifter Academy from my studies. Dad likes to make sure all his children are knowledgeable about other species. That fact alone is why I’m scared to death to be on a boat with so many wolf shifters, but I push that thought from my mind as I focus on the castle in front of us.


As we dock, students quickly get off the boat, grabbing their luggage. I don’t feel like fighting a crowd, so I am the last person off. I have no idea what I’m supposed to do or where I am supposed to go, so I follow the crowd toward the castle.


As we walk through the large glass door, I try not to let my jaw drop open. This isn’t the first castle I’ve seen—I live in one. But this isn’t just a castle. It’s a school. A massive school. If my father knew this castle made ours look like a shack, I’m sure he’d start construction on a new one right away.


This is magnificent.


A staircase spirals upward. I glance up and see a large chandelier hanging. The crystals reflect the light onto the wall, making mesmerizing patterns.


I am so not prepared for this.


Am I seriously at Shifter Academy right now?


I’m looking up, so I don’t see two guys throwing a football back and forth until one of them runs right into me. I am unable to stop myself from toppling over. The only thing that saves me from falling face first is somebody grabbing onto my arm, pulling me back up.


“Whoa, are you okay—” The voice abruptly cuts off.


I look up and see a wolf shifter wrinkling his nose. He abruptly lets go of my hand, like I’ve burnt him.


“Since when do they let your kind come here?” the boy asks.


“Princess Hastings,” a voice from behind me says. “It’s truly an honor.”


Ignoring the wolf shifter, I turn around and see an older guy walk toward me. I can tell right away that he’s a wolf shifter, which is what the majority of the school is.


“Just Tori,” I tell him, not wanting anybody to call me ‘Princess’ here. Nobody needs to know that my father is King Hastings. I’m pretty sure that fact alone would make me target number one for every single bully in this school.


“Tori.” He smiles, seemingly happy with my decision to just be called Tori. “It’s wonderful to meet you. I am the headmaster. You may call me Headmaster Graham.”


He extends a hand, which shocks me.


Doesn’t he know about the power of a dark fae?


“Are you sure?” I look from his outreached hand to his face.


“I am not worried. If I were, I would not have extended my hand,” he says confidently.


I reach out my hand and shake his. I can feel his emotions, though they’re not as strong as what I’m used to. Mostly, I feel confidence and curiosity from him. I already knew before we shook hands that he has no ill will toward me, only acceptance.


“I am surprised you invited me, knowing who my father is,” I say boldly, as he lets go of my hand.


I want the words back right away. I only said them because of how confident he felt. Now, I am scared again.


Headmaster Graham chuckles. “Tori, I am not scared of the dark fae. I know more than anybody not to judge an entire species based on their alpha—or king, in your case.”


I like his response. It makes me glad I asked.


“If you would like, I would love to show you around the school and give you a tour.” His smile falters slightly and I pick up something from his emotions. Guilt, maybe?


I raise an eyebrow at him. “No offense, sir, but aren’t you busy? Can’t you get one of the students to do that?”


He sighs. “I do not wish to deceive you, Tori. While I am not prejudice toward your species, a lot of the students here do not share my open mindedness. I asked a few students, but they all declined.”


I frown.


This is worse than I thought.


“But do not fret. I believe you will make a friend or two during your time here.” He offers me a smile. “Bullying is not tolerated at Shifter Academy. Just come right to me if you have any problems.”


And be a snitch?


I know how this works. I have ten half brothers. While Nico is kind, most of my brothers take after our father. When I was little, I tried telling their mothers or my father, but the bullying only got worse. I learned that if I keep my mouth shut and don’t react, they eventually get bored. I’m hoping that will be the case here too.


I hold my head up higher. “Actually, I don’t think I’ll be needing a tour. I’ll figure it out on my own. If you could just point me toward my dorm.”


He frowns again. “There was a slight problem with your dorm, actually.”


“Problem?” My stomach churns.


I’ve got a really bad feeling about this…


“Your roommate didn’t want to room with you. She refused. Along with a few others. But, uh, we finally got a girl willing to room with you.” He grins, but I can see that it’s forced. “If there are any problems with her, let me know. I will move you to a different room.”


I nod, not knowing what to say.


Maybe my dad was right about shifters being dangerous creatures. Though, I can’t believe that they’re all bad. There have to be some that are kind, right?


“Ah, there she is,” Headmaster Graham says, waving to a blonde girl walking down the stairs. “Mia!”


The blonde girl looks up when she hears her name and heads our way. She is looking at Headmaster Graham and hasn’t noticed me yet.


The girl—Mia—is very beautiful. She’s tall, like most shifters, and has long blonde hair that she leaves hanging down. Her eyes are a supernatural shade of dark blue that reminds me of the night sky. I sense right away that she’s a wolf shifter.


“Mia, I’d like you to meet somebody.” Headmaster Graham extends a hand toward me. “This is Princ—” he cuts himself short, clearing his throat. “Uh, sorry, I meant this is Tori Hastings.”


Mia looks at me, almost passively, and then back at the headmaster. “This means my record from last year is clear, right?”


He frowns, but nods. “Yes, Mia. You’re getting a clean slate. Don’t ruin it.”


“Cool.” She nods at me, then takes off in the opposite direction.


“That’s your roommate.” He glances off toward where she escaped, looking perplexed. “She’s a bit of a rebel, but I think you two will get along.”


I’m not so sure about that.


He couldn’t get one single person willing to room with me, so he had to bribe somebody. How pathetic is that?


Headmaster Graham hands me a large packet. “This is your school handbook, a map, and your schedule. Your dorm is on the third floor. There is no key required. Only you, Mia, and those you invite in will be allowed in the room.”


I nod. “Thanks, Headmaster.”


He smiles. “No problem, Tori. I have a feeling that you will fit in just fine at Shifter Academy.”


I’m not so sure about that. And neither is he. I can feel his apprehension without even touching him.


What did my father send me into?




An invitation.





After unpacking my things, I head to the cafeteria for lunch. I studied the map and find my way easily, I just hope I can find my way back.


I haven’t seen Mia since our awkward encounter with Headmaster Graham, which is just fine with me. Hopefully she is the kind of girl with an active social life and I’ll only see her in passing. I highly doubt we will become ‘friends,’ as Headmaster Graham suggested.


The cafeteria is full of people, all talking excitedly to one another. The roar slowly goes quiet as I walk in and everybody turns to look at me. I try to remain unaffected, but my heart does race a little faster. But just as quickly as the silence took over, people start talking again. Now, the roar of voices is louder than before, most of them probably talking about me.


I get in line for food, curious how it’s going to work. I’ve been homeschooled my whole life, so I have no idea what cafeteria food is going to be like. From reading books, I know that people don’t like lunchroom food, but this isn’t a normal school. Shifters eat a lot.


Not surprising, there are a lot of options for meat—steak, burgers, and sandwiches. I opt for some chicken strips and fries. My jaw drops open as I get handed a platter of food. It’s enough to feed me and ten other people. I can barely carry the thing it’s so heavy. Then I remember—Shifter Academy.


I take my heavy platter of food and try to find a seat. Most of the tables are full and the ones that aren’t, I watch people quickly put their bags on the chairs beside them. It’s clear that nobody wants to sit by me. I make my way to the back corner of the cafeteria, by the trashcans, and take a seat at an empty table. The chair is wobbly and I hope it doesn’t break as I sit down in it. I breathe a sigh of relief when it supports my weight.


I once again look at the massive portion of food, shaking my head.


Nobody will come to sit by me, I know this. There is no point in hoping that somebody will. I’ve accepted that I am going to be an outcast at Shifter Academy. So, I pull a book out of my backpack and read while I eat some food. I manage to eat two chicken strips and a handful of fries before I’m full. The platter is still overflowing and I’m not sure what to do with it. I’d offer it some shifter if I didn’t know they’d just throw it away. Nobody wants anything ‘tainted’ by the dark fae.


Putting a bookmark in my book, I shove it back into my backpack. Just as I’m about to get up from the table, a blonde girl appears beside me.


The girl is a wolf shifter—a very pretty one. She’s got light blonde, almost white, hair. Her eyes are a crazy shade of light blue that almost looks like ice. There are darker flecks of blue, making a star pattern in the center of her eyes. She is smiling, which is a very welcome sight at this school.


Maybe I’ll make a friend.


I try not to get my hopes up. She could just be coming to be cruel to me.


“Hey, I’m Isabella.”


I smile back at her, pleasantly surprised she is being so sweet. “Hi. I’m Tori.”


She waves a hand. “We all know who you are. Princess Hastings. Second in line to the throne.” She leans closer. “There are a lot of royals here, so don’t feel bad. Our alpha’s younger brother is a senior here this year. And the tiger alpha’s son, the heir, is a sophomore.”


That makes me feel a little better. “Just call me Tori. No Princess.”


She nods. “Of course. How… humble… of you.”


If she wasn’t smiling so big at me, I would almost think she was mocking me. I try not to read her feelings, giving her privacy.


“I just wanted to come over and invite you to tonight’s party.” Her smile never wavers. If I didn’t know any better, I’d think her invitation was genuine.


As much as I try to block her feelings, I’m hit with a strong feeling of maliciousness. This girl is inviting me to a party because she wants to do something to me—probably something bad. But I can’t let on that I know.


I force myself to smile. “I would really love that. I haven’t made any friends yet.”


I’m not actually going. There is no way I will volunteer to be bullied tonight by this wolf shifter. But I also don’t want to make an enemy my first day here.


“Great!” She claps her hands excitedly. “Just stick with me, Tori. I will introduce you to all the hottest boys at Shifter Academy. Just stay away from Devin, he’s mine.”


“Who is Devin?” I ask.


She laughs. “It doesn’t matter. He would never be interested in a dark fae. He’s the alpha’s younger brother—he can only mate with a pureblood wolf shifter.”


Ah, right. I almost forgot about that.


Shifters have mates—like soulmates. It sounds so romantic—one person who you are destined to be with. Unfortunately for me, dark fae do not have mates.


“My father won’t allow me to date a wolf shifter anyway,” I tell her, trying to ease her concern that I want to steal her boyfriend.


Though, it doesn’t sound like this Devin guy is her mate. I didn’t think shifters dated until they met their mate. It’s shifter law. Then again, maybe it’s something everybody ignores in high school.


Her smile falters slightly, but she quickly recovers. “Right. You probably have to marry a dark fae.” She wrinkles her nose. “Good luck with that.”


No kidding.


Of course, not all dark fae are evil. I, of all people, know that. It’s just that, when I’m older, my father will arrange for me to marry a dark fae to keep our bloodline strong. I worry he won’t pick out a suitable companion. I wish there was something I could do about it, but I can’t defy the king’s orders.


If only dark fae had soulmates. Then there would be nothing my father could do. Even he can’t fight against fate.


“Isabella, what are you doing talking to that?” A brunette wolf shifter comes up beside Isabella.


The brunette girl is slightly shorter than Isabella but still very tall. While Isabella is trying to hide her disgust for me, her friend has no qualms in making her feelings known.


“Be nice, Katherine.” Isabella shoots a grin at her friend. “This is Princess Hastings.”


“Tori,” I correct.


“I was just inviting her to the party tonight,” Isabella says, ignoring what I said.


Katherine juts her nose into the air. “She reeks.”


Isabella just laughs. “You get used to the smell—hopefully.”


I turn my head, smelling my hair. It smells like my shampoo. I took a shower an hour before coming down here.


“It’s the dark fae smell,” Isabella says, turning to me. “Dark fae have this… odor. Every supernatural creature does. Your species just happens to smell like hot garbage.”


I smell like garbage?


Why did nobody tell me that?


No wonder shifters hate dark fae. I’d hate us too if I had their sense of smell.


“Maybe this will help.” Katherine opens her soda, pouring the entire thing over my head.


Isabella giggles.


“Nope, didn’t help.” Katherine shrugs. “It was worth a shot.”


I sit there, not knowing what to do or say. Everybody in the cafeteria is looking our way. I know that I could fight back—I should fight back. But I don’t want to be expelled before school even begins. My father wanted me to come here and make alliances. I need these people to see that not all dark fae are evil.


Quietly, I stand from the table, turning to face Isabella. “I will see you tonight at the party, Isabella.” I turn to Katherine. “Lovely to meet you, Katherine.”


I turn and walk toward the doors, trying to ignore the laughter behind me. I can literally feel their giddiness. They are so pleased with themselves.


I save my tears until I get into the shower. I tell myself that I will allow five minutes for tears. After that, I’ve got to suck it up and move on. I can’t let a couple of mean girls stop me from trying to make friends here.


This is my home for the next nine months. It might end up being torture, but even with the mean girls, it’s still better than the castle I live in. These mean girls have got nothing on my half brothers.


I can handle bullies.


When this is over, maybe my father will see that I am capable after all.




I like a little drama.





After my shower, I consider hiding out in my dorm. Mia is nowhere to be seen, so it’s quiet. In my room, I don’t have to be bullied. There are no hushed whispers about me and there aren’t mean girls dumping their sodas on my head. But, if I stay here, I can’t make friends. I will never make connections.


Despite my better judgment, I leave my room, heading toward the common room. It’s the main area where students can hang out and do their homework. I’m hoping that somebody will talk to me. And hopefully it won’t be somebody like Isabella or Katherine.


I’m thankful that the room doesn’t grow silent when I walk in this time, but there are still a lot of people staring. I’m hoping they will get used to my presence. Or, at the very least, learn to tolerate it.


I look around the room, trying to decide where to go. There are tables with chairs, couches, loungers, and comfy chairs. All the chairs, loungers, and couches are full. I make my way over to an empty table, taking a seat.


I don’t know how to approach somebody. Do I just walk up and say hi? Or should I just wait for somebody to come to me?


I wish Nico were here. He’s the brave one. By now, he would’ve made friends with lots of people. Though, I am glad that he’s not here. I don’t want him to witness what’s going on in this school. If he knew how I was being treated…


Still, is it really worse than home?


The chair across from me moves and I look up as a wolf shifter sits down in front of me.


I give the boy a curious look.


“You don’t mind, Duchess?” he asks.


I roll my eyes. “If you’re going to call me by a title, at least get it right. I’m Princess Hastings. Victoria—Tori, if you don’t mind.”


“What’s the difference between a princess and a duchess?” He cocks his head to the side, studying me.


“A princess is born. By blood. A duchess is made. By marriage, I think. But I’m not sure. I’m second in line to the throne, you’d have to ask my brother, the heir. He knows all about the royal hierarchy.” I shrug, not really caring either way.


“Huh.”


I sit there, waiting for him to say something else, but he doesn’t. He just taps his fingers on the table.


The boy is probably my age. He’s got sandy blond hair and bright blue eyes that almost seem to glow in the dim lighting. Maybe they do—he’s a shifter after all.


“You know I’m a pariah, right?” I ask him. “Word on the street is that dark fae smell like garbage.”


He busts out laughing. “Who told you that?”


“Isabella and Katherine.”


He shakes his head. “First lesson, Princess Tori—”


I cut him off. “Just Tori.”


He ignores me. “Never listen to what the mean girls say. They lie. Isabella is a pathological liar, not to mention a professional bully. You’re prettier than her, so you just became target number one.”


“I’m not prettier than her—”


He cuts me off. “You actually smell very pleasant. Like… chocolate covered strawberries.”


I grin. “That’s not so bad.”


“Your second lesson is, you’re not the only pariah in this school.” He puts his feet up on the table, relaxing back in his chair. “Nice to meet you, Just Tori. I’m Blake. Your new best friend.”


“My… new best friend?” I raise an eyebrow at him.


He gives me a pointed look. “Do you see anybody else lining up to take the job?”


I do look around and see that he’s right—nobody else will even come close to our table.


“Cool.” I shrug. “So if we are going to be best friends, I should know why you’re a pariah.”


“Getting to the personal stuff right away I see.” He grins. “I like that.”


“I just need to make sure you didn’t murder somebody’s grandmother or something,” I say.


He furrows his brows. “If I had, I would be on Supernatural Island.”


“Supernatural Island?”


His eyes widen. “You know—prison. For supernaturals.”


My jaw drops open. “There is a prison for supernaturals?”


“Well, yeah. Where do you think they put shifters and other supernaturals who murder?” he asks, like it should be obvious.


I shrug. “I thought murder was allowed.”


He blinks.


I don’t know what to say, so I just sit there.


“You’re serious.” He presses his lips tightly together. “You haven’t murdered somebody, right?”


I shake my head. “No. Dark fae don’t just kill other people.”


“Have you met King Hastings?”


I roll my eyes. “He’s my father. Of course I’ve met him.”


“I’ve heard he kills people all the time. Especially shifters. He hates wolf shifters.”


I already knew that.


“I just thought that’s what shifters did,” I admit. “Like, I’ve been taught shifters are really dangerous. I was scared to come to school here. Is somebody going to eat me?”


He laughs. “Apparently you are as misinformed on shifters as I am dark fae.”


Apparently.


He takes his feet off the table and leans closer toward me. “To answer your earlier question, no. I have never murdered anybody—grandmother or otherwise. I’m a pariah because I’m a hybrid.”


I tilt my head to the side.


Strange—I only picked up wolf shifter on him. That’s definitely the dominant part. But now that he mentions it, under the wolf, I can sense he’s also a tiger shifter.


“I didn’t think cats and wolves got along,” I admit.


“They don’t.” He shrugs. “My parents are mates—soulmates. Please tell me you know about soulmates.”


My cheeks grow warm. “Yes. Dark fae don’t have them, but I know about them.”


He lets out a breath. “Consider yourself lucky.”


“Why?” I raise an eyebrow. “It sounds so romantic.”


“Romantic?” He scoffs. “More like strange. You are going along in life and then one day you meet somebody and instantly fall in love—no dating required. It’s like your choice is taken from you. Do you think my parents would’ve chosen each other without the bond?”


“Just be glad you won’t be in an arranged marriage,” I mumble. “My dad will be picking out my husband.”


He raises an eyebrow. “King Hastings will pick out your spouse?”


I nod, chewing on my bottom lip.


I’ve dreaded it since I was old enough to know what an arranged marriage is. Knowing him, he’ll pick out a cruel man just to punish me for being born.


Being the only daughter is a curse.


Blake smiles sadly at me. “I’m sorry.”


“It is what it is.” I try to shrug it off, like it’s not a big deal. “We don’t have to talk about it. Or ever bring it up again.”


He nods. “Do you want to come to a party tonight?”


I hesitate.


“It’ll be fun, I promise,” Blake says.


I laugh, shaking my head. “Actually, Isabella invited me.”


“Uh…” he rubs a hand at the back of his neck.


“I know.” I hold up a hand. “I’m a dark fae. I can sense when somebody is being deceitful. She only invited me because she intends to mess with me tonight.”


He smirks. “I didn’t know dark fae could do that. Does that mean I can’t lie to you?”


“You can.” I nod. “I’ll just know when you do.”


“That’s kind of scary,” he admits.


I shrug. “Do you still want me to come to this party with you, even though I’m definitely going to be the center of drama?”


“I like a little drama.” His smile widens. “Tori, this is the beginning of a beautiful friendship.”


I couldn’t agree more.


Making friends at Shifter Academy seemed like it would be impossible, but now I have Blake.


“I have a question.” I shift in my chair, wondering if the question is inappropriate.


“Yes.” He raises an eyebrow.


“How does being a hybrid work when you’re a shifter? Can you shift into a wolf and a tiger? Or just one?” I ask.


“Never ask anybody else this question. It’s very offensive.”


I cringe, sitting back in my seat. “I’m sorry. I didn’t know.”


He holds up a hand. “I’m just letting you know so you don’t go around asking other hybrids. I don’t mind answering for you. My wolf is dominant. I can only shift into a wolf, but I do have a lot of traits that are similar to that of a tiger shifter.”


“Like what?” I lean forward, intrigued.


“I can run fast—really fast. A lot faster than any wolf shifter.” He sits up straighter. “It’s kind of cool, actually.”


That does sound cool. I’ve never thought about it before, but being a shifter sounds really awesome.


“What about you?” Blake asks. “What can dark fae do?”


I frown. “Well, you already know we can tell somebody’s intentions when they’re talking. I can also feel emotions, if they’re really strong. But if I’m touching somebody, it’s easier to feel emotions… and manipulate them.”


His jaw drops open. “You can manipulate emotions?”


I nod, worrying my bottom lip between my teeth. “But I don’t do that to anybody. I promise. Please, don’t be scared of me.”


“I’m not. I know you wouldn’t do that to me.” He looks around for a moment, then back at me. “But I wouldn’t blame you if you did it to the other students.”


I shake my head. “No. I want people to like me for me, not because I forced them to like me. It’s not the same.”


He shrugs, clearly not believing the same as me on the subject.


Truthfully, the thought hadn’t even crossed my mind. I would never manipulate somebody’s emotions. If I did, it would make me just as bad as my father. He’s the one person I never want to become.




Rejection stings.





Blake has to head back to his dorm room. I sit there for a couple of minutes, wondering if anybody else will join me. I don’t think anybody else is brave enough to sit down and talk to me. That, or nobody else wants to talk to me. But I’m oddly okay with that. I like Blake. He’s going to be a great friend.


Just as I stand up to leave, somebody steps in front of me. I look up, into a pair of yellow, glowing eyes. I know enough about shifters to know that this guy’s wolf is close to the surface. I try to back away from him, but my chair is behind me. There is nowhere for me to go.


“Please don’t hurt me,” I say, bracing for whatever pain I’m going to feel when his wolf surfaces.


“Who are you?”


I open my eyes when I hear his voice.


Yellow eyes are gone, replaced by olive green eyes.


And the wolf shifter—wow.


He is absolutely, without a doubt, the most attractive guy I’ve ever seen in my life.


He’s taller than me by at least a foot, which isn’t surprising. Shifters are tall. And dark fae aren’t.


His dark brown hair is cut into a faux hawk. It suits him.


And his eyes—I could stare into them all day. I’ve never seen that shade of green on anybody before—supernatural or not.


He clears his throat and at that moment, I realize that I was staring.


My cheeks grow warm. “I’m Tori.”


“Tori?”


My heart skips a beat when he says my name. “Victoria Hastings, but everybody calls me Tori.”


“Hastings.” He says my last name with disgust. “You are Princess Hastings?”


I nod. “Just call me Tori, please. I hate the title.”


“You’ve got to be kidding me.” He growls.


I try to take a step back, scared he’s going to turn into a wolf and eat me. I forget about the chair behind me and end up tripping over it, falling backward. Before I hit the ground, the wolf shifter reaches out a hand and grabs onto me.


My skin tingles where he touches me. My heart was racing before, but now it’s beating embarrassingly fast. I’m sure he can hear it, which is mortifying.


I try not to read the guy’s emotions, but I can’t help it. He’s touching me and it’s almost like he’s forced his emotions onto me. But reading him only makes me feel confused. He’s… elated. But underneath his elation is disgust. I’m not sure which of those feelings are toward me, but I’m thinking it’s disgust.


I rip my hand away from his, not wanting to feel it anymore.


He hates me.


And I’m practically in love with him.


No, not love.


Where did the thought of love even come from? I just met the guy.


I’m attracted to him. There is a big difference.


Tears press against the back of my eyes, but I force them away. I clear my throat. “You… uh… aren’t going to eat me, right?”


He furrows his brows. “Why would you think that?”


“You’re really angry.” I pause. “Actually, you’re disgusted.”


“You read my emotions?” He narrows his green eyes.


“Not on purpose.” I hold up both hands. “You just touched me and it happened. You had such strong emotions, they were forced onto me. I don’t go around trying to read people’s emotions. I’m sorry.”


“Stay out of my head.” He lowers his voice, practically growling the words. If his eyes weren’t their natural green color, I might think his wolf was close to the surface.


I want to smart off to him. It’s not like I did it on purpose. But the last thing I want to do is make him mad. I don’t want enemies at this school. So instead, I just look at him, wondering why I feel so strongly about him. I just met him. And he’s rude. It doesn’t make sense.


“This—” he points between the two of us, “doesn’t matter.”


“What are you talking about?” I look into his eyes, trying to forget how fast my heart is racing.


He furrows his brows.


“Who are you?” I ask, needing to know his name.


“Devin Benson,” he answers.


Devin?


As in Isabella’s Devin?


I snort. “Of course you are.”


“You’ve heard of me?” He smirks.


I shrug. “I met your girlfriend.”


“My… girlfriend?” He looks completely perplexed.


“Isabella,” I say, reminding him of her name. If he can’t remember her name, they must not be serious.


“She told you that we’re dating?” His eyes flash yellow.


I go to take a step back, but Devin grabs onto my arm to stop me. He quickly drops it, like he’s scared I’m going to read his emotions again. My chest aches at his distrust, but he barely knows me. Why would he trust me?


“Are you scared of me?” His eyes are still yellow.


I nod, hating how my body trembles. “I’ve been taught how vicious wolf shifters are. And your wolf is close to the surface.”


He growls again. “Who told you that wolf shifters are vicious?”


“My… my father,” I answer, stuttering over my words. “And, to be honest, the kids in this school aren’t doing a lot to change my mind.”


Except maybe Blake, but I don’t mention my friend. Somehow, I don’t think that will help the situation.


Devin blinks slowly and when he opens his eyes, they’re green again. “As much as I don’t like you, my wolf would never attack you.”


“You don’t… like me?” I hate how my voice breaks.


Why am I letting a guy I don’t even know affect me like this?


“You look confused.” Devin looks at me, cocking his head to the side.


“Because I am.” I shake my head. “I’m used to people not liking me. Why do I even care that you don’t like me? I don’t even know you.”


“It’s because we’re mates.” His eye flash yellow again, but quickly turn back green.


“Mates?” I ask, hating how his words ring true. But how can that be?


“Soulmates,” he clarifies.


“Dark fae don’t have soulmates.” I cross my arms over my chest, ready to argue.


“It doesn’t matter if dark fae don’t have mates. You do have one,” he says, very matter of factly. “Not that it matters. I don’t plan on doing anything about our bond.”


My chest aches. I rub at it, wishing the pain would go away.


I feel the truth behind his words.


He loathes me.


And, more importantly, he doesn’t want anything to do with me, which hurts worse than any pain I’ve ever felt before. My chest is heavy and I feel like I can’t breathe.


“Well, I don’t know you. And, like I said, dark fae don’t have soulmates. So I don’t care.” I hold my head up, trying to show him that he’s not affecting me.


He smirks. “You know, I might not be able to feel your emotions, but I’m a wolf shifter. I can smell that you’re lying. But even without all that, you’re easy to read. You can’t lie. Not to me.”


My cheeks grow warm. “My father doesn’t allow dating outside our species. The penalty is death. It doesn’t matter what I feel. What matters is, I don’t think you’re worth dying for.”


His face softens. “Your father would kill his own daughter for dating a wolf shifter?”


I nod. “He’d love to use me as an example.”


My heart aches, but I can’t quite place the feeling. I wonder what’s happening when I realize it’s Devin. He feels sorry for me.


I shove him away from me. “Don’t you dare feel sorry for me, Devin Benson. I don’t need your pity.”


His eyes flash yellow again, this time they don’t turn green again. I wonder if he really is about to attack me, but he just stands there, watching me.


“I’ve got to go.” I walk past him and run up the stairs to my dorm. By the time I get to my room, I can no longer hold back my tears.


Isn’t this what I’ve always wanted? A soulmate.


How can fate be so cruel to give me one that hates me?


His rejection stings.


I don’t need Devin. I was fine before I ever met him and I’ll continue to be fine.


Who needs a mate anyway?




Why do you care anyway?





My head is still spinning when Blake comes to my dorm later that evening. He doesn’t want me to walk to the party by myself because he’s worried about what Isabella and her friends will try to do to me if I’m alone.


I think about telling Blake about Devin, but what could I say? That he’s my mate, but he doesn’t want anything to do with me? It’s embarrassing. I decide to keep the information to myself. It’s easier that way. And less embarrassing.


“Are you okay?” Blake asks, as we make our way down the stairs. “Your heart is racing really fast.”


“Is it?” I try to feign innocence, but I have a feeling he can see right through it. I rub a hand over my chest, willing it to calm.


“Don’t be nervous.” He pauses, turning toward me. “I’ll protect you from Isabella and Katherine.”


He thinks I’m nervous because of them.


I wish that were the case.


No, instead I can’t stop thinking about green eyes.


I’ve really got to stop thinking about him or my heart will never stop racing.


“Tori, I don’t mean any offense by this, but you don’t think tonight is a date, right?” Blake looks over his shoulder at me.


“No.” I chuckle at the idea of that.


“Maybe I should be offended that you’re laughing at the mere idea of us going on a date, but I’ve got to tell you, I’m relieved.” He grins. “I know that I told you soulmates are strange, but I’m still waiting for her. I’m not dating anybody.”


My heart swells.


Blake is so sweet. And while I can’t see him as anything more than a friend, I couldn’t help but wish that Devin was more like him.


“You’re going to make your mate very happy,” I tell him, meaning the words wholeheartedly. “She’s a lucky girl.”


He grins widely, revealing dimples. “If dark fae had soulmates, yours would be lucky, Tori. I wish you could experience it.”


I always wanted to experience it. But now…


I’ve never heard of a mate being rejected. Part of me wishes I were brave enough to ask Blake, but I’m not. What if Devin never accepts me as his mate? But what if he does accept me as his mate? I’m pretty sure my father would kill me. And him. Both scenarios are equally terrifying.


Blake opens the door that leads out the back, motioning for me to go out first.


“Thanks,” I mumble, walking out.


He steps up beside me and guides me down the beach.


Shifter Academy is bigger than I thought. The island it’s on is a lot bigger than I thought too. We walk for a good way down the beach. I notice there are smaller houses in the back, probably for teachers or anybody coming to visit. But there is also thick foliage and trees. I see a path through trees.


“Do people come walking back here?” I point toward the path.


Blake laughs. “We have to run somewhere.”


“Run?” I raise an eyebrow.


“When we shift,” he clarifies.


My eyes widen. “People shift? Here? At school?”


He nods, looking amused. “You really don’t know a lot about shifters, do you?”


“Just that you’re all vicious,” I tease.


“And don’t you forget it.” He winks.


I start to say something, but I see a bonfire up ahead. “A bunch of teenagers and a fire—what could possibly go wrong?”


He furrows his brows. “You’re just now seeing the fire?”


I nod.


“Huh. Dark fae can’t see well,” he says.


I punch his shoulder softly. “Not everybody can have the eyesight of a wolf.”


“Ouch.” He rubs his shoulder dramatically. “For being so little, you sure do punch hard.”


“Wimp,” I tease.


As we get closer to the bonfire, I get a nervous pit in my stomach. I’m excited about hanging out with Blake and maybe getting to know a few people, but I’m anxious about what Isabella intends to do tonight. That girl despises me.


What if I see Devin tonight?


Just the thought of his name has my heart doubling in speed. Thankfully it’s loud enough that Blake doesn’t seem to notice.


From quite a ways back, I feel the heat from the bonfire. A lot of students are standing in groups, talking excitedly. When they notice me, they usually step further away. It’s almost like they’re scared of me, which doesn’t make sense. I’m not a predator—they are.


Out of the corner of my eye, I see a tiger chasing another tiger.


I scoot closer to Blake.


He laughs when he notices my movement. “You don’t need to worry. Just because we shift doesn’t mean we suddenly become wild animals. It’s still us in there.”


I know that in theory. But it’s still scary to see a giant tiger running close to me.


“I’ve never seen a shifter in their animal form before,” I admit, looking away from the woods where the tigers disappeared.


“Really?” His eyes widen in surprise.


Where would I have seen them? It’s not like shifters and dark fae get together to hang out.


“Are there going to be more people shifting?” I ask, scooting closer toward him.


He chuckles, draping his arm across my shoulder. “You’re lucky my wolf likes you. He will protect you, don’t worry.”


I do feel safer with Blake by my side.


I start to say something else when I’m interrupted by a pair of yellow eyes.


“Get away from her.”


A very angry Devin stops directly in front of us. His entire body is shaking. I’ve never seen anybody shift before, but I know he’s close by the way his body is vibrating. I can feel the power coming off him.


Blake drops his arm, putting a little distance between us.


I cross my arms over my chest, refusing to back down. “You can’t tell him what to do.”


Blake smirks, turning to me. “Actually, I can. I’m dominant.”


I roll my eyes.


Blake stays quiet beside me, but I see the curious look he gives me. He doesn’t say anything, which makes me think Devin is right—his wolf is dominant.


“What are you doing with him anyway?” Devin asks, his eyes still golden yellow.


“Blake is my friend.” My only friend, but I don’t need to tell him that.


“Not anymore.” Devin takes a step closer to me. “You won’t be seeing him anymore.”


“Want to bet?” I narrow my eyes, daring him to argue with me. “Your little alpha wolf tricks don’t work on me. I’m not a wolf, Devin.”


His eyes instantly change from yellow to green. I wonder what I said to make him calm down—I thought for sure my words would’ve angered him.


Devin looks at me, his head cocked to the side. He grabs the end of my dark red hair, studying it between his fingers. “You’re gorgeous.”


Before I get a chance to even comprehend what he’s saying, I feel a stabbing pain across my cheek. I double over in pain, unaware of anything going on around me.


“Tori.” Blake is yelling.


Another noise catches my attention.


Laughter.


Blake helps me stand up. I look and see that Isabella is beside Devin. She’s laughing hysterically. Devin isn’t any better. He’s smirking.


“Oops. I forgot dark fae react to iron like that.” Isabella swings a necklace around her finger. “Sorry.”


I put a hand to my cheek, trying to ease the burning pain.


“What is wrong with you?” Blake stands between Isabella and me, trying to block me from her view. He turns to Devin. “And you. You call yourself an alpha, but you’re nothing but a bully.”


Devin’s smirk slips from his face. “And I told you to stay away from her.”


“Why do you care anyway?” Blake stands his ground, not backing down. Not when it comes to me.


“Wolves will not associate with her kind.” His green eyes shift toward me, his voice lowering into an almost growl.


“I’m a dirty hybrid, so it doesn’t matter what I do.” Blake grabs onto my hand. “Come on, Tori. We’re leaving.”


Before we make it two steps away, Devin is stepping in front of Blake.


“Get your hand off her.” His eyes are yellow again.


Blake does let go of my hand, but he doesn’t back away.


I step between Blake and Devin, wanting to protect my friend. “Blake is my friend. You can’t tell him to stay away from me. It’s not going to happen.”


Devin stands there, his yellow eyes staring into mine.


“Can we please go by?” I ask, lowering my voice. “My face hurts and I’d like to go back to my dorm.”


He backs up, making room for us to pass. But his eyes never change from yellow.


Blake doesn’t try to grab my hand this time, but we do pace beside one another, toward the castle. Neither of us speaks a word until we’re almost back inside.


“What was that?” Blake asks.


I shrug. “I guess Isabella recruited Devin to distract me.”


“You don’t like him, right?”


“Who, Devin?” I shake my head. “He is a bully, just like Isabella.”


“Yeah, but he was acting very strange.” He opens the door, motioning me inside first. “If I didn’t see him take part in bullying you, I’d almost think he liked you. At least his wolf likes you. It’s strange.”


Strange indeed, but I’m not going to tell Blake the truth.


I’m embarrassed to be rejected by my mate. And hurt that he allowed me to get hurt while he stood idly by. Devin can’t stand me.


“And you.” Blake points a finger toward me. “You just stood there and let Isabella bully you.”


I stop, turning to face him. “I can’t do anything, Blake. I have to survive in this school. Getting suspended isn’t an option for me.”


Because what Isabella did is nothing compared to what my father would do to me.


Blake frowns. “I don’t like it.”


“It is what it is.” I clear my throat, hoping he can’t hear that I’m on the verge of tears. “I just want to go to bed and forget tonight happened.”


“Okay.” He sighs. “I just don’t want you to think all wolf shifters are like Devin and Isabella.”


“I don’t.” I put my hand on his arm, offering him a smile. “You’re probably the nicest person I’ve ever met and you’re a wolf shifter.”


He grins. “Goodnight, Tori.”


“Night.”


We walk our separate ways after that and once I’m in my room, I cry myself to sleep.
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Monday, August 17

He should be my mate, not Devin.





I dread starting class on Monday, but it’s actually not that bad.


My first two classes are pretty mundane—math and English. Blake, and Devin, along with all of the senior class, are in these classes with me. The next class is a little strange. Mating rituals. I have no idea what to expect in that class, but I don’t suspect it will be boring. Unfortunately, Devin is also in that class. My last class before lunch is supernatural history. I’m relieved when I spot Blake sitting in the back of the classroom. I take the empty spot beside him, hoping Devin won’t be in this class with me.


“How was last period?” he eyes me warily.


Blake is scared to let me out of his sight since everything went down Friday night. He insisted on walking me everywhere over the weekend. Thankfully, I didn’t have any run-ins with Isabella or Devin, though I suspect that’s because Blake kept me hidden away.


“It was fine. I have mating rituals.” I frown.


He snorts. “I took that last year. It talks a lot about soulmates—stuff we already know.”


Stuff he already knows. I don’t know anything about mates, only what I’ve read in fiction books.


Blake looks behind me and tenses up. I look over, curious about what he’s looking at. I spot Devin walking through the door. His eyes flash yellow when he sees me sitting beside Blake. Surprisingly, he doesn’t make his way over to us. He ignores us completely, walking to the other side of the room. He takes a seat by Isabella. My stomach aches with jealousy.


I hate her.


I hate him.


No, that’s not true. I want to hate Devin, but the stupid mate bond won’t let me. I like him far too much considering I only met him, but that can’t be helped.


“Do you think she’s pretty?” I ask Blake.


“Uh, who?”


I look over at him. “Isabella.”


He wrinkles his nose. “Gross.”


“I’m serious.” I sigh, turning to look at her and Devin. “She’s got nice hair.”


Blake snorts. “Have you looked in the mirror, Tori? Your hair is incredible. How do you stand to keep it so long? And the shade of red is so beautiful.”


I shrug, turning back to him. “I just think Isabella is supernaturally gorgeous.”


“And she knows it too,” he says, thoughtfully. “But so are you. Only you’re not arrogant about it.”


I roll my eyes. “Whatever.”


I don’t feel beautiful.


“You’re not attracted to Devin, right?” Blake asks.


Devin turns to look at us, his green eyes piercing into me.


I look at Blake, ignoring Devin. “I already told you, my father will arrange a marriage for me when I’m older. I don’t date. There is no point. My fate is already decided.”


He frowns. “I hope you have a mate out there just so you don’t have to have an arranged marriage. That sounds awful.”


I shrug. “It is what is.”


I bet they won’t cover arranged marriages in my mating rituals class.


A young guy walks in wearing a pair of khaki shorts and a white polo shirt. I’d think he was a student except he walks up to the front of the room and puts his bag on the teacher’s desk.


“Hello, class. I am Mr. Benson. Welcome to supernatural history.” He grabs a stack of papers and begins handing them out. “This is your syllabus for the year. I do not allow for makeup assignments unless you lose a limb.”


