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About Blue Blooded

Exiled. Forgotten. Disgraced…
My name is Blue Graves. I come from one of the greatest lines of vampire slayers in existence. A true legacy... or, at least I used to be. Ten years ago, my sister and I were banished after a tragedy that still haunts me. But I never let myself forget where I come from, or what I am. When a pardon arrives at my door in the form of a coveted acceptance letter to the slayer training university of my dreams, I have no choice but to accept. I've trained for this opportunity. I've spent every single night of my exile hunting the creatures of the dark and turning them to dust with the business end of my silver-tipped stake.
     As thrilled as I am to finally be back home, the other students definitely don't share the sentiment. While ignoring the perplexing glares of a mysterious guy with the saddest eyes I've ever seen, the unrelenting attention of an overbearing werewolf who thinks I'm his mate, and the sly smirks of a darkly seductive new student, I try my hardest to make a place for myself and regain the honor and prestige that the Graves family once had. But when students start turning up undead on academy grounds, and the nearby human city falls under attack, all fingers point to me, the one Slayer who doesn’t deserve to be here.
Disclaimer: This is a #whychoose novel in which one girl has multiple love interests. 18+ due to violence, strong language, crude humor and graphic sexual content..


































“Even if she be not harmed, her heart may fail her in so much and so many horrors; and hereafter she may suffer—both in waking, from her nerves, and in sleep, from her dreams.”

- Bram Stoker, Dracula






Prologue

The way he kissed her felt like standing at the edge of a waterfall, staring down into a black abyss. He tasted like danger and uncertainty; like the sureness of the earth beneath your feet but knowing that it was fleeting. He kissed her until it was painful. Until the thought of what came after made her palms sweat and her throat dry up. 
She was afraid of the moments that would inevitably come next... the moment reality snapped back into place and coldness replaced the warmth between them. She knew he'd return to that removed, indifferent man she'd been wary of for weeks now. The moment had swept them both away and caught him off guard. The taste of his lips was almost addictive. And knowing that there was a chance she'd never get to indulge again made her feel hollow. 
And so, she gripped him tighter, running a hand up the front of his chest, feeling the hard muscle mixed with sweat that slicked his skin. Every part of him was granite. His skin was hot and glowing in the torchlight. His pale hair curled at the ends with sweat where it grazed his bare shoulders. She could feel him growing hard against her stomach as he pushed her into the wall a little harder…






Chapter One

It was one of those record scratch moments. You know the ones. The ‘you’re probably wondering how I ended up in this situation’ moments. For Blue Graves, those moments were becoming more and more frequent. The floor beneath her feet turned to rubble, causing her to freefall through three stories of concrete and brick. It was an old building—practically abandoned and just begging to be demolished in favor of a shopping mall.
She hit the ground-floor hard, sending an unpleasant jolt down the length of her spine, but she knew the fall wouldn’t have done any damage. She just laid there for a few long moments, thinking back on her life and wondering how much longer she was willing to take it. ‘Freakin bloodsuckers,” she grumbled under her breath as she shook the plaster from her black hood and mask. Breathing was difficult already after having the wind knocked out of her, but she was able to easily hoist herself up and wait for the dust to settle. When it cleared, she cast her eyes upwards into the gigantic hole her body just made. Two dark shapes peered over the edges. They would have been impossible to see, had she been human, but she could see their outlines through the glow of moonlight that lit up the dust motes in the air around them. She couldn’t make out their features from this far below, but they were ugly sons of bitches. ‘That's what you get when you live your life rotting in the sewers—nasty little vermin.’
She glared up into the chasm, flipping them two gloved middle fingers.
“You only bought yourself time!” The creatures didn’t react, and she hadn’t expected them to. “Jokes on you though, bitches—the sun’s about to rise and then you’ll be dust!”
As much as Blue’s words were meant to taunt, the monsters just didn’t give any shits. They could only see one thing—blood, and their ever-growing need for it. The shapes of their bony, gnarled bodies backed away from the edge and she could hear light footsteps as they creaked their way towards the window that faced the front of the property. Sure enough, the sun was just beginning to peek over the edge of the horizon. They’d be trapped until dusk. Too bad for them. Vampires were stupid creatures. In their bloodlust—their single-minded search for sustenance, they often lost track of the time and wound up in situations like this. It’s just the sort of miscalculation she was counting on, and it worked every time. Soon, she’d corner them in a trap of their own making and deal out sweet, sweet revenge for the carnage they were responsible for this past week. Six children and two adults, to be exact. All taken before their time to slake the thirst of these two undead abominations.
She headed for the nearest staircase, knowing that the elevator was definitely out of the question. The old library was mostly abandoned save for the odd collector here and there and she didn’t trust its mechanics one single, solitary bit. The vamps would be scrambling by now, altogether defenseless but she still had plenty of time. They’d gotten lucky when she accidentally stepped on a rotting patch of floor and fell through the building like a literal ton of bricks.
Her earpiece crackled, squealing and making her flinch, itching to rip it out and throw it down the staircase. “Come in, Blue Jay—where are you? It's been like two hours!” Harlow's voice screeched in her ear. “Blue Jay, answer me!”
Rolling her eyes at her sister’s dramatics, she pressed a finger to the bluetooth device, answering in a rush. “You do realize that Blue Jay just makes my name longer, right? Not a very good code name.”
“Where are you!?” Harlow snapped. “It's been three hours and those vamps will be dust in twenty minutes. This should have been a one and done, what the hell is taking so long?”
Vaulting up the last set of stairs, taking them five at a time, she wasn’t even breathless. Slayer speed really came in handy in these situations. “Last time you said it was two hours, now it's three?” She snorted.
Silence, from the other end. Blue sighed, “There were… complications.” Cringing, she tried to brush off the aggravated growl from her older sister over the comm. She really couldn’t blame her, though, she wasn’t exactly a rookie.
“We don’t deal in complications,” Harlow muttered.
‘Well I can’t deal with this right now,’ Blue grumbled under her breath, too low for Harlow to hear. “Can you just stop and let me finish this? I'll be on my way in twenty minutes, and if I’m not, you can send out a search and rescue!” She flicked the off button before Harlow had a chance to respond.
Reaching the top of the staircase, she silently made her way through the long, decrepit hallways and into the darkened room at the end—this time careful to dodge the rotten spots in the floor. She shook her head. She couldn’t believe she’d taken a fall like that. Entering the room, Blue honed in on the vermin huddled together in the corner