I glance at Blake and whisper, “He’s joking, right?”


Blake raises an eyebrow at me.


I turn my attention back to the front of the room and jump when I see Mr. Benson standing directly in front of my desk.


“I’m a wolf shifter, which means I can hear you whispering.” He’s got a smirk on his face.


His smirk looks familiar.


Do I know him?


The class laughs, clearly humored by my blunder.


“Sorry. I forgot.” I grin, hoping I didn’t get off on the wrong foot with him.


Mr. Benson shakes his head. “Welcome to Shifter Academy, Princess Hastings. Try to remember for the future. Not even princesses get away with acting out in my class.”


My cheeks grow warm and I sink further into my seat. “It’s just Tori,” I mumble.


He cocks his head, studying me carefully for a moment. Just as quickly, he turns around and walks back to the front of the room.


I hold the syllabus in my hand, looking over it as he talks.


“I am pleased to announce that we have added dark fae history to our curriculum this year.” Mr. Benson leans against his desk, crossing his arms over his chest.


Great. Just what I wanted—to learn more about my wicked ancestors.


“First, though, we are going to cover everybody’s favorite subject—vampires.”


Everybody groans.


I wonder why they’re so opposed to studying vampires. I studied about them my freshman year and thought they were fascinating.


“Tori, why are you the only one not unhappy about this?” Mr. Benson looks at me.


I hate that he’s singling me out. My cheeks grow warm from the attention, but I ignore the others and answer his question. “Vampires are a species that depends on human blood for nutrition. It is so strange considering how separated we are from human culture. We see humans all the time out in the world, but we never interact with them longer than it takes to order a coffee. But vampires have to somehow get blood from them while still keeping their kind secret.


“Plus, vampires are the only kind of supernatural creature that can be made. Everybody else must be born. It must be so strange to be human and then wake up a vampire, knowing nothing of the supernatural world.”


Mr. Benson stays quiet, studying me for a long moment before smiling. “Vampires can also be born, but only between true mates.” He finally looks away from me. “Can anybody tell me the law on creating new vampires?”


The rest of the class passes quickly. Mr. Benson doesn’t call on me anymore and I’m happy about that.


I do like Mr. Benson. I’m not sure why I like him, but there’s something about him that feels familiar, almost like he’s family. I don’t understand it. He’s a wolf shifter. But I feel comfortable around him, like I do with my brother, Nico.


Blake and I head toward lunch together. He keeps me close to his side. I can tell by the way he fidgets with his fingers that he’s nervous about going into the dining hall. The last time I was in there, Isabella’s friend, Katherine, poured her soda all over me. I’m hoping today will be more pleasant.


“Don’t look so worried.” I bump him with my elbow as we wait in line for food. “I have ten brothers. Trust me, anything these girls do have nothing on them.”


Blake’s jaw drops open. “Your mother gave birth to eleven children?”


I snort. “They’re half brothers. My mom is dead.”


He frowns. “I’m so sorry Tori.”


I chew on my thumb. “She died right after I was born.”


“What happened?” he asks.


“She killed herself.”


He blinks.


“What should I get to eat?” I look ahead, wishing they had some vegetarian options. I like meat, but not for every single meal.


“You just told me your mom killed herself and you want to talk about food?” he asks.


I ignore him. “How do shifters eat so much meat?”


He gets the hint and lets it drop. “We burn a lot of calories when we shift.”


“If I want a taco, how many tacos am I going to get?”


He laughs. “I’ll help you eat your food.”


Somehow, I don’t think it’ll be a hardship for him.


I get tacos. Ten of them. And they’re not small either. I keep one, pushing the rest to Blake’s side of the table.


He eyes the food, his eyes sparkling. “Tori, this is the beginning of a beautiful friendship.”


I laugh so hard that it brings tears to my eyes. I don’t even care that people are staring. “Blake, the look on your face! You look like you’re in heaven.”


Blake laughs along with me, but he abruptly stops, getting a serious look on his face. I wonder what he’s looking at when I spot a figure appears beside me.


“I thought I told you to stay away from her.” Devin growls at Blake.


I glance up at the alpha male. “Dude, stop growling at my friend. That’s rude.”


Devin looks at me, his eyes instantly shifting from yellow to green. “Why do you keep hanging out with this mutt?”


Blake remains really quiet. He will stand up for me against everybody, but when it comes to Devin, I think Blake is scared of him.


“I could ask the same thing about your group of friends.” I look toward the table where all the popular wolf shifters sit. Isabella is shooting daggers my way. I quickly turn back to Devin. “Your girlfriend is missing you. Why don’t you run along?”


Devin smirks. “Careful, Princess Hastings. You sound jealous.”


I roll my eyes. “Jealous of a girl with no soul? And I already told you, my name is Tori.”


Blake chuckles.


Devin’s eyes turn yellow as they snap to Blake. “What’s the matter? Did the tiger shifters not want a mutt at their table?”


Blake’s face turns red, but he keeps his lips firmly pressed together.


I turn to Devin. “Do you not have anything better to do than pick on my friend?”


Devin ignores me, still looking at Blake. I wonder how I’m going to deescalate the inevitable fight between them when another figure appears by my table. My stomach sinks when I see the white blonde hair.


This isn’t going to end well.


“Devin, what are you doing with the soul sucking succubus?” Isabella puts his hands on Devin’s chest.


I want to rip her hands off and shove them down her throat.


I shake my head, looking away.


I am not a violent person. Why did I just think that? Isabella can have Devin. He doesn’t even like me.


“Dark fae don’t eat the souls of men,” Blake says, standing up for me.


“I kind of wish we did,” I mumble under my breath.


Blake snorts.


“The princess isn’t used to being at the bottom of the food chain.” Isabella’s icy blue eyes land on me. “Don’t talk to my future alpha. You’re beneath him.”


My jaw drops open.


She’s certainly joking, right? Because Devin is the one who keeps coming to me. He’s made his stance on the whole mates thing very clear. I’ve never once approached him. He’s the one invading my personal space.


It takes every bit of willpower to keep my mouth shut.


I can’t get kicked out of Shifter Academy. This is my chance to prove to my father that I’m not the incompetent daughter he thinks of me as. Getting kicked out for fighting a feisty she-wolf is not in my plans.


Why can’t the wolves just leave me alone?


“I’m sorry,” I tell her.


Devin looks at me, his eyebrows furrowed.


Did he really expect me to fight for him? He’s the one who doesn’t want me. Besides, I don’t make a habit of fighting with people, Devin just brings out the worst in me.


Isabella growls. “Don’t look at him.”


She takes a step forward, her eyes yellow and her body shaking. I’m worried she’s about to shift into a wolf right here and attack me. But before she takes another step, somebody else joins us at the table.


“Is there a problem here?”


Mr. Benson steps between Isabella and me.


Isabella instantly takes a step back and lowers her head. “No, sir.”


Mr. Benson looks at Devin, then at me. “Tori, are they bothering you?”


I shake my head, not meeting his eyes. I’m scared that he will see right through me if I did.


“Isabella, go sit down with the other wolves,” Mr. Benson says, his voice stern.


Isabella doesn’t say a word. She just turns around and marches off. I have a feeling that it will probably come back to bite me later, but I try not to focus on that.


Mr. Benson looks at Devin. “I expected better from you, Devin.”


Devin’s eyes flash yellow, but only for a second. “You don’t know anything, Dawson.”


Dawson? Why is Devin calling Mr. Benson Dawson?


It takes a moment to remember that Benson is Devin’s last name.


Oh, my gosh. Mr. Benson is his brother. It’s why Isabella ran away. And it’s why Mr. Benson feels like family. Because he is. Kind of. In a weird way. Or he would be, if Devin didn’t reject me.


“We will talk later,” Mr. Benson says to Devin, turning to me.


Devin storms off. I expect him to go back to sit with the other wolf shifters, but instead he rushes out of the cafeteria. I get the feeling that he’s going outside to shift.


He’s mad. Even though he’s long gone, I can still feel his anger lingering in the air.


Mr. Benson looks at Blake. “Can you give me and moment with Tori?”


Blake looks at me, so I nod at him to let him know it’s okay. He gets up, leaving me there alone with Mr. Benson.


I turn to look at my teacher.


“I know the kind of girl Isabella is.” Mr. Benson’s familiar green eyes home in on me. “One word and I will call my older brother. He’s the alpha of our pack. He can get her to back off.”


I shake my head. “I’m fine. I can handle a mean girl.”


“I heard what she did.”


I lower my head, feigning innocence. “Uh, what she did?”


Mr. Benson growls. “She slapped you with iron. That kind of behavior could get her expelled if you would just speak up.”


I shake my head, daring to look up. “I came here to make my father proud. Getting into petty fights with jealous girls will not make him proud.”


He sighs. “I don’t like it.”


I shrug, not knowing what to say.


“I feel protective of you.” He narrows his eyes. “I don’t know why. It’s strange. It’s almost the way I feel about…”


He cuts off, not finishing his thoughts.


I don’t press him because I don’t want him to make the connection that I’m Devin’s mate. It’s completely mortifying enough as it is. Having people know that Devin’s rejected me would be ten times worse.


“I will be okay.” I sit up straighter. “Dark fae are very resilient. And I’ve been through a lot worse than this.”


He frowns.


I realize I’ve said too much.


“Tori, I am here for you. Think me of like a big brother.” He pats my shoulder. “Any time you need to talk, my door is open.”


I smile at him, grateful.


Mr. Benson is really, really nice. It’s hard to believe he’s related to Devin.


Mr. Benson should be my mate, not Devin.


Fate really is cruel.




What are you doing?





I wake up to a searing pain around my neck.


My airwaves are being constricted. I reach up, to pull at my neck, and burn my hands.


Iron.


Somebody is choking me with iron from behind.


My life flashes before my eyes.


It was always going to lead here—my father killing me, one way or another. He sent me to this school, hoping to be rid of a problem. Somebody else is just doing his dirty work.


I think about Devin and the life we could’ve had. As much as I hate to admit it, he’s super attractive. I wonder what our children would be like. Would I get along with his family? I wouldn’t introduce him to mine. Well, maybe Nico and a few other brothers.


Would we be happy if he hadn’t rejected me?


What about Blake? Is he going to be left alone in this school without a friend? The wolves don’t like him and the tigers haven’t approached him that I’ve seen. Will he miss me after only knowing me for three days? Or will he forget about me quickly?


Just as darkness starts to creep in around the edge of my vision, the door to my dorm bursts open with a powerful force. The iron around my neck is loosened as something goes flying at my attacker.


No, not something. Somebody.


Devin.


I sit up, the iron falling from my body. My neck is burning, but I have to see what is happening. I look over and see Mia lying on her back. Her eyes are wide open and she’s not breathing.


Oh, my gosh.


I fall backward, going off the edge of my bed, but I don’t hit the ground. Devin catches me.


“Did she just try to kill me?” I whisper the words, but they still burn my throat.


The iron cut deeper than I thought. Much longer and I would be the one lying on the floor right now.


“I took care of her.” Devin lifts me and carries me to the nearby futon. He takes the time to shut the door to my dorm and sits down. I try to climb off his lap, but he clings tightly to me.


I almost just died.


Mia seemed so indifferent toward me. She hadn’t even been in our room, aside from one night. I just figured she was hanging out with friends. I didn’t consider that she was plotting my murder.


Another thought hits me.


“Am I going to be expelled?” My voice is quiet. I’m not able to be any louder, but I know Devin heard me.


His body stiffens. “You almost died and you’re worried about being expelled.”


“If I get expelled, I’m as good as dead anyway.” I say the words without thinking.


“What do you mean?” Devin keeps his arms around me, gently rubbing his thumb on my lower back. I hate how good his thumb feels.


“Why do you think only one dark fae is here? And me, of all the dark fae. My father’s only daughter, and second in line to the throne.”


He stays quiet and I wish I could see his expression. It’s hardly fair that he can see in the dark while I can’t.


“What are you saying, Tori?” Devin whispers, like he’s scared to hear what I’m going to answer.


I close my eyes, wondering what I can trust Devin with. He’s being sweet tonight. But he rejected me. Is he going to go back to hating me tomorrow?


“Can I trust you?” I ask.


He shifts a little. I wonder what he’s doing when he turns on a lamp, illuminating the small space. He can see in the dark, so I know he did it for me. He looks me directly in the eyes as he answers. “I’m the one person in life you can trust unequivocally.”


I take a deep breath. It burns my throat, but I try not to let it show. “My dad resents the fact that I’m a girl. He, uh, has ten sons. And he’s very proud of that fact. But he’s ashamed of me.”


Devin’s eyes flash yellow.


“He is under the impression that wolf shifters are vicious.”


He glances over, reminding me that Mia is still in the room. “He might not be wrong.”


“He is, though,” I deny. “Because my friend Blake is the sweetest guy I’ve ever met.”


Devin growls. “Can you not talk about him?”


“Sorry.” I lower my head. “Anyway, he was happy to send me, hoping that one of the wolf shifters would kill me. Not only would it take care of the fact that I exist, but it would also start the war my dad’s been eager to fight.”


He rubs a hand over his face. “Your dad is seriously messed up.”


I shrug, not arguing.


“Don’t worry about Mia. She’s been acting out in her pack for a while. She was one move away from Supernatural Island. Trust me, dead is better than supernatural prison,” Devin says.


I’m not so sure about that. At least in prison, there is a chance of reform.


Devin looks at me. “I’m serious. She would have been exiled from the pack. It’s the most excruciating pain anybody could ever experience.”


I didn’t know that. “We don’t have anything like that with the dark fae. You either submit to the king or die. Occasionally dark fae will run and hide among humans, but if they’re ever caught, my father never shows mercy.”


“Your king is known for never showing mercy. I heard that he beheaded one of his concubines.” He studies me carefully. “It can’t be easy to grow up like that.”


I frown, remembering the incident.


It was Nico’s mom. My father thought she made Nico weak. He was only six at the time, I was eight. We were both close to her. She took on the mother role for me too. I never let myself get close to any of my father’s concubines after that.


“What about your mom?” Devin asks. “Is she still alive?”


Tears press against the back of my eyes, but I refuse to let them fall.


Devin may have just saved my life, but he’s also rejected me. He doesn’t get to know personal things about me—he hasn’t earned that right.


“How did you know?” My eyes glance over toward Mia.


“My wolf… he felt you freaking out. I couldn’t stop him from coming,” Devin admits. “He hasn’t come to terms with the fact that I’ve rejected you.”


My chest aches.


Being reminded makes the pain feel fresh.


Will I spend my life wondering what if when it comes to Devin?


“Do you know your eyes change colors?” Devin looks right into my eyes.


I want to hide.


I push a piece of hair behind my ear. “Yeah, it’s a dark fae thing. They lighten and darken depending on our emotions.”


“What does gray mean?” He studies me, like if he looks at me long enough he will figure it out.


I don’t want him to know that when my eyes are gray when I’m sad, just like I don’t want him to know they’re bright blue when I’m happy.


I close my eyes so he can’t see them.


“Don’t close them. I want to see,” Devin urges.


My eyes open, almost without my permission. “Why do you talk about your wolf like he’s a separate being? Aren’t you the same person?”


He nods. “Yeah. But right now it feels strange, like my wolf and I aren’t in sync. My wolf likes you.”


I grin. “I like your wolf.”


His eyes flash yellow but quickly go back to green.


“Your eyes change colors a lot too,” I tell him.


His lips turn down. “Only around you. Like I said, my wolf and I don’t exactly agree right now.”


“But you still saved me.”


He nods.


“And…” I clear my throat, trying to get the burning to cease. “You haven’t let me get up from your lap.”


He nods again. “Just for a little longer. And then…”


I swallow hard at the implication. “What is going to happen?”


“We will tell them the truth.” He rubs a thumb gently along the wound on my throat. It’s already healing, but it’s still pretty rough. “She attacked you and I saved your life.”


“And you’re sure I won’t be expelled?”


“I promise you won’t, even if I have to call my alpha. Even Headmaster Graham has to answer to him.”


Right.


I almost forgot that Devin’s older brother is the alpha.


“How did your brother become Alpha?” I ask.


Devin lowers his head. “He’s just in charge until I come of age.”


I raise an eyebrow. “Isn’t the title always handed down to the firstborn son?”


He shakes his head. “No. It’s based on dominance. For some reason, I am more dominant than both my older brothers.”


Of course he is.


Because I couldn’t just have a mate who is a regular wolf shifter—of course he’s an alpha.


At least now it makes sense why he’s rejecting me. Nobody wants their alpha to be mated to a dark fae.


Another thought hits me, something I learned from my mating rituals class today. Shifters can only have children with the mate fate chose for them. So if Devin is rejecting me, that means he won’t have an heir.


I don’t bring that up though. Now isn’t the time. Now… we have to deal with Mia.


He sighs, loosening his grip on me. “We should get this taken care of so you can go back to bed.”


I’m not so sure about that. How am I ever going to sleep in here again?


“How did you even get into my dorm?” I cock my head to the side. “Headmaster Graham told me that only people who are invited can come in.”


“Because I’m your mate.” He groans, pausing to look at me. “Nobody can know that. Here’s the story—I came by earlier because I needed notes for one of our classes. You invited me in. That is why I was here. And that is why I could come in without being invited.”


“And what is the lie for how you knew I was being attacked?” I ask. “Because you know they’ll ask that.”


“I’ll figure it out when the time comes.” He stands, slowly lowering me to my feet. “Are you okay?”


I nod, wondering if Devin cares or just his wolf.


Mates are far more complicated than I ever thought.




Let’s keep this between us.





Devin leads me from the girls’ wing of the castle. I expect him to pull me straight to Headmaster Graham's office. Instead, he takes me to a wing of the castle I haven’t been in before. He knocks on a door. I wonder what he’s doing when Mr. Benson opens the door. His hair is a mess and he’s only wearing a pair of sweats. I divert my eyes quickly.


“Devin? Tori?” Mr. Benson sucks in a sharp breath. “What happened to your neck?”


“I’m fine.” I rub my hand over it, trying to hide it. But my voice still isn’t strong. It comes out in barely above a whisper.


Devin snorts. “You’re not fine.”


I roll my eyes. I want to smart off that I’ve been through worse, but that’s far too personal for Devin and his older brother to know.


“What happened?” Mr. Benson asks Devin.


Devin rubs a hand at the back of his neck. “We need to talk to Headmaster Graham.”


Mr. Benson stands there, waiting for Devin to elaborate.


“Tori was attacked by her roommate, Mia, tonight,” Devin says. “And, uh, I killed Mia.”


Mr. Benson makes a fist. “Devin.”


“She had an iron chain around Tori’s neck and was killing her. I thought you’d be happy I saved your precious dark fae.” Devin glares at his older brother.


Mr. Benson turns to me, cocking his head in a similar way that Devin does. “Devin, how did you even know it was happening?”


He keeps his eyes on me as he waits for Devin to answer and it’s unnerving.


His eyes are the same shade of olive green as Devin’s.


My cheeks grow warm as I wonder what Devin is going to say.


“I heard her calling for help,” Devin says nonchalantly.


Mr. Benson finally looks toward his younger brother. “How did you hear her? The boys’ dorms are on the opposite side of the castle.”


Devin smirks. “What do you think I was doing in the girls’ dormitory that late at night?”


If I didn’t know the truth, I would be jealous.


Mr. Benson growls. “Devin, you’re an idiot. You know what it means to wait for your mate. It’s wolf law for a reason.”


“Nothing happened.” Devin rolls his eyes, annoyed with his brother. “And it’s a good thing I was in the girls’ dorms or I never would’ve heard Tori.”


Mr. Benson pinches the bridge of his nose, like he’s trying to ward off a headache.


I imagine any time spent with Devin is headache inducing.


Knowing the nature of wolves, I know it must be hard to have a younger brother who is more dominant.


“You know our brother will hear about this.” Mr. Benson gives Devin a pointed look. “And Tori’s father—”


“No.” I step a step closer to Mr. Benson, ready to beg and plead with him. “You can’t tell my dad.”


“He’s the king.” Mr. Benson furrows his brows as he looks at me. “And he’s your dad. He should know what almost happened.”


“Please, don’t.” My entire body trembles. “Or let Devin finish what Mia started.”


Mr. Benson steps backward, his back hitting the closed door.


Devin growls. “That’s not happening, Tori.”


I hadn’t meant to say that, but I can’t take the words back now.


Truthfully, it’d be better to die at Devin’s hands than at my father’s. At least Devin would do it quick and show me mercy. My father would relish in my screams.


Mr. Benson opens his door, motioning the two of us inside.


He turns on a light and slips on a t-shirt. Once he’s dressed, he walks closer to me, instructing me to look up. He touches my neck and I flinch. It’s still really tender.


“This is really nasty.” Mr. Benson frowns.


“And now you know why I had to kill Mia.” Devin crosses his arms over his chest.


Mr. Benson looks at his younger brother. “Weren’t you part of a group bullying Tori at lunch earlier today? And now you kill somebody to save her?”


Devin shrugs, not bothering with a response.


Mr. Benson turns his curious gaze to me. “And you invited him in?”


I glance over at Devin, then back to Mr. Benson, nodding slowly. “Uh, yeah. Earlier today. H-he had to borrow some n-notes for cl-class.”


I am a lousy liar.


Mr. Benson knows it.


Devin rolls his eyes at me.


“I’ve heard dark fae aren’t good at lying,” Mr. Benson says.


I smile, wondering where he heard that. “Then you should meet my father. He excels at it.”


He gives me a sympathetic look.


I hold up a hand. “Can we just get this whole thing over with? I’d rather get it done tonight so hopefully nobody finds out. The last thing I need is the other kids thinking I murdered my roommate.”


Mr. Benson turns to Devin. “I’m going to call Headmaster Graham. You two go wait outside his office. I’m going to change and meet you there.”


Devin grabs hold of my wrist and tugs me behind him.


“Ouch,” I say, once we’re out the door. I pull my wrist out of his grasp and rub it. “Dark fae are a lot more fragile than wolf shifters.”


Yellow eyes meet mine. He doesn’t say a word. He just grabs onto my wrist, gently this time, and inspects it for injuries. I see him frown.


“I’m sorry.” He rubs at the red marks with his thumbs.


Devin shakes his head and yellow eyes are replaced with green. He quickly drops my wrists, furrowing his brows.


He closes his eyes and takes a deep breath. “My wolf is really annoying.”


“Sorry,” I say, though I’m not sure what I’m apologizing for. It does seem that I am the cause of a lot of problems and stress in his life. I wish things were different. I wish I were what he needed.


He takes off walking again, this time at a quicker pace. He doesn’t reach out to touch me. I’m a little disappointed, but I know where I stand with him. We’re not together, nor will we ever be. The sooner I accept that, the better off I will be.


When we get to Headmaster Graham’s office, Devin motions for me to take a seat on the bench. He opts to pace back and forth outside his office while we wait.


He makes me nervous.


“Are we going to get in trouble?” I ask quietly.


He looks at me, shaking his head. “No. You didn’t do anything wrong. I’m the future alpha, so I do what I want. We’ll be fine.”


So why is he nervous?


He sighs, sitting down beside me. “I just don’t want anybody to find out about us. You’re a really bad liar and I’m worried the truth will come out.”


“I won’t tell, Devin.”


Yellow eyes lock onto mine.


Eventually, he nods, turning his head away. When he looks at me again, his eyes are green.


“Yellow eyes mean that your wolf is close to the surface, right?” I ask.


He nods. “And gray eyes mean you’re sad.”


I shrug, not answering either way.


He smirks. “I’m right. I know I am. I’m figuring out how to read you. The more time I spend with you, the easier it gets.”


“I guess it’s good that you won’t spend time with me because we can’t have that.” Him figuring out how to read me would be tragic.


Nobody needs to know what goes on in my life, least of all Devin and his overbearing wolf.


Devin smirks. “What do you want to keep hidden from me?”


“Nothing,” I mumble, lowering my head.


Thankfully, before Devin can press any further, he jumps out of the seat and opts to stand on the other side of the hall from me. I wonder what he’s doing until a moment later when I hear footsteps.


Of course… he doesn’t want anybody to see us sitting together and actually getting along.


No matter how much I wish tonight had changed things, it hasn’t. Devin still hates me. He’s still rejecting me. And I’m still alone.


Very, very alone.


Devin growls, flashing yellow eyes. “Stop it with the gray eyes. My wolf doesn’t like it.”


“Like I can help it,” I argue. “It’s just part of being a dark fae. I’m sorry that you hate who I am so bad.”


It’s just like an alpha to think I can control my eyes shifting colors.


“Not who you are. What you are. I hate your species.” His eyes harden and he looks away just as Headmaster Graham and Mr. Benson come into view.


I stand up from the bench, my heart racing from nerves.


All three of them turn to look at me. My cheeks grow warm as I realize that they can all hear my heart racing right now.


Just perfect.


Headmaster Graham doesn’t say a word as he opens his office. He turns on a light and motions us inside. It’s not lost on me that he has to turn on the light for me—the rest of them can see just fine in the dark.


He motions for the rest of us to sit down. I take a seat in one of the chairs across from his desk. Devin sits in the chair furthest from me.


My chest aches.


Will I ever get used to the sting of rejection?


Mr. Benson stays standing. He crosses his arms over his chest, looking at Headmaster Graham. “We have a situation with Mia.”


Headmaster Graham sighs, shaking his head. “What has she done this time?”


Mr. Benson turns to me, urging me to talk.


I clear my throat, sitting up. I point at my neck. “Uh, she tried to kill me.”


“So I killed her.” Devin’s eyes are yellow and he’s smiling, like he’s proud he took care of Mia.


Headmaster Graham looks between Devin and me, his eyebrows furrowed. “Well, we need to contact Alpha—”


Devin cuts him off. “We’re not contacting my brother. He has enough on him. He doesn’t need this too.”


Headmaster Graham opens his mouth to respond, shaking his head. “Devin, I am your headmaster. It’s not right for you to use your alpha powers on me. I have protocols to follow.”


“You also won’t be calling Tori’s father,” Devin continues, ignoring Headmaster Graham’s request.


“Not tell the king—?”


Devin cuts off Headmaster Graham and turns to me. “You want them to call your father?”


Just the thought has me trembling. “Please, don’t.”


“Just get Tori a new room and keep this quiet.” Devin looks at both men. “You both wanted to invite dark fae to this school. I told you it was a bad idea. You should have listened to me.”


As soon as he’s done ranting, Devin storms out of the room.


Headmaster Graham turns to Mr. Benson, shaking his head.


Mr. Benson looks at me. “I’m beginning to think my brother likes you.”


I snort.


If this is him liking somebody, I’d hate to see how he treated an enemy.
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Tuesday, August 18

Why didn’t you fight back?





Late last night, Headmaster Graham let me move into a new dorm—a single one. He admits he should’ve done that to begin with, but he was hoping I would make a friend if I had a roommate. I make sure to let him know I have made a friend.


Blake is a great friend. I’m glad I met him.


On my way to breakfast, I contemplate whether I should tell Blake what happened or not. I eventually decide not to. I’d rather not burden him with unnecessary worry. Plus, I also don’t want to explain how Devin was the one to save me. I can’t lie, especially not to Blake.


Just before I enter the dining hall, Devin steps out in front of me, blocking my path. He’s got a scowl on his face. Of course he’s in a bad mood—he’s always in a bad mood.


“Why didn’t you fight back?” Devin asks.


“What do you mean?” I push a piece of hair behind my ear.


He takes a step closer, lowering his voice to an almost growl. “Last night with Mia—why didn’t you fight back? Were you just going to let her kill you?”


I look around to make sure nobody heard, but nobody is around.


“Answer me.” He takes another step closer.


I back away, needing space, but my back hits the wall.


Devin puts his hands on the wall on either side of my head, blocking me in. My heart races and from the smirk on his face, I can tell he hears it.


“What was I supposed to do?” I ask, hating how my voice shakes.


“You were supposed to fight. Does your life mean nothing to you?”


I look down, not knowing what I’m supposed to say to him. What answer is he looking for? I have a feeling that if I answered truthfully, he wouldn’t like my answer very much.


“Do you want to die?” he presses.


I shake my head. “No. I just can’t get in trouble. I don’t expect you to understand.”


Nobody understands the pressure that I’m under. My father constantly reminds me that I’m only alive because he had mercy on me. But it wouldn’t take much for him to change his mind. At least if Mia had killed me, it would be over quick. My father would take his time. He would enjoy the kill.


“And you think death is better than getting punished?” Devin scoffs.


I keep my head down, refusing to look him in the eyes.


He doesn’t understand and I don’t particularly feel like explaining it to him. Maybe I would if he hadn’t rejected me. But what’s the point? He doesn’t even like me. He thinks I’m pathetic and weak.


Why does he care anyway? Wouldn’t his life be better without me around? But I am too frightened to say that out loud.


“Pathetic.” He shakes his head, backing up slightly.


Once he backs up, I can finally take a deep breath.


“I keep thinking that fate made a mistake, but maybe it’s not fate at all. I will figure out what spell you put on me,” Devin says.


“Dark fae don’t have spells. And even so, I’ve never heard of a spell that could force a mate bond on somebody.” I shake my head. “Do you even hear yourself? That doesn’t make sense.”


Devin backs away from me. I wonder what he’s doing until I spot somebody coming around the corner. He must’ve heard them coming.


“Devin.” Isabella walks up, putting her hands on his bicep. “Is this freak bothering you?”


I glare at her hand.


I have no claim on Devin, but her touching him really makes me mad. Why do I feel this way? Isabella can have him for all I care. But I want to rip her arm off for touching my mate.


The mate bond is so weird.


“Hey, Isabella.” Devin smiles at her.


Why does he smile at her but always give me annoyed looks?


Isabella turns toward me. “Don’t you have better things to do than bother my future alpha? Like play with your voodoo doll.”


Voodoo doll?


Do wolf shifters really know nothing about dark fae?


Isabella scoots closer to Devin. I wait for Devin to back away from her, but he just stands there. He looks at me with a huge grin on his face, like he’s enjoying making me miserable.


I turn to the blonde girl. “Isabella, go away.”


Isabella’s eyes gloss over and she turns and walks away from us without another word.


My stomach churns as I realize that I compelled her.


Devin turns to me, his mouth hanging open. “Tori, how did you do that?”


I look down, not meeting his eyes. “Uh, well… it’s just something dark fae can do.” That’s not true, but I’m hoping he will buy it.


“First of all, I know when you’re lying. I’m a wolf, I can smell it. Plus, you’re a really bad liar.” He gives me a pointed look. “Second, I know what dark fae can do. Compulsion of other supernatural creatures isn’t one of the dark fae’s abilities.”


I clear my throat. “But I’m a royal. Second in line for the throne. It’s something the king can do.”


“The king. And the first in line. Not the second.” He looks at me, cocking his head to the side. “What are you hiding from me?”


I press my lips firmly together.


What I don’t tell Devin is that I’ve had this ability my whole life. I’ve never told anybody because I’m scared my father will kill me. I don’t trust Devin enough to tell him.


He sighs. “There is something you should know.”


I dare to meet his eyes. I hate how my heart skips a beat when we make eye contact.


Devin smirks, obviously hearing my heart. “You might hate me, but you’re obviously attracted to me.”


I narrow my eyes. “Don’t use your supernatural hearing on me. It’s not fair. Dark fae don’t have those kinds of advantages.”


He raises an eyebrow. “Really? So you couldn’t just touch me and feel every emotion I’m feeling right now?”


“I could, but I won’t.” I push a piece of hair behind my ear. “I would never do something like that without permission. I do my best to avoid skin to skin contact with everybody in this school.”


His eyes flash yellow. “What about your friend?”


“Blake?” I ask.


He nods.


“Not that it’s any of your business—”


He cuts me off, growling. “You are my business.”


I roll my eyes. “Blake and I are just friends. He knows I can manipulate emotions with a single touch. But he trusts me.”


Unlike my mate.


“Are you going to tell me how you compelled Isabella to go away?” Devin asks.


“Are you going to stop being such a jerk all the time?” I smart back.


He takes a step back, giving me more space.


“Do you think Isabella is going to be upset with me?” I change the subject away from the compulsion.


He snorts. “That’s what you’re worried about? Why don’t you just compel her into being nice to you?”


“Because I don’t manipulate people’s feelings and emotions. I already told you that. I didn’t mean to compel her. She just made me mad.” I frown, hating that I did it. I would apologize to her, but she won’t remember being compelled. She’ll only remember that she really wanted to go away from me.


Devin cocks his head to the side, studying me. I wish I knew what he was feeling, but I won’t reach my hand out and take it unless it’s offered.


“I have a question.” I chew on my bottom lip.


“Yes?”


“What do I smell like to you?” My cheeks grow warm as I ask, but I have to know.


He takes a step closer, putting his nose up to my neck. I wasn’t expecting him to actually sniff me. I don’t dare move an inch.


Chills erupt on my skin. I can feel the warmth from him, but he’s not actually making skin to skin contact.


“You smell like raspberries,” he answers.


When Devin backs up, his eyes are yellow.


“Is that good or bad?” I ask.


“I’ll answer that if you answer a question for me.” He pauses.


I swallow hard. “Okay.”


“How did you compel Isabella?”


I turn and walk away from him.


Devin doesn’t get to ask personal questions like that—not after he’s been such a jerk to me.


I walk into the dining hall, thankful that I’m early enough that not a lot of kids are eating yet. I spot Isabella at the wolf table. She glares at me from across the room and I smile at her.


I feel bad for compelling her. All I can do is hope that Devin doesn’t mention it to anybody. If he does, it might just cost me my life.


Shifter Academy might be worse than I initially thought. Devin is going to be a big problem.


I wish I had never been invited to this school.


As I grab my food, I realize that Devin was going to tell me something, but he got distracted. I hope it wasn’t anything important.




She’s already plotting revenge.





I feel sick to my stomach as I try to eat breakfast.


I’m sure that Isabella is already plotting her revenge over the fact that I talked to Devin.


The last thing I want is to be enemies with Isabella. I want to slide under the radar and become invisible to girls like her. If I can stay away from Devin, that will happen. But I get the feeling he’s not going to just ignore me. It’s not enough for him to just reject me. He also has to save my life and then be mean to me after.


Does he not get that fighting back last night would’ve caused more trouble than it was worth? It was bad enough that Devin saw me compel Isabella this morning. I can’t have him figuring out the truth about me. Nobody knows. The last thing I need is for my dad to find out.


“Are you okay?” Blake sits down across from me with a huge platter of food.


I raise an eyebrow. “Am I okay?”


“I heard about your roommate attacking you.”


My heart races. “Where did you hear that?”


“It’s all over the school.” He shoves a huge bite of food in his mouth.


It’s all over the school?


Do they also know about Devin saving me?


“Word on the street is, Mia got sent to Supernatural Island,” Blake says around a mouth full of food.


That is what’s going around?


Oh, thank goodness. The last thing I need is for anybody to figure out I’m Devin’s mate. Or worse, for them to know Mia is dead and for them to think I killed her. They’re scared enough of me already.


“It’s not a big deal.” I rub absentmindedly at my neck, willing the memories away.


Blake’s eyes widen as he looks at my neck. “Is that mark from last night?”


I pull my hair around, trying to cover my neck. “I don’t want to talk about it.”


He frowns. “Are they moving you in with a new roommate?”


I shake my head. “I get my own dorm now.”


He sighs. “At least I don’t have to worry about a new roommate killing you.”


I’ll be safe in my own dorm room.


“But I did hear something else earlier,” he says.


My heart races once more.


Did he hear about Devin rescuing me last night? Then again, he doesn’t know what happened to Mia. So maybe it’s something else.


I don’t want anybody to know what happened with Devin. If Isabella hates me now, I can only imagine how much she’d hate me if she knew I was Devin’s mate. All the wolves would hate me. They’d probably all think like Devin, that I put some kind of ‘spell’ on him.


“What did you hear?” I ask, when Blake doesn’t continue.


He blinks. “Your heart is racing really fast.”


I clear my throat. “It, uh, was a long night.”


“I’m sorry.” Blake frowns. “I didn’t even think about that. I should have. You were probably really scared.”


I nod, but feel slightly guilty for deceiving Blake. I could tell him about Devin. He would never judge me. But I can’t—not yet. I’m still trying to process it myself.


“What did you hear?” I ask, needing to know what other rumor he heard about me. Whatever it is, I pray it has nothing to do with Devin.


“Rumor is, Isabella saw you talking to Devin this morning and is out for blood,” Blake says.


I groan.


Seriously?


I knew this part already, but hearing Blake say it makes it more real.


“I hate her.” I force myself to take a bite of my sandwich.


“I hate him.” Blake rolls his eyes. “Why can’t Devin leave you alone? He knows that talking to you is going to make the other wolves jealous. It’s like he wants to make you a target.”


I swallow hard. “I think that’s the point, Blake. Devin does want me to be a target. He’s probably hoping somebody will finish the job.”


If that’s the case, why didn’t he just let Mia kill me last night? Certainly that would make things easier for him. If I were dead, he wouldn’t have to worry about the mate bond anymore. He’d be free to live his life however he wants without feeling any ties to me.


“I hate the wolves.” Blake shakes his head. “I wish I had been more tiger than wolf.”


I reach a hand across the table, grabbing onto his hand. “I’m fine. Don’t hate the wolves because of Devin. He’s not worth it. They can’t all be bad. You aren’t bad.”


“I know.” He lowers his head. “My dad is one of the best guys you’ll ever meet and he’s a wolf. I just hate high school. Shifter Academy opened the doors to hybrids a few years back to be inclusive, but this place is torture for people like me.”


“I’m sorry, Blake.”


He shrugs, forcing a smile. “Look, it’s fine. It’s not that bad. You have it a lot worse than me.”


I pull my hand back, not sure how to respond.


Shifter Academy has been pretty awful. The fact that I’ve been here less than a week and been attacked by two separate wolves using iron has got me on edge. I don’t think things are going to get better now that Mia’s gone. If anything, it’s about to get worse.


I hear laughing from the side of the cafeteria, toward where the wolves are sitting. I try not to look up, but I can’t help it. When I do look up, I see that Isabella and her friends are laughing at something. Devin is sitting right there with them, with a huge smile on his face.


It’s a genuine smile.


He’s a wolf shifter. He should have a mate that’s a wolf. I feel bad that he’s stuck with me.


Mates are a once in a lifetime thing. If your mate dies before you meet them or if, like in Devin’s case, you get somebody you don’t like, there is no re-roll. Fate chooses once and that is that.


I sigh, turning back to Blake. He is also looking longingly toward the wolves.


Being an outcast in high school sucks, but at least it’s my senior year. I won’t have to come back to this after graduation.


I frown, realizing what awaits me after graduation.


“Do you ever wish you were human?” I ask Blake.


He jerks his head to me. “Are you kidding? Humans are so boring.”


I shrug. “At least they have options. Their lives aren’t planned for them.”


“Maybe, but I bet their high schools suck too.” He smirks. “And they can’t turn into a cool animal.”


I shake my head. “I can’t do that either, remember?”


“Right.” He rubs a hand at his chin. “But you can manipulate people’s emotions.”


“I never do that though,” I remind him.


He grins. “Do it to me.”


I cock my head. “What?”


“Manipulate my emotions,” he says.


“Why would I do that?” I raise an eyebrow.


“I just want to know what it feels like.”


I shake my head.


“Please. You don’t have to do anything evil. Just make me really, really happy, or something,” he urges.


I pause for a moment, wondering if I really should. Won’t Blake be scared of me if he knows how powerful I am?


I reach out my arm and grab onto his hand again. This time, I allow myself to feel his emotions. He is a little happy, but that’s because he’s hanging out with me. He genuinely likes me, which warms my heart. He’s also sad, probably because of what we saw with the wolves earlier. He’s nervous about something—maybe a test? And he’s bored. Who wouldn’t be bored at this place?


Grasping onto his happiness, I expand it, slowly pushing every other emotion he’s feeling away.


Blake’s blue eyes widen and he looks at me with a huge smile on his face. “Wow, Tori. You are incredible.”


I pull my hand back. “Thanks.”


“How long will this last?” he asks.


I shrug. “Until something happens to overpower the happiness. Still, you’ll probably feel it the rest of the day, at least a little.”


“Good.” He smiles so big I can see his dimples. “Can you do this every day? Because this is awesome.”


I shake my head, smiling at him.


His happiness is contagious.


“Why are people scared of dark fae? This feeling is incredible.” He looks at me with amazement in his eyes.


“Because, I can make you feel anything, Blake. I can make you feel terror, anger, depression, or any other horrible feeling.” I worry my bottom lip between my teeth, wondering if I should admit that to him.


“But you would never do that.” His smile doesn’t falter, not even a little.


I laugh. “You’re just saying that because you’re really happy.”


“I am happy. Happier than I’ve ever been before. Thank you, Tori.”


I’m glad I could make Blake happy.


Maybe I could use my dark fae powers for good instead of evil.




Nobody will ever like a dark fae.





I head to my supernatural history class. Mr. Benson is sitting at his desk at the front of the room. My eyes meet his as I walk inside.


It’s hard to believe that Mr. Benson is Devin’s older brother. He’s so nice and kind, but Devin is… cruel. Maybe it’s because Devin is alpha. Or he will be alpha, once he’s older.


I wonder what happened to their parents. If Devin’s oldest brother is the stand-in alpha until Devin is older, that means his parents aren’t around, right? Because if they were, wouldn’t Devin’s dad be the alpha? I want to know, but I’m too afraid to ask. I’m pretty sure Devin wouldn’t answer anyway.


Maybe I could ask Blake. He might know something.


I slip into my desk, looking around the mostly empty room. Hopefully Blake will be here soon.


I hear laughter at the door, so I turn and see Isabella walk in. Her arm is linked with one of her friends and Devin is walking behind them. They probably walked in the hallway together. I hate the feeling of jealousy that washes over me.


Does Devin think she’s pretty?


I lower my gaze, not wanting to get caught looking at Devin. It wouldn’t be good for Isabella or Devin to see.


“Oof,” I hear somebody call out, moments before Isabella trips over somebody’s bag on the floor and falls right toward me. For a split second, I almost feel sorry for her. That is until I feel the burning pain on my arm. I try to not react, but I scream, shoving Isabella away from me.


I look at my arm and see the large burn.


Iron, of course.


Isabella smirks. “Oops.”


I look up and see that Devin is smirking too.


Tears press against the back of my eyes.


Mr. Benson is over to me at shifter speeds. One moment, he’s sitting at his desk, the next he’s got my arm in his hand.


“Are you okay, Tori?” His voice is soft—so unlike Devin.


I nod, refusing to let the tears fall.


“I need you to answer me out loud,” he says.


I look into his familiar green eyes. “I’m fine.”


He looks at me for a moment longer, almost like he doesn’t believe me. He lets go of my arm, standing up to look at Isabella. “Go to Headmaster Graham’s office. You are in ISS the rest of the day. If you act up in my class again, I will fail you.”


Isabella’s eyes harden, but she nods at Mr. Benson. She glares at me before turning and leaving the class.


Mr. Benson turns to Devin. “I expect better from my future alpha. If you can’t control one girl, how are you supposed to run the entire pack? Get Isabella under control now.”


Devin narrows his eyes, taking a step closer to his brother. “If you want to talk about this, we can talk after class. I don’t think right now is a good time for me to remind you that I’m your superior, brother.”


Mr. Benson’s eyes flash yellow for a split second, but quickly back to green. He turns away from Devin and looks at me. “Tori, I’d like for you to stay after class.”


I nod, looking between Devin and Mr. Benson.


“Dawson, she’s not your concern.” Devin’s eyes flash yellow as he looks at his brother.


“Why do you or your wolf care?” Mr. Benson crosses his arms over his chest.


Devin backs up. “I don’t.”


My chest aches at his words. I rub at it, willing the pain to go away.


Devin looks at me, his eyes shifting to yellow. “I told you, my wolf doesn’t like when your eyes are gray.”


I roll my eyes. “And I told you, I can’t control it. It’s a dark fae thing. My eyes shift colors with my emotions.”


Mr. Benson cocks his head to the side, studying me. “What color are your eyes? Now that I think about it, they are a different color every time I see you.”


I shrug. “I don’t know.”


“They’re dark brown,” Devin says.


Mr. Benson and I both look at him.


Devin, as if he realizes what he said, rubs a hand at the back of his neck. “I’m going to go sit down.”


Mr. Benson furrows his brows, looking at me. “After class.”


I nod, letting him know I heard.


I just really hope he isn’t going to ask me what’s going on with Devin. That’s one question I’m not willing to answer.


Blake slips into the seat beside me moments before class starts. He’s got a cloth that is stained red pressed under his nose.


“What happened?” I whisper, trying not to draw attention to us.


Still, Devin does turn to look.


Stupid shifter hearing.


“Some wolf shifters cornered me in the bathroom.” Blake shrugs, like it’s not a big deal. “I managed to run past them, but they got a few good hits in first.”


I reach my hand over and grab his hand. “I’m sorry.”


The sound of growling has me looking up. I see golden yellow eyes looking between Blake and me. I pull my hand away from Blake and the growling ceases, but yellow eyes stay on me.


“What is with him?” Blake whispers.


I shrug, turning away from him. “Who knows?”


“What happened to your arm?” Blake gasps, his eyes looking at the burn on my arm.


I put a hand over it, trying to cover it. “Just had a run in with some iron—no big deal.”


He frowns. “Is everybody in this school going to try to kill you?”


I sure hope not.


Mr. Benson starts class. He keeps giving me curious glances as he teaches. I imagine he’s curious about my eyes, since Devin pointed out the fact that they change colors depending on my mood.


My father’s and brothers’ eyes aren’t so dramatic. Their eyes only shift through shades of blue, green, or brown, depending on their eye color. But I’m not so lucky. My eyes change vividly and it’s always clear to know exactly what I’m thinking or feeling. As much as I wish I could, I’ve never been able to hide what I’m feeling.


Today, Mr. Benson is talking more about the history of vampires. He talks about the war that is brewing between born and bitten vampires—how the born vampires think they’re elite. I imagine there is a divide, just because bitten vampires are new to the life. They were raised human. But born vampires are raised knowing the truth about our world. They know how important it is to keep the existence of supernaturals a secret.


“Does anybody know how a human is changed into a vampire?” Mr. Benson asks.


Nobody raises their hand.


I know the answer, but I keep my hand firmly at my side. The last thing I was is any attention on me.


“Tori, you know a lot about vampires.” Mr. Benson leans against his desk. “You want to tell us?”


My cheeks grow warm as everybody turns to look at me. I clear my throat. “Uh, the human drinks vampire blood, the vampire feeds on them, and they die. They are buried and they rise on the full moon. So the transition could take a few days or a few weeks.”


Mr. Benson smiles. “Thank you, Tori. That is correct.”


Thankfully, he doesn’t call on me again for the rest of class.


When class is over, I gather my things. I wish I could slip from the classroom, but I know hiding from Mr. Benson won’t do any good.


“Want to walk to lunch with me?” Blake asks.


I shake my head. “I have to talk to Mr. Benson.”


He nods. “See you there. I’ll save you a seat. And a burger, if you hurry.”


“Thanks.”


Blake leaves the room, heading toward the dining hall. A few wolf shifters linger, including Devin. He looks at me, like he wants to stay and protect me. But he eventually turns to leave and the rest of the wolves go with him, leaving me alone with Mr. Benson.


I sling my backpack further up my shoulder and approach his desk. “You wanted to see me.”


“Yes.” He stands up, giving me his full attention. “Is Isabella bothering you?”


I swallow hard. “Look, Mr. Benson, I know you mean well—”


He cuts me off. “Dawson. Call me Dawson.”


I look at him, curious why he’s asking me to call him by his first name.


“I can’t explain it.” He looks down for a second, then back up. “You feel like family to me. I’ve felt this way once before. I felt it strong. I was visiting London. I asked the girl to come meet my family because I knew she had to be my brother’s mate. And she was. My older brother and she have been married for five years now. I feel the same way about you, only I don’t have any other brothers. Just Devin. And you’re clearly not his mate, but you’re something important to us. I know Devin feels it too.”


I hope my face doesn’t give away anything. “Dark fae don’t have soulmates.”


“I know.” He takes a deep breath. “It doesn’t make sense, but I have to protect you.”


“You don’t have to protect me from Isabella.” I push a piece of hair behind my ear. “Isabella is nothing. She’s downright pleasant when I compare her to some of my half brothers. Don’t worry about me.”


He rubs at the scruff on his jaw. “I can’t do that, Tori. I will protect you. Please, come to me if it gets to be too much. I will take care of her. And I will talk to Devin. I’m sorry about him. I don’t know why he’s being so cruel to you—that’s not him. He’s a good kid.”


I stand there, not knowing what to say.


Devin probably is a good person. He just hates the dark fae so much that he can’t show any kindness toward me. I doubt he’ll ever be nice to me.


I worry my bottom lip between my teeth. “Nobody will ever like a dark fae. And I get it. My father has done some pretty horrific things. Things that have probably affected people in this school. I was hoping to make friends and show people that not all dark fae are bad. But I’m okay. I’ve got Blake. He and I are good friends.”


Mr. Benson—Dawson—smiles sadly at me. “I just wish there were something I could do to help you.”


“I’ll be okay,” I promise him.


And eventually, I will be.




Please don’t tell anybody.





That night, I can’t manage to fall asleep. My brain is in overdrive, thinking about everything.


After supernatural history, Devin wouldn’t even glance my way. Any time we were in the same room, he would go out of his way to completely ignore me.


Devin doesn’t need me. I know that. He’s an alpha. Someday soon, he’s going to take over his pack. His life is exciting and people love him. It’s so different than the life I live. I understand why he’s so bummed at me being his mate. If I were him, I’d be disappointed too.


I also can’t sleep because every time I close my eyes, I remember last night. I rub at my throat, the scar still slightly visible. Hopefully it will go away soon. I don’t want any reminders of last night.


I leave my dorm, wanting to walk around the castle. I saw signs for an observatory earlier and I want to check it out. As I’m heading there, I notice how eerily empty the school is at night. It’s just after one in the morning, so nobody is out.


As I’m about to enter the observatory, I hear footsteps coming up behind me. I turn to see who it is.


“Tori, right?”


A young wolf shifter greets me. I don’t recognize her from any of my classes. I think she might be a freshman. She’s quite a bit younger than me.


“Yeah.” I smile at her, trying to be kind. I can’t judge her off all the other wolf shifters I’ve met. Besides, Dawson and Blake are pretty awesome. Maybe she’s one of the good ones.


“Your dad is King Hastings?” She puts one hand on her hip.


With her question, I feel her emotions. They’re so strong that they nearly choke me.


Hatred.


Pure hatred.


My heart accelerates as I realize that this girl isn’t going to be my friend. Her hate for me, for my kind, is so strong that it consumes her being.


I nod. “He is my father, yes.”


Her eyes flash yellow for just a second before they turn back brown. “He killed my parents.”


Her words bring tears to my eyes. It makes sense now, why she hates me so much. If our roles were reversed, I’d probably hate me too.


“I’m so sorry.” My voice breaks.


Her eyes change again to a golden yellow. They don’t change back and I can see that her wolf is close to the surface.


“Your father took the most important people in my life away from me.” Her body trembles as she tries to hold back her shift. “Now, I am going to take away what’s important to him.”


I take a step backward. “You have this all wrong. My father loathes me. He sent me here, hoping somebody would kill me. If you do this, you’d only be doing him a favor.”


Her eyes shift back to brown. “You’re lying, trying to save yourself.”


“I promise, it’s the truth.” I hold up both of my hands. “You’re a wolf. You can sense it.”


She looks at me, never breaking eye contact. I can see it in her eyes the moment she makes up her mind. I can taste it in the air.


She doesn’t care.


She’s going to kill me.


She’s dreamt of this moment for years.


And she isn’t going to be slow about it. She’s not going to take the time to choke me. She’s going to do it quick. Devin isn’t going to be able to save me. Not this time.


I call on my dark fae magic. I do it almost without permission. I grab onto her arm and I force her to freeze. Her wolf fights against me, but she can’t move.


Once our skin makes contact, I understand what I have to do.


This girl isn’t going to stop. Not until she kills me. No matter what I do, she will never stop.


I try to stop my magic. But it moves with its own accord. She screams, trying to get me to stop. I try to, but I can’t.


I siphon her magic, pulling it into myself until there is nothing left.


Her wolf is gone.


I let go of her hand and the girl just watches me, her head cocked to the side. “Wh-who are you?”


I can feel her confusion.


“Tori.”


I turn at the masculine voice. Devin comes rushing toward me, his eyes yellow.


“What’s wrong?” He looks at me, from head to toe, then he looks at the girl beside me. “Jenna?”


She looks at him. “Who are you?”


Devin’s eyes widen as he looks at me. “I can’t feel her wolf.”


Tears press against the back of my eyes.


I’m a monster.


“Is my name Jenna?” she asks.


Not only did I take away her wolf, but I took away all her memories too.


A sob escapes my throat.


“Is she okay?” Jenna looks at me with concern in her eyes. The same girl who moments ago was trying to kill me.


Devin’s eyes flash yellow and he rushes over to me, wrapping me in one of his arms. With his other arm, he reaches into his pocket. I wonder what he’s doing until I hear him talk.


“Dawson, can you come to the conservatory. I need your help with something.” Pause. “Now.” Devin doesn’t wait for a response as he ends the call and shoves the phone back into his pocket.


I shouldn’t let Devin’s wolf comfort me like this. Devin has made his feelings for me very clear. But I can’t help it. He helps me feel better. It’s what a mate is supposed to do.


Except he’s not really my mate. He rejected me.


“I di-didn’t m-ean to-to.” I can barely get my words out between my sobs.


“It’s okay, Tori.” Devin pulls me tighter against him.


But is it okay?


My father is going to kill me.


Moments later, I hear footsteps as they run toward us at inhuman speeds. It must be Dawson. I don’t dare to look up. I just keep my head buried in Devin’s chest.


“What’s going on?” Dawson asks.


Devin hesitates, like he’s trying to figure out what to say. “I need you to take care of Jenna.”


“Jenna?” Dawson’s voice is full of curiosity. “What happened to your wolf?”


“Wolf?” Jenna asks, then gasps. “Do I have a pet wolf? That’s so cool!”


“Dawson,” Devin says curtly. “Jenna is human now.”


Dawson stays quiet for while and I wish I could see his face. Does he think I’m a monster?


“Was it Tori—”


Devin cuts him off. “Yes. Take care of it. And keep it quiet.”


Dawson doesn’t say anything else to Devin. Instead, he coaxes Jenna from the room. I wonder what he’s going to do with her.


Devin surprises me by lifting me into his arms. He carries me effortlessly and I know it’s because of his supernatural strength. He carries me into a room I haven’t been into before and he sits down on a couch. He wipes away the tears on my face.


His eyes are green, not yellow.


My heart swells.


It’s not just his wolf. Devin cares for me too, even if he doesn’t want to admit it.


“Talk to me. Please, Tori.” Devin’s green eyes plead with me. “What happened?”


I nod, taking a deep, shaky breath. “I couldn’t sleep. I just kept thinking about last night, so I wanted to take a walk. I thought everybody was asleep. But then Jenna appeared. And at first, I thought she was being nice. But then I felt her hatred. It was so thick that I could almost taste it. And she told me—” my voice breaks and I sob. “Devin, my father killed her parents.”


He pulls me tight against him.


I sob for a moment, then sit back up. “I touched her, trying to calm her down. But when I did, I saw that there was nothing I could do. She hated me so deeply that there was no way I could manipulate her emotions. My magic started pulling on her magic. And I couldn’t do anything to stop it. I don’t even know how I did it. Please tell me you believe me.”


“I do.” He nods. “Have you ever done anything like that before?”


“No.” I hate how weak my voice sounds. “I’m so scared.”


“I know.” He rubs a hand at the small of my back.


“My dad is going to kill me,” I confess.


Devin’s eyes change to a golden yellow. “I will not let that happen.”


“My dad can’t know what happened.” I sniff, shaking my head. “He hates me. When he sent me here, he told me that he hoped one of the wolves would take care of me. Even though I’ve been taught wolf shifters are monsters, I still hoped that I could make friends. And now, two separate wolf shifters have tried to kill me.”


“You fought back.” He smiles, but his eyes are still yellow. “I’m proud that you didn’t just let Jenna kill you.”


“She wasn’t going to take her time.” I wipe under my eyes. “She was going to kill me fast before you would be able to come save me. I had to do something.”


“I know.” He slowly blinks and when he opens his eyes they’re green again. “You did what you had to do.”


I chew on my bottom lip. “Is she really a human now? No more wolf?”


He nods. “I don’t know what you did, but you took away her wolf and her memories. She doesn’t know anything about the supernatural world at all.”


“What’s going to happen to her?” I ask.


He shrugs. “You can ask Dawson. He’s taking care of it.”


“And he won’t tell Headmaster Graham?”


“No. My brother will do what I say. He’s got a soft spot when it comes to you.” His eyes turn yellow again. He closes his eyes and takes a deep breath. “My wolf doesn’t like it.”


I put my hand on his arm. “What Dawson feels for me is what he feels for your sister-in-law. It’s a family bond. I know because I can feel it too. You don’t have to worry about that.”


He finally opens his olive green eyes. “Tori, I’m the future alpha of my pack. And your dad… he’s not a good man. He’s killed a lot of wolves.”


I nod. “I know.”


“Nobody is going to accept you as their luna. You’re not even a wolf.” He takes a deep breath, shaking his head. “It sucks, but I can’t be with you the way you want me to be. My pack has to come first.”


“I understand.” I shrug one shoulder. “It doesn’t matter anyway. My dad doesn’t allow dating outside of our species. And he will arrange a marriage for me when I’m older. I don’t exactly have a say in who I will end up with. So, trust me, I get it.”


Of course, I’d be willing to run away to be with Devin.


I keep that thought to myself, knowing that’s not what he wants to hear right now.


His eyes turn yellow again, but he forces his wolf back. “My wolf really wants to save you.”


I grin. “I like your wolf. But it’s okay. I’ve always known what is expected of me. My life is hard, but it’s always been hard. You knowing doesn’t change anything. You don’t even know the half of it. It doesn’t matter though.”


“Are you happy?” Devin asks.


“I have a younger brother. He makes me happy. He looks out for me as much as he can.” I answer his question without really answering.


I don’t want Devin to know everything.


“I wish you were a wolf shifter.” He lets out a long breath. “If you were, your dad would already be dead. But I can’t kill the dark fae king. It would start a war none of us are prepared to fight. You’re a dark fae. You belong with your own kind.”


I lick my lips. “I know.”


He sighs. “My brother wants to talk to you.”




You can talk to me.





Devin surprises me by holding my hand on the way to Dawson’s room. After the conversation we just had, I’m shocked. He’s once again reminded me that it doesn’t matter if we’re mates—we’re not going to be together in any way. Even if that means I’m forced to marry a dark fae of my father’s choosing.


He leads me to Dawson’s classroom, stopping just outside the door. He puts a hand on my cheek and gently caresses it. I close my eyes, savoring the feeling. I have to take whatever moments I get with him. These memories are what’s going to get me by for the rest of my life. I’ll always mourn the life I could’ve had with Devin.


“Let’s go in there,” Devin whispers softly. He moves his hand, pushing open the door. He motions for me to come in, not holding my hand anymore. He wouldn’t do that in front of his brother.


Dawson’s eyes scan me as I walk through the door, possibly looking for injuries.


Jenna didn’t get that far.


Devin steps between Dawson and me. “Go easy on her. I swear, if you hurt her, I will hurt you.”


Dawson’s eyes widen a fraction, but he nods. “I would never hurt her. I just want to talk to her.”


Devin nods, turning to me. “I’m going to go back to my dorm.” He looks at his brother. “Don’t let her roam the hallways alone. Make sure she gets back to her room safely. Walk her there yourself.”


“Of course,” Dawson promises.


Devin looks at me one last time before turning to leave the room.


My heart is racing embarrassingly fast considering the fact that Dawson and Devin have supernatural hearing.


Dawson doesn’t comment on my racing heart. He just motions toward a desk, telling me to take a seat. He sits down beside me, angling his chair toward me.


“Tell me what happened tonight,” Dawson says. His voice is softer than I expected. Maybe he’s taking Devin’s words to heart.


I go through the details, telling him everything that happened with Jenna. I don’t leave out anything, and I make sure he knows that I have no idea how I did it. It just happened, which I’m sure sounds made up. How do I have a power that I don’t know about?


“Is that normal?” Dawson furrows his brows, looking at me.


I shake my head.


“Does every dark fae…” his voice trails off.


I shake my head again. “Nobody else has this power that I know of.”


“What about your dad?”


“No,” I answer, licking my dry lips. “If my dad had this power, wolf shifters wouldn’t exist.”


He shivers. “Let’s be thankful for that.”


True.


“I didn’t mean to do it,” I tell him, hoping he can feel the honesty in my words. “I just wanted to calm her down. I don’t like to even use my powers to manipulate people’s emotions. But once I touched her and realized there was no way to calm her down, my magic reacted. It’s like it wouldn’t let me die.”


He cocks his head to the side, studying me. “It’s very interesting. I don’t understand it.”


Me either.


Dawson sits up straighter. “How did Devin find you?”


I lower my head, not knowing what to say. I’m a terrible liar, but I don’t want Dawson to know the truth about Devin and me.


“You can talk to me.” Dawson reaches across the desk and grabs my hand. “Just think of me like family.”


I wonder what he’d think if he really knew how messed up my family is.


“You should ask Devin, not me.” I shrug one shoulder. “All I know is, he showed up right when I needed him to. And he was actually nice to me tonight.”


Dawson nods. “I saw that. He was embracing you.”


I remain quiet, not knowing what to say.


He clears his throat. “Wolves don’t date outside of their mates. I don’t want you to get the wrong idea about Devin—”


I cut him off. “I know. I’m not allowed to date outside of my species, so you have nothing to worry about. Devin doesn’t like me like that anyway. We’re just friends—or not friends. He just shows up and saves my life every now and then.”


He nods, but he doesn’t look convinced.


“My father will arrange a marriage for me when I’m older,” I tell him, just for good measure. “He will keep the bloodline strong.”


Dawson frowns.


I decide to change the subject away from mates and marriage. The last thing I want is to alert him to the fact that I am Devin’s mate. That would be bad.


Bad for me? Or bad for Devin?


“I just need to make sure you won’t tell anybody what happened. My father can’t know. If he did, he’d try to force me to use my powers. And what I did tonight was wrong.” I shake my head, trying to dispel the memories from my head. “I won’t be used like that. It was awful.”


“Nobody will know,” Dawson promises.


“What did you do with Jenna?” I worry my bottom lip between my teeth.


“I sent her with a couple of wolf friends—they don’t know any details about you. They’re going to put Jenna with a nice human family and compel them. She’ll be okay.”


She just won’t be a wolf anymore.


“She’s human now. It’s weird, right?” I ask.


He nods.


“Do you think her wolf will come back?” I’m hopeful.


He shakes his head. “No, Tori. I think her wolf is gone for good.”


I lower my head, letting my red hair curtain my face. I never wanted to take away Jenna’s wolf. I just wanted her to stop attacking me. Maybe that was the only way. I just wish I could’ve made her see reason.


Tears press against the back of my eyes as I think about what I took away from Jenna. Her wolf. Her future mate. And everything that comes along with being supernatural. Sure, she can have a good life as a human, but it’s nothing compared to the life of a wolf shifter.


Everybody hates me because of who I am—because of who my father is. They hate dark fae so deeply. Why can’t they see that I’m not him?


“Why do you not hate me?” I ask, daring to look up at Dawson.


His green eyes are fixed on me. They’re such a similar shade to Devin’s eyes that it makes my chest ache for my mate.


Dawson takes a deep breath before answering. “I’m part of the reason you’re at this school. I thought it would do the wolves good to see that not all dark fae are evil. I agreed to invite the dark fae for that reason, though I didn’t think there would be one lone girl come.”


I swallow hard. “What would you have done if my father sent my brother Oliver instead of me?”


“Oliver is the heir, right?” Dawson asks.


I nod.


“Is he not nice?” He raises an eyebrow.


I snort. “Oliver almost makes my dad look nice. He’s pure evil.”


“Then I guess I should be thankful that you’re here instead of him.” He grins. “You know, I never thought I would see my younger brother getting along with a dark fae.”


I sigh, shaking my head. “Devin and I aren’t getting along. He just felt sorry for me tonight. He loathes me.”


The thought breaks my heart.


I almost resent the mate bond for making me feel this way about a guy that I don’t even know. It’s unfair. Maybe mate bonds aren’t as ‘romantic’ as I originally thought. Not nearly as romantic as it is in books.


Mates don’t get rejected in fiction. Love always overcomes every battle and trial. But Devin won’t even allow himself to get to know me.


Dawson raises an eyebrow. “Either way, you’re changing things around here. I’m sorry for all you’ve had to go through, but I still hope I get the intended outcome of uniting our species. Not all dark fae are evil, just as not every wolf shifter wants to kill you.”


It’s true, not all dark fae are evil—just the ones my father likes to hang out with. Which means I don’t know very many good ones.


I clear my throat. “Am I free to go? I’d like to get some sleep tonight, if I can.”


“Yes.” Dawson stands from his seat. “I’ll walk you back to your room.”


Ah, right. I forgot Devin told him he has to walk me back. It’s probably for the best. Maybe there is another student waiting to kill me.


Maybe Oliver and my father will get their wish after all.


If only my father had sent him here instead.


I feel guilty for even thinking it, but Oliver wouldn’t have a mate here to save him.
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Friday, August 21

What is going on with you two?





After Tuesday night’s incident, no more attempts are made on my life. That also means Devin hasn’t talked to me one time since then. I should be relieved. Talking to him only does dangerous things to my heart. But not talking to him is worse—much worse. I almost find myself hoping for somebody to try and kill me, just so he’ll talk to me.


Devin does look longingly at me in class. If I didn’t know any better, I’d think he actually liked me.


But I do know better.


In supernatural history, Devin sits beside Isabella. She talks to him about something before class. He smiles a lot, but his eyes keep glancing my way. I hope Isabella doesn’t notice, but I see her eyes shift in my direction. Her face turns bright red.


She’s definitely noticed.


That’s not going to end well for me later, but I can’t bring myself to care right now because Devin is looking at me.


Somebody clears their throat. That’s when I look up and notice Dawson standing at the edge of my desk.


“Miss Hastings, can you stay after class today? We need to speak,” he says.


I nod.


I have been trying to avoid Dawson. He knows something is going on with Devin and me. Only, he thinks we’re having some kind of forbidden romance. He has no idea that I am his brother’s soulmate. He has no idea that Devin hates me for it.


Out of the corner of my eye, I see Devin’s eyes flash yellow. He wants to protect me from his brother, or at least his wolf does. But he can’t say anything. If he did, he’d have to reveal the truth. He is scared of anybody knowing the truth, but I think he’s the most scared his brother will find out.


I wonder if Dawson would like me at all if he knew. I know that he feels protective of me because of the mate bond I share with his younger brother. He also feels responsible for me because he’s part of the reason I’m at this school. But if he knew that his brother was mated to me, a dark fae, I don’t imagine he would be as kind. Rather he wants to admit it or not, I am still a dark fae. I’m my father’s daughter. And after what I did on Tuesday, he has to be a little scared of me.


Blake slides into the desk right beside me and Dawson turns away, heading back to the front of the class.


Blake raises an eyebrow. I know he’ll be questioning me about this later. He knows something is up, but he’s giving me space. I’m just glad he hasn’t been asking me questions that I’m not ready to answer yet. What will I even tell him? That I’m pathetically pining over a guy who rejected me?


Dawson starts class. I’m glad that he doesn’t call on me today—he hasn’t since the incident on Tuesday. My mind has been elsewhere and I’m sure it’s plain to see on my face. Lucky for me, I’ve studied the stuff he teaches since I was old enough to read. Most of my classes at Shifter Academy are things I already know, other than my mating rituals class. That is new, but only because dark fae don’t have mates.


Except me.


Once class is over, Blake gathers his stuff and he waits for me while I gather my things.


“I have to stay after class.” I worry my bottom lip between my teeth, glancing over to where Dawson waits at the front of the class for me.


Blake furrows his brows, looking between me and our teacher. “He’s not harassing you, right?”


I shake my head, letting out a breath. “No. Dawson—” I pause, stuttering over my words, “I-I mean Mr. Benson, has been helping me.”


Blake takes a step back. “I’ll save some food for you. But you owe me an explanation.”


I tuck a piece of hair behind my ear. “I promise.”


Eventually, I will tell Blake what is going on. But not yet. I need a little more time to process it myself before I get him involved. Besides, I get the feeling Blake would do something about it if he knew. I need to protect my friend.


Blake leaves the classroom second to last. I’m not surprised to see that Devin is actually the last one to step out.


For somebody who hates me, he sure does like to linger a lot where I am.


I push the thought aside, not wanting to give myself any hope. Devin has rejected me. That isn’t going to change no matter how much I wish it would. The sooner I accept it, the sooner I can quit obsessing over every little thing he does. There is no hope for us. The sooner my heart accepts it, the better off I’ll be.


“Tori, we need to talk.” Dawson motions for me to take a seat, so I do.


I angle my body toward him, waiting for him to take the lead. I’m not about to offer up any information that I don’t have to.


He takes a seat beside me. “I know you said that my brother hates you—”


I cut him off. “He does.”


“But I need to know—” he pauses, his green eyes meeting mine, “what is going on between you two? And don’t tell me nothing because I know there is something.”


I press my lips together, trying to figure out how to answer. I don’t want to tell him the truth, but if I lie he will know. I’m in a no win scenario right now.


Why can’t Devin just tell his brother the truth? That would make everything so much easier.


“My brother will take over as alpha one day soon.” Dawson gets a far away look in his eyes. “My parents passed away too young. Devin was only seven when it happened. And he’s known since then that he would take over as alpha. He should have time—most alphas do. But Devin doesn’t. He’s going straight out of high school and into ruling an entire species. He’s got a lot on him. Tori, I like you, but you make things complicated for him.”


I flinch, hating his words.


I know that I’m making things complicated for Devin, but it’s not like I can help it.


“It’s embarrassing,” I admit, lowering my head. “I don’t want anybody to know.”


His eyes widen in surprise. “Embarrassing?”


My cheeks grow warm. “You already know that dark fae don’t have mates. I’ve always thought it was a romantic notion, I know it’s silly, but one person to love you forever sounds pretty great.”


I expect him to laugh, but he doesn’t.


“There is nothing more romantic than meeting your mate,” Dawson says with such conviction. “I haven’t met mine yet, but I long for the day I meet her.”


“Oh.” I worry my bottom lip between my teeth.


Clearly Devin doesn’t feel the same as his brother.


Dawson nudges my arm. “Continue talking, please.”


I take a deep breath. “I don’t know exactly what to say. Devin doesn’t feel the same way as you—about the mate bond. He thinks of it as a burden. Of me as a mistake. He’s decided that he doesn’t want me. I know that I make things complicated for him, but it’s not like I chose this. I would never want to hurt him.”


He blinks. “I’m confused.”


“Devin is my mate,” I say, trying to make it as plain as I can. Devin will probably hate me for it later, but I’m tired of hiding the truth. I want somebody to know. Devin will just have to deal with the consequences. I don’t want to lie for him anymore.


Dawson’s eyes widen a fraction. “That makes so much sense.”


“It does?” I look at him with my eyebrows drawn together. “Because it doesn’t make sense to me. Why would fate choose somebody like me for him? Like you said, I make his life more complicated.”


Dawson shakes his head. “No, Tori. I meant dating you would be complicated. Fate doesn’t make mistakes. You are his soulmate. You complete him. My brother is an idiot if he doesn’t see that.”


“But he’s so...” I let out a long breath, trying to find the right word.


He raises an eyebrow at me. “So what?”


“So much better than me,” I admit. “He’s a wolf shifter—an alpha. And I’m a dark fae. I’m not worthy of somebody like him and he knows it. It’s why he’s so disappointed.”


“He’s not disappointed,” Dawson says.


I meet his familiar olive green eyes. “Yes, he is. It’s why he rejected me. And I can’t even be upset about it. I would reject me too if I were him.”


His eyes widen. “My brother rejected you?”


I nod. “But you can’t tell anybody. Nobody knows and I’d like to keep it that way. It’s mortifying that I’m practically in love with him and he can’t stand to be in the same room as me.”


“That’s not true. My brother cares deeply for you. It’s why he’s saved your life. He’s just being an idiot right now.” Dawson’s face turns red, his eyes flashing back and forth between golden yellow and olive green.


“Are you okay?” I ask.


“My wolf is upset.” Dawson stands up from his seat. “I need to take a run.”


He basically runs from the classroom, leaving me there alone.


He’s mad. And I can’t blame him. I’m not a good enough mate for Devin. He knows it. I know it. Devin knows it.


Too bad my heart didn’t get the memo.




I’m going because you told me not to.





I find Blake sitting at our usual lunch table. I slide across from him and he gives me a curious glance. I grab a fry from his plate and he growls at me.


I glare at him. “Don’t you growl at me. You said you’d save me food.”


He rolls his eyes. “You’re lucky I like you.”


I grin, grabbing another fry.


“Now you’re pushing your luck.”


I stick out my tongue but eat the fry anyway.


“What did Mr. Benson want?” Blake asks.


I shrug one shoulder. “Just checking in with me. He’s part of the reason I got invited to Shifter Academy and he likes to check in on me.”


It’s partially the truth and it’s enough to get Blake to hopefully back off the subject.


Blake frowns. “I should be happy that you’re here. I am happy that you’re my friend, don’t get me wrong. But I’m mad that Mr. Benson wanted you here. The kids here are so mean to you.”


“I don’t care.” I steal another fry. “I don’t need their friendship. I’ve got you and you’re all I need.”


He smirks. “Don’t go falling in love with me. I’d hate to break your heart when I find my mate.”


I roll my eyes. “You’re not my type anyway.”


“And do tell what your type is.” Blake shoves half a burger in his mouth.


How shifters eat so much, I will never understand.


My eyes flash to the center of the room, where I know Devin will be sitting. I spot him, right next to Isabella. I hate how my chest aches when I see them together.


She’s the kind of girl that should be his mate. Instead, he’s stuck with me.


Devin’s eyes meet mine and my heart races. I turn my attention back to Blake.


“Your type, Tori,” Blake reminds me, waving a hand in front of my face.


I sigh. “I don’t know. I don’t think I have a type. I just want a guy who is nice. Which is highly unlikely since my father is picking out my husband.”


He wrinkles his nose. “That sucks. I’m glad my parents don’t have a say in who my mate is. They’d probably pick an awful girl.”


“It is what it is.” I accepted it a long time ago. My life is not my own.


“Can’t you run away or something?” he asks.


“I could, but if my father ever caught me, he would kill me. He shows no mercy for dark fae who refuse him as their king.” I tuck a piece of hair behind my ear. “Either I marry the guy he chooses or I spend the rest of my life being chased by his army. I’m promised misery either way.”


Blake frowns.


I grab another fry. “But who cares about that. Let’s talk about something more interesting.”


“I did hear there is a party tonight on the beach.” Blake shoves another half of a burger in his mouth.


Me and parties don’t exactly get along. Last time I went to one, Isabella slapped me across the face with an iron chain. I’m certain my fate wouldn’t be any better if I went tonight.


Blake turns to look at something. I wonder what when I see a shadow a moment later.


Devin walks up, standing beside me. He has his arms crossed over his chest and his eyes are golden yellow. I think his eyes are more gold than they are green around me.


“Tori, a word,” Devin growls.


Blake narrows his eyes. “Don’t you have anything better to do than bully her?”


Devin turns to Blake, his eyes now fully golden. “What I do with her is none of your business, mutt.”


“It’s okay.” I stand up from my seat, looking at Blake. “I’m going to talk with him.”


Blake frowns. “Tori—”


I cut him off. “It’s fine. I’ll be back in a couple minutes.”


Blake turns to Devin, who still has yellow eyes. “You better not hurt her.”


Devin growls in response.


I point a finger at Blake. “You better save me some fries.”


Blake attempts to smile, but it’s more of a grimace. He’s worried about me. He wouldn’t be if he knew the truth. Devin might hate me, but he won’t hurt me. He can’t. But I am not ready to tell my friend the truth about Devin and me. It’s bad enough that I told Dawson.


Devin grabs onto my wrist and pulls me out of the cafeteria. He leads me down the hallway—far enough that other shifters won’t overhear our conversation. He abruptly lets go of my arm and spins around to face me.


“You will not be going tonight.”


“Excuse me?” I put a hand on my hip, ready to fight him. I look him in the eyes, feeling a mix of anger and confusion. “Wait, go where?”


“To the party,” he clarifies.


I raise an eyebrow. “I wasn’t going to go. I don’t particularly like being attacked by your stupid pack, but now I kind of want to go.”


Devin growls.


“It’s not your place to tell me what I can and can’t do.” I have enough of that at home. I’m not going to spend my one year of freedom being bossed around by an alpha, even if he is my mate.


“Actually, it is my place,” he argues.


“You’re not my alpha,” I remind him. “And you’ve made it clear that you’re not my anything. As far as I can tell, I can do whatever I want.”


His eyes turn from yellow to green abruptly. “My wolf doesn’t want you to go. I can’t tell my pack not to attack you without making you a bigger target. If you come, I can’t protect you.”


“I don’t need you to protect me.” I take a step closer to him, trying to show him that he doesn’t intimidate me. “Or are you forgetting what I did on Tuesday night?”


“Why can’t you just listen to me?” Devin’s face turns red. “I’m trying to protect you. Can’t you see that?”


“Why are you trying to protect me?”


I want him to say it’s because he cares for me. I want him to want to be with me as much as I want to be with him.


This mate bond is no joke. Does he feel it too?


“I don’t know.” He lets out a long breath. “When a shifter loses their mate, it’s agony. Most of the time, they don’t survive it. But an alpha does.”


“We haven’t completed our bond, so I’m sure you’d be fine.” I wave a hand at him, trying to let him know that it’s not a big deal.


“We haven’t,” he agrees. “But because we spend so much time near one another, there is already a bond forming. We don’t have to complete our mate bond for it to hurt.”


My chest falls.


Of course he’s not actually worried about me, he’s just worried about being hurt if something did happen to me.


I lower my gaze, looking at the floor. “I just figured that if one of your pack mates killed me, it would make it easier on you. You can’t kill me because I’m your mate, but they can get rid of your problem for you.”


Devin growls again and I look up, seeing golden eyes. “I wish you would stop saying that.”


I shrug. “It’s true. And if one of your wolves doesn’t do it, I’m sure my father will make it happen eventually. It’s only a matter of time. I’m going to die by somebody’s hands—wolf, dark fae, or otherwise.”


He takes a step closer. “I will kill your father before I let that happen.”


I shake my head. “No, Devin. It would start a war. I’m not worth it.”


“Don’t go tonight,” he demands, ignoring my warning.


I hold my head up higher. “I honestly wasn’t going to go. I have no interest in partying with a bunch of arrogant wolf shifters who hate me. But now, I’m going because you don’t want me to.”


He growls. “Don’t say I didn’t warn you, Princess Hastings.”


At that, he turns and storms off, leaving me with my heart racing.


Is every interaction with Devin Benson going to be this intense?


Having a mate is far more complicated than I could have imagined. Then again, when I dreamt of having a mate, I never imagined my mate would be an alpha wolf shifter.


Fate chose wrong. I’m absolutely the worst girl for Devin.


I head back to the cafeteria, not wanting to keep Blake waiting any longer. When I get back in there, I see that he’s left me some fries, but all the burgers are gone.


I laugh, shaking my head. “How do you eat so much, Blake?”


He pats his flat stomach. “I’m a growing boy.”


I pull the plate of fries over to my side.


He raises an eyebrow. “Is that going to be enough?”


I nod. “Probably too much. There’s a lot of fries here.”


“But what about meat? Don’t you need protein?” he asks.


“I don’t have an animal to feed. Fae are a lot like a human in their diets,” I explain.


“Huh.” He shrugs. “That’s weird.”


“Says the boy who downed about five pounds of fries and ten burgers within a matter of minutes.” I shake my head.


Wolf shifters sure can eat.




I told you not to come.





“Are you sure you want to go?” Blake asks me for the hundredth time.


He’s been trying to talk me out of going to the party on the beach all afternoon. I’ve started to think maybe he’s right—maybe I should just skip this one. But then I think about Devin’s glare and how he insisted I not go. He infuriates me. I have to go, just to prove to him that he can’t boss me around.


“Why do you keep trying to talk me out of it?” I shut my mating rituals book and give him my full attention.


“Because I want to run tonight,” he answers. “I haven’t let my wolf out in over a week and I’m getting really antsy.”


“Then go run. I don’t need you to babysit me.” I wave a hand, letting him know it’s okay.


I really don’t need to be babysat.


“Who is going to talk to you tonight?” His lips turn down in the corners. “Who will protect you from Devin and Isabella?”


I ignore how my heart skips a beat when he says Devin’s name.


I put my hands on his shoulders, making sure I don’t make skin to skin contact with him. “Blake, I don’t need to be protected. I am a very powerful dark fae. If anybody messes with me, they will feel terror like they’ve never experienced before in their life.”


Blake’s eyes widen. “Does the terror stay around like the happiness did? Because, I swear I still feel it lingering.”


I nod. “It’s the same. Except bad feelings tend to stick around longer and stronger than good feelings.”


“Wow.” He lets out a low whistle. “Remind me not to get on your bad side.”


I grin, letting my hands fall to my side. “Exactly, Blake. I will be perfectly fine tonight. You should go for your run—let all that aggression out.”


He smirks, shaking his head. “I would tell you to call me if you need me, but wolves don’t have pockets, so…”


I snort. “How about you call me if you need me?”


He rolls his blue eyes but grins wider.


I clear my throat. “You will be safe, right? I know the other wolves don’t exactly…” like you.


He doesn’t need me to finish my sentence. “They won’t bother me when I’m in my wolf form. And even if they did, I can outrun them.”


“What about the tiger shifters? They could probably catch you.” I worry my bottom lip between my teeth.


“They choose to ignore the fact that I exist.” He casts his gaze downward.


Why do I get the feeling there is more to the story than I know?


Still, I don’t ask. He will tell me if he wants to. And the fact is, I’m hiding a lot from him. I have no right to demand answers when I’m unwilling to give him the same courtesy.


After our study session, Blake and I part ways. I head back to my dorm to get ready for the party. Once again, I question why I’m going. It doesn’t even make sense. Last time I went, Isabella slapped me across the face with an iron necklace. It took the mark almost twenty four hours to go away.


I rub a hand at my neck, thankful that the marks from Mia are now gone.


Do I really want to have another burn on my body? Even though we heal fast, a wound from iron hurts a lot while it’s healing.


But if I stay in my dorm, how pathetic is that? I can’t hide away. If I show fear, the bullying and taunting will only get worse. I know that.


I glance in the mirror at myself. My eyes are dark brown—their natural color, according to Devin. I rarely ever see them this color. They’re constantly changing as my emotions do.


My dark red hair goes just below my waist. My hair is about the only thing I like about my appearance, though I’ve often wished it were blonde, like my father’s. Maybe then he wouldn’t hate me so much.


Dad says I look just like my mother. Not that I would know—I’ve never even seen a picture of her. And the only person my father hates more than me was her.


When I look at my eyes again, they’re gray.


Strange, I didn’t even realize I was sad.


Gray is what I’m used to seeing. They’re that color almost every time I look in the mirror. I push the negative thoughts away, blinking slowly. My eyes are brown once again, but a lighter shade—somewhere between brown and gray in color.


My heart races as I wonder if I’ll see Devin tonight.


My eyes widen as I see my eye color in the mirror—they’re bright, vibrant orange. I’ve never seen the color before. I realize the color must mean that I’m nervous. I wonder how often they’re orange around Devin.


I turn away from the mirror and decide to head out. I need to stop making excuses to stay in my dorm longer.


I can’t spend my life hiding out in my dorm. It doesn’t matter if Isabella bullies me tonight. It doesn’t matter if she uses iron on me. I just know that if I stop trying, then what is left for me? My mate has rejected me. It wouldn’t matter anyway—my life is planned for me. I don’t have a choice.


As I walk down the hallway, a couple of freshman wolf shifters move out of the way to avoid me. My chest aches at the thought of them being so frightened of me that they don’t want to be near me. Maybe they’re scared to touch me. I couldn’t blame them if they were. But if they’d talk to me, they know I don’t read people’s emotions on purpose. I block them out when I can.


I wish I could read Devin’s emotions. But I won’t do that to him. I won’t invade his privacy. The only thing I will take from him is what he shares with me, even if it kills me.


I walk out onto the beach alone, heading toward the place Blake took me last time. Along the way, a couple of tiger shifters run by in their animal form. My heart speeds up at the sight, but I smile when I realize they’re playing. The two tigers are chasing each other.


What would it be like to be a shifter? I imagine it would be freeing to run in animal form. Not that it does me any good to think about it—I am dark fae, and we only have one form.


I spot the bonfire up ahead. As I see all the shifters hanging out with one another, I start to question if I should have come. I don’t belong here—nobody wants me here. My only friend couldn’t come. So what’s the point? Am I just going to stand there and watch other people talk to one another?


I stop walking, stay far enough back that hopefully nobody will notice me.


Devin was right. I shouldn’t come tonight.


Sighing, I turn around to head back to my room. There are no friends waiting for me tonight. Blake is it. If other shifters wanted to be friends with me, I would’ve made friends by now.


I’m about halfway back when I hear a voice from behind me.


“Tori!”


I turn around, wondering who is calling my name. It takes a second for them to come into view out of the darkness. By then, it’s too late to make a break for a castle.


“Isabella. Katherine.” I nod to them, trying not to let my nervousness show. “Lovely to see you both. I’m just on my way back to the castle for the night.”


“You’re not going anywhere.” Isabella’s eyes are golden yellow, her voice an almost growl as she says the words.


I hold up both my hands. “I don’t want any trouble—”


But before the words are fully out of my mouth, Katherine grabs onto my wrists, wrapping them in something—an iron chain, I realize too late. I try to call on my dark fae powers, but Katherine has already let go of my hands. Isabella grabs my legs. I fall back onto the sand and she wraps an iron chain around my ankles. I whimper, but my discomfort only makes the girls laugh.


Katherine kicks me in the stomach hard. I go flying back through the sand about ten feet. I hear her and Isabella laugh hard. Katherine’s eyes are their normal shade of light brown. Isabella’s eyes are golden yellow still. Her wolf is close to the surface. If she kicks me, it’s going to hurt a lot worse than what Katherine did.


Isabella’s voice is still low. “Stay away from Devin. He’s mine.”


I clench my jaw, tugging against the restraints. “You should tell him to stay away from me.”


Her fist connects with my shoulder. I hear bones snap as I go flying backward again. Before I even have a chance to breathe again from having the wind knocked out of me, Isabella is there again, this time kicking me with her foot. I go flying back away, my vision darkening.


If I pass out, they’re going to kill me. I have to figure out how to get out of this. If only I could touch them.


“Isabella.” I hear a familiar voice call out in the darkness.


Devin.


He will save me.


Devin gets closer and I see his yellow eyes shining in the darkness.


I love when his eyes are yellow. It means that he’s going to be nice. His eyes are green when he hates me.


I let out a breath of relief.


“Devin.” Isabella’s eyes instantly change to icy blue. “We were just having a little fun with the Princess. You want a turn?”


Devin barely looks at me. He puts an arm around Isabella. “I’ve got a better idea. Let’s go back to the party.”


Isabella beams, clearly happy at the attention.


“Katherine, you and Isabella head back. I’ll be right there,” Devin says, his voice calmer than I’ve ever heard before. It almost makes me want to go back to the party. I realize then that he’s using his alpha voice. “I’ll catch up.”


Isabella giggles. “Hurry, Devin.”


She and Katherine walk off together and Devin turns to me. His eyes are hard as he narrows them.


“I told you not to come.” He growls the words, though his eyes are green.


“Can you—” I hold up my arms and then call out in pain, forgetting about my broken shoulder.


“Figure it out yourself.” His jaw ticks as he glares at me. “Maybe next time, you’ll listen to me.”


He turns and walks off, leaving me in the sand. My hands and ankles are still bound, the iron burning my flesh. I try to remove the iron around my ankles to no avail—it burns my hands too bad to touch the iron.


I hate him.


I close my eyes tightly, clenching my fist. I’ve never wanted to use my dark fae power so badly before, but I swear when I get out of this, I am not going to have any qualms about reading or manipulating Devin’s emotions. He deserves it.


“Tori.”


“Blake.”


My friend comes running out of the darkness and drops to his knees in front of me. He only has on a pair of gray sweat pants. He reaches for my wrists, undoing the binds.


“I heard you screaming. I got here as fast as I could. I was running on the other side of the beach.” His voice shakes as he quickly undoes the binding. He does the same for my ankles.


“You heard me?” I ask.


“I can hear further when I’m shifted. I ran as fast as I could. I heard Devin get Isabella and Katherine away from you, so I stopped to grab some clothes. I didn’t figure you’d mind,” he says.


I laugh, but my stomach aches from the movement.


“Your eyes are flashing between bright yellow and dark red.” Blake’s jaw drops open as he looks at me.


“It’s my emotions—I’m torn between fury and something even I can’t even describe.” I frown, wishing my eyes would just be dark brown right now. I don’t want anybody to see what I’m feeling.


Blake lifts me up from the sand and begins to carry me toward the castle.


“Blake, you don’t have to carry me. I can walk,” I protest.


“I’m pretty sure your shoulder is broken,” he says. “Probably a few ribs too. I am not going to let you walk. I’m taking you to the nurse.”


I groan, burying my face in his neck. “Thank you, Blake. I’m sorry. I’m probably heavy.”


He chuckles. “I’m a shifter, Duchess. I’m supernaturally strong.”


I roll my eyes. “I told you, if you’re going to call me by a title, at least use the right one. It’s Princess.”


“I think I like Duchess better,” he teases.


I’m thankful for the playful banter. I need something to get my mind off the burning pain on my wrists and ankles. My shoulder throbs, but it’s already getting better.


When we get into the nurse’s wing, she instructs Blake to put me onto a bed as she begins her examination. It turns out, I do have a broken shoulder, along with three broken ribs, and a punctured lung. All those things will be better by the morning, thanks to my supernatural healing. She does give me something for the pain.


Blake is about to escort me to my dorm when another figure appears in the doorway.


“Tori.” Dawson steps through, his green eyes scanning over me. “What happened?”


Tears press against the back of my eyes. I try not to cry, but they fall without my permission. “Ask your brother. He should be able to fill you in.”


Dawson looks around the room. “Where is Devin?”


I try to stand up, but the pain has me sitting back down. Blake, once again, lifts me into his arms.


“Devin is on the beach,” Blake tells Dawson, through gritted teeth. “Hanging out with the wolf shifters who did this to her. When you see him, tell him to stay away from Tori.”


Dawson’s eyes turn golden yellow. “I will talk to him.”


I tap Blake’s arm. “Blake, please, take me to my room.”


Dawson nods his head at Blake. Blake moves toward the door, carefully carrying me toward my dorm. I don’t know what to say on the way there. I just let the tears fall freely down my cheeks. I’m getting Blake wet, but he doesn’t say a word about it. He just carries me to my room and gently lies me on my bed. He’s been invited in—he’s the only one I’ve allowed to enter my dorm.


“Will you be okay?” he asks.


I nod. “Nobody else can come in.”


I’m safe in here.


It’s the only place in the entire world that I am.


He pulls my covers up around my shoulders. “Get some sleep. I’ll see you in the morning.”


“Night,” I tell him, my eyes already closing before he’s completely out the door.


That was some good medicine the nurse gave me.
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Saturday, August 22

Wolves are usually more civilized.





Despite what happened Friday night, I slept better than I have in my life. I think that has something to do with the medicine the nurse gave me. Human medicine doesn’t work on supernaturals. But whatever she had worked very well.


This morning, pain is what wakes me up.


I groan as I move. The pain in my shoulder has dulled to just an ache, but my wrists and ankles are still burning. My whole body is sore, probably from getting punched and tossed around.


Wolves are strong—a lot stronger than a dark fae. Last night only solidified that fact.


What hurts more than any of the aches in my body is the fact that Devin took Isabella’s side over mine. He left with her, leaving me there, bound and in pain. Who knows what would have happened to me if Blake hadn’t come along. Would another wolf shifter have come along to finish what Isabella and Katherine started?


Despite the pain, I push myself to get out of bed and get a hot shower. I get ready for the day. While part of me wants to hide out in my room and hide the rest of the day, the other part of me wants to get out of here and show Devin that what he did last night doesn’t affect me.


As I finish getting ready, there is a knock on my door. I open it, expecting to see Blake on the other side. I’m surprised when I see Dawson standing there instead.


“Hey, Tori.” He studies my face. “You look rough.”


“That’s what happens when somebody with supernatural strength picks on somebody who doesn’t.” I don’t care if I’m being sarcastic, not today. I’m sick of the wolves thinking they can pick on me because I’m smaller than them.


“That’s what I’m here about.” He frowns. “My brother is here.”


“Devin?” I look behind him, hating how my heart still flutters at the mention of his name.


Stupid mate bond.


“No.” He clears his throat. “My other brother.”


I swallow hard. “Oh. The alpha.”


He nods.


Somehow, meeting the alpha of the wolf pack is still less scary than seeing Devin right now.


“Will you come with me? He wants to meet you.” Dawson’s green eyes meet mine and I can feel the apprehension in his question.


He’s nervous I will say no.


I probably should say no. I should get myself a one way ticket off this stupid island and never come back. My life with the dark fae wasn’t the greatest, but at least nobody tried to kill me. Well… not recently anyway.


“Sure.” I let out a breath.


Dawson reaches out his hand. I look curiously at it.


“You know my powers, right?” I ask.


He nods. “I trust you.”


He trusts me.


Devin doesn’t.


There is something seriously wrong with this situation.


I put my hand in his and allow him to lead me away from the safety of my dorm. I know that Dawson will protect me. I used to think Devin would do the same, but now I know better.


“I’m sorry about what happened last night,” Dawson says, as he leads me down the stairs. “Devin told me what happened.”


“Did he also tell you he left me bound in iron chains while he ran off with the wolf who did this to me?” I can’t stop myself from snapping at him. I shouldn’t. It’s not Dawson’s fault. He can’t control his younger brother any more than I can.


Dawson stops walking and turns to me. “I’m really sorry that he did that to you, Tori. He’s usually not a bad kid. I don’t know what’s gotten into him.”


“It doesn’t matter.” I chew on my lip hard to try and stop the tears. “Let’s just get this over with.”


Dawson closes his eyes, taking a slow breath. When he opens them, his eyes are golden yellow. “My brother is an idiot.”


I turn my head away from him, not wanting him to see the emotions that I’m sure are clear on my face. “It doesn’t matter. Fate chose wrong.”


He doesn’t respond to that. He just tugs on my hand again, pulling me forward.


I’m still not convinced this whole mate thing is real. It certainly feels real. But maybe Devin was right—maybe somebody did cast a spell on us. Why else would it be this difficult?


Dawson leads me to a wing of the castle I haven’t been to before. The hallway is a lot nicer than the ones that lead to our classrooms and dorms. He opens a door to the left, pulling me inside with him.


The room is huge, about four times as big as my dorm room. A large sectional couch fills part of the space, and on that couch I spot Devin in the corner. He has his arms crossed over his chest and a scowl on his face. He looks up when I walk in, his eyes instantly turning yellow. He jumps onto his feet and storms toward us.


“Hands. Off. Her.” He growls out the words, his wolf close to the surface.


I can feel the anger in his words. So much that I back away from him, scared of what he will do.


Dawson does let go of my hand and he tries to soothe his brother, but Devin’s golden eyes are locked on mine.


“Orange is worse than gray.” Devin blinks and his eyes are green again. “You’re scared of me?”


I nod once, but it’s enough for him to know the truth.


I am scared of Devin. I never thought he would hurt me, but after last night, I’m not so sure anymore.


“Tori—” He starts to take a step closer to me.


“Devin, that’s enough,” a loud voice demands.


The door behind me closes and I look over my shoulder to see another wolf shifter walk in. Right away, I can tell this is their older brother, the alpha. Not only does he have the exact same shade of green eyes as Devin and Dawson, but I can feel the power radiating off of him. I feel the same thing around my father, but this is different. His power is stronger. If my father knew that, would he want to start a war with them? The wolves are so much stronger than us.


The alpha’s eyes land on me. “You must be Princess Hastings. I’ve heard a lot about you.” He extends his hand toward me.


I look at his hand, chewing on my lip.


What is with everybody offering to shake my hand?


He raises an eyebrow at me. “I’m not scared of what you could do to me, Princess. I know from talking with my brothers that you’re not like your father.”


I accept his handshake, just because I don’t want to be rude. I feel nothing coming from him except curiosity.


“Please, just call me Tori,” I tell him.


“Tori,” he repeats, grinning at me. “I’m Damian.”


I nod at him. “Nice to meet you, Alpha Damian.”


“Just Damian.” He waves a hand. “Everybody, sit down. We have a lot to discuss.”


We do?


Dawson is the first to move toward the couch. I worry my bottom lip between my teeth, trying to figure out where to sit. I don’t want to be anywhere near Devin, but if I sit by Dawson it will make Devin mad.


“Tori,” Devin says.


My head jerks toward him, almost without my permission.


“Just sit by me.”


I narrow my eyes at him.


He smiles so widely that it reveals his dimples. “Red is a color I haven’t seen, but it’s lovely. It’s the same shade as your hair.”


I wonder what he’s talking about for a moment, but then I realize he must be talking about my eyes. “You’ll get used to the color because I’m furious with you.”


“Good,” he says, which only confuses me.


Why is it good that I’m mad at him?


“Is somebody going to fill me in on what’s going on?” Damian comes to stand by us.


Damian is tall, but Devin is taller by about an inch. I bet Devin isn’t done growing yet either. I feel so small next to the two of them—three if I include Dawson.


“Nothing,” Devin says, keeping his hard eyes locked on me.


My chest aches at his words. I wish I could muster up anger right now, but all I feel is pain.


Devin growls. “Stop with the gray eyes already.”


“Like you care.” I storm past him and take a seat next to Dawson on the couch.


Devin doesn’t care. He just comes up and sits down beside us, propping his feet up on the table.


Damian looks between Devin and me, his eyes finally landing on Dawson. “Care to explain?”


“They’re mates,” Dawson says.


Devin flinches, turning toward me. “You told him?”


My jaw drops open as I look at him. I try to form a coherent sentence, but I stutter over my words. “I—well—I didn’t mean—it just—sorry.”


“I would’ve figured it out anyway.” Dawson turns his attention to his older brother. “I feel the same way about her as I do about Monica.”


“You do?” Devin turns to Dawson, raising an eyebrow.


“Yeah. What did you think?”


Devin shrugs. “I thought you were trying to date her.”


Dawson busts out laughing. “Tori is a child. And she’s your mate. That’s ridiculous. I can’t believe you’d even think that.”


I chew on my lip to stop the grin.


That is why Devin has been acting so jealous toward me and his older brother? Because he thought we were going to date? It’s so absurd. Does he not understand that the mate bond trumps any feeling that I could have for anybody else? All I can see is Devin.


Devin looks at me, cocking his head to the side. “Bright blue.”


“Huh?” I ask.


“Your eyes.” His smile widens. “You’re happy. I’ve never seen that color before around me—only when you’re with Blake.”


I lower my head, my cheeks growing warm.


“Okay, I’m confused.” Damian comes to stand in front of us. “Dev, do you love her or hate her? Because when we got here, I thought you hated her. And now, I’m starting to wonder if you love her. Of course you do. She’s your mate.”


Devin glares at his oldest brother. “Shut up, Damian.”


“He’s rejected her,” Dawson says, his green eyes turning to look at me.


“You can’t reject your mate.” Damian’s face turns red as he looks at Devin. “Your mate is the one person, handpicked by fate. They make you a better person—stronger. You’re going to be alpha one day soon, Dev. You need her by your side if you’re going to be strong enough to lead the pack.”


“I can handle it just fine on my own.” Devin crosses his arms over his chest.


His eyes stay green, which means his wolf must agree with what Damian said.


Devin turns to me. “I can’t believe you told him. I knew I couldn’t trust you. Who else have you told? Your boyfriend?”


I roll my eyes. “Blake is my friend. And no. I haven’t told him.” My shoulders slump forward in defeat. “It’s embarrassing. You rejected me. What could I say? Him knowing how pathetic I am wouldn’t help anything.”


Devin’s eyes flash golden yellow, but he keeps his lips closed tightly.


I sigh, turning my attention back to Damian. “I suspect the mate thing isn’t what you wanted to meet with me about.”


Damian looks between Devin and me, but his eyes eventually land on me. It unnerves me how similar his eyes are to Devin.


“I want to apologize to you. Dawson told me how the wolf shifters are treating you. Wolves are usually more civilized. I will be speaking with them,” he assures me.


I’m not sure what to say to that. Would the wolves really be kinder at his word, or would it just make things worse?


I tuck a piece of hair behind my ear, meeting his gaze. “I mean no offense by this, but I don’t need you to tell them to back off. I can take care of myself.”


“Show me your wrists,” Damian says, his eyes flashing yellow.


I’m thinking he’s not used to hearing the word no and he definitely didn’t like hearing it from me.


I hold up my hands, showing him the scars from the iron.


He grabs onto my hand, inspecting the scar. “And this is you taking care of yourself?”


He’s angry. I can feel the emotions in his words. But he’s not angry with me—he’s angry with the wolf shifters who did this to me.


I turn to Devin, hoping he will back me up.


“If you’re not going to fight back, somebody has to make sure you don’t get yourself killed.” Devin’s words are harsh and he won’t make eye contact with me as he says them.


My chest aches at his words.


My mate hates me.


“Death for me is inevitable. You should just be prepared—if it doesn’t happen while I’m at school, it’ll be one of my brothers or my dad. It’s only a matter of time. What difference does it make who does it?” I snap at him.


He doesn’t care about me. So why is he siding with Damian on this one?


Devin’s eyes flash yellow, but he doesn’t say a word.


“Why do you think your dad would kill you?” Damian comes to sit on the coffee table in front of me.


I rub a hand at my temples, willing the oncoming headache away. “My dad doesn’t care about me. He only cares about his heir. And he has nine other sons to take over the throne if something were to happen to Oliver.”


“Oliver is your older brother?” Dawson asks.


According to the world, yes.


But I can’t tell these guys the truth. Damian is alpha of the wolf shifters—my father’s worst enemies.


I cast my gaze downward. “Yeah.”


Devin jerks his head over to look at me. The movement is so abrupt that I glance up too. He doesn’t say anything, he just cocks his head to the side and studies me.


I wish I knew what he was feeling right now, but I refuse to reach out my hand and take it from him. He has to offer it to me.


Sighing, I turn back to Alpha Damian.


“No matter what your family does to you, while you are at Shifter Academy, you are my responsibility,” Damian says. “And even if my stupid younger brother doesn’t see it, you are our family. I will protect you like I do my own mate.”


My chest swells at his words.


Devin stands from the couch. “Are we done here?”


Damian waves him on. Devin storms from the room, leaving me there with his older brothers.


“Sorry about him,” Damian says.


“It doesn’t matter.” I turn to Dawson. “Can you walk me back to my room?”


Dawson nods.


I have no idea what happened today—it was very strange. But I do know that it changes nothing between Devin and me.


He hates me.
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Monday, August 24

The silent treatment.





I hide out the rest of the weekend, like the coward I am. Blake doesn’t seem to mind. He doesn’t get along with any of the kids in this school anyway. He almost seems relieved to hang out in my dorm all weekend.


The marks on my wrists and ankles have cleared by Monday and I feel one hundred percent better, thanks to my supernatural healing.


Blake insists on escorting me to all of my classes. Devin, on the other hand, is completely ignoring me. He’s acting like I don’t exist, along with all the other wolf shifters.


“Is there a reason I’ve become invisible?” I ask Blake, as we make our way to supernatural history together. He insisted I wait for him to walk me today.


“Because Alpha Damian said the next wolf shifter caught bullying you would have severe punishment,” Blake answers.


I wonder what severe punishment there would be. I’m almost afraid to know the answer.


Being invisible is better. This is what I wanted.


Well, no. What I really wanted was to make friends and enjoy my last year of high school. But being invisible beats the alternative of being bullied.


Blake and I make our way to our usual seats in supernatural history. I make eye contact with Dawson as I walk in.


Dawson seems to care about me a lot, unlike his younger brother.


I tuck a piece of hair behind my ear as I sit down beside Blake.


“Your hair is so pretty.” Blake grabs onto a strand, studying it. “I hope my future mate has red hair.”


I smack his hand away. “I already know you prefer brunettes.”


“I do?” he asks.


I nod. “I’ve seen you looking at that one wolf shifter.”


“What girl?” He averts his eyes.


I laugh. “Blake, I’m a dark fae. You can’t hide strong emotions from me.”


“It doesn’t matter.” He sighs. “She’s not my mate.”


I turn to him. “So you’re really not allowed to date until you meet your mate?”


“The law isn’t strictly enforced, but it is frowned upon. Most wolves meet their mates young, so it’s not hard to wait.” Blake shrugs. “I’d rather wait on her anyway.”


“Does everybody follow that rule?” I hate how my stomach clenches as I ask the question.


Has Devin followed that rule?


“No.” Blake rolls his eyes. “Most wolf shifters do, but a lot of kids in this school don’t follow the rule. Like Isabella.”


“What about Devin?” I worry my bottom lip between my teeth.


As I say his name, he appears in the doorway. His green eyes meet mine for a split second before he turns away. He turns to smile at Isabella, who is walking in behind him.


I huff, turning to look at Blake.


“Clearly not,” Blake answers. “He’s always hanging out with her.”


“Devin deserves a girl like Isabella.” I say it as a joke, but I wholeheartedly mean the words. He shouldn’t have to hide who his mate is. He’s ashamed of me. I know he deserves so much better.


Blake snorts. “I feel sorry for the girl that ends up being his mate.”


I sink further into my seat.


Devin glances our way again, this time he glares at me. I turn my attention back to Blake.


“Is there a way to break a mate bond?” I ask.


His eyes widen. “Uh, yeah. Death. But you’ll be going over all of that in your mating rituals class.”


I frown.


Great. That means I’m stuck with this stupid bond.


I glance over at Devin again, fully aware that he can hear the conversation I’m having with Blake. That is, if he wants to. His eyes are golden yellow, but he is not looking my way.


Somehow, Devin ignoring me is almost worse than him being cruel.


Dawson begins class and all conversations cease. Today, we are learning about the darker side of vampire history—how they came to exist in the first place. I’ve heard the story a million times, so I tune it out.


This is only the second week of classes, but coming to Shifter Academy has changed my life. I can’t bring myself to regret meeting Devin, even if knowing him hurts. I’ve never felt agony like I have from being around him. I can take the physical pain. Being tied up with iron and slapped around is nothing. Devin rejecting me feels much, much worse.


As if he hears what I’m thinking, Devin turns his head to look at me. His eyes are a very dark golden yellow, almost an amber color. His wolf is very close to the surface. He jumps out of his desk and runs from the room. I get the feeling he’s putting as much distance between him and me as he possibly can.


Dawson stops talking and he looks at me. His eyes are golden too.


“Tori, can I have a word?” Dawson asks.


The entire classroom turns to look at me as he interrupts his entire lesson to talk with me.


“Uh, sure.” I push myself out of my desk.


“Class is over early today,” Dawson says, grabbing onto my wrist. He pulls me through the door in his classroom that leads to his office. He motions for me to sit down.


His office is small, with barely enough room for his desk and two chairs.


He sits down on his desk, facing me. His eyes are still golden yellow, but they slowly fade back to their normal shade of green.


“What’s going on?” I ask.


“You’re projecting your feelings,” he says.


My eyes widen. “What?”


“Not to everybody,” he clarifies. “Just to Devin. And me. Because I’m your family.”


I think I’m going to be sick. “I didn’t mean to do that. I didn’t even know that I could. I was just…” upset. But he already knows that.


“What were you thinking about?” Dawson tilts his head to the side, studying me. “Devin could barely contain his shift. He almost didn’t make it out the front of the castle before his wolf came out. Even now, he’s fighting not to come into my office.”


“You can tell that?” I ask.


He nods. “We’re brothers. We’re connected in ways that most wolf shifters aren’t. He normally hides things like this from me, but he’s hardly hanging onto his sanity right now.”


“I didn’t mean to do that.” I put a hand to the base of my throat. “I was just thinking about Devin. It’s stupid.”


“It’s not stupid.” Dawson leans forward. “Tell me.”


I swallow hard. “Well, I was thinking about how being chained up with iron and beaten hurts less than what he’s doing to me.”


The words ring true. I know he can tell that I mean them.


Devin may have rejected me, but I can’t get myself to do the same to him.


“He’s rejected me. Why can’t I just move on?” Tears press against the back of my eyes.


Dawson gives me a sad smile. “It’s not possible to reject a mate. What Devin is doing is excruciating. It’s not what fate intended. He should cherish you.”


My heart skips a beat. “He’s hurting?”


Dawson nods.


I’m hurting him.


“Is there anything I can do to help him feel better?” I worry my bottom lip between my teeth.


Dawson’s nostrils flare. “Devin is rejecting you and you want to help him feel better?”


It sounds sadistic when he says it like that, but I can’t help it. Devin didn’t choose this any more than I.


“He thinks I put a spell on him—that the mate bond isn’t real,” I tell him.


“My brother is an idiot, but one day soon he will grovel for your forgiveness. I hope you make it hard on him.” Dawson shakes his head. “Devin is a good guy. He is going to be a good mate for you when he finally gets himself together.”


Somehow, I doubt that.


Dawson pats my shoulder. “Everything won’t always be this hard. You will see. You are going to make an incredible luna.”


“A luna is an alpha’s mate, right?” I tuck a piece of hair behind my ear.


He nods.


“It sounds better than Princess.”


Dawson chuckles. “You were born to rule, one way or the other. When my brother realizes it, the two of you will be unstoppable.”


I long for the day.


But I don’t get my hopes up. Devin has made his feelings for me very clear.


“I’m sorry about projecting my emotions. I don’t know how I did it.” I frown. “I’ll try and save my dark thoughts for when I am alone.”


“Whenever you are feeling down, come talk with me. I’m always here for you.”


Dawson is sweet.


How does he share blood with Devin? They’re so different.


I stand from my chair, giving him a smile. “I should probably go find Blake.”


“He’s waiting in the classroom for you,” Dawson informs me.


Now I just need to figure out what to tell him.




I didn’t know you cared.





I decide to skip lunch and take a walk on the beach.


Shifters will all be in the dining hall, eating. If I’ve learned anything while being at this school, it’s that shifters love to eat. I feel safe being on my own. I could tell Blake didn’t want to leave me to walk alone, but I’m glad he respects that I need this time.


I still don’t know what to say about what happened today. I can’t exactly let Blake know that Devin is my mate. 


I guess I could, but I don’t want to. I like that Blake doesn’t know. I can be myself around him and act normal. I don’t have to worry about the stupid bond I share with his future alpha.


Coming to Shifter Academy wasn’t supposed to be this complicated. I was supposed to come, maybe make a friend or two, and try to survive my senior year. I wasn’t supposed to meet my mate. And he definitely wasn’t supposed to save my life. Twice. Or three times, if I count with Isabella and Katherine. I think that hardly counts because he might’ve gotten them away from me, but he left me bound in iron chains to fend for myself.


The steady rhythm of feet hitting the ground has me turning my head. I gasp as I see a black panther running straight for me. I turn, running from the panther.


There is no way that I can run away from a panther. Dark fae might be faster than humans, but we’re nowhere near as fast as a panther.


I go through the options in my head as I wait for the large cat to catch up with me. I could use my dark fae power on them and save myself. But even then, they could kill me long before I could do any damage.


I want to look over my shoulder and see how close the panther is, but maybe it’s better I don’t know.


My heart is racing uncontrollably fast and the world around me changes. The castle blurs in my peripheral vision.


I’m running fast—really, really fast.


This is not normal.


The thought almost makes me pause, but the panther is so close that I can feel the heat coming off it—him?


I hear another set of footsteps thudding on the beach behind me. I’m worried that the panther called for a friend, but when I hear the distinct sound of a wolf growling, I know that I’m okay.


Devin is here.


After everything that has happened with him, I shouldn’t feel comforted by this fact, but I am. Because, despite all, Devin will do anything he can to protect me. Even if the only reason he saves me is because he doesn’t want to feel the pain of losing a mate to death, I still know that everything is okay now. Deep inside, I feel comfort from the wolf, even if the man hates me.


Footsteps cease and I hear a loud thunk. I stop suddenly, turning around to see what’s happening. Devin’s wolf has the panther pinned to the ground and I can feel Devin’s using his alpha power. It’s so thick in the air it almost brings me to my knees. The panther shifts instantly, a boy with black hair and pale skin in place of the animal. Devin shifts moments after him. Now that the wolf is gone, Devin puts his hands around the boy’s throat.


“What do you want with Princess Hastings?” Devin’s eyes are completely golden yellow. His wolf is in charge.


The boy tries to respond, but Devin is cutting off his airway, making it impossible.


“Devin,” I urge him. “You’re killing him.”


Devin’s golden eyes land on me. He loosens the grip on the panther’s neck, just barely.


“Speak.” Devin growls at the panther once more.


“Somebody—offered to—pay me—to kill her—” the panther glances my way.


“Don’t look at her.” Devin presses harder on the guy’s neck for emphasis. He only lets up after the panther looks away from me. “Who offered to pay you?”


“I don’t know—” The boy makes a loud choking sound. “Please.”


Devin eases up a little more, so the boy can take a breath.


“I don’t know who it was,” he pauses, gasping for air. “It was somebody in a dark hood.”


My mind is reeling from the information.


Any number of people want me dead, including half the wolf shifters in this school. It could be anybody.


Devin presses down on the guy’s throat again. The guy claws at Devin’s hands, trying to fight, but his strength is nothing against an alpha’s. I turn my head away, not wanting to see what’s about to take place. I keep my eyes closed until I feel a hand gently touch my arm. I open my eyes and see a pair of golden eyes studying me carefully.


“Are you okay?” Devin’s voice is softer than I’ve ever heard it before.


Still, my stomach aches from the way he treated me on Friday night. I can handle physical pain. What I can’t handle is the way Devin treats me.


“I didn’t know you cared,” I smart off before I can stop myself.


I shouldn’t fight back. I know this. Fighting back only makes things worse for me. But I can’t seem to help myself with Devin. He brings out the worst in me.


Devin isn’t affected by the harshness of my words. Instead, he smirks, his eyes fading to green.


“Are you going to yell at me for not fighting back?” I cross my arms over my chest, daring him to say something mean to me.


He shakes his head. “You couldn’t have fought against him. He would’ve torn you to shreds before you could even try. You did the right thing by running.”


My breath catches in my throat. “Really?”


“What I want to know is how you ran so fast.” Devin cocks an eyebrow as he looks at me. “And, I swear, your eyes looked—” He cuts off, not finishing his sentence. “Anyway, I didn’t think dark fae could run that fast.”


“We can’t.” I put a hand at the base of my throat. “Maybe it’s because you’re my mate. Maybe I get your supernatural speed.”


“Maybe,” he says, but he doesn’t look convinced.


“So, what are you going to do about the body?” I lick my lips.


Devin’s eyes zero in on the movement. He quickly closes his eyes and takes a deep breath. When he opens his eyes, they’re yellow again. “I’ve already called for my brother.”


I raise an eyebrow. “How?”


He taps his head. “Wolves can communicate with one another.”


“All the time?”


He nods. “An alpha can communicate with any wolf shifter. But families can communicate with each other in any form. And mates.”


“I could talk to you in my mind?” I ask.


“No. The mate bond has to be completed for that to work,” he says.


I tuck a piece of hair behind my ear. “You already know that dark fae don’t have mates. I don’t know a lot about it, to be honest. I was wondering what it means to complete the mate bond. How does that work?”


Green eyes narrow at me. “You won’t have to worry about that, Tori. Because we’re not going to complete the bond.”


I roll my eyes, trying to pretend like his words don’t feel like I’ve been stabbed in my heart.


He rubs a hand on his chest. “You’ve got to stop doing that.”


“Doing what?” I ask.


“Projecting your emotions on me.”


“I don’t do it on purpose.” I worry my bottom lip between my teeth, wondering how I can stop it. It’s not like I can ask another dark fae for help.


“Tori—”


I cut him off by grabbing onto his arm. I pull on all the sad emotions I projected at him and I pull them out, forcing his happiness to grow bigger and bigger, much like I did with Blake. I try to ignore any emotions I feel from him, just focusing on happiness.


I abruptly let go of his arm. “That should help.”


His eyes widen. “How—”


“I manipulated your emotions.” I shrug, like it’s not a big deal. “I feel bad that I forced my negative emotions on you, so I took them away and replaced them with happiness.”


His green eyes look at me with awe. “That’s incredible.”


My heart flutters.


Devin is saying that something about me is incredible.


“I promise I didn’t read any of your emotions either,” I tell him. “I won’t do that unless you give me permission. I don’t take what isn’t given to me.”


He starts to say something else, but abruptly presses his lips together, turning to look behind me. I look too. A moment later, I spot Dawson rushing toward us.


“What happened?” Dawson’s eyes scan me first, then he looks toward his younger brother.


Devin explains everything that happened—the attack, and what the panther told him about me. Dawson promises to take care of the body, as well as everything with Headmaster Graham.


Part of me wonders what I would do if Devin wasn’t my mate. I probably would’ve been expelled already—or worse, dead.


Devin turns toward me. “Let’s head back. Class is starting soon.”


I nod, letting him lead me back to the castle.


After that, he doesn’t say another word to me, not even a goodbye as we part ways.




He would never like somebody like me.





Blake and I sit together at a table in the common room, doing our supernatural history homework together. It amazes me how little Blake knows about the history of supernaturals. But I don’t mind helping him. He helps me with my math homework, so we’re even.


“Did you know vampires are the only species not to start a war with another species?” I ask Blake.


He shakes his head. “How is it that vampires are the most peaceful of us all?”


I laugh. “I wouldn’t say that. They fight often amongst themselves. Maybe they think they’re above the rest of the supernatural world. Or maybe it’s because they’ve only existed for about four hundred years. They haven’t had as much time as the rest of us to make enemies.”


Blake purses his lips. “So, the rest of us have just existed since time began?”


I nod. “As long as humans have been around, so have we. Though, we have kept better track of our history than humans have.”


“Huh.” He grins at me. “I’m glad I met you. You make doing homework almost fun.”


I raise an eyebrow. “Is that supposed to be a compliment?”


“Of course, Duchess.”


I roll my eyes at his ridiculous nickname.


I look up from my book and my eyes meet a familiar green pair across the room. He’s sitting at a table, with a book in front of him, but he’s not paying attention to the book. Instead, Devin’s eyes are directly on me. He doesn’t even pay attention as another wolf shifter sits beside him.


Blake, who notices I’m looking away, turns to see what I’m looking at. He quickly turns back toward me.


“Does he have a crush on you or something?” Blake points a pencil in the direction of Devin.


I shake my head, turning back to my friend. “He’s the future alpha. He would never like somebody like me.”


“But you’re the Princess.”


“He’s probably just plotting all the ways he’d like to murder me,” I say, hoping he doesn’t press the issue.


“Or maybe he’s jealous because I get to hang out with you and he’s stuck with those boring she-wolves.” Blake wiggles his eyebrows at me. “You’re much more fun than those girls.”


My eyes turn toward him. “I don’t know about that.”


Blake holds out his hand toward me. “Those girls could never do what you do.”


I know what he’s asking for. He asks me almost every single day to manipulate his emotions. I put my hand in his, quickly expanding his happiness, pushing out every negative feeling.


He sighs.


I hear a low growl and look across the room, finding golden eyes watching me. I quickly drop Blake’s hand, thankful he’s too blissed out to notice that Devin is growling at him.


“I think I love you,” Blake says.


“Keep dreaming, Romeo,” I snort. “Besides, a Princess can’t marry a peasant.”


He grins. “That’s too bad. We would’ve made a great couple.”


“Ah, but then we’d have to do couple-y things. Like kiss.” I wrinkle my nose. “And, no offense, but I could never kiss you.”


He chuckles. “True. Though, you don’t know what you’re missing out on. My lips are fantastic.”


I wad up a piece of paper and throw it at him.


He catches it easy.


Stupid shifter reflexes.


“I have a question about wolf shifters.” I chew on the end of my pen. “Aren’t there a lot of packs? Not just one?”


Blake nods.


“But there is only one alpha?”


“No,” he answers. “Every pack has its own alpha.”


I raise an eyebrow. “So you’re a member of Devin’s pack?”


“No. My alpha is actually really nice.” He grins sadly. “It’s complicated. Devin isn’t just a regular alpha. He’s the alpha. Kind of like your dad is the king. Every wolf shifter, including alphas, will answer to Devin once he becomes alpha.”


I sit back in my seat, wondering how it all works. “Huh.”


“I thought you knew all about other supernaturals.” Blake raises an eyebrow at me.


“I do. I just don’t know a lot about the hierarchy of the packs,” I admit. “My brother, Oliver, knows all this stuff. I’m just the spare.”


The spare that would be killed if something were to happen to Oliver. The last thing my dad wants is for me to take over his throne.


Devin has a lot on his shoulders. It’s one thing to become alpha of a pack, but to become alpha of every single wolf shifter… I can’t even imagine.


Dark fae are relatively small in numbers. But wolf shifters typically have big families—much bigger than dark fae. My dad is the exception, but most of his children are from different women. But it’s not uncommon for wolf shifters to have five or more kids.


“Do you have any siblings?” I ask Blake.


He snorts. “I have seven younger siblings.”


“You’re the oldest?”


“Yeah. I have three younger sisters and four younger brothers—there are two sets of twins.” He sighs, shaking his head. “The youngest is only three months old. My mom gave birth at the beginning of summer to my little sister.”


“Wow.”


He smirks. “Says the girl with ten brothers.”


“All of my brothers have different moms.” I roll my eyes. “I can’t imagine one woman giving birth to eight babies.”


Blake raises an eyebrow. “Your dad is a very busy man.”


I cover my ears with my hands. “Please, never say anything like that again. That’s so gross, Blake.”


“It’s a shame dark fae don’t have mates,” he says. “My parents are sickeningly in love.”


I smile, thinking that must be nice.


My father hated my mother. Even though she’s been dead for eighteen years now, he still talks so horribly about her.


“Maybe I can meet your parents,” I say. “And your siblings. Do any of them go to school here?”


He shakes his head. “Nah. They all go to a local school. My alpha was able to choose five kids from our pack to come and I was one of the ones he chose.”


I raise an eyebrow. “What about your other pack members? Are they not your friends?”


“They’re all younger—freshman and sophomore.” He shrugs, like it’s not a big deal. “Plus, they’re full blooded wolf shifters. They fit in here and have a lot of friends.”


“Yeah, but what about you?” I frown.


“I have you, my dark fae friend.” He grins widely. “You’re all I need.”


I know that’s not true, but I am glad to be Blake’s friend. I don’t know what I would do without him. This school would be miserable.


“You’re not so bad yourself,” I tell him. “I’m glad we’re friends.”


“Me too, Duchess.”


I roll my eyes at his ridiculous nickname. “You might as well call me Princess Victoria if you’re going to keep calling me that.”


“Princess Victoria is way too formal,” he says. “Especially for the girl who lets me copy her supernatural history homework.”


I stick my tongue out at him, but I do slide my paper over so he can copy the work. “You’ll never pass a test that way.”


“True, but you’re also my study partner. Lucky me.” He begins copying my homework.


“What would you do without me?”


He laughs. “Probably my own homework. And I’d be hiding in my dorm, a loser without any friends.”


“Instead, we’re in the student lounge, being losers together,” I tease.


I don’t mind being a loser, especially not if it means being friends with Blake. I know that a friendship with him means more than twenty shallow friendships.


Any time I meet dark fae, they always want to be friends with me because of my title. They think I can give them something. Once they realize I can’t, they quickly ditch me. It’s usually just Nico and me at home, and even Nico is busy a lot.


“You’re not the loser, Tori,” Blake says, completely surprising me. “They are. They’re so scared of what you are that they can’t see who you are. And you are the kindest person I’ve ever met in my life. They don’t know what they’re missing out on.”


“Thank you, Blake. I feel the same way about you. The wolves and tigers don’t know what they’re missing out on.”


And truly, they don’t.


Blake reaches across the table and grabs onto my hand, squeezing it. When he does, I hear a low growl from the other side of the room. Blake abruptly drops his hand and I look over, not surprised that it’s Devin who is growling. Golden yellow eyes meet mine. I watch as they slowly fade to green. Devin stands abruptly, storming out of the room.


Blake looks at me curiously. “That’s strange, right?”


I shrug one shoulder, feigning innocence. “Devin’s a weird guy.”


He nods. “Are you sure he doesn’t like you?”


“The guy loathes me.”


If only Blake knew how much.
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Tuesday, August 25

He stares a lot.





“He’s staring again.”


I don’t look up. I know exactly who he is. What I don’t need is for Blake to start noticing the strange way that Devin acts toward me.


“He stares a lot,” Blake muses.


Devin is around often, considering he hates me. The only problem is, if Devin is around, so is…


I look up and see Isabella glaring at me. Apparently she too has noticed that Devin is staring at me.


Great.


Isabella puts her hand on Devin’s bicep, trying to get his attention. I turn my head away, not wanting to see her put her hands on my mate.


No, not my mate. He’s rejected me. Devin isn’t my mate.


Now if I could get my heart to understand that. Because it beats way too hard when Devin is near. It’s embarrassing, considering how well shifter hearing is. I can’t even hide it.


“Who?” I look around the room, acting like I don’t know who he is.


I know.


I’m too aware of the fact that Devin’s eyes are on me. I don’t have to look at him to know. I can feel him, even from across the cafeteria.


“Devin, obviously.” Blake rolls his eyes, shoving a very large bite of food in his mouth.


I raise an eyebrow at him. “And you’re paying attention to him why?”


“He hates me.” Blake swallows his food.


“Because you’re a hybrid,” I offer.


He shakes his head. “I started here last year. Devin never went out of his way to be nice to me, but he also wasn’t rude. Now, he frequently glares at me. His wolf has even growled at me. He’s acting really weird. It has to be because of you.”


I don’t respond simply because I don’t know what to say.


If Devin doesn’t want people to know that I’m his mate, he really needs to get his wolf under control.


“Who cares about him?” I ask. “Just ignore him.”


Blake scoffs. “I get that you’re a dark fae, but I can’t just ignore my alpha. His wolf demands respect. Even if I hate him, my wolf still respects him. I have to listen to his orders.”


“If that were true, you wouldn’t hang out with me. Did he order you not to hang out with me?” I take a drink from my bottle of water.


“He didn’t order me, at least not his wolf. He just told me to stay away from you. If he actually ordered it, I wouldn’t have a choice,” Blake admits.


I frown. “But if he does that, I really will be all alone.”


I hate this school.


Why couldn’t I be another species? Maybe a species that isn’t so hated like the dark fae.


“I wish wolf shifters could be made like they are in human books and movies.” I sigh.


Blake furrows his brows. “You’d want to be turned into a wolf shifter?”


I shrug, then nod. “If it took away the dark fae side of me, I’d do it in a heartbeat.”


He shakes his head. “That’s stupid, Duchess. You are a dark fae and you’re a good one. Someday, everybody will know it. You’re going to change the world. Don’t wish to change a single thing about you. You’re perfect.”


My heart swells at his words.


“I’m glad we’re friends,” I tell him.


“Me too.” He stuffs another huge bite in his mouth, chewing and swallowing faster than humanly possible. “Even if your boyfriend won’t stop staring at us.”


I roll my eyes, not bothering to remind him that Devin and I are nothing to one another. If I keep objecting, he’s going to realize there is some truth to it, though not at all what he expects.


“I don’t blame him for staring.” Blake wiggles his eyebrows at me.


I narrow my eyes at him. “What’s that supposed to mean?”


“Just that you’re gorgeous.” He stuffs a very large bit in his mouth.


I don’t bother with a response, but as it turns out, I don’t have to respond. I look up and see Devin cross the room with supernatural speed. I look up into yellow eyes.


“Tori, a word?”


Blake huffs. “Haven’t you bothered her enough?”


Devin growls, turning to Blake. “You’re lucky I haven’t ripped your eyeballs from your head, mutt.”


Blake shrinks away from Devin, keeping his lips pressed together.


I stand before Devin can make good on his threat. “I’ll meet up with you in class,” I tell Blake, then turn to Devin. His golden eyes study me for only a moment. He grabs onto my wrist and pulls me behind him.


I hate how his touch makes my heart race. I should be disgusted with him after the way he spoke to Blake. Instead, I’m practically swooning.


The mate bond is no joke.


Devin pulls me from the dining hall and into a private room, shutting the door behind us. He spins around to face me.


“Do you have to flirt with Blake?” Devin growls.


“What?” I ask, completely confused. “When did I flirt with Blake?”


His eyes abruptly change from yellow to green. He cocks his head to the side, studying me. “Have you ever had a boyfriend?”


I shake my head.


“But there aren’t any laws preventing dark fae from dating, right? Because you don’t have mates.”


My cheeks grow warm at his question. “I’ve never met a guy I wanted to date.”


“Certainly there were a lot of eligible dark fae around. You’re the Princess.” Devin’s eyes study me carefully. “And, as your friend put it, well, you’re gorgeous.”


My heart skips a beat. I try to ignore it. “I’ve always felt like I was waiting on something more.”


Devin cocks an eyebrow. “Like a mate?”


I lower my head, letting my hair curtain my face. It doesn’t matter, I’m sure he knows exactly how embarrassed I am without seeing my red cheeks.


The truth is, I have always been waiting for something more. I’ve craved an epic love. I always thought I was just a romantic at heart, but maybe deep down I knew there was something more for me out there.


And what a letdown Devin has been.


“It doesn’t matter.” I dare to look Devin in the eyes. “I already told you, my father will choose my husband.” If I’m even alive long enough to get married. I clear my throat. “And you’ve already told me that you’re not going to rescue me. I don’t need you to. I’ve known my fate since I was a child.”


Devin just looks at me. He takes a deep breath and slowly exhales, his eyes a mix of green and gold.


“What am I supposed to tell him?” I ask.


“Him?”


“Blake.” I lick my lips. “About us.”


His eyes zero in on my lips, but he quickly looks away. “I don’t know, Tori. Tell him whatever you want.”


My heart flutters when he says my name.


Devin smirks. “I’m starting to think you’re a little attracted to me too.”


I don’t give him the satisfaction of a response. Of course he has to know I’m attracted to him—all the girls are. He’s the most attractive guy I’ve ever met in my life. Just the thought of him has my heart racing.


“Isabella is going to be mad that you were ignoring her at lunch,” I say, desperate to change the subject.


He grins widely. “You can handle Isabella.”


I narrow my eyes. “You realize she wasn’t going to stop on Friday night, right? She was going to keep going until she killed me.”


“Good thing I was there to save you then.”


I roll my eyes. “You let her torture me. That was you saving me?”


“If you were a wolf shifter, I wouldn’t have to save you,” he scoffs. “I’m the future alpha. If you can’t handle a couple of mean wolf shifters, you’d never be able to handle being luna.”


“You rejected me, remember?” I cross my arms over my chest. “I will never be luna.”


He doesn’t back down. He never does. “Even if I don’t want you as my mate, my wolf can’t leave you like this. You have to fight, Tori. Stop being so…” he pauses, as if searching for a word, “pathetic.”


My chest aches.


Devin’s eyes turn yellow again. “Can you stop doing that?”


I wonder what he’s talking about, but I realize I must’ve projected my emotions on him again. I reach a hand out to take away the negative emotion I pushed onto him, but he jerks his hand away from me.


“Let me fix it.” I try to reach a hand out again, but he takes a step back.


“If you’re going to feel it, then so am I.”


I look at Devin, trying to figure him out. But the more I get to know him, the more confusing he gets.


“Get to class, Tori.” He turns and walks away, leaving me standing alone in the empty room.




You’re so infuriating.





Before heading to class, I go to the bathroom to try and compose myself.


Why is every interaction with Devin so intense? If he hates me so much, why doesn’t he just leave me alone? How am I supposed to convince my heart to let him go?


He called me gorgeous.


I look at myself in the mirror, seeing purple eyes. I don’t think I’ve ever seen purple before. I wonder what that means.


The bathroom door opens, so I turn to leave, not wanting to be in here with anybody else. When I look over and see white blonde hair, my breath catches in my throat.


Why, out of all the girls in the school, did it have to be her?


I attempt to take a deep breath to calm my racing heart. The last thing I want is for Devin to be alerted that I’m upset and come running. I don’t need him to rescue me, especially not if him rescuing me means he runs off with Isabella after. I already know that Isabella would be a better match for him, he doesn’t need to rub it in my face.


“It’s hard to find you without a bodyguard these days.” Isabella’s icy blue eyes zero in on me. “Your king must be so disappointed that he has such a weak daughter.”


I flinch at the harshness of her words.


If only she knew how true it was.


“I told you to stay away from Devin,” her voice drops an octave as she steps closer to me.


I see a blur of something out the corner of my eye for just a split second before her hand connects with my cheek. Darkness dances across my vision and I stumble, catching myself on the sink.


I push myself back up, not wanting to back down from her. “I don’t want anything to do with Devin. Why don’t you tell him to stay away from me?”


She snarls. “Devin is my future alpha. I can’t tell him to do anything. He does what he wants to do.”


I look at her, seeing the frown on her lips. I almost feel bad for her. She wants Devin to be her mate so bad.


But does she want it because she likes Devin? Or does she just like that he’s alpha?


“You are really pretty. Maybe that’s why Devin can’t stay away. But maybe I can help with that.” She pulls a knife from her pocket. “I bet if I cut your hair off, you wouldn’t be so appealing.”


I can’t stop my heart from racing.


I will not let this girl touch my hair. I don’t care how strong her wolf is, my dark fae is stronger. I will prove to her that I’m not the weak princess she thinks I am.


The bathroom door bursts open and the knife goes flying from Isabella’s hand and Devin suddenly appears.


Devin looks between the two of us. “What is going on here?”


Isabella smirks. “The Princess and I were just having a little fun.”


Fun? This is what she thinks is fun? Then again, she is a psycho. Maybe torturing innocent people is fun for her.


Devin raises an eyebrow at me, but I keep my mouth shut.


I don’t want to make things worse.


Isabella’s grin widens as she turns to Devin. She puts her hand on his bicep, which really irks me.


“Maybe we should skip class,” Isabella says to Devin.


I narrow my eyes at her hand, willing her to move it.


Devin turns to look at Isabella. I expect him to push her away or tell her to get lost. Instead, he smirks at her.


Without thinking, I knock her hand off him.


Isabella turns to look at me, her light blue eyes changing to a golden amber color instantly. I don’t give her a chance to attack me. Instead, I use my power against her. The same power I said I would never use, yet I’m using it against her a second time.


“Leave and forget you saw me today,” I tell her, using compulsion.


Her eyes instantly change back to blue. She turns and leaves the bathroom without another word.


Devin turns to look at me. “Are you still going to deny that you can compel supernaturals? Which, by the way, I know isn’t a normal dark fae thing. Only the heir can do that.”


My heart stumbles in my chest.


Does he know?


No, he can’t. Nobody knows that I’m the oldest. Everybody thinks Oliver is older, which is just fine with me. But how long will it be before I slip up and use my power in front of my father? He will have me killed. I know he will.


“Why would you let her rub her hand all over you like that?” I press my lips together tightly, wishing I could take the question back.


Devin can touch whoever he wants to. It’s none of my business.


His lip turns up in one corner. “Why? Are you jealous?”


I think about denying it, but he already knows the truth. What would be the point in denying it?


“Yes, Devin. I am jealous. It makes me want to rip her head off every time she touches you. Is that what you want to hear?”


He chuckles. “Your eyes are dark red again. It’s a lovely shade. I’m pretty sure that means you’re angry.”


I let out a long breath. “You make me so mad. And I’m not an angry person. It’s not funny, Devin. If anybody finds out what I can do, I will die.”


His eyes turn golden yellow. “You won’t die. I will kill anybody who tries to harm you.”


I roll my eyes. “Like you harmed Isabella? Who, by the way, has attacked me three separate times and threatened to cut my hair because she thinks I’m too pretty.”


Which is absolutely ridiculous.


His eyes instantly change back to green. “She won’t touch your hair.” He grabs onto the end of my hair, studying it between his fingers. “She’s right, though. You are too pretty. It hardly seems fair.”


My heart skips a beat.


Green eyes meet mine. “I like that I affect you like that.”


“I don’t.” I cross my arms over my chest. “It’s hardly fair. You have such an advantage over me.”


His grin widens. “Is that what you think? Tori, if only you knew the hold you had on me.”


“You know you make zero sense, right?” I let my arms fall to my side. “You are the most confusing guy I’ve ever met in my life.”


He doesn’t say anything. He just looks at me in a way that makes me want to hide.


Devin is wrong. He is the one who has all the advantages. I’m just… me. I’m just Tori. I’m a dark fae, trying to survive living amongst shifters who are vastly stronger than me.


He lets go of my hair and shakes his head. “Your hair is a lovely shade. I’ve never seen it before. It’s supernaturally red.”


I grin. “That’s how I feel about your eyes.”


He chuckles. “My eyes? They’re boring compared to yours. Yours change colors so quickly that it’s hard to keep up sometimes.”


I blink. “What color are they now?”


“Bright blue. So bright, they’re almost glowing.” He smiles widely. “I think that means you’re happy. All I know is, my wolf likes when your eyes are this color.”


I don’t know what to make of this Devin. He’s supposed to be mean and push me away. He’s not supposed to say sweet things and compliment me.


Devin clears his throat. “You might not realize it, but I am protecting you from Isabella. If I told her to leave you alone, it would only make things worse for you.”


Anger builds up inside of me. “Like you care anyway.”


He’s the one who has rejected me, not the other way around. It’s not fair that he can choose when to be nice to me and when to be cruel. I never know what Devin I’m going to get any given time we’re together.


He smirks. “Ah, I like the Tori who fights back.”


I glare at him.


“You should fight more often,” he says. “Maybe I was wrong. Maybe you would make a great luna.”


My heart skips a beat.


He grins, clearly hearing my heart.


It’s so unfair. He is wrong—he’s the one with all the advantages.


I look him in the eye, deciding to use my compulsion on him. “Stop being a jerk to me.”


He chuckles. “I’m an alpha. Your compulsion doesn’t work on me.”


I huff, turning to stomp out of the room.


I will never understand my mate. He’s treated me so horrible since I got here—like it’s my fault we are mates. Why can’t he see that I can’t control fate? Nobody can. Not even him, despite how much he wishes he could change things between us. And I am glad he can’t.




Stop looking so smug.





While Blake and I do our homework together, I spot Devin in the corner of the room. Thankfully, Isabella is nowhere to be seen tonight. But Devin keeps looking at me with a smug smile that I don’t understand.


He’s so annoying.


Stupid alpha wolf.


I try to focus on my homework, but I can literally feel his eyes on me. I can even feel his emotions. He’s… triumphant. Which is really confusing.


“Are you okay?”


Blake’s voice startles me, making me jump.


I turn to look at my friend. “Huh?”


He furrows his brows. “I was asking if you’re okay. You’ve been staring at the same page in your book for about ten minutes now.”


“Oh.” I clear my throat. “I was just thinking.”


“Uh huh.” He raises an eyebrow, calling my bluff.


I push my work aside. It’s done anyway, I was just reading ahead. “What would you do if your mate was a dark fae?”


Blake gives me a curious look. “I don’t care what species my mate is, Tori. I will love her.”


Right.


Because Blake is a good guy.


I sigh. “Do you ever wish you were fully a wolf, instead of a hybrid?”


“No.” He shakes his head. “I really like being a hybrid. I’m different than everybody else and it’s awesome. These idiots wish they were as cool as me. Changing what I am to fit in while I’m in high school would be dumb.”


I suppose he’s right.


I worry my bottom lip between my teeth. “Sometimes I wish I could be somebody else.”


“Who? Like Isabella?” Blake asks.


My cheeks grow warm. “I don’t know. Maybe not her. She’s cruel. I could never be like that.”


“I like who you are. Don’t let anybody make you feel bad for being a dark fae. You’re the kindest person I’ve ever met.” He smiles at me. “I used to think dark fae were born evil, but now I know I was wrong. I’m glad I took a chance and talked to you.”


“Me too.” I look at Blake, wishing other shifters could be more like him.


Maybe he’s right. Maybe it is just high school. After school is over, maybe shifters will be more accepting of me. They’re all just being mean because it’s what’s expected.


“Do you think I would make a good leader?” I ask, thinking about what Devin said earlier.


“You’d be a lot better than your dad,” Blake muses.


True, but that’s not saying much.


Blake shuts his book. “I’m going to go grab a snack. Do you want something?”


I shake my head. “Dinner was half an hour ago.”


“I’m starving.” He turns and heads toward the dining hall.


I laugh, wondering how wolf shifters eat so much. I get that shifting burns a lot of calories, but wow. Blake can eat.


I look up as somebody fills the seat that Blake just vacated. Devin looks at me with a smirk on his face.


“You’re speaking to me?” I ask, looking around. “In public?”


He shrugs, not answering either way.


“Stop looking so smug,” I tell him, thinking his smirk is annoying.


His grin widens. “Ah, but why would I do that when I know it annoys you?”


I glare at him.


“Light red,” he comments. “Not true anger, but annoyance.”


“What?” I ask, shaking my head in confusion.


“You can read my emotions, so I figure it’s only fair I learn what every color means.” He points to my eyes.


I resist the urge to close my eyes. “Red eyes are kind of creepy.”


“It suits you,” he says.


I hate how much I like him saying that.


“Everybody is staring at us,” I comment, as I notice the hushed whispers around the room.


“They probably think you put a spell on me,” he teases.


I roll my eyes.


“Dark red.” He grins widely again.


My cheeks grow warm at the attention.


“You are so much fun to mess with.” Devin relaxes back in his seat, getting comfortable.


I let out my breath in a huff. “Why can’t you just be nice?”


“Me? Nice?” He raises an eyebrow.


How am I going to survive with Devin as my mate?


Disappointment spreads through me as I realize that he’s rejected me. Past my senior year, I probably won’t ever see him again. He’ll just be a memory.


I look at Devin, jumping when I see his eyes are a deep, golden yellow.


“Your eyes are gray. Why are you sad?” Devin asks.


I shake my head, not answering him. It really isn’t any of his business anyway. But I especially won’t answer him when we’re not alone. Everybody is at their own tables, having their own conversations, but they could easily listen to us talk if they wanted to.


Before Devin can press any further, Blake walks back into the room with a very large plate of french fries. He stops at the end of the table, looking between Devin and me.


Devin uses his foot to scoot out a chair. “Sit, mutt.”


Blake does sit down.


I glare at Devin. “Don’t order my friend to sit and don’t call him a mutt.”


“Red,” Devin comments, his smile growing.


I grit my teeth.


“Dude, I wouldn’t make her mad,” Blake warns. “She’s really powerful.”


I relax a little, as my friend defends me. I know he can’t fight Devin, but he does what he can to protect me.


“I know she’s powerful.” Devin’s eyes never leave mine. “Have you used your power on Blake?”


Blake sits up straighter. “She’s incredible.”


I turn to my friend, laughing. “I don’t know about that.”


“Duchess, do it to him.”


Devin looks at me, raising an eyebrow. “Duchess?”


I ignore his question. “Can I touch you?”


Devin nods, giving me permission.


I’ve sort of used this on him, but not to its full strength. I mostly just used it to take away the negative emotions I inadvertently forced onto him.


I try to ignore his feelings, though I do get a rush of them when I touch him. Too many emotions hit me to even begin to sort through them.


Devin is a complicated man, but I already knew that.


I focus on the one emotion that I’m trying to find—happiness. He’s actually really happy right now. Happy to be touching me. Though, I’m not sure if that’s his wolf or him. I try not to think too much about it as I expand his happiness, letting it push out every single bad emotion. It takes a bit longer than it does with Blake, but once I’m done, I drop my hand.


I open my eyes and am surprised to see a huge smile on Devin’s face. I don’t think I’ve ever seen him so carefree before. I didn’t realize until now just how much he’s weighed down.


“Wow,” Devin says.


“Told you.” Blake smirks, shoving a handful of fries into his mouth. He motions to the plate, offering me some.


I shake my head, not wanting any food. I’m still stuffed from dinner. Devin, however, doesn’t hesitate to swipe some fries.


I look between Blake and Devin, wondering what is happening. Are these two actually getting along?


This is so weird.


Devin isn’t supposed to make me like him. He’s supposed to keep being a jerk so I hate him. Him being like this is only going to make things harder when we have to part ways.


He’s going to break my heart.


Devin nudges me with his foot. “I told you to stop with the gray eyes.”


I huff. “And I told you, I can’t help what color my eyes are.”


“I’ve never noticed that before,” Blake says.


I turn to my friend. “They change colors like a mood ring. I can’t control them.”


“Is that a dark fae thing?”


I shake my head. “No. It’s a Tori-thing. Dark fae’s eyes do change shades of colors, depending on their emotions. But mine are freaky.”


“I like them.” Blake grins at me. “Though, I hadn’t noticed. Come to think of it, I couldn’t remember if your eyes are blue or brown. They’re both colors a lot.”


“Blue means happy. Brown is her natural color,” Devin says.


Blake raises an eyebrow at me, probably wondering why Devin knows these things about me. Thankfully, he doesn’t comment on it. “I guess I make you happy.”


I nod.


Devin chuckles. “I guess I make you angry because they’re red around me a lot.”


He definitely evokes a passionate response from me, but I keep that thought to myself.


“Duchess, you got your supernatural history homework?” Blake asks.


I roll my eyes but pass my notebook off to him to copy.


“Why does he call you Duchess?” Devin cocks his head to the side, studying me.


“Because I told him not to call me Princess.” I shrug, not knowing what else to say. Blake won’t stop calling me the stupid nickname. I know better than to fight him on it anymore.


“Is he copying your homework?” Devin eyes Blake.


“Yep.” I shake my head at Blake. “The guy knows practically nothing about the history of supernaturals.”


Blake looks up from his paper. “And Tori is practically a genius.”


Devin turns back to me. “There’s a lot I don’t know about you.”


I want to scream at him and tell him he doesn’t know because he doesn’t want to know, but I keep my lips pressed together.


I have no idea what to make of Devin. I do not understand this boy at all.


Men are so confusing.
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Wednesday, August 26

A new student.





When I walk into the dining hall on Wednesday morning, I know that something is up when the entire room grows silent. They haven’t done that since the first day I arrived. Most of the kids have gotten used to me—they mostly ignore me. Well, other than the handful that has tried to kill me, but who counts those?


I keep my head down and make my way toward the table Blake and I share. When I sit down, he slides a half-eaten breakfast burrito toward me.


I raise an eyebrow at him.


“It’s not like you ever eat the whole thing anyway.” Blake flutters his eyelashes.


Oh, good grief.


I shake my head at him. “So what’s up with everybody staring?”


Blake looks up, like he hasn’t noticed anybody staring. Knowing him, he really hasn’t noticed it.


He shrugs. “Maybe they finally noticed how good looking I am.”


I laugh so hard that my stomach aches.


Blake actually stops eating and puts a hand on his chest. “Tori, I am offended. You don’t think I’m good looking?”


“You’re not my type,” I tease.


Blake is good looking enough. His blue eyes are gorgeous, but my favorite part of Blake isn’t his looks—it’s his personality. It was so easy to become friends with him.


“Hanging out with the riffraff I see.”


I tense at the familiar rough voice behind me.


Turning around, I pray that I heard incorrectly, but when I see hard blue eyes stare back at me, my heart is crushed.


“Oliver,” I say, hating how shaky my voice sounds. “What are you doing here?”


He sits down in the seat beside me. “Father thought you would embarrass the dark fae community. I came to make sure there is a good representation. It’s a good thing too. You’re hanging out with a hybrid, Victoria? How… shameful. Father will want to hear about this.”


Blake looks between me and my brother with a frown playing on his lips. “Who is this clown?”


Oliver’s eyes darken as he looks at Blake. “Did I give you permission to speak, half breed?”


I bite my lower lip to keep from defending Blake. I want to defend him, but if I did, it would only make things worse. I know better than to talk back to the heir.


Oliver grins, like he knows he’s getting to me. I’m sure my eyes are dark red.


I clear my throat. “Oliver, this is my friend, Blake. He’s been very kind to me during my time at Shifter Academy.”


Oliver sneers. “Father won’t be happy that this half breed is the best you could come up with.”


My chest aches at his words. I want to fight him—to tell him that being a hybrid doesn’t make Blake somehow less than a full blooded wolf. But if I did that, there is no telling what Oliver would do to me, what he would do to Blake.


I press my lips firmly together, not making a peep.


Blake slowly reaches a hand over, trying to offer me a little bit of comfort. Before he can, Oliver shoves his hand away.


“Don’t touch my sister, you filthy hybrid.” Oliver turns his glare to my friend.


Blake doesn’t deserve this treatment. But what can I do?


I press a hand to the base of my throat. “Uh, Blake, why don’t you head to class? I’ll meet you there in a few minutes.”


Blake looks at me, like he wants to fight me.


“Listen to her,” Oliver demands.


Blake glares at Oliver one last time and looks at me. I nod at him to let him know that I’ll be okay.


My brother doesn’t have the same gifts of compulsion that I do, though, as the heir, he is supposed to. If he did, I can only imagine how he would use it to torture Blake and countless other shifters in this school.


His hatred for wolf shifters is not going to end well for anybody.


Blake finally pushes himself up, leaving me alone with my brother at the table.


I sit still, careful not to move. It’s a habit I’ve picked up over the years when I’m around my brother or father. I don’t want to draw any attention to myself if at all possible.


“Disgusting, Victoria.” Oliver scoffs as Blake walks away from us.


I sit there, saying nothing. I just fold my hands in my lap and I take the verbal lashing, just like I was taught to do.


“I am a little impressed,” he says.


I keep my head forward, but I look at him from the corner of my eyes.


“You’re alive,” Oliver muses. “Father bet you wouldn’t make it an entire week. I said you wouldn’t last three days. You proved us both wrong. But I am here to right the wrong.”


Finally, I turn to him, careful not to show my emotions. “Are you going to kill me?”


He snorts. “Like I have to. One of these idiots will do the job for me.”


I inhale slowly, trying to calm my racing heart.


“Tori.”


I stiffen as I hear Devin’s voice.


No, no, no. This is not what I need right now.


Devin comes to a stop in front of Oliver and me. He looks cautiously between us.


Oliver grins. “Now it gets interesting.”


“Interesting?” I ask.


Devin looks at my brother. “Who are you and why are you sitting by her?”


Oliver ignores him and looks directly at me. “I can see your attraction for him clearly in your eyes. You’re so easy to read.” He grabs hold of a piece of my hair and I watch him, wondering what he’s doing.


“Don’t touch her.” Devin growls.


I’m too scared to look away from Oliver, but I don’t have to look to know Devin’s wolf is in control.


Oliver does let go of my hair, but he raises an eyebrow. “Wow, Victoria. I’m impressed. In just over a week, you’ve managed to get the future alpha to fall for you. Maybe you’re not as worthless as I thought.”


Devin smacks his hand onto the table, the wood crumbling beneath his hand. It leaves a fist sized hole, right in the middle.


My brother doesn’t even flinch. He just keeps smirking. “I’ll leave you with your boyfriend—for now.”


Oliver gets up and saunters away from the table. He is so casual, like he doesn’t even care that he’s just angered an alpha.


A few others look our way, but I ignore them, still shaken by the encounter with my brother.


Devin, not even caring that there are still others in the dining hall, comes to sit down beside me. His golden eyes scan me frantically. “Tori, I’m about to go rip that guy’s head off.”


“Don’t.” I grab onto his hand, trying to calm him down. I call on my powers, but I can’t do anything. He’s blocking me.


He closes his eyes, taking a deep breath. When he opens them again, his eyes are green. It’s despite me that he’s taken control of his wolf.


“Talk to me, Tori. Who is that guy?”


“He—he’s my brother,” I manage to stutter out. My heart is still racing.


“Breathe,” he commands.


For the first time since my brother sat down beside me, I manage to inhale deeply. “Thank you.”


“Why is your brother here?” he asks.


I shake my head “I don’t know. My father sent him here, but I don’t understand why. He wasn’t going to send him here because he knows it’s too dangerous. Oliver is the heir.”


Devin’s eyes widen. “That’s your older brother, Oliver? Like, Prince Oliver Hastings?”


I nod once.


He stays quiet beside me and I wonder what he’s thinking. I’m too scared to ask.


“It would be bad if I killed him, wouldn’t it?” Devin asks.


“Yes. Very, very bad.”


“You would be the heir then.” Devin grins. “And then I’d just have to kill your father and you could rule the dark fae.”


I almost smile. “If you kill Oliver, my father will kill me. He won’t allow a female to take over his throne.”


Devin rolls his eyes. “Ridiculous. I hope one day I have a daughter who is strong enough to be alpha.”


My heart swells at his words. “Can’t a wolf shifter only have children with his mate?”


As I realize the question, my face grows warm.


It’s something I learned in mating rituals—that class is good for something.


Devin doesn’t answer my question. He just stands from the table. “We should get to class.”


When I glance around the dining hall, I see that Devin and I are now alone. “Are we late?”


“Don’t worry. I will make sure you don’t get into any trouble for being tardy,” Devin says.


I worry my bottom lip between my teeth.


If only tardiness was what I was concerned about.


“And I will protect you from your brother, that is a promise.”


I’m surprised when I look into his eyes and see green eyes looking back.


Maybe he doesn’t hate me as much as I thought he did.




Wolf shifters are beneath me.





After classes are over for the day, I find Oliver in the student lounge.


Devin has been constantly at my side through all of my classes and even sat by me at lunch. As if I needed a bigger target on my back. But the truth is, I need to talk to Oliver. I have to make sure that he’s not going to tell my father what he knows. Or what he thinks he knows.


“Can we talk?” I lower my head as I approach my brother, not wanting to be disrespectful. He is, after all, the future king. He hates me enough as it is.


Oliver pushes the seat beside him with his foot, scooting it out from under the table. “Sit.”


I listen to his command, hoping he doesn’t read the anger in my eyes. I hate being commanded, but I’m not here to fight. I need to be on his good side.


I clear my throat. “So, uh, we need to talk about what you think you saw this morning.”


Oliver grins widely. “Oh, you mean your boyfriend?”


“He’s not my boyfriend.” I roll my eyes.


Nope.


He’s just my mate.


My mate who rejected me.


I swallow hard, trying not to think about the rejection.


“Ah, I get it.”


I snap my head up to look at Oliver. “Get what?”


“You like him, he likes you, but you clearly can’t be together,” he says. “Cause he’s alpha, and he’s waiting on his wolf shifter mate, the one girl that will complete him. And you are loyal to our father. Almost to a fault. I’m disappointed, Victoria. I really thought you were finally going to grow a backbone.”


What is that supposed to mean?


“So you won’t mention it to Dad, right? Since there isn’t anything to mention?” I hate how hard my heart is pounding. I’m truly pathetic.


“If I agree, then you will owe me a favor.” His eyes brighten.


I hesitate. “What kind of favor?”


“To be determined.” He smirks. “But it has to to be equal to what I’m promising you. It’s a big thing, to hide this from Dad.”


I nod, realizing I am completely going to regret this later. “Deal.”


His grin widens. “Excellent.”


Yep. Definitely going to regret that deal.


Before he or I can say anything else, I spot a blonde girl headed our way with a mischievous look in her eyes.


No, Isabella. Not now.


This is not going to end well, not with Oliver here. Unlike me, he has no qualms about using his powers against others. If she tries to bully him like she does me, he will hurt her.


“I see who got all the good looks in the family.” Isabella beams at my brother. “Hello, we haven’t had the pleasure of meeting. I’m Isabella.”


Ah, I get it. She’s going to fake nice with him, like she did me when we first met.


Oliver glances at me, raising an eyebrow. “Your friend?”


I shake my head.


He looks at her. “You realize that dark fae can feel the intent of others, right? You don’t have to feign being nice. Cut the crap, Isabella.”


Her smile falls. “I see you’ve got more guts than your younger sister.”


I roll my eyes, not at her calling me out for not having guts, but because she called me younger. Nobody knows, but it still irks me that we have to lie about our birthdays.


“Tori has a soft spot for weaker species.” Oliver crosses his arms over his chest.


Isabella’s face turns bright red. “Wolves are not weaker.”


“Wolf shifters are beneath me.” Oliver stands from his seat. “And if my sister was too chicken to show you, I’d be happy to do it.”


“Oliver, no—”


But he ignores me, reaching his hand out to touch Isabella so fast that she doesn’t react as his hand smacks down on her arm. She doesn’t even try to pull away as her eyes widen.


Horror. Absolute horror. I can feel it crawling against my skin as Oliver shoves a dark emotion into her.


Isabella sucks in a sharp breath and lets out a scream so loud that it pierces into my eardrums. I cover my ears with my hands, trying to block the sound.


There is nothing I can do.


Part of me thinks she deserves this, but the other part of me knows this isn’t right. Even if she was cruel to me, nobody deserves to have their emotions tampered with like this. I could fight my brother, but if I did, my father would definitely find out. Oliver doesn’t like to be reminded that I’m stronger than him. So I sit there, like the docile daughter I am, and I let my brother torture the girl who has done nothing but make me miserable since the day I arrived.


“Tori,” I hear over Isabella’s screams.


I look up and see Devin. He’s standing about five feet away from me, but he can’t come any closer.


It’s Oliver. He’s put a protective bubble around us so that nobody can get to Isabella.


I feel something wet roll down my cheek and I realize I’m crying. Oliver isn’t paying any attention to me. His eyes are dark with power as he sucks away anything good from Isabella. Her screams have slowly vanished, replaced by sobs. She’s begging him to stop.


Devin growls, pushing forward with all of his strength. The protection around us pops loud, like a balloon. Oliver gasps, letting go of his hold on Isabella. It doesn’t matter because the damage is already done. She’s sitting on the floor, rocking back and forth, soft sobs escaping her throat.


Devin doesn’t even glance at Isabella though. Instead, his eyes are focused solely on me. “Did he hurt you?”


I shake my head, denying it.


And he didn’t. I’ll be fine. But being that close to him while he used his power didn’t feel good. My skin feels itchy and I feel completely drained. Despite that, I don’t think I will be able to sleep tonight.


“You’ve got to help her,” I tell Devin, my eyes glancing over at Isabella.


Her eyes are wide as she rocks back and forth, rubbing her hands over her arms.


Devin motions to somebody in his pack. “Take Isabella to the medical wing.”


Oliver still hasn’t moved. He is standing there, completely shocked. I don’t think he was expecting a wolf shifter to be so strong, not even an alpha wolf. But he doesn’t know that Devin and I are mates. The mate bond trumps any magic.


“How did you do that?” Oliver looks at Devin and for the first time in my life, I can feel fear coming from him.


I lower my head, not wanting my brother to know that I was reading him. That’s the absolute last thing I need.


“Leave the wolf shifters alone.” Devin turns to my brother, his eyes golden yellow. “And while you’re at it, leave Tori alone.”


“You might can ask me to leave your pack alone, but you can’t tell me to stay away from my sister.” Oliver stands up straighter, going toe to toe with Devin.


Oliver stands a good six inches shorter than Devin, at least.


When I see Oliver reach his hand toward Devin, I grab onto it, stopping him. “Don’t, Oliver. If you do, you will start a war.”


Oliver glares at me, but he does pull his hand back. Probably because I’m right. And after the power he just seen from Devin, he needs to talk to our father before doing something like that. Oliver might be a jerk, but he’s smart. It’s why my father has him by his side at all times. And it’s why I’m so confused as to why he’s at this school.


The crowd parts as somebody makes their way toward us. I look up and see Headmaster Graham make his way over.


“Oliver Hastings, my office—now.” Headmaster Graham leaves no room for arguing.


Oliver huffs, but doesn’t fight. He follows the headmaster, leaving the room. Everybody else watches in stunned silence. They all have no idea what they just witnessed, but they’re all looking at me with fear in their eyes.


Everybody knows what dark fae can do. But knowing and seeing it are two very different things.


“Why did you stop him from touching me?” Devin asks.


I turn to him, trying to ignore the crowd around us. “Because I know what my brother would’ve done to you, and it wouldn’t be pleasant.”


Devin clenches his jaw. “I can take care of myself. I don’t need you to protect me.”


I throw my hands up. “You’re welcome for not letting him torture you.”


He growls, taking a step closer. “The fact that you didn’t think I could handle him is insulting. Next time, stay out of it.”


With that, Devin turns and storms off.


Of course I’ve made him mad. At this point, it’s inevitable.




They should be scared.





In the dining hall that night, everybody goes out of their way to avoid me.


Oliver is back in the dining hall. He’s sitting at his own table. He seems amused as people walk out of their way to go around him.


Devin is back to sitting with his pack. Not that I blame him. It would look bad for him to be seen with the ‘fae freak.’ And since Oliver isn’t sitting with me, his wolf doesn’t feel the need to protect me.


Blake is being very quiet tonight. He hasn’t spoken one word about what happened with Oliver and Isabella, which is very strange. But if he’s not going to bring it up, neither am I. I’d rather forget the entire uncomfortable event happened.


He doesn’t even say a word when I grab a fry from his tray.


“Are you okay?” I ask him.


He nods in response.


Okay, that’s very strange.


I want to ask him, but before I get the chance, a figure appears at our table. I flinch, hoping that it’s not Oliver. I’m almost relieved when I see Dawson standing there.


“Tori, may I please speak with you?” Dawson asks.


I nod, looking at Blake. “I’ll see you later?”


“Sure,” Blake says, but he still doesn’t make eye contact with me.


I hesitantly get up and follow Dawson out of the dining hall. More than anything, I want to stay with Blake and bombard him with questions. Why is he acting so strange? But I don’t want to push him. He will talk to me when he’s ready.


Dawson leads me from the dining hall and toward his classroom. He doesn’t say a word to me until we walk inside. He motions for me to sit down. He moves a chair so that he can face me.


“I heard what Oliver did to Isabella,” Dawson begins.


I worry my bottom lip between my teeth, not saying a word.


Is now when Dawson tells me to stay away from his brother? Will he tell me that fate made a huge mistake by choosing me for Devin? I couldn’t even blame him for thinking it because I’ve been thinking the same thing since the first day.


Devin deserves a mate so much better than me. More than anything, I wish I wasn’t what I am. I wish I was worthy of having a mate like him.


“Devin told me what Oliver did to you too.”


I look up, meeting his green eyes.


Devin talked to Dawson about me?


“Why do you look surprised?” Dawson cocks his head to the side. “My brother talks about you a lot. Since he met you, you’re basically all we talk about.”


“Really?” I hate how my heart speeds up at his admission. I also hate that he can hear it speed up. Thankfully, he doesn’t comment.


“You’re his mate, Tori. Of course he talks about you.”


I shrug one shoulder. “His mate that he rejected.”


Dawson shakes his head. “Ah, Tori, my brother hasn’t rejected you. He’s just being an idiot right now. Someday soon he will see that he’s wrong. He’s pushing you away because he thinks he’s protecting you.”


I roll my eyes.


That’s the most ridiculous thing I’ve ever heard.


“How is Isabella doing?” I ask, changing the subject away from Devin. My heart can’t handle talking about him.


Dawson studies me for quite a few seconds before responding. “Correct me if I’m wrong, but hasn’t Isabella bullied you since you first arrived here?”


I nod.


“And yet you still ask after her wellbeing?”


I lick my lips. “She didn’t deserve what my brother did to her—nobody deserves that.”


“Devin might disagree with you on that,” Dawson says. “I actually might too. You’re a very kind person, Tori. I see why fate chose you for my brother. I couldn’t ask for a better mate for him.”


My cheeks grow warm. I lower my head, letting my hair curtain my face. “Uh, thanks.”


Dawson chuckles. “You’re going to make a great luna one day.”


I will never be luna. Devin will never accept me like that. He might protect me because his wolf makes him, but he can’t stand me. And after what my brother did, he’ll probably hate me forever.


“My brother also told me what Oliver did to you. While he was torturing Isabella, he made you sit there and watch it,” Dawson says.


I nod slowly. “It wasn’t just watching. I can feel strong emotions. And Isabella was terrified.”


“Yes, she was.” He frowns. “You asked about her well being. Isabella is still in the hospital wing. She is going to be okay. Her wolf protected her mind from a lot of the torture. She should be back in class by Friday.”


I let out a breath of relief. “Good. I’m so glad she will be okay. If Oliver had done that to somebody who isn’t a shifter, their mind would never be the same.”


Dawson studies me. “But you felt her terror?”


“Yeah.” I look down, folding my hands in my lap. “It’s not a big deal. I’ve been there while my father has done that to other people.”


“Tori—”


I cut him off. “I’m fine. What happened with my father doesn’t matter. I don’t want to talk about it.”


Dawson lets out a deep breath. “Okay. What about the protective force field your brother used to keep others away.”


“Devin broke through it.” I smile, thinking about it. “It surprised my brother a lot. He’s not used to being overpowered.”


“It’s because of your mate bond that Devin was able to break through. His wolf couldn’t handle you being hurt like that,” Dawson explains.


I figured that it had something to do with the mate bond.


“I’m sorry about what Oliver did,” I tell Dawson. “I don’t know what to do about him. I can’t… do anything… If I did…”


My father would kill me.


But I’m not going to explain that to Dawson. He feels sorry enough for me as it is.


“Your brother’s actions are his alone. I will never hold you responsible for the things that he does.” Dawson reaches over and grabs my hand. “You know that, right?”


“Nobody else feels that way. Everybody is scared of me.” Tears press against the back of my eyes as I admit it to him.


“It is not a bad thing for them to realize how powerful you are. What you could do to them—” he cuts off his sentence, shaking his head. “You are wonderful. Don’t let anybody tell you otherwise.”


My heart warms at his words.


Dawson is kind. So unlike his brother.


“You and Devin are so different than one another,” I tell him.


Dawson’s lips turn down in the corners. “My brother and I aren’t so much different. It’s just that Devin has the weight of the world on his shoulders. I’ve never had the weight of the alpha title like he does. It’s a lot for somebody so young to carry.”


Poor Devin.


I wish I could help him. I wish I could take some of the stress from him. But how can I when he hates me so?


“Most don’t meet their mate at eighteen,” Dawson tells me. “Most are in their early to mid twenties. Fate has a way of having mates meet at the exact moment they need it most. It worries me that Devin has found you so young. He must really need you.”


“My father will arrange a marriage for me after I graduate high school,” I admit.


Dawson smirks. “You don’t believe that my brother is going to allow that to happen, do you?”


“When I told him, he told me that he wished he could save me from my father, but that he can’t. I’m not naive enough to think Devin will start a war over a girl he can barely stand, fated mate or not.” I shrug, like it’s not a big deal. But instead, it breaks my heart.


I don’t want war. Who does? But if anybody is worth starting a war over, it’s Devin.


“You will see.” Dawson squeezes my hand. “My brother will do whatever it takes to have you as his mate.”


I wish.


But Dawson doesn’t know Devin as well as he thinks he does.


“You still touch me, even after what my brother did.” I look at his hand that is on mine.


Dawson just smiles. “I trust you.”


Tears press against the back of my eyes.


A wolf shifter trusts me. I never thought I would see the day.


I will do everything in my power to never break the trust that Dawson has for me.


“You are my sister.” His grin grows wider. “I couldn’t have asked for a better one.”


If only Oliver felt the same. But it doesn’t matter. Dawson is my brother. My fated brother. Which is a whole lot better than the brother I was born with.


Oliver is going to be a problem.
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Tuesday, August 27

The truth.





I feel a lot better after talking with Dawson last night. I can’t let what my brother has done get me down. People in this school have a lot of preconceived notions about me. It doesn’t matter if they know exactly how powerful dark fae are, they didn’t want anything to do with me anyway. Maybe now they will stop bullying me.


I do wonder what is going on with Blake. He didn’t show up in the dining hall for breakfast. He never misses a meal. I’m guessing he ate earlier, but I wonder why he’s avoiding me. Is he scared of me now too? The thought hurts more than I care to admit.


Blake is my friend. My only friend. He’s always been so encouraging of me. He’s never been afraid to touch me like the others. But now, it’s like he doesn’t want to be anywhere near me.


At lunch, once again, Blake doesn’t show up. I’m left sitting at my table all by myself. I am surprised that Oliver hasn’t tried to sit with me anymore, but I spot him across the dining hall, eating with a group of people.


How has he made friends and I haven’t? He’s the one who attacked Isabella. I’ve not hurt anybody since I got here.


Then again, Oliver uses fear and he uses it well. He’s just like our father in so many ways.


After school, I look for Blake in the student lounge. When I see that he’s not there, I quickly turn out of the room. Oliver, once again, is surrounded by a group of people. I don’t want a repeat of yesterday, so I head outside to take a walk on the beach.


This place is absolutely breathtaking.


I haven’t got the chance to see the ocean often. My father prefers a colder climate. But being here makes me realize how much I hate the cold.


“Victoria.”


I flinch at the sound of Oliver’s voice.


He walks up beside me. “This place makes me miss home.”


I turn to him, raising an eyebrow. “You could always call Father. I bet he’d love for you to come home.”


“You’d like that, wouldn’t you.” Oliver laughs. “But I am here for a purpose far greater than my own needs.”


A purpose that I’m sure he won’t be sharing with me, so I don’t bother asking. Though, I’m almost certain it has something to do with torturing me.


I absentmindedly rub at the scar on my chest.


“Do you remember where you got that scar?” Oliver nods to where my hand is.


I swallow hard. “Father told me the story.”


I don’t bother repeating the story because Oliver already knows.


My mother, before taking her own life, tried to take my life too. She was so ashamed that she gave birth to a girl. My father loves to tell me the story often.


“You don’t know the truth.” Oliver smirks. “Your mother didn’t kill herself.”


My heart races and my mouth goes dry. “What?”


Oliver grins widely. “Want to take a walk with me?”


My ears begin to ring. I nod my head, needing to hear what he has to say.


Oliver is telling the truth. He can’t lie to me, I can feel when he does. So I know, with absolute certainty, that my mom didn’t try to kill herself. I want to know the truth about what happened. No, I need to know.


My brother leads me further down the beach and onto a trail through a bunch of palm trees and foliage. It’s probably not smart to go anywhere alone with him, but I have to have answers.


“The shifters run through here a lot,” Oliver tells me.


I shiver at the thought of running into a shifter.


Oliver snorts. “I’m surprised you act scared. You’re friends with the shifters.”


I shrug. “They’re still shifters. Father has taught us how dangerous they are my whole life.”


I’ve also been chased by a panther shifter and nearly killed by quite a few wolf shifters. I’m not completely ignorant of the dangers of being here.


“You fit in with them.” Oliver ducks under a low hanging branch. “Which isn’t surprising considering who your mother was.”


I stop walking. “What do you mean?”


Oliver turns to me. “You don’t know?”


“Know what?”


His eyes brighten with excitement. “Your mother was a wolf shifter.”


My ears once again begin to ring. “What?”


Oliver rolls his eyes. “Clam down or you’ll call your mate to us.”


My eyes widen. “What?”


He gives me a pointed look. “You didn’t think I knew about you and the alpha wolf? Tori, I’m not that stupid. I see the way he is with you—the way you are with him.”


Before I can even process it, Oliver grabs onto my wrist and tugs me with him. I don’t fight against his grip, knowing it won’t do any good.


Oliver can’t use his powers on me—none of my brothers or even my father can. That I know of, my father and I are the only ones of our kind that can block the powers of a dark fae. So I’m not scared that he will hurt me in that way. I’m sure he would if he could.


He leads me a little further, onto a private part of the beach.


“Oliver, please tell me what you know,” I say, once we come to a stop.


He turns to me, his eyes darkening. “You’re a dirty hybrid.”


I shake my head. “No. I’m just a dark fae. I don’t have any wolf senses.”


He snorts. “You and I both know that’s a lie. Besides, you know that I am telling you the truth.”


I do know. I can literally taste the truth in his response.


Suddenly, it dawns on me. The way I can tell if somebody is lying—it’s not a dark fae thing. It’s a wolf thing.


My stomach clenches.


Oliver is telling the truth. I really am a hybrid.


“My mom was pregnant first, you know? She was about three months pregnant with me when Father met your mom. But, the pregnancy of a wolf shifter is shorter than that of a dark fae,” Oliver says. “Therefore, you were born first.”


I lick my lips. “And I’m a girl.”


“There’s a reason you’re the only daughter. And it’s not because our father has only produced boys.” Oliver crosses his arms over his chest. “He tried to kill you, but he couldn’t. There was something supernatural protecting you. That’s where you got the scar.”


I rub my hand over the scar.


“It’s why you’re here. He wants you dead because fate chose a dirty hybrid as heir.” His eyes darken as he looks at me with disgust.


My chin trembles. “Oliver, what happens to the girls? To our sisters?”


He raises an eyebrow. “Tell me you’re not that dense.”


I shake my head. “Tell me.”


He smirks. “Father has them killed, of course. Along with their mothers.”


And that’s the truth.


My legs give way beneath me and I fall onto my knees in the sand. I sit there, processing what Oliver’s just told me.


I feel tears running down my face as I look up at Oliver through blurry eyes. “Why did Father send you here?”


“I’m here to make sure you don’t come home,” he admits.


My eyes widen and my heart doubles in speed.


He snorts. “Don’t worry. I can’t kill you. If I could, I would’ve done it years ago. I’m just here to make sure one of the shifters does the job for me. Granted, I didn’t think you’d come here and meet your soulmate. I’m sure he is protecting you. That’s a problem I’m going to have to take care of.”


Take care of?


“Don’t touch Devin.” I stand up, taking a step closer to Oliver. “If you touch him, I will kill you.”


“As if you could kill me, you filthy hybrid. You’re dirty blood, Victoria. And as soon as your mate finds out, he won’t want anything to do with you either.”


I take a step back, realizing he’s right.


Devin already hates me. If he knew the truth, that I’m a hybrid, he would hate me even more. I see the way he and his pack treats Blake. I wouldn’t be any different.


Oliver grins. “You know I’m right. I can see it on your face. You’re absolutely devastated.”


I don’t give him the satisfaction of letting any tears fall. I’ll save that for later when I’m alone.


“When you finally die, I will take my rightful place as heir. The title should’ve been mine anyway, Victoria.” He takes a step closer, whispering in my ear. “And once you’re gone, the wolves will be easy to take out. After all, an alpha is only as strong as his luna. And with you out of the way, I don’t imagine your little boyfriend will be strong at all.”




Keep it between us.





After Oliver’s harsh words, he leaves me alone on the secluded part of the beach.


My heart breaks at the realization that no matter what I do, my father will never love me.


More than anything, my father hates wolf shifters. It’s always felt personal and I didn’t understand why until now. He hates them because I am a wolf shifter, at least half. My mom was a wolf shifter.


Even though I am a hybrid, I am more dark fae than I am wolf. But it doesn’t matter. Not in the supernatural world.


I sit down on the sand, burying my face in my hands.


It doesn’t even make sense. If my father hates shifters so bad, why was he even with my mom? And better yet, how did she give birth to me? Wolf shifters can only have children with their mates.


Realization hits me hard.


My mother did have a soulmate. And her soulmate killed her.


I guess my mom and I have more in common than I could ever imagine. We both have mates that hate us.


I try to breathe between sobs, but it gets increasingly harder as the pressure builds up in my chest.


My whole life has been a lie. My mom never tried to kill me. I’ve spent my whole life holding a grudge against her, thinking she hated me. But she didn’t. Maybe she even loved me, I don’t know.


My father is a monster. I’ve always known it. But maybe now I can accept it.


If I survive Shifter Academy, I can never go back home. If I do, he will find a way to kill me. He will never forgive me for being born first. Not just a girl, but a dirty hybrid. I’m not fit to take the throne. I’m not fit to rule anybody. And I’m certainly not fit to be the mate of an alpha.


“Tori.”


The sound of my name has me looking up.


Devin walks through the clearing, golden yellow eyes meeting mine.


He must have felt my pain. My agony. And he couldn’t keep his wolf at bay. He had to come check on me. It makes me feel bad. He shouldn’t be stuck with somebody like me.


I bury my face in my hands again and cry harder.


He should’ve let that panther finish the job. Or Isabella. Or any other shifter that has tried to come after me.


Devin walks closer, but I still don’t look up. I don’t want to look at him.


He reaches a hand over, touching my arm. When he does, he falls to his knees in front of me. I panic, thinking I’ve hurt him.


“Are you okay?” I kneel beside him, not reaching out a hand to touch him. The last thing I want to do is hurt him and I’m not in control of myself right now.


Devin doesn’t answer. Instead, he tugs me onto his lap, wrapping his arms around me. I’m not sure why he’s doing this, but it’s exactly what I need.


“You’ve got to talk to me.” Devin’s voice sounds off. I look at him, expecting to see yellow eyes, but they’re green. And he has tears in them. It breaks my heart.


“Did I hurt you?” I study him carefully, looking for any signs of mental distress. Did I force my emotions on him again?


“No. I can just feel your pain. When I touched you, it was so strong.” He tightens his grip around me. “You need to tell me what’s wrong. Who do I need to kill?”


Part of me wonders if I should even tell Devin. Won’t he hate me? But I can’t hide it from him. It’s going to come out, especially if my brother has anything to do with it.


“I’m scared that you will hate me more than you already do,” I admit.


Devin pushes my hair from my face, looking deeply into my eyes. “Tori, I don’t hate you.”


“You don’t?” I look up at him through my lashes.


“If you don’t believe me, read my emotions.”


I shake my head. “No. I already told you, I’m not going to take that from you.”


“I’m offering,” he says.


I take a deep breath, grabbing onto his hand.


Devin is a complicated guy. He has a lot of emotions, but I can feel right away that hate isn’t something he’s feeling right now. I do my best to ignore anything else, but I do feel worry. Too much worry. For me. It shocks me.


I drop my hand from his. “Don’t worry about me. I’m okay.”


He wraps his arms around me. “Tori, you are not okay. What I was feeling was not you being okay. You need to talk to me. Tell me what happened.”


I let out a deep breath. “You will hate me after I tell you. And I can’t blame you for that.”


“I won’t hate you,” he insists.


“I wouldn’t tell you, but you will find out anyway. My brother will tell you.” I worry my bottom lip between my teeth, wondering where to start.


“You were talking with Oliver before I came out here?” he asks.


I nod. “He was talking to me about my mom.”


“She died, right?” Devin asks.


“Yeah.” I wonder how he knew. “When I was a baby. My father always told me that she killed herself because…” I clear my throat, “well, she was ashamed that she had given birth to a girl.”


Devin stiffens. “Your dad is seriously messed up.”


No kidding.


I continue. “Oliver’s mom was pregnant first. Three months sooner than my mom.”


“Oliver is three months older than you?” Devin asks.


I shake my head. “I’m three days older than him.”


Devin’s eyes widen. “I knew it.”


“You knew what?” I ask.


“You’re the heir. The true heir. I thought it was strange because the firstborn dark fae is always chosen as heir, it’s not like with the wolves.”


“You can’t tell anybody. My father has worked hard to keep it a secret. The truth is, he has no idea what I can do. I’ve kept my powers hidden. When he figures it out, I will die.” I lower my head, letting my hair curtain my face. I can’t look at Devin right now. Not when I’m about to say what I’m about to.


“I won’t let him kill you.”


I take a deep breath. “There is a reason I was born before Oliver—the reason my mom’s pregnancy was only six months instead of nine.”


Devin sucks in a sharp breath. “Your mom was a shifter—a wolf shifter.”


I nod, still not daring to look up.


I’m a dirty hybrid. Now he knows. He has to hate me now.


I’m surprised when I feel Devin’s hand touch the bare skin on my arm. Once again, he’s touching me freely, allowing me to read his emotions.


He’s not disgusted. In fact, he doesn’t even seem shocked by the news.


“You knew?” I jerk my head up, meeting his eyes.


He shrugs. “I suspected.”


I look at him, wondering what to say. I fully expected this to be the end of our conversation. I expected him to run far away from me, never wanting to speak again.


“Continue, Tori. Something else has you upset.”


I lick my lips. “Right. My mom. Oliver informed me that she didn’t kill herself.”


Because he is still touching me, I can feel his emotions. He knows what I’m going to say. And now, I can feel his anger—not toward me, but toward my dad.


“Devin, I was thinking about what the teacher said in mating rituals. How a wolf shifter can’t have children with anybody that isn’t their mate.” I pause, not knowing how to say what I’m about to say.


Realization dawns on his face. “Which means your dad and mom were mates.”


I nod.


“And your dad… killed her?”


I nod again.


His eyes flash yellow, but he takes a deep breath, and they slowly fade back to green. “One day, I will end him for the pain he has caused you.”


I don’t know what to make of what he’s saying, so I try not to think too much into it. I don’t want to have hope. Devin already told me he won’t rescue me. He’s only making a promise in the heat of the moment. He doesn’t mean it.


I pull down on the collar of my shirt, revealing the top of my scar. “My father told me that this was from my mom. That she tried to kill me before she killed herself. But it was him. My whole life I have wondered how she could hate me so much. But now… I wonder if she didn’t hate me. Maybe she loved me.”


Devin tightens his grip around me. “Of course your mother loved you. How could she not?”


I don’t know what to say to that, so I don’t say anything. I just let Devin comfort me. I know that whatever this is is temporary, but I’ve got to take what I can get with him.


Realization hits me like a ton of bricks—I’m falling hard for my mate.


The problem is, he doesn’t feel the same.
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Friday, August 28

Don’t mess with dark fae.





Blake is nowhere to be seen.


Usually, he meets me at my dorm every morning and we walk to breakfast together, but he doesn’t show up. Not even for breakfast. He’s not in any of the classes we typically share. I’m starting to worry about him. Did something happen? I want to ask about his well being, but I’m not sure who to ask. I tried asking one of my teachers and she just told me to ‘take a seat.’


Devin is back to ignoring me. I knew that would be the case, but it hurts worse than I thought it would. Devin and I bonded yesterday afternoon. After we finished our talk, we stayed on the beach until the sun started to go down. He even walked me back to my room. Part of me hoped it was the beginning of something. But when does anything ever go my way?


I’m used to being unwanted. My father doesn’t want me. Most of my brothers hate me. And now, my mate doesn’t want anything to do with me. Devin would be a lot better off without me.


Between mating rituals and supernatural history, I take a quick bathroom break. I’m so lost in thoughts that I don’t notice the door open as I wash my hands. And I definitely don’t notice the blonde girl until she is right in my face.


I try to ignore her as I grab a towel.


“You must be a disappointment to your king,” Isabella taunts.


I turn to her as I toss the paper towel in the trashcan. “And you must be humiliated that you were bested by a dark fae.”


Maybe I shouldn’t pour gasoline onto an open flame, but I just can’t help myself. Not today. Today, I am mad. Mad about what Oliver told me. Mad about Devin and how hot and cold he’s been with me. And definitely mad at Isabella, who can’t seem to keep her hands off my mate.


Earlier this morning, in the dining hall, she kept putting her hand on his arm and chest. Just thinking about it makes my blood boil. But it’s not like I can do anything bout it without everybody knowing the truth about Devin rejecting me.


Isabella narrows her icy blue eyes at me. It used to intimidate me, but not anymore. I’m sick of letting her walk all over me.


I try to walk around her to leave the bathroom, but she steps in front of the door, blocking my way. She wants a fight.


I tap my foot impatiently at her. “Didn’t your alpha tell you to leave me alone?”


She snorts. “He had to say it, but he doesn’t mean it. Alpha Damian would never actually punish us for hurting you. He’ll probably reward me for taking care of the problem. I know Devin will. He hates you more than anybody. Once he’s alpha and we’re mated, we won’t even remember you.”


Isabella is delusional.


I raise an eyebrow at her. “You think Devin is your mate?”


“He will be. Once we’re old enough.” She stands taller.


I can feel how genuine her words are. She truly thinks that Devin and she will be mates. She’ll be awfully disappointed when she learns the truth. He was never hers. Instead, he’s mates with the one person she hates more than anything.


“Will you please move?” I ask her, trying to keep my tone as polite as I can.


She snorts. “Do you think this nice girl facade is fooling anybody? The wolf shifters can see right through you.”


“I’m not trying to fool anybody. I am just trying to get through my senior year.” I cross my arms over my chest. “I don’t want any trouble, Isabella. I just want to go to class.”


“I’m not moving anywhere,” she says.


I can hear it in her voice.


She wants to fight.


Isabella has had something against me since that first day in the cafeteria. She simply hates the dark fae. But after Oliver did what he did, she’s humiliated. She thinks she needs to prove to herself and the other shifters in this school that she’s not weak.


“Didn’t you learn anything from what happened with my brother?” I take a step closer to her. “Don’t mess with dark fae. It won’t end well for you.”


Her face turns red. “And you think I’m scared of you?”


Her voice is hard, but when she asks the question, I can feel just how scared she really is.


Isabella is terrified over what happened to her. And she’s not going to let this go.


I think through my options, wondering what I should do. I could compel her to move, but she’ll just come after me again later. I could manipulate her emotions, but I really hate doing that. I don’t want to force somebody to be nice to me.


She pulls something out of her pocket. When I see the iron chain, I react quickly, grabbing onto her arm tightly.


“Don’t touch me.” She tries to pull her arm out of mine, but I hold on tighter.


At first, I try to pull away any negative emotions—there are a lot. Isabella hates deeply. She is mean to everybody in her life, even those who love her. Any friendships she has developed are shallow. Even what she feels for Devin is just a pride thing. She wants the power she thinks he can offer her. There is no room for love or happiness. She craves chaos.


My magic knows what to do, even when I don’t.


Her wolf is just as mean as Isabella. It makes sense—they’re the same person. Still, I don’t want to take her wolf away. That is cruel. Instead, I put her wolf in a holding cell, reinforcing the bars in my mind. She won’t be able to shift, at least not for a few days. She’ll be as good as human. Which, in her eyes, is weak.


I let go of her hand and watch as the iron chain in her hand falls to the ground.


“What did you do to me?” Isabella looks at me with tears in her eyes. “You freak, what did you do to me?”


“Now you know—I’m not weak. Leave me alone or what I did to you I will make permanent.” I don’t break eye contact as I threaten her.


I’m not scared of Isabella. Without her wolf, she’s weak. And she knows it.


Her icy blue eyes are wide as they look at me. Her body trembles.


She’s scared.


Of me.


Guilt eats at my stomach.


Isn’t this what I wanted? For Isabella to leave me alone? But the way she’s looking at me now—it’s the way people look at my father. That isn’t something that I want.


“It’s just for a few days. Until the full moon,” I explain to her, hoping to calm her down.


“A few days?” She screeches. “I am going to Headmaster Graham right now.”


She spins and runs from the room quickly.


I lean against the wall, taking a deep breath.


I’m a monster.


I rub a hand at my chest, willing the pain to go away. When I do, I feel the scar that’s always been there—the same scar I thought my mother gave me.


The bathroom door opens up and I look up to see Devin walk in.


I didn’t mean to call him to me.


Stupid mate bond.


“Tori?” He looks at me curiously. “What’s wrong?”


“I did something bad.” I lower my head, not wanting to look him in the eyes.


“Tell me,” he demands. Devin puts his hand on my chin, nudging it up so that I’m looking at him.


“Isabella was being mean. She wasn’t going to stop. She even pulled out an iron chain.” Tears fill my eyes. “So I put my hand on her. And I intended to make her happy, just so she wouldn’t feel like bullying me, but I couldn’t. There wasn’t anything good inside of her. So instead, I locked her wolf away. Not permanently. Just until the full moon. But, for the time being, she’s basically human.”


Devin’s eyes widen. “You can do that?”


I shrug. “I didn’t know I could until today.”


He nods. “Right. Well, you did what you had to do to protect yourself.”


I worry my bottom lip between my teeth.


I did do what I had to. But it was still cruel. And I don’t want to be like that, never.


“I’m a monster,” I tell him. “She looked at me like… like people look at my dad.”


Devin pulls me into his arms. “It’ll be okay, Tori. Sometimes you have to do things that people don’t like to protect yourself or those you love. It’s part of being a leader.”


Except I don’t lead anybody. I’m just the princess. The rejected mate of an alpha. Everything I did was just to protect myself.


Devin stiffens. “Headmaster Graham wants to see you.”


I pull back and look at him. “How do you know?”


He taps his head. “You’re supposed to be in supernatural history. He came looking for you. My brother let me know.”


I nod. “I guess I better go.”


“I’m coming with you.” Devin puts his hand on my lower back, leading me out the door.




Consequences.





Headmaster Graham looks surprised to see Devin walk in right behind me. I’m sure he wasn’t expecting his future alpha to be here.


“Devin, what are you doing here?” Headmaster Graham asks.


Devin shuts the door behind me and leads me over to a chair, motioning me to sit down.


“I’m staying,” Devin says, not leaving any room for negotiation as he sits down beside me.


Headmaster Graham nods before turning to look at me. “Isabella is in the hospital wing. She undergoing treatment.”


I sit up straighter. “Treatment for what?”


“Her wolf is missing.” He crosses his arms over his chest. “I can barely even smell the wolf on her. It’s almost like she’s human.”


I keep my lips pressed firmly together.


“She said you did it.”


Devin leans forward. “Did Isabella also tell you that she’s attacked Tori? Multiple times. She and her friend tied Tori up with iron and kicked her over and over again. They broke a couple of Tori’s ribs, her shoulder, and even punctured a lung.”


Headmaster Graham’s eyes widen. “I didn’t hear anything about that.”


I cross my arms over my chest. “Because I know what happens when you tell. The bullying would’ve only gotten worse.”


“Tori, you can’t—”


I cut him off. “I’d rather take care of things myself. I tried being nice to her, but she just kept on. She had an iron chain and I knew she meant to harm me.”


“How did you even do it?” Headmaster Graham asks.


I shrug. “I don’t know. It just kind of happened. It’s like my magic knew what to do. I didn’t take her wolf away permanently. It’s just… in a magical holding cell. On the full moon, she’ll be back to normal.”


“You could take her wolf away permanently if you wanted?”


I look at Devin, not knowing what to do or say. I’m not sure if I should tell Headmaster Graham anything. I just assumed he already knew after what I did to Jenna.


Devin rubs a hand at the back of his neck. “Uh, you remember Jenna?”


Headmaster Graham sits back in his chair, rubbing a hand on his temples. “Devin, Shifter Academy is my school. I know that you’re my future alpha, but you can’t just keep things from me.”


“I will do whatever I need to do to protect Tori.” Devin’s eyes flash yellow.


His wolf doesn’t like being told what to do.


I smirk, thinking Devin probably got into a lot of trouble growing up. Then I start wondering what Devin looked like when he was younger—I bet he was a cute kid.


I push those thoughts away and try to think about the subject at hand.


Isabella.


Right.


“I am sorry for what I did,” I tell Headmaster Graham. “But no permanent harm was done to Isabella. Trust me, it will do her good to go without her wolf for a few days.”


Devin laughs.


I turn to him, raising an eyebrow.


“Isabella won’t know how to survive without her wolf. She thrives on intimidation. A human amongst shifters isn’t intimidating at all,” Devin says.


I grin.


True.


I guess Devin does see through Isabella after all.


Then why does he let her put her hands all over him?


Headmaster Graham sighs. “Devin, what would you have me do about this situation?”


Devin looks at me. “Tori?”


I shrug. “I don’t know. I guess just let me handle it. I don’t want Isabella to get into trouble for what she’s done to me. I can protect myself. And if she comes after me again, I can’t promise I won’t retaliate.”


Devin grins widely and I wish I knew what he was thinking.


I extend my hand to him. I want to read his emotions. I need to know. But only if he will allow me. Surprisingly, he takes my hand in his and I feel why he’s smiling.


It’s… pride. He’s proud of me. Because I’m standing up for myself. When I first came here, I let a lot of people hurt me and I never fought back. He and his wolf are very glad that I’m fighting back now and standing up for myself.


Headmaster Graham looks curiously at us. “Is there something going on that I should know about?”


My cheeks grow warm as Devin drops my hand.


“No,” Devin says quickly.


I shake my head. “I just wanted to know why he was smiling. I can feel emotions, but only when I touch somebody.”


Headmaster Graham nods, but he still looks curious. “So inviting the dark fae to attend our school wasn’t such a bad idea after all, was it, Devin?”


Devin frowns. “It still is a bad idea. Tori has been tortured during her time here.”


“But the two of you have a bond of friendship. That is more than I could’ve hoped for.” He grins, proud of the progress that has been made.


Friends?


Yeah, right. Devin can’t even stand me. But I can’t say that, especially after Headmaster Graham just saw Devin offer his hand to me.


Devin remains quiet beside me too, probably facing the same dilemma as I am.


Finally, Devin does break the silence. “What are you going to do about Oliver?”


Headmaster Graham clears his throat. “What I decide to do with the students in this school is up to me.”


I was wondering why Oliver hasn’t been punished for what he did to Isabella.


Devin growls at Headmaster Graham, not liking being told what to do.


“Am I in trouble?” I ask, wanting to break the tension. “For what I did to Isabella?”


“No,” Headmaster Graham answers quickly.


“Won’t Isabella be mad if I’m not punished?” I ask.


“Isabella will have to deal with it. If she is going to go after other students, she has to be prepared for the consequences of her actions.” He shuffles through some papers on his desk. “If you want to report her, I could easily get her expelled from this school.”


I shake my head. “No.”


Devin huffs, clearly disproving. “Isabella is becoming a problem.”


“Then why do you always sit by her?” I narrow my eyes at him.


He smirks. “Why? Are you jealous?”


“Do I have a reason to be jealous of her?” Because, as far as I can see, Devin hates her just as much as I do.


He just… lets her touch him.


“No.” Devin wrinkles his nose. “I can’t stand Isabella. But she’s pack.”


Right. Pack. Which, in Devin’s eyes, trumps mate. His pack is the reason he can’t be with me. Because being with me would make his pack weak.


Headmaster Graham stands up. “If that will be all, Devin, would you escort Tori to her dorm?”


“What about classes?” I ask, grabbing my bag off the floor.


“You’re excused for the rest of the day,” he says.


Devin grabs my bag from my hand, slinging it over his shoulder. “Come on.”


I follow him out the door, glancing back at Headmaster Graham. He has a curious look on his face, probably trying to figure out what is going on between Devin and me.


Everybody is going to think I have a crush on their future alpha. If they knew the truth, they’d probably be horrified that I’m Devin’s mate.


“Where has your friend been? I haven’t seen him hanging around you the last few days,” Devin says, as he escorts me toward the girl’s dorm.


“I don’t know. He hasn’t really talked to me since Oliver…” tortured Isabella. I clear my throat. “Maybe he’s scared of me.”


“I doubt that. Blake is practically in love with you.”


I roll my eyes. “No. He’s not. He’s my friend. Besides, he’s waiting for his mate to date anybody. And if he were going to date, he’d date that brunette chick that sits in front of him in supernatural history.”


Devin’s eyes widen. “Really? Her?”


I shrug. “He’s attracted to her.”


“I don’t see the appeal.” He shakes his head.


“What is your type?” I ask. “I bet you like blondes.”


He laughs. “If you’re talking about Isabella, you already know I can’t stand her. I only let her touch me because I know it annoys you.”


I cross my arms over my chest.


Jerk.


He stops outside my dorm, turning to me. “As far as looks, fate chose right. I’m incredibly attracted to you.”


But…


Devin reaches a hand toward me, tucking a piece of my red hair behind my ear. “It’s too bad you’re not a full blooded wolf shifter.”


Once again, he has to remind me why we can’t be together.


I sigh. “Thanks for walking me back to my room.”


He growls.


I look up, surprised to see yellow eyes.


He closes his eyes, taking a deep breath. When he opens them again, they’re green. “I’m sorry, Tori. But it’s better this way. I’m protecting you.”


I nod, chewing on my bottom lip. I don’t know what else to say to him, so I go into my room, closing the door behind me.


I take a deep breath, willing my chest to stop aching.


Devin and I are never going to be a thing.


Now if I can just get my heart to listen.




Ignore me.





After walking me back to my room, Devin goes back to ignoring me. I’m not surprised by this, but I am surprised by how much it hurts. He won’t even look my way in the dining hall.


I thought Devin and I had made progress, but clearly I was wrong.


I end up sitting all by myself at dinner. I have no idea where Blake is. He probably doesn’t want anything to do with me after what Oliver did. If he’s heard what I did to Isabella, then he’s probably even more scared to be around me.


I’m all alone now. I don’t have anybody.


Even Oliver has friends. He’s at a table, surrounded by people who are all laughing at something he’s said.


He’s always been charismatic—not toward me, he’s never needed to be nice to me. But Oliver can turn on the charm, I’ve seen him do it plenty of times. He’s very popular among dark fae. It’s not a surprise at all that he has a lot of shifters wrapped around his finger already. What does surprise me is that he is willing to hang out with them. Oliver hates shifters almost as much as our father.


Shifter Academy is, mostly, wolf shifters. There are other types of shifters too. And a few hybrids, but even the hybrids are shifters. I guess Oliver doesn’t exactly have a choice. He has to become friends with whoever he can.


After dinner, I head to my room to do my homework. The only reason I normally do it in the student lounge is because Blake likes to hang out there. But going there tonight would be incredibly lonely. Devin will be hanging out with the other wolves, not concerning himself with me at all. And Blake… wherever he is… isn’t talking to me right now.


Just as I’m finishing up the last bit of my homework, there is a tentative knock on my door. Whoever it is, I can feel their apprehension from all the way inside my room.


“Who is it?” I ask, before opening the door.


I don’t want to open my door for just anybody. What if it’s another Jenna situation and somebody is coming to kill me because my father killed somebody they love?


“It’s Blake.”


Blake?


I open my door.


Blake is standing in the hallway with his hands stuffed into the front pockets of his jeans. He’s got a five o’clock shadow, which kind of suits him.


“I like the facial hair,” I say, breaking the silence.


Blake looks up, his eyebrows furrowed.


I’m not sure why I said that, but it’s a good of a thing to say as any.


I shrug one shoulder. “What? You look kind of hot.”


His lip turns up in one corner. “Do you have a fever?”


“Nope.” I step back from the doorway. “Do you want to come in?”


He nods, stepping into the small space I live in. He’s been here plenty of times, but my room looks really small with him in it. Maybe because he’s so big.


“You’re so tall,” I tell him, shutting the door.


“You’re just short.”


I glare at him. “I am not short.”


He raises an eyebrow.


I stand up straighter. “I’ll have you know, I am taller than most female dark fae.”


He snorts. “Dark fae are short, Tori. Maybe they should consider mating outside of their species and get some new genes in the pool.”


My heart flutters.


Mostly because I’m wondering what my children with Devin would look like.


Would they be tall? Like a wolf shifter? Or would they take after me? I clearly took after my father in my height. My mom had to be tall, like all the wolf shifters are.


“Who would dark fae mate with? Pretty much all supernaturals have soulmates,” I point out. “And it’s not like a dark fae could marry a human.”


Humans don’t know of the supernatural world. It’s the one thing that all supernaturals agree on. And if anybody ever finds out, we compel them to forget. It’s for our safety as well as theirs.


Blake grins, but his face quickly falls. “Can we talk?”


I nod, motioning toward the futon by the window. Blake and I have spent a lot of time hanging out in my room, but tonight feels different. He’s upset about something. And I’m worried he’s about to tell me he can’t be my friend anymore. The thought breaks my heart. I don’t know what I would do without my hybrid friend.


After Blake sits down, I sit beside him. He doesn’t say anything for a long, long while. He just sits there, hiding his face in his hands. I don’t know what to do, so I just sit there beside him. I don’t reach out a hand to touch him or try to comfort him because then I would know exactly what he was feeling. I won’t take that from Blake without him offering it.


“Wednesday afternoon killed me,” Blake begins.


My heart sinks as I realize he is going to talk about what happened with Oliver.


This is it. He’s going to cut ties with me. He’s finally realized that I’m not worth the effort it takes to be friends with me.


“Blake, it’s okay.”


He cocks his head to the side, looking at me curiously.


“I don’t blame you.” I frown, shaking my head. “I wouldn’t want to be friends with me either, not after what Oliver did. I’m so sorry you had to witness that.”


He furrows his brows. “You think I’m upset because I’m trying to ditch you?”


I shrug. “Well, yeah.”


“Duchess, you’re not getting rid of me that easily.” He chuckles. “If anything, I would think you wouldn’t want to be friends with me.”


My jaw drops open. “What? Why in the world would you think that?”


“I couldn’t protect you from your brother. But Devin could.” He rubs a hand at the back of his neck. “I tried, Tori. I tried so hard to break through and get to you. But I couldn’t. I realized then that I’m not worthy to be your friend. I can’t even save you.”


My heart swells. “Blake…” my voice trails off and I take a deep breath. “None of that was your fault. My brother has done things like that my whole life. As for protecting me, I don’t need you to do that. I just need you to be my friend.”


“But Devin was strong enough,” Blake says.


“He’s an alpha.” I worry my bottom lip between my teeth, wondering if I should tell Blake the truth about Devin.


“What is it?” Blake asks.


I look at him.


“You have this look on your face. I can tell you want to say something, but you’re scared to,” he says.


Blake knows me so well. He doesn’t even need dark fae powers to know how I’m feeling.


“There is something I want to tell you, but you have to promise not to tell anybody. It has to stay between us.”


Blake used his finger to draw an ‘X’ over his heart. “My lips are sealed.”


I hesitate.


Am I really ready for Blake to know the truth?


“Duchess,” Blake urges.


I take a deep breath. “There is a reason Devin was able to break through my brother’s protective circle. And it wasn’t because he’s an alpha.”


Blake raises an eyebrow, waiting.


“He’s my mate,” I blurt out.


He blinks, looking at me with a look I can only describe as confusion.


I continue talking. “He told me the first day I got here. Dark fae don’t have mates, so I was confused, but I could feel the truth in what he said. But he also rejected me. Because he’s the future alpha and I’m a dark fae. I’m not good enough for him.”


Blake growls. “He’s an idiot. You’re the one who is too good for him.


“There is something else,” I say.


“What?”


“It turns out that you’re not the only hybrid in our friend group.”


Blake snorts. “Friend group? There are two of us, Duchess. Hardly enough to consider it a group.”


I roll my eyes. “Did you hear what I said? I’m a hybrid too.”


His eyes widen. “What?”


“My brother told me,” I inform him. “My mother was a wolf shifter.”


“That’s cool. Too bad you can’t shift.” He relaxes back onto the futon. “You want to watch something?”


I grin, thinking I have the best friend anybody could possibly ever have. “Do I get to pick?”


He snorts. “No. You picked last time.”


I frown. “Fine.”


He jumps up. “We need snacks.”


“But we just had—” the door shuts behind him, “dinner.”


Right.


But I don’t even mind tonight. I’m just glad to have my friend back.


A few minutes later, he comes back through the door with a very large plate of fries and the biggest bowl of popcorn I’ve ever seen in my life.


Some things never change. And I’m glad they don’t.
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Saturday, August 29

Not the scared little girl I used to be.





On Saturday morning, I wake up feeling better than I have in a while.


Yesterday, I stood up to Isabella. And that felt great. Even if I did feel guilty after, I know that I did the right thing. I can’t let bullies walk all over me. The only reason I did it in the first place was because of my dad, but after what Oliver told me, I realize I will never make my father proud. He will never love me. And I have to start living my life for me.


I’m so glad that Blake and I are talking again. I can’t believe he was avoiding me because he felt guilty for not being able to protect me. Blake is so incredibly sweet. I don’t know what I would do without his friendship. Telling him the truth about Devin and me was the right thing to do.


After breakfast, Blake and I head to the beach to hang out. We go to a more secluded section. The weather is great today, so everybody is wanting to be outside and enjoy the sun.


Today is going to be a good day.


“You look different,” Blake comments, glancing over at me.


I point to my hair, which is currently pulled into a high ponytail. “I don’t usually wear my hair up.”


He nods. “And your eyes, they’re the same color as the sky.”


I look up, seeing the bright blue, cloudless sky. “It means I’m happy.”


Blake grins widely. “Ah, I make you happy.”


I punch his arm lightly. “Shut up.”


He rubs his arm. “Ouch.”


I know better than to think it actually hurt.


“You know, it’s a relief that you told me about Devin,” Blake says.


“Why?” I raise an eyebrow, wondering how Devin and I being mates is a good thing.


“Now I don’t have to worry about you falling in love with me,” he teases.


I roll my eyes. “I just hope that your mate can put up with your very large ego.”


Blake gets a dreamy look in his eyes—the same look he always gets when he thinks about his mate that he hasn’t met yet.


When Blake and I first met, he said the mate bond was ‘strange.’ After getting to know him, I know he didn’t mean it. If anything, he was saying it to make me feel better for not having a mate. That’s just the kind of guy Blake is.


Blake’s entire body stiffens. I turn to see what he’s looking at when I spot Oliver walking toward us.


Great.


“What do you want, Oliver?” I ask, crossing my arms over my chest.


He smirks. “Ah, no love for your big bro?”


I raise an eyebrow at the big brother comment but don’t choose not to comment on it. “Don’t you have friends to hang out with?”


“Ah, but hanging out with you is so much more fun.” Oliver’s eyes darken.


I can feel the intent in his words. He means to come over here and mess with me. He doesn’t like that I’m happy. In fact, he can’t stand it. He’s angry and wants to make me miserable.


“Leave Tori alone,” Blake growls out the words. His eyes are yellow as his wolf is close to the surface.


I reach my hand over and touch his arm, trying to pull out the anger, but Blake rips his arm away.


“Don’t you dare, Duchess,” Blake warns.


Oliver looks between us. “Does your mate know that you’re flirting with another wolf shifter?”


I choose not to respond.


Oliver is dumb if he thinks I’m flirting with Blake. Then again, Oliver doesn’t understand the mate bond. It isn’t something we’ve studied. If he did, he’d know it’s impossible for me to have any sort of romantic feelings for anybody other than Devin.


“Can you get on with whatever it is so Blake and I can enjoy the rest of our Saturday?” I put my hands on my hips. “It’s too lovely of a day to waste on you.”


He takes a step closer. “What can you do about it, Tori?”


I press my lips firmly together.


Oliver smirks. “That’s right. You can’t do anything. Because you’re weak and pathetic.”


He reaches out his arm to touch me. Before he can, I grab onto him. I feel malice right away. Oliver is so full of hatred. He’s miserable. Absolutely miserable. There is nothing good inside of him—just like our father.


“I am not the scared little girl I used to be,” I tell him, then I use compulsion. “Leave Blake and me alone. Forget that you saw me today.”


I have no idea if my compulsion will even work on Oliver. I’ve never tried to use it on him before. But his eyes gloss over as he turns around and walks toward the castle. He doesn’t try to fight the compulsion.


Blake’s eyes widen. “Wow, Tori. How did you do that?”


I glance over at him. “Did I not tell you? Oliver isn’t actually my big brother. He’s younger than me by three days.”


His jaw drops open. “That means you’re the heir?”


I nod. “Much to my father’s dismay.”


“Wow.”


Wow is right.


I can’t believe I just used my power on Oliver. I never thought I’d be brave enough to do something like that, but it felt really, really good.


“I like this Tori,” Blake says.


I raise an eyebrow in question.


“Just the Tori who stands up for herself. When we first met, I thought you were really submissive, but you’re a fighter. You’ve just been hiding it.” He grins. “Now I see why fate chose you as Devin’s mate.”


My lips turn down. “He hates me.”


“Someday soon, Devin will see what I do. I might hate the guy, but fate doesn’t make mistakes,” Blake says. “You’re going to be a great luna. And a great queen. You’re going to change the supernatural world.”


I don’t know about that, but I certainly intend to try.




Finally free!





After standing up to my brother, I feel incredible. I never thought I would have the nerve to do it. But after what he told me, I realized I had been trying way too hard to please my father. And maybe standing up for myself will cost me my life, but I’m sick of being bullied into submission.


Blake and I spend half the day hanging on the beach. Afterward, I get a quick shower and go to meet him in the student lounge to hang out. A lot of other students are still outside, so I get a comfy spot in the corner of the room to wait for Blake to show up.


When I spot Isabella walking into the room, I don’t panic like I used to. After what happened, she won’t mess with me. But when her icy blue eyes land on me, I’m surprised to see her walk my way. Her wolf is still blocked, so I’m not sure what she thinks she can do to me. She’s practically human until the full moon.


“I’m surprised you have the nerve to show your face here.” Isabella puts her hands on her hips, standing up straight as she comes to face me.


She’s got nerve, I’ll give her that. She doesn’t even look like she’s frightened, though I happen to know she is. How easy she forgets that a dark fae can feel strong emotions.


“Lovely to see you, Isabella,” I say, trying to keep my tone pleasant.


She snorts. “Don’t play all sweet with me. You and your freaky brother should be booted from this school for all the horrible things you’ve done.”


I can’t argue that Oliver should be kicked out. But if she wants to compare notes, Isabella should’ve been kicked out of this school many times. Of course, I’ve never tattled on her. She can’t say the same. The first thing she did when I retaliated was run to Headmaster Graham.


I hold up my hand. “I could make your wolf permanently disappear.”


Her eyes widen and I can feel the fear coming off her. She still doesn’t back down though. And, as much as I hate to admit it, I admire her fighting spirit.


“Try and I will make you permanently disappear.” She juts her chest out. “You and your entire species are beneath me.”


Devin walks up behind Isabella. “What’s going on?”


Isabella jumps, putting a hand to her racing heart. “You scared me.”


I can’t help but laugh.


She turns her hard eyes on me.


“Sorry,” I say. “It’s just, I’m sure you’re not used to being snuck up on. Wolf shifters hear everything. It’s just funny that—” her eyes narrow, so I stop talking. “Never mind.”


I probably shouldn’t taunt her.


Devin looks amused as he watches me. “I was going to ask if she was bothering you.”


“Yes, she is,” Isabella spats.


Devin turns to her. “I was talking to Tori.”


Isabella scoffs. “Are you kidding me? You’re asking how the—the—dirty dark fae is doing, but not me? Not your pack?”


“You’ve done nothing but be cruel to Tori since she arrived. I’m glad she finally fought back. You deserved worse,” Devin says.


My jaw drops open.


Is he seriously defending me right now?


“Devin.” Her entire face falls and I can feel her sadness.


She never thought Devin would take anybody’s side over hers, but especially not mine. I almost feel bad for her, especially knowing that she truly believes that Devin is her soulmate.


“If you bother Tori again, it will be me that you have to deal with.” Devin’s eyes flash yellow at his threat.


Isabella backs up, lowering her head. “Y-y-yes, Alpha Devin.”


He’s not alpha yet, but she’s terrified of Devin’s wolf.


She turns and walks off, leaving Devin and me alone.


“You broke her heart,” I tell him, watching her walk away.


He shrugs. “I don’t really care about her or her feelings.”


I look up at him through my lashes. “Thank you for that.”


He sits down in the seat beside me. “Not that you needed me to defend you. You were doing awesome on your own. I’m just tired of the way the others treat you. I will make sure everybody is nicer to you from now on.”


“Thanks,” I say, not knowing how to feel about what he’s saying. It wasn’t that long ago that he left me in iron chains while walking off with Isabella. I don’t want to get any expectations, especially when it comes to Devin. He could shatter my heart.


“She won’t bother you again,” Devin informs me. “She might be a bully, but she is a loyal wolf.”


Am I finally free of Isabella?


Something tells me it’s too good to be true, but I’ll take what I can get.


“I kind of feel bad for her,” I admit. “She thinks she’s going to be your mate.”


He wrinkles his nose. “Fate would never choose somebody like her for me. To be a luna, you have to be kind. I don’t think Isabella knows how to be nice.”


He’s right about that.


“Yeah, but I don’t think I would be a good luna either,” I say, knowing he will agree.


“You’re the future queen of the dark fae,” Devin says. “If anybody is strong enough, it’s you.”


My heart skips a beat. “I’m not the future queen.”


He raises an eyebrow. “If you’re telling me that you think Oliver will be the king, your deceiving yourself. Your brother is a lunatic.”


“So is my father,” I point out.


“Yes.” He nods. “But fate didn’t choose Oliver. It chose you. It’s why you were born three days sooner than him.”


I look around the room, hoping nobody heard him.


Nobody is paying attention to us.


“I shouldn’t have told you that.” Because if my father finds out that I told the future alpha the truth, he really will kill me.


“I’m glad you did.” Devin scoots closer to me, his thigh brushing up against mine.


My heart races and I try to ignore the fact that Devin can hear it. “I’m not sure that I want to be the queen of the dark fae.”


“I’m not sure I want to be alpha,” he says.


I glance at him, my eyes widening. “Are you kidding? You’ll be a great alpha.”


He shrugs. “Maybe. We will see.”


It’s the first time I’ve ever heard Devin doubt himself. He’s always so confident. It’s one of the things that I really like about him.


“I’m serious, Devin.” I reach out my hand to touch him, but before I make contact, I pull my hand back. “Sorry. I almost forgot.”


I won’t touch Devin without permission.


He rolls his eyes and grabs my hand. “You’re allowed to know what I’m feeling. It’s only fair since your eyes reveal every single thought that goes through your head.”


My cheeks grow warm. “That’s embarrassing.”


“I like it.”


Of course he does.


Devin, as always, feels a lot of emotions. A lot more than the average person. He truly does have the weight of the world on his shoulders. But the main thing that he’s feeling is confidence—not for himself, but for me.


“You look confused.” Devin cocks his head to the side, studying me.


I nod. “You feel confidence, but not in yourself.”


“Because I disagree with you. I think you will make an amazing queen one day,” Devin says confidently.


My heart swells.


Devin believing in me makes me feel better than if I had believed in myself.


“Pink,” Devin says. “That’s new.”


Pink?


I close my eyes, turning away from him.


No.


I can not have pink eyes. That’s not even fair.


“What does pink mean?” Devin asks, nudging me with his elbow.


I shake my head, still keeping my eyes closed.


There is no way I’m telling him that.


“Are you sure you saw pink?” I ask, turning to look at him once again.


He nods, looking me in the eyes. “The softest shade of pink. It suits you.”


“They’re still pink?” My cheeks grow warm.


“Yeah.” He studies me carefully. “Why are you embarrassed about your eyes being pink?”


I close my eyes, taking a deep breath. I hope when I open them, they won’t be pink anymore.


“Tori, come on. Open your eyes,” Devin urges.


I do. “What color are they now?”


“Dark brown,” he answers.


Thank goodness.


“Are you going to tell me what pink means?” he asks.


I shake my head.


Yeah, that’s not happening.


He grins. “I’ll just have to figure it out on my own then.”


I sincerely hope he never figures out what pink means because I am really confused myself.


When did this even happen? When did I start to fall for Devin? I didn’t even realize it was happening. But if they’re pink, like he’s claiming, it means that I’m in love with him, even if I haven’t fully accepted it yet. My eyes don’t lie.


“The wolves are having a bonfire on the beach tonight. You should come,” Devin says.


Is he seriously inviting me to hang out with him and the other wolf shifters?


“Can Blake come?” I ask.


He sighs. “Are you sure he’s not into you?”


“One hundred percent certain.”


“Fine. Blake can come.”


I grin.


Maybe things are looking up around here.


Shifter Academy isn’t nearly as bad as I thought it would be.




Not so disliked.





“I can’t believe we’re going to a wolf party that you were invited to,” Blake says.


We’re hanging out in my dorm until it’s time to leave. And Blake is completely shocked that we—him included—were invited.


“Are you sure I’m invited too?” He stuffs his hands into the front pocket of his jeans.


Oh, my gosh.


Blake is nervous.


I’ve never seen him nervous before. He’s always so confident—and with good reason. My heart breaks for him a little. All he wants is to make friends with the other wolves. He pretends like it doesn’t bother him, but I know it does. He’s a wolf shifter. Wolves need a pack.


“Devin specifically said you were invited too,” I say.


And okay, maybe I asked, but Blake doesn’t need to know that.


“He doesn’t even like me,” Blake objects.


“Devin doesn’t like anybody.” I shrug, like that explains everything. “He just thinks you flirt with me.”


Blake chuckles. “Ah, he’s jealous.”


I nod.


“He’s right. I do flirt with you.”


My face grows warm, but I still glare at him.


“You’re so easy to mess with, Duchess.” Blake smirks.


At least he’s not nervous anymore.


“Don’t worry. I know you’re in love with Devin.”


He knows?


How can he know? I wouldn’t even know if Devin hadn’t pointed out my stupid eye color earlier.


“What makes you say that I’m in love with him?” I cross my arms over my chest, ready to deny.


“Because he’s your mate. Mates love one another. They can’t help it.” He raises an eyebrow at me. “Fate doesn’t make mistakes. Even if I think Devin is a jerk, I know he’s the perfect guy for you. One day, he’ll prove it.”


I’m not so sure about that.


But I am relieved Blake doesn’t really know I’m in love with Devin.


“We should go.” Blake slings an arm around me, guiding me toward the door.


I step out of his grasp. “Who are you and what have you done with my best friend?”


“What?” he asks.


“Wasn’t it last weekend you were trying to talk me out of going to a party?”


He grins. “A week ago I didn’t know you were fated to my future alpha. Now I know that nobody is going to touch you. If they try, Devin will rip their limbs from their body.”


I stand up straighter. “I can protect myself. I don’t need my…” I clear my throat. “I don’t need Devin to protect me.”


Blake puts his arm around me, once again guiding me toward the door. “And that’s why you’re his mate.”


I hate how my heart flutters at his statement.


Blake truly believes Devin and I are meant to be. He thinks that I’m good enough for his future alpha. It means more to me than anything he could’ve ever said.


“None of the other wolf shifters will feel the same,” I admit.


Blake opens the door for me, motioning for me to walk out first. “Then you will show them. Nobody ever said finding your fated mate would be easy. But anything as epic as soulmate love is worth fighting for, don’t you think?”


His words make sense. Of course they do. I just always thought the point of mates was to make things easy. You meet the person your soul is meant for and that is that.


The problem is, I’m not sure Devin believes I’m worth fighting for.


Do I think he’s worth fighting for?


Yes. I already know he is.


Blake doesn’t say anything else as we head down the beach. I take the moment to ponder his words.


Devin has always felt so completely out of my league. But fate knows better than I do. It knows better than Devin. And if it chose us as mates, then that is what is for the best. Now I just have to convince Devin somehow.


And fight my father. Because he won’t just give his blessing for Devin and me to be together. He’s going to be a problem. But those things we will figure out.


As soon as we step onto the beach, I am overwhelmed.


There are a lot of wolf shifters here.


A girl screams. I look over and see a couple of guys throwing her into the water. She comes up, laughing before she pulls them in with her.


Wolf shifters seem so… normal.


“Tori! Blake! Hey!” Some girl I recognize from class says, waving at us as she passes.


Blake looks at me, raising an eyebrow. “Did somebody just speak to us?”


“I think so.” I look after the girl. She runs up to a group of her friends, not even giving us a second glance. She doesn’t realize that her knowing our names, her saying hey, is such a big deal.


Glancing around the party, I notice that Isabella isn’t here. I bet Devin had something to do with that.


She’s going to be so mad. I know Devin told her to leave me alone, but I’m not so sure she will listen. She’s going to think I’ve ruined her life. And maybe she’s right. Maybe I have. I have the guy she wants to be her mate. And I have her pack.


I see Blake watching the brunette girl he’s always checking out in class.


I nudge him with my elbow. “Go talk to her.”


“Who?” he asks, feigning innocence.


“You know who.” I give him a pointed look.


“What’s the point? She isn’t my mate.” Blake looks down, not making eye contact with me.


“I’m confused about something,” I say. “When I was talking to Isabella, she was convinced that she and Devin would be mates when they’re older.”


Blake rubs a hand at the back of his neck. “Uh, well, sometimes that happens. Like when wolf shifters are young when they meet. The mate bond typically doesn’t show up until they’re older. Usually around twenty or twenty one. What’s happened with Devin and you isn’t normal.”


Interesting.


“So she could be your mate?” I ask.


He shrugs. “It’s possible. But dating before knowing is forbidden for a reason. Because more than likely, that girl isn’t my mate and I’m just attracted to her.”


Okay, soulmates are sounding less and less appealing the more he talks about it. I’m glad I didn’t grow up thinking I would meet my mate someday. I’m nowhere near patient enough for that.


“But you can be friends,” I say. “Because there aren’t rules against that, right?”


He grins. “I don’t even know her name.”


I shove him gently. “Then you better go ask her.”


Surprisingly, Blake does go over to her. I watch him, as he shoves his hands into the front pocket of his jeans. He is so nervous.


As soon as he says something to the girl, she smiles really big at him.


Yeah, she definitely likes him too.


“Is that the girl Blake is into?”


I jump, putting a hand to my racing heart as I turn to face Devin. “Yeah, that’s her.”


Devin grins. “You’re so easy to sneak up on. We’re going to have to work on that.”


“Not everybody has shifter senses like you.”


“I bet you do, you just don’t know how to use them.” He steps closer to me. “Good thing I know a thing or two about being a wolf. I can teach you.”


“I’d like that.” I chew on my bottom lip.


Devin nods toward Blake. “That girl is really nice. She’s in my pack, one of the lower ranks. Her dad is one of my brother’s guards. She has six older brothers who will join my guard when I take over as alpha.”


“She has a lot of brothers like me.”


He grins. “Damian always teases her dad that they kept trying for a girl. Ember is the youngest.”


Ember. That’s a pretty name.


“Do all wolf shifters have big families?” I ask.


He nods. “I don’t think there is any family in my pack that has less than five kids, unless they’re newly mated.”


My jaw drops open. “Wow.”


“You have ten brothers, right?”


I nod. “But that’s not normal. Most dark fae have one or two kids at the most.”


He cocks his head to the side, studying me. “What about you?”


“What about me?”


“How many kids do you want?” he asks.


My heart skips a beat.


Devin smirks.


Stupid shifter hearing.


“I don’t know,” I answer. “How many do you want?”


He grabs onto the end of my hair, studying the piece. “I don’t know. A lot, probably.”


My cheeks warm.


“Are you going to tell me what pink means?” Devin asks.


It takes me a moment to realize he’s talking about my eyes. They must be pink again. It’s his fault. He’s the one talking about a future together.


“I told you, you have to figure it out for yourself.” I look down, not wanting to make eye contact.


I feel like Devin can see right through me and into my soul. It’s no wonder I’m falling so hard for him.


“By the way, some girl said hi to Blake and me earlier. Do you know anything about that?” I ask.


He shrugs. “Maybe. Isabella told all the wolf shifters to stay away from you. She even threatened anybody who talked to you. But now, her wolf is gone, even if temporary. And I told everybody that if they wanted to talk to you, it was okay.”


“Thank you.”


It feels good to be liked.


“You’re not so bad, Tori. I judged you wrong at first,” Devin admits.


It’s as much of an apology as I’ll ever get from him.


“Let me introduce you to more people,” he says.


I allow Devin to lead me through a crowd of wolf shifters.


Is this even real life?
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Sunday, August 30

Heartbreak.





When I look in the mirror on Sunday morning and see that my eyes are blue, I’m surprised. I’m so used to seeing gray.


I’m happy. Really, really happy.


Last night, I got to hang out with Devin and it felt so normal. He hasn’t changed his mind about rejecting me, but we’re kind of becoming friends. Being friends with him is better than nothing.


Fate really did choose right, at least for me. Devin is the absolute perfect guy, other than the whole rejecting me thing.


He is what a leader should be—what I wish my dad would be. Devin is protective of his wolves. He would do anything for them. Someday soon, he will be an amazing alpha.


Tomorrow night is the full moon, so a lot of the shifters are antsy today. While a wolf shifter can change at will, the full moon still sets them on edge. They shift more as the full moon gets closer. Sunday morning, Blake gets invited to run with the wolves. I’m so excited for him and maybe a little jealous.


Despite the fact that I’m half wolf shifter, I will never be able to turn into a wolf. But I probably do have wolf abilities that I don’t even realize I have. I’m excited to figure out exactly what I can do.


While I’m waiting for Blake to come back, I head to the beach to take a walk. This is one thing I’m going to miss about Shifter Academy—the beach is just outside the front doors of the castle.


There is nobody on the beach today. All the shifters are probably running, letting off steam. And there are only a handful of people here who can’t shift, most of them hybrids, like me.


“Victoria.”


I turn when I hear the voice.


My brother, Oliver, is making his way toward me. I stiffen, wondering what he wants to talk about today.


I hate that I let my brother affect me like this. I’m stronger than him. But I’ve been terrified of anybody finding out. I’ve had to hide my strength in order to stay alive.


“You know, Dad always wanted to know why I couldn’t compel other supernaturals.” Oliver looks at me, his blue eyes as dark as the night sky. “We assumed the ability would come once I became king. Never once did we even consider that you would’ve gotten the ability.”


My heart races. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”


Oliver chuckles. “You’re a bad liar. You really shouldn’t try to keep up the act. I know.”


But how?


How does Oliver know that I compelled him? He shouldn’t remember. Nobody ever remembers.


He takes a step closer to me. “I might not be the chosen heir, but I am still of the king’s bloodline. I got half way to the castle when I realized what happened.”


I hadn’t considered that.


“How did you take away Isabella’s wolf?” Oliver asks.


I didn’t realize he knew about that, but I should’ve assumed.


I shrug. “I don’t know.”


“Don’t play innocent with me.” His voice drops an octave as he takes another intimidating step closer. “You’re different since you came here. Dad thought sending you here would be the end of you. He didn’t think you’d survive. But he’s wrong. You’re thriving. And it has to stop. You’re not the heir, Victoria. I am.”


“I don’t want to be heir.” I hold up my hands, trying to show him I’m not a threat. “You can have the throne, Oliver. I don’t want it. You can rule the dark fae.”


“I can’t while you’re still alive,” he threatens. “But once you’re gone, I can take my rightful place by our father’s side. I will build on his legacy and make our kingdom stronger than it’s ever been. I will end the wolves, just like he’s always wanted to. But our father is too weak to ever make a move.”


Or maybe he’s just too smart to fight a war he knows he can’t win. My father may be cruel, but he is smart. Oliver, on the other hand, will get all the dark fae killed with his lust for power. He doesn’t need to be king. But I keep those thoughts to myself.


“It doesn’t have to be like this,” I tell him. “We can have peace and get along with the wolves. You’ve been here at the school and you’ve made friends with some of them. They’re nice.”


Oliver snorts. “They’ve done nothing but bully you since the day you stepped into this castle and still you defend them? You’re weak and pathetic.”


“I’d rather be weak and kind than powerful and cruel.”


His eyes narrow at me. “I am going to kill you, Victoria. And when I do, our father will be proud. He’s already chosen me as heir. And once you’re gone, I’ll be the oldest child.”


“I’m not going to hurt you, Oliver,” I tell him, not wanting to fight.


He’s my brother. Even though he is cruel, I won’t kill him.


“As if you could hurt me.” Oliver’s face turns red with anger. “When will you get it through your head, little sister? You are nothing.”


My chest aches at his words.


Oliver and I should’ve been friends. We’re the same age. We grew up together. But he’s hated me since I can remember. Since we were children, he’s always despised my existence. I don’t understand why. He’s the chosen one—our father’s favorite child. He’s the one who gets all the attention.


“Why do you hate me?” I ask, needing to know.


Oliver puts his hand on me. “Do you feel that?”


I’m not sure what he’s asking, but I know what I feel from him. Anger and hate. It consumes his entire being.


“You are the opposite of me,” he says. “Our father loved your mother. My mother was just a means to an end for him. He wanted an heir. When he met your mother, he treated my mom like garbage. And in return, my mother hated me.”


I shake my head, denying his words. “No. He killed my mother. He didn’t love her.”


“Your mother was his mate. It’s not possible to hate somebody that fate handpicked for you. But your mother made him weak. So my mother killed her.” Oliver laughs. “Your father never knew—he still doesn’t. He hates you because you remind him of her. You look just like her.”


No.


No.


I cover my ears with my hands, not wanting to hear anymore.


“Shut up, Oliver,” I yell at him. “You’re a liar.”


“I am a liar.” He stands up straighter. “I’m so good at it, even the shifters can’t tell. But I am not lying about this.”


“You’re a psychopath.”


His grin widens. “I think that’s the sweetest thing you’ve ever said to me.”


I see light reflect off something in Oliver’s hand. Almost too late I realize he’s holding a knife. The blade is made out of iron—the only thing that can kill a dark fae.


“Oliver, you don’t want to do this,” I plead with him. “You can have our father. You can have the throne and the dark fae. I will leave and you will never have to see me again.”


“That’s where you’re wrong. I can’t just let you live. If I do, I’ll never have the throne. It was always yours. But after I kill you, the throne will be mine.”


How easily he talks about murdering me. But even with him holding a knife in his hand, threatening me, I can’t hurt Oliver. Even after he’s been so cruel to me all my life, he is still my brother. And even if he hates me, I don’t hate him. I know that I probably should, but I can’t.


I call on my magic, hoping for something. Anything.


Maybe I can take away Oliver’s powers and memories like I did Jenna. He can live his life as a human. Maybe if I got him away from the supernatural community he’d have a shot at a happy life. But nothing happens.


Oliver swings at me with his knife, so I jut to the left, barely missing the blade. He swings again, this time it knicks my cheek. It’s not enough to draw blood, but it’s enough to sting.


I’m so focused on dodging Oliver’s blade that I don’t see anybody else join us. All I see is a blur, then Oliver is on the ground, the iron knife not embedded into his heart.


I fall to my knees, tears overflowing.


My brother is dead. And yes, he was evil, but he was family.


My heart breaks.


Devin kneels down in front of me. He says something, but I can hear him over my own sobs. He looks at me, like he’s assessing me for injury, and then he pulls me into his arms. He squeezes me against his chest, comforting me. And I let him.


This is exactly what I need.


My mate’s comfort.


“He can’t hurt you anymore,” Devin promises.




He sucked anyway.





Dawson comes to take care of Oliver’s body while Devin leads me away from the beach. He keeps his arm around me, not even caring as people watch us walk through the castle together. He leads me toward a part of the castle I’ve never been to before—the boys’ dormitory. I wonder what he’s doing.


Devin leads me to a room and I recognize right away that this is his room. It smells just like him.


His dorm room looks very similar to mine. It’s pretty bare with no pictures on the wall. His bed has a black comforter on it and, surprisingly, it’s made. His room is spotless. There are no dirty clothes on the floor and there is no clutter on his desk. Everything is neatly put away in his closet.


Devin leads me toward the black loveseat by the window. He pulls me down beside him, keeping me carefully tucked into his side.


I wait for him to yell at me—for him to ask me why I didn’t fight back. But he never does. He just keeps his arm around me and gently strokes my back. I let him hold me as I try to process what just happened.


Oliver is dead.


I have no idea if what he told me is true about our dad and his mom. Did his mom really kill my mom? Did my dad love my mom? I have so many questions, but I doubt I’ll ever get the answers.


Rather my dad killed my mom or not, it doesn’t change anything. My father loathes the fact that I exist. Maybe it’s because I remind him of my mom or maybe it’s something else. But that doesn’t matter.


“I’m sorry about your brother,” Devin says, breaking the silence.


“It’s okay. He sucked anyway.” I sit up so that I can look at him. “I couldn’t do it. I know that I should have been the one to do it, but I just couldn’t, Devin. I don’t even care if that makes me weak. He was my brother.”


He shakes his head. “That doesn’t make you weak, Tori. If anything, it makes you strong. You’re a good person. And I like that about you.”


I grin.


Devin likes something about me.


I never thought I’d see the day.


Devin beams at me and I’m wondering why he looks so thrilled.


“Blue,” he says. “Your eyes… they changed from gray to blue. And I like when they’re blue.”


My heart swells.


This boy.


He rejected me, he’s not supposed to make me fall for him. But I don’t see how that can be helped. He was hand picked by fate, especially for me.


“Pink.” He cocks his head to the side. “I wish you’d just tell me what pink means.”


My cheeks grow warm.


Yeah, that’s not happening.


Devin strokes my cheek with his thumb. “It is attraction or something? Because I already know you’re attracted to me, Tori. You don’t have to be embarrassed about that.”


I close my eyes, completely mortified.


If only it meant attraction.


My eyes have only been pink around one person—my brother, Nico. He’s the only person I’ve ever loved. The fact that they’re pink so much around Devin means that my heart has already accepted Devin as mine. My brain, however, is looking at the evidence. And evidence says that Devin is going to break my heart.


“I like pink,” Devin says.


I open my eyes, looking at him. He watches me, gazing into my eyes like he’s trying to memorize the color. I could tell him to not waste his time—my eyes will always be this color around him. How could they not be?


I take a deep breath. “You know my father is going to be really upset about what happened.”


He nods. “I know. But we don’t have to talk about that right now.”


“He’ll probably pull me out of school,” I tell him. “He will want me to come home—probably so he can kill me.”


Devin’s eyes fade from green to a golden yellow. “That’s not happening.”


I love that he wants to protect me, but how can he?


“I’ll be okay,” I tell him, needing to comfort him. I don’t want to frighten Devin or make him feel responsible for me. I know that he doesn’t want me as his mate and I don’t want him to feel guilty for what happens to me when I go back home.


I have this need to protect Devin. I know it’s the mate bond, but it’s so strong.


“You will never go back with your father, Tori. And that is a promise,” Devin says.


I believe him.


Devin will do whatever he can to keep me safe.


“There will be repercussions.” Devin’s eyes change to green again. “But I was within my rights to protect you according to shifter law.”


“Dark fae don’t follow shifter law,” I tell him. “My father is going to be really upset.”


“I know.” Devin gently strokes my cheek. “If I have to fight a war to protect you from him, I will.”


I shake my head. “No, Devin. You can’t. It would put too many lives at risk. You can’t do that for one person. I’m not worth it.”


Devin holds out his hand toward me. “Touch me and tell me if I think you’re worth it.”


I don’t have to touch him. From his question alone, I already know he thinks I am worth it.


Tears press against the back of my eyes and I throw my arms around him, squeezing him against me.


Nobody has ever thought I was worth fighting for. And even though Devin doesn’t want me by his side as his mate, he does care about me. And that is enough for me.


Devin holds me against him, gently stroking my back.


I have no idea what I did to deserve a mate as incredible as Devin, but I will spend the rest of my life trying to be half the person he is. He’s amazing.




You have until sundown.





I’m not surprised to be called into Headmaster Graham’s office that afternoon. What I am surprised about is the fact that my father is sitting in Headmaster Graham’s office.


Devin steps in front of me, blocking me from seeing my father. The motion isn’t lost on me, and I’m certain my father noticed as well. He probably already knows that Devin is my mate from that one move.


Dawson and Alpha Damian come into the room seconds after Devin and me. Devin nudges me toward a chair on the opposite side from my father, wanting to put as much distance between us as possible.


Headmaster Graham clears his throat. “I’m sure you all know why you’re here.”


I can feel his discomfort. I’m sure my dad can too.


I glance at Devin, hoping he will do something.


“Headmaster Graham,” Devin says. “Would it be okay if my brothers and I had some privacy with King Hastings?”


Headmaster Graham stands abruptly. “I think that would be okay.”


I don’t blame him for wanting to get out of here. I want to get out of here too, but that’s not an option for me.


Once the door shuts, my father stands from his seat, coming to stand in front of Alpha Damian.


“Alpha Damian,” my father says, his voice sounding pleasant. I know better because I can feel the intent behind his words.


He’s disgusted.


He hates being in the same room as wolf shifters.


“All I want is recompense for my heir’s death. I want the shifter responsible for his murder to be executed. And I want my daughter—she is to come home immediately. She is the heir now and I want her safely at my side.”


Yeah, right.


I snort, but quickly cover it by clearing my throat.


Alpha Damian looks at me, then at my father. “Tori is free to do as she pleases. If she wants to stay, she can. If she wishes to go with you, I will not stop her. As for your son’s death, I am not fully aware of what happened myself.”


“Of course one of your shifters killed him.” Dad’s eyes darken as he looks at Alpha Damian. I can see the anger in them—anger that has been directed at me many times.


I shrink into my seat, trying to make myself smaller.


Devin grabs onto my hand, trying to offer me a little comfort.


“Get your hand off my daughter.” Dad comes to stand in front of Devin. “If you don’t, I will remove your hand myself.”


I yank my hand away from Devin, not wanting my father to hurt him.


“Father, please.” I stand up, putting myself between him and Devin. “Don’t.”


My dad turns his murderous glare to me. “You stand up for him, over your own kind.”


I want to argue that Devin is my kind, but I know better. I lower my head, acting like the docile daughter I was taught to be.


“Pathetic.” Dad shakes his head at me. “You’re weak. Just like your mother.”


I tremble at his words, but I keep my head down.


Devin, however, isn’t as calm about what my father has to say. He growls, standing from his chair. Once again, Devin puts himself between my father and me.


“Don’t talk to her like that.” Devin’s voice comes out in a growl. His wolf is close to the surface. It wouldn’t take much to push him over the edge and my father would love nothing more than that.


“Don’t tell me how to talk to my daughter.” My father doesn’t back down.


I worry about what will happen if Devin does try to fight him.


“King Hastings,” Alpha Damian says.


I look over, surprised to see that he and Dawson are both standing. They both look ready to fight if the situation calls for it.


“If you would allow me, I would like to speak with my younger brother and Tori. Your daughter is very special to us. Please, just give us time to figure out what happened,” Damian says, his voice calm.


I can hear his intent.


He doesn’t mean any harm to me. I knew that already. But my father can’t argue against it.


Dad’s hard eyes land on me for a moment. When they do, Devin growls at him. He jerks his head toward Alpha Damian.


“You have until sundown. After that, blood will be spilled. Rather that is your blood or mine, time will tell.”


Dad doesn’t wait for a response. He turns and walks out of the room.


I try to breathe, but his hatred is still lingering in the air, making it difficult to get oxygen.


Devin slips his arm around me, pulling me against him.


No matter what, I know he will protect me.


We will figure this out.




Wolf shifter law.





Damian leads Devin and me out of the castle.


The island is far bigger than I had ever imagined. Damian tells us to get on the back of his golf cart. He drives down a long path that leads to houses. I’ve never been to this part of the island before, but it makes sense. Teachers that have families need a place to live. And they need places for alphas to stay when they come to visit.


“They hold court here,” Devin tells me. “Whenever an alpha does something wrong, they’ll hold the trial on this island.”


My eyes widen. “What about dark fae? Would they hold a trial for a king who does bad stuff?”


Devin grins. “Shifters have stayed out of dark fae business. But it might be time to change that.”


I would like for that to change. My father should be held accountable for his actions. He’s let the entire dark fae community down. He’s ruled with fear and made laws that he himself doesn’t even abide by. Thinking about it makes my chest tighten.


Devin holds my hand, helping me off the golf cart. I expect him to drop it once I’m off, but he holds on tightly, tugging me with him toward the home Damian is staying in. The house is nice—a one story, white wood home. It has a wrap around porch with a swing that looks out at the ocean.


Damian opens the door, motioning for Devin and me to go in first. We enter through the back door, where the kitchen is. Damian throws a set of keys onto the counter and motions toward the dining room table, urging us to sit down.


“Devin, we need to talk,” Damian says, looking at his brother. He slides into a seat directly across from us. “Wolf shifter law is clear—you are able to kill in order to protect your mate. But if we go that route, you won’t be able to hide the fact that Tori is your mate.”


“I don’t care. I will always protect her.”


My eyes widen in surprise.


He doesn’t care if people know he’s my mate? When did that change?


Damian shifts his gaze toward me. “Are you okay with this? Your father will know.”


“As long as Devin doesn’t get into trouble, that’s all I care about.” I worry my bottom lip between my teeth, looking between Devin and his older brother. “But you should know, my father doesn’t abide by shifter law.”


“Shifter law is not absolute in the supernatural community, but the law regarding mates is absolute. It trumps everything. Your father will not be able to fight it,” Damian assures me.


“He might not be able to fight it in court, but he will fight it. This will mean war to him. He’s been looking for an excuse anyway. He hates wolf shifters more than anything,” I warn him.


“We will be ready.” Damian sits up straighter, confidence oozing from him.


He’s very sure that the wolf shifters will win.


“There is more,” Devin says.


Damian glances warily at his brother. “What is it?”


“Tori is a hybrid.”


Turning his head toward me, Alpha Damian studies me. He even sniffs the air but shakes his head. “I can only sense dark fae on her.”


“Her mother was a wolf shifter,” Devin says.


Damian looks at me again, nodding his head. “It makes sense. My wolf senses something about Tori. She’s strong—stronger than any dark fae I’ve ever met.”


Me? Strong?


My whole life, I’ve been taught that I am weak and unwanted. It’s so strange to hear somebody talk so positively about me.


“Did Dawson tell you what she did to Jenna?” Devin squeezes my hand as he converses with his brother.


Damian nods.


My heart races.


Will he think I’m horrible because of what I did?


Damian turns to me. “You gave Jenna a gift by taking away her memories. She watched her parents die. It was horrible. But she’s happy now. We’re keeping an eye on her. The human family she’s staying with is kind. She’s already made friends.”


That makes me feel a little better.


“Where are Monica and Grant?” Devin asks.


I recognize the name Monica—I’m pretty sure that’s Damian’s mate. But I have no idea who Grant is.


“I dropped them off with the in laws on the way here. Monica thought it would be a good time to spend with her family. You know she hates the alpha stuff.” Damian frowns, sitting back in his chair.


Devin snorts. “So do you.”


Damian shrugs, not denying it.


“Who is Grant?” I ask.


Devin grins. “He’s my nephew. He’s only four months old.”


I didn’t know Devin had a nephew. Though, I guess there is a lot I don’t know about Devin yet.


“Devin is good with Grant,” Damian says. “He even changes dirty diapers.”


Devin rolls his eyes. “I’m not going to let the little guy stink.”


I hate how my heart skips a beat at the thought of Devin holding a baby.


Devin glances at me. “You’ll meet him soon.”


“I will?” I’m shocked to hear that. Devin rejected me, so why would I meet his family?


Devin clears his throat, looking back at Damian. “There is something else I should tell you.”


Of course. It’s back to business.


“What’s that?” Damian cocks an eyebrow.


“Oliver was never the heir,” Devin informs him. “Tori was born three days before Oliver. And fate chose her as the heir. She can compel supernaturals. I’ve seen it myself.”


Damian nods his head, not looking surprised. “That will be difficult to prove, but it will come in handy. We will need every advantage at our disposal over the next coming weeks and months. This war will not be an easy battle. There will be lives lost.”


My chest aches.


I don’t want anybody to die.


“What if I went with my father?” I ask. “Would there still be a fight then?”


“You want to go back with your father?” Damian asks.


Devin growls. “I will not allow it.”


I ignore Devin, shaking my head. “Of course I don’t want to go back with my father. He will kill me. I just don’t want anybody to die because of me.”


“This war isn’t because of you,” Damian says. “It’s been a long time coming. If not now, it would’ve happened in our lifetime. But, even if this war were about you, you are worth fighting for. You’re my brother’s mate. You’re family. And, now I know, you’re also pack.”


Family.


I have a family.


Damian cocks his head. “Your eyes are the brightest blue I’ve ever seen. How did I not notice that before?”


“They change colors depending on her mood.” Devin grins, looking at me. “I still haven’t figured out what pink means, but I know what all the other colors mean.”


Because Devin and I are holding hands, I can feel how happy he is. He’s happy because I’m happy.


“I’m sorry.” I let go of Devin’s hand. “I didn’t mean to read your emotions. I try to block them out, but you kind of forced them on me.”


Devin furrows his brows. “I already told you, Tori. I am giving you permission to read me. You’re my mate. You’re allowed to know.”


I don’t know about all that.


I am Devin’s mate, but I’m his rejected mate. He doesn’t want me in that way. Knowing what he’s feeling is too… intimate.


“I want you both to stay here today. You will both go with me tonight while I talk with King Hastings,” Damian says.


I expected that he would want us to go, but I’m not looking forward to seeing my father again.


Devin grabs onto my hand again. “Don’t worry, Tori. I will protect you.”


I don’t have to be holding his hand to feel his emotions. He’s protective of me, which I completely understand. I feel the same way about him. It must be the mate bond, pushing us to protect one another.


Damian looks between his brother and me. “Dev, I have a feeling your mate can protect herself.”


Devin smirks. “Yeah, she can.”


He’s… proud of me.


My heart swells at his emotions.


Maybe I’m not the helpless mate that Devin once thought of me as.




A few days to figure things out.





My heart is pounding incredibly fast. So fast that Devin and Damian both look at me, the concern clear on their faces.


“Are you okay? You’re not going to pass out, are you?” Damian looks warily at me, like he’s trying to decide if he’s going to need to catch me if I do faint.


“I’m just nervous.” I put a hand over my heart, trying to muffle the sound. “Are you not nervous?”


He shakes his head.


I look at Devin.


“We’re alphas.” Devin shrugs, like that’s a reason they’re completely calm.


Maybe it is a reason. But then again, they don’t know my father. If they did, they would be freaking out too.


Tonight is not going to go well for a lot of reasons. Reasons that I’ve explained to them, but they don’t get. Because they’re not dark fae and haven’t been raised knowing these strict rules their whole life. They don’t comprehend that the punishment for having a romantic entanglement with somebody outside of the dark fae species is death. Dark fae don’t have mates, so we don’t make exceptions. Ever.


Devin grabs onto my hand and my heart skips a beat.


He smirks.


“Stop listening.” I lower my head, letting my hair curtain my face. “It’s embarrassing, but I can’t help it.”


“I like it,” he says.


His words confuse me, but right now, while we’re waiting for my father to arrive, is not the time to discuss our mate bond. Right now, I just need to focus on surviving this.


“Pink,” Devin says.


I look up, realizing he means my eyes. I abruptly let go of his hand.


He raises an eyebrow. “What are you doing?”


“My father can’t see pink when he comes in here,” I tell him.


“They’re orange now,” he says.


I let out a breath in relief. “Good. That means I’m anxious and that is much better.”


He lets out his breath in a huff. “Why won’t you tell me what pink means?”


Because it’s embarrassing. But I don’t tell him that. Instead, I keep my lips firmly pressed together.


My father steps into the conference room. I’m surprised to not see guards trailing behind him. Typically, he doesn’t go anywhere without at least two of them. But I spot one of them standing just outside the door.


“Did you talk with the wolves and figure out which one of them killed my heir?” Dad’s eyes are dark and I can feel the anger radiating off of him.


Damian nods. “I know who killed your son, yes.”


“Who was it?” Dad spits. “I expect blood to be spilled.”


“It was me.” Devin steps closer to my father. “I killed Oliver.”


Dad goes to strike out a hand at Devin, but I grab onto his arm before he can touch his skin. He turns his glare to me.


“You want to defend the boy who killed your brother? You know what the punishment for this type of behavior is. I will not stand for my daughter to defend a wolf shifter.” He pushes his anger toward me, through our skin contact.


I drop his arm abruptly. “I won’t allow you to touch Devin. I don’t care what the consequences are.”


Alpha Damian clears his throat. “Devin, do you want to explain to King Hastings?”


Devin growls, but nods. “Oliver was attacking Tori. He intended to kill her. What I did was to protect her.”


Dad turns his glare to Devin once more. “What Oliver does is none of your concern. I’m sure he had a reason to go after Victoria. You had no right whatsoever to kill him, even to protect her.”


“According to shifter law, he has every right to protect his mate,” Damian comes up on the other side of me. “And you know the courts will side with us. Mates trump every supernatural law.”


“Mates?” Dad turns to me. “You know what the law is on romance with wolf shifters.”


I lower my head, not saying anything. What can I say?


“It’s not her fault.” Devin pushes me behind him. “Fate chooses. And if you’re that worried, Tori and I have not acted on the bond. She has not broken any of your laws.”


That won’t matter to my dad.


“Victoria will be coming with me,” Dad says.


I shiver at the anger in his voice.


“King Hastings, I implore you to see reason.” Alpha Damian stands up straighter. “You and I both know that mates are stronger when they are together. Tori needs to be with Devin.”


“What about my son? What am I supposed to tell my people? They will demand their Prince to be avenged.”


I want to snort, but I don’t.


Nobody cared about Oliver. He was just as cruel as my father. If anything, they will be relieved they’re not going to be stuck with him as their king.


“Give me a few days to figure things out,” Alpha Damian pleads. “I just can’t let you take my brother’s mate from him.”


I fully expect my dad to say no. I expect him to grab me and pull me from the room. He’ll take me back home and he will make sure that my execution is public. He will invite dark fae from all over the world and will make sure that there is a grand party to celebrate my demise.


“I will give you until Tuesday and that is it. And I expect there to be a full court here. I want every alpha to be here,” Dad demands.


Of course he wants all the alpha’s here.


My father loves power. And he wants to show them all that he’s the strongest leader.


“I will do what I can,” Alpha Damian promises.


I watch as my father turns and storms from the room. As soon as the door shuts behind him, I let out a sigh of relief.


Devin pulls me into his arms, offering me a bit of comfort.


What would I do without him?


“Are you sure I’m worth this effort?” I ask.


“Tori, you’re worth this and so much more,” Devin says, as he pulls back from our embrace. He grins. “They’re pink again.”


Damian puts his hand on my shoulder. “You’re pack now. And we protect our pack.”


My heart swells.


For the first time ever, I truly have a family. Or, as Damian calls it, a pack.


“What do we do now?” I ask.


Damian and Devin share a look, one that I can’t read.


Damian turns his gaze on me. “Now, we figure out how to talk down a seriously angry dark fae king.”


“Or we go to war,” Devin says.


War.


I’d like to avoid that.


“Devin, I would like for Tori and you to stay with me for the next few days.” Damian looks at his younger brother. I can see the hesitancy on his face, like maybe he’s worried Devin will decline.


Devin nods. “Okay.”


“I figured you would fight me on that.” Damian looks at Devin, like he’s waiting for him to change his mind.


Devin puts an arm around me, pulling me closer to him. “It’s to protect Tori. I’ll do whatever it takes to ensure her safety.”


Damian grins. “Good. But until you complete your mate bond, you will be staying in separate rooms.”


My cheeks grow warm.


I still don’t know what it means to ‘complete’ the mate bond, but I’m definitely not going to ask with Damian in the room.
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Monday, August 31

Welcome to the pack.





Devin and I skip classes on Monday. Damian is wanting to keep us close by in case my father tries something, which is understandable. My father’s never been known for being patient.


I wish I could talk to him. I have so many questions about my mom, but I doubt he would even tell me the truth. My whole life, I’ve believed she killed herself. Oliver told me a lot of things, but who knows if they’re even true. My brother was an exceptionally good liar.


Devin sits beside me on the swing. He slips his arm behind me, so I scoot closer, resting my head on his chest.


“Pink,” he says, kissing the top of my head.


I know he’s talking about my eyes, so I don’t bother saying anything. I really, really don’t want Devin to figure out what pink means. It hardly even seems fair that my eyes show what I’m feeling.


His fingers gently graze against my arm. I’m hit with his emotions before I can block them out.


Devin, as always, feels a lot of things. Too much for one person. But I can feel his concern for me. That is at the forefront of his thoughts. He’s worried about what is going to happen. I don’t blame him, I’m worried too.


I can also feel that he likes me, which surprises me. I really thought Devin hated me. His attraction to me is strong.


My cheeks grow warm.


“What’s on your mind?” Devin asks.


“You touched me before I could block your feelings,” I explain, hoping he doesn’t get mad.


He nods. “What am I feeling?”


“A lot of things.”


“Which of those things made you blush?”


I sit up, looking him in the eyes. “Uh, well, your attraction for me. I was kind of caught off guard by it, actually.”


Devin cocks his head to the side. “You already knew I was attracted to you. But is that what pink means? Attraction?”


I shake my head, chewing on my bottom lip.


“Not attraction?” He looks at me, like he’s trying to find clues as to what makes my eyes pink. “Have your eyes ever been pink before?”


I nod. “Only around Nico.”


His eyes flash yellow. “Who is Nico?”


“My younger brother.” I grab his hand, trying to calm him down. “Nico is my best friend. He’s the only friend I had in the castle. I mean, at home.”


It’s weird to call the castle I grew up ‘home.’ It certainly doesn’t feel like home anymore.


Devin looks at me for a moment longer, then turns to look at the ocean.


Damian’s house is one of the nicest ones on the island. Its backyard overlooks the Atlantic Ocean. I could get used to views like this.


“What do they do here during hurricanes?” I ask, knowing that it’s still hurricane season for a few more months.


“Elementals will make sure that storms go around us,” Devin explains.


My eyes widen. “They can do that?”


He nods. “Elementals are pretty awesome.”


“I’ve never met one before—just the hybrid that goes to our school.” I tuck a piece of hair behind my ear. “My father doesn’t like to associate with other supernaturals.”


“Yet he had a child with a wolf shifter,” he says.


Yeah, I still don’t understand why. If he hates wolf shifters so much, why was he with my mom?


“I hope you know, I don’t feel that way,” Devin says. “About associating with other supernaturals.”


I press my lips together, not knowing what to say. Devin hasn’t exactly been welcoming to me, and he’s cruel to Blake as well. He doesn’t seem ‘welcoming’ to me.


“I only hated your hybrid friend because I thought you were going to date him,” Devin admits.


My eyes widen. “Are you kidding? This mate bond is no joke. I don’t know about you, but I don’t see anybody like that. Nobody except for you.”


My cheeks grow warm with my admission.


The wind gusts, blowing a piece of my hair. It whips up between us.


“Sorry.” I push my hair out of the way.


“Trust me when I say that you are all I see too.” Devin traces his finger along my cheek. I wonder what he’s doing when he tucks the wild hair behind my ear. “You are the most beautiful woman I’ve ever met in my life.”


“I have a question.” I pause, wondering if I should even ask. But I’m curious, so I don’t want to chicken out now. “In mating rituals, they never talk about what it means to complete the mate bond. Will you explain it to me?”


He grins. “You don’t ask the easy questions, do you?”


I never have. Why would I start now?


He grabs onto my hands. “The first thing you should know is that the mate bond is only completed after a wedding ceremony.”


My cheeks grow warm once again. “Oh.”


He chuckles. “Your face is red.”


I’m sure it is.


But Devin doesn’t seem to care. He just watches me with a look that I can plainly read. His emotions are pretty much bursting from him. I couldn’t block them if I wanted.


He meant what he said when he called me beautiful. And he’s thrilled that I’m asking him questions about the mate bond. I don’t understand why he’s thrilled when he’s made it very clear that we won’t be completing our bond. The last time I asked, he was rather insistent that I didn’t need to know how to complete it.


“After the ceremony, the couple will complete their bond.” Devin grabs my hand. “After the, uh, mating, the couple will bite one another.”


“Bite?” My eyes grow wide.


He chuckles. “It’s a wolf thing. It lets other wolves know that they belong to somebody else.”


Before I can ask any more questions, the back door opens and Damian walks out. He grins when he sees Devin and me sitting on the swing together. I expect Devin to drop my hand and put some distance between us, but he doesn’t.


“Tori, just who I was looking for.” Damian comes to stand in front of Devin and me. “There is something I would like to ask you.”


I look at Devin. He’s smiling widely and I can feel he’s excited about whatever Damian is about to ask me. I turn toward Damian. “What is it?”


“Since you are a hybrid, and you’re mates with my brother, I would like to invite you to join our pack—officially,” Damian says.


“You can do that?” I ask.


He nods. “You technically wouldn’t be a princess anymore. But you would be our future luna.”


I look at Devin, waiting for him to tell me no. “Are you okay with this?”


“I asked him if you could join,” Devin says. “I want you to be in my pack.”


“I would love that,” I admit.


Devin’s smile grows wider and he turns to his brother. “Can I do it?”


Damian nods and passes something to Devin. My heart skips a beat when I see the blade of a knife.


“It won’t hurt,” Devin assures me. “It might sting a little.”


I’m not sure how I feel about that, but I trust Devin. I hold out my hand for him. He nicks it a little bit before making a small cut on his hand. He puts out hands together and my entire body tingles.


Devin grins. “It’s done.”


He pulls his hand back and I watch my hand heal itself.


“Now I will always know where you are,” Devin says.


I grin. “You already knew anyway.”


“I’ll always find you,” he promises.


My heart swells at his sweet words.


“Welcome to the pack,” Damian says.


“Thanks.”


I’m officially part of the pack.


I never thought I would say that.




This isn’t over.





The sound of somebody’s pounding the front door has me jumping.


I put a hand to my racing heart, wondering who would show up at Alpha Damian’s house. It’s only eight o’clock at night, but we’re not expecting anybody.


I start to walk toward the door, but Devin grabs my hand, holding me back. Damian goes to open the door. I want to see who’s there, but Devin pulls me back, hiding me around the corner. I start to question him, but then I hear who is at the front door.


“Why did I feel a very huge power transfer earlier?”


It’s my dad.


And he sounds angry.


Devin puts his arms on either side of my head, pinning me in place. I give him a questioning look and he just grins at me. I don’t fight against him, not that I ever would. But I do like being this close to him.


“Your daughter joined my pack,” Damian says.


I wish I could peek around the corner and see them. Instead, I look into Devin’s eyes. They’re golden yellow as he listens to my dad and his brother argue.


“What gave you a right to invite her to your pack? She is a dark fae, not a wolf shifter.”


“She is my brother’s mate. Rather you like it or not, she is pack,” Damian argues. “Plus, you and I both know that she’s not fully dark fae. She’s a hybrid. So rather she were mates with Devin or not, it’s up to her to decide where she belongs.”


My father stays quiet for a long moment.


“This isn’t over,” my father finally says. “I am going to go home and train my next eldest son. But this is far from over, Alpha.”


The door slams and I flinch at the harsh sound.


Tears press against the back of my eyes.


“Tori, what’s wrong?” Devin looks at me, concern clear on his face.


“Nico is the next oldest.” I sob. “Oh, my gosh. I didn’t even think about that Devin. He can’t do that to Nico. He’s… kind. And sweet. He’s nothing like my father or Oliver. And he knows it. Nico will be forced to change or my father will kill him.”


Devin gently rubs his hand under my eyes, wiping away my tears. “No, Tori. I promise you, nobody is going to hurt your brother.”


Damian steps around the corner. “Don’t make promises you can’t keep. We are not going to provoke the dark fae. I do not wish to start a war.”


“He’s right,” I tell Devin, before he can get angry at his brother. “Nico will be okay.”


But I’m not so sure about that.


Nico has always been good at hiding his true feelings, so at least there is that. Maybe he can fake his way through long enough for something to happen.


Devin studies me carefully, looking deep into my eyes. I wonder what color they are, but I know they must be gray.


I’m sad.


I never wanted Nico to get involved in all of this. In my life, I’ve done everything I can to protect him. But this isn’t something I can protect him from.


Devin pulls me into his arms, squeezing me against him. It’s exactly what I need. For the first time in my life, I feel like I can breathe.


This is where I belong.


With Devin.


Damian clears his throat. “I’m going to go video chat with my mate. But I will be listening. You two better go to your own rooms tonight.”


My cheeks grow warm.


Devin chuckles. “Do not worry so much, brother. You’re going to get wrinkles.”


Damian rolls his eyes, but leaves Devin and me alone.


I want to question Devin. Doesn’t his brother know that he’s rejected me? Obviously he’s not going to sneak into my bedroom tonight. But I keep my lips pressed firmly together.


“I bet he misses his wife,” I say, after Damian shuts the door to his room.


Devin nods. “Probably. I miss Grant.”


“I can’t wait to meet him.” I wonder if he has the same olive green eyes as Devin and his brothers.


Someday, when Devin and I have children, I hope they have his eye color.


Not when.


If.


But that’s not going to happen. He’s already rejected me.


“Why gray?” Devin asks.


It takes a moment to realize he’s talking about my eye color.


I shake my head, not wanting to answer. It’s way too embarrassing.


“We can go to class tomorrow, if you want. As long as Damian confirms that your father leaves the island, we should be okay.”


I nod.


We probably should get back to class, even though I am enjoying our time here.


Devin sighs. “If you really need me to, I will sneak into your room tonight.”


I laugh, shaking my head. “You really should be nicer to your brother. He’s your alpha, after all.”


“For now.”
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Tuesday, September 1

Putting her in her place.





On Tuesday, we head back to class. I’m nervous, wondering what people are going to say, but Devin gives all the kids something new to talk about. He waits for me at the end of each class and walks with me. He even holds my hand, not caring who is watching us. I’m not sure what to think about it.


Devin rejected me, but he’s not acting like he’s rejecting me. And my heart doesn’t know what to think or do about it. I want to ask him, but I’m scared he will remind me once again that we can’t be together.


He holds my hand as we walk into the cafeteria. I tug on his arm to get him to stop. He turns toward me.


“Devin, I don’t want to sit with the wolves.” I worry my bottom lip between my teeth, scared of how he will react.


“Do you trust me?” he asks.


I nod.


Of course I trust him.


“Your friend, Blake, is already at the table, waiting for us,” Devin says.


I grin. “Really?”


He nods.


When he starts walking again, I let him lead me toward the wolf shifter table. It’s full, so full. A couple people scoot down to make room for us. Devin doesn’t let go of my hand as we sit down.


Blake sits across from us and he smiles. I can feel his happiness at being accepted, which makes us sitting here completely worth it.


Blake and I finally belong.


“Devin, why is the dark fae scum sitting in my spot?”


I turn around and spot the white headed girl standing behind me, with one hand on her hip. She is shooting glares at me with her icy blue eyes.


“This was always Tori’s spot,” Devin tells Isabella. He turns his back to her, completely dismissing her.


Isabella gasps. “How dare you, you little—”


Devin jumps out of the seat, getting in Isabella’s face. “Say one bad thing about her and I will end you.”


Her mouth drops open as she takes a step back. Her entire body trembles. “S-sorry, Alpha Devin. It won’t happen again.”


“Go sit somewhere else,” he orders.


Surprisingly, Isabella does spin around and walk off. I almost feel sorry for her as she sits at the table where Blake and I used to sit. The table now has a hole in it from when Devin punched through it with his fist.


Devin sits back down beside me, slipping his arm around me. I raise an eyebrow at him, wondering what he’s doing. I thought he didn’t want anybody to know that we are mates.


“We will talk later,” Devin tells me.


I nod, wondering what he will have to say to me.


This is weird. It’s like I’ve stepped into an alternate reality.


I look over at Blake. The girl he has a crush on, Ember, is sitting beside him. They’re talking about something. When Blake sees me watching him, he smiles at me.


“Ember, have you met Tori?” Blake asks her.


She shakes her head. “Uh, no. I’m Ember. It’s so nice to meet you, Princess Hastings.”


“Just Tori,” I tell her, waving a hand.


“Or, if you want to make her mad, just call her Duchess,” Blake teases.


I narrow my eyes at him. “I told you to stop calling me that.”


He just laughs.


“Fine, Blake. You can refer to me as Princess Victoria.” I sit up straighter, glaring at my friend.


He winks. “Nah, I’ll stick with Duchess.”


I turn to Devin.


He shrugs. “You’re the one who insisted on being friends with him.”


I frown. “Is nobody going to take my side?”


“I will call you Tori,” Ember says.


I grin at the girl.


I like her already.


Blake shoves half of a large slice of pizza in his mouth. I wrinkle my nose in disgust.


“Do you have to be such a pig?” I ask.


“What?” he asks, around a mouth full of food. “I told you, eating like this is a shifter thing.”


Ember giggles. “I think it’s a Blake thing.”


Still, Ember can put it away. She has no trouble eating all the food the school provides her. Meanwhile, I push most of my food over toward Blake.


Things are changing. I’m not exactly sure if it’s good or bad, but I do know that I finally feel like I belong. Ember and I could become truly good friends. And I have no idea what is going on with Devin, but I’m excited to explore it and see what happens.


Life is good.




I’m tired of staying away from you.





Devin asks me to hang out in his dorm room that afternoon. I’ve been to his dorm once before, but that was right after he killed Oliver. He couldn’t handle being away from me because I was upset. But now, he’s inviting me freely because he wants to hang out with me.


He holds my hand as he leads me there. I try to block out his feelings, but I am hit with one strong emotion.


Devin is nervous.


I glance over at him, wishing I knew what he was thinking.


He opens his door, motioning for me to walk in first.


“Why are you nervous?” I turn around to look at him as he shuts the door.


He rubs a hand at the back of his neck. “I have something to tell you.”


“Okay.” I look expectedly at him.


Did my father do something awful? I know he’s going to retaliate, we just don’t know when.


Or maybe Devin is going to tell me that we’re getting too close. He doesn’t want me, he’s made that clear. So maybe he’s going to put up some boundaries so I don’t get too attached. It’s probably too late for that with me, but I will save my tears for later.


“I figured out what pink means,” Devin says.


I furrow my brows looking at him. “What?”


He takes a step closer, a huge smile on his face. “Your eyes.”


My heart skips a beat.


Out of everything I thought he was going to say, that wasn’t even close to being on the list.


“I’m so sorry.” I cast my gaze down, not wanting to look at him. “I didn’t mean to.”


Devin gently nudges my chin so that I look up at him. “I’m tired of staying away from you.”


My breath catches in my throat.


Is he saying what I think he’s saying?


“I was an idiot,” he says. “I thought of my bond with you as a burden. You’re a dark fae and I’m a wolf shifter—we should hate one another. But the more I got to know you, the more I realized that you’re absolutely perfect for me. Fate couldn’t have chosen somebody better.”


I lick my lips, wishing my heart wasn’t beating so fast. I know he can hear it and it’s embarrassing.


He puts his hand over my heart and smiles. “I love the way you react to me. Your heart is always doing crazy things when I touch you.”


Okay, when he puts it like that, maybe it’s not so embarrassing.


“They’re pink again,” Devin says.


I don’t try to hide them this time. “You said you figured out what pink means.”


He nods. “I’m not good at this. I’ve never dated a girl before. You already know that wolf shifters aren’t technically allowed to date before they meet their mate. It is a rule that I have followed.”


I raise an eyebrow, calling his bluff.


“I’ve flirted with girls, but I’ve never dated anybody. I’ve never done anything, Tori.”


My heart skips a beat. “Neither have I.”


He grins.


“You’re stalling.”


He takes a deep breath. “Kind of, but not on purpose. You distracted me. You always distract me.”


I take a step back, putting some distance between us. “Then I promise not to distract you anymore. I want to hear what you have to say.”


“Purple.” Devin looks at me with complete awe. “It’s a mix of my two favorites—pink and blue. Which I’m thinking means you’re somewhere between the two right now. My wolf is incredibly happy.”


“Why is your wolf happy?” I ask.


“Because it means you’re happy. And you’re in love with me.”


My heart once again skips a beat, confirming his suspicions.


Devin grins so widely that he reveals his dimples. “And what I’m trying to tell you, very badly, is that I have fallen so hard for you, Tori Hastings.”


“You have?” I ask.


He nods. “I love you.”


The blood rushes so fast that I can hear my heart beating in my ears.


Did Devin Benson seriously just admit to being in love with me?


“While I love the pink eyes, it would be nice to hear it out loud.” Devin stuffs his hands into the front pocket of his jeans.


“I love you too,” I admit, chewing on my bottom lip.


He takes a step closer. “I know we’re young. We still have to finish high school. Normally, mates meet and they get married right away. But until we’re old enough, I would really like it if you would be my girlfriend.”


I lean into him. “I would like that. A lot.”


He looks at my lips, then into my eyes. “I do not know how I will survive the rest of high school. You are the best kind of temptation.”


I back away from him slowly. “Then I will try not to be so tempting.”


He laughs. “I don’t think that’s going to be possible.”




War.





Later that afternoon, Devin and I are called into the conference room. I know right away that it’s not good, especially when I see Alpha Damian and Dawson sitting at the table. They both have grim looks on their faces.


I can feel Devin’s worry since he is holding my hand.


Whatever this is, it can’t be good news.


Damian doesn’t speak until Devin and I take our seats.


Devin holds onto my hand tightly. “What is going on, Damian?”


“Word of Prince Oliver’s death has gotten out,” Damian says. “The dark fae are calling for retribution for their fallen prince.”


I look at Damian, wondering what my father has asked for.


“We will not hand over our future alpha,” Damian continues. “And we will not hand over our future luna. I do not know what this means for the future, but I don’t imagine it will be anything good.”


“War,” I mumble.


Damian turns to look at me. “What?”


“It’s what my father wants. When he sent me here, he said he would accomplish one of two things—either the wolves would kill me and rid him of a problem, or I would start a war. I think he was hoping both would happen. But he got his wish,” I say. “My father is going to start a war.”


“We will be ready to fight.” Devin squeezes my hand. “Your father won’t win.”


I know that.


“We’ve got a secret weapon.” Dawson looks at me. “Nobody but the people in this room know exactly how powerful you are, Tori.”


Devin growls. “I will not let my mate fight this war.”


“But I have to.” I look at Devin. “Don’t you see? This is my fight. You killed my brother to protect me. Now, I have to end my father to protect you.”


“It is my job to protect you.” Devin’s yellow eyes look at me, pleading with me.


“We will do it together,” I tell him.


His eyes turn back to olive green. “I wish we didn’t have to do this at all.”


“Me too. But this is about more than us.” It’s about all the dark fae. They need to be free of my father’s harsh reign. And it’s about Nico. I need to protect him from my father.


My heart races as I look at my mate.


“We can get through anything, as long as we’re together,” I tell him.


And we will get through this.


Together.




THE END.

Book 2, The Unexpected Ally, is coming soon!
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Letter from Scarlett.




Thank you so much for reading the first book in my new series, Shifter Academy: Corrupted.

I love reading paranormal romances. They’re what I read 99% of the time. There is something so fun about the supernatural world. There are no rules. That’s why I was so excited to write this book.

Tori and Devin have a pretty complicated relationship, but I’m excited to see where it goes in the upcoming books. I have so much planned for them. And, if you’ve read any of my other books, you know I love happy endings.

There are so many potentials in this world and I can’t wait to write more.

If you did enjoy this book, it would mean a lot to me if you left a review wherever you picked this up.




—Scarlett Haven
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Shifter Academy: Corrupted

The Unwanted Student (Book 1)

The Unexpected Ally (Book 2—coming soon!)

The Forgotten Princess (Book 3—coming soon!)




Spy Academy: The Royals

The Unwanted Spy (Book 1)

The Cruel World (Book 2)

The Perfect Lie (Book 3)

The High Life (Book 4—coming soon!)

The Ugly Truth (Book 5—coming soon!)




West Raven Academy

Losing Grip (Book 1)

Fighting Fate (Book 2—coming soon)

Wasting Away (Book 3—coming soon!)

Taking Risk (Book 4—coming soon!)




East Raven Academy

Ever After (Book 1)

Never Ever (Book 2)

Never Say Never (Book 3)

For Ever (Book 4)

*This is a completed series




Spy School:

The Princess of Spy School

Hacked

*This is a standalone series
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Find me online.




Mailing List: https://wordpress.us13.list-manage.com/subscribe?u=2b073ef1d3dd1a8003e58a389&id=8393d2923e

Email: authorscarletthaven@gmail.com
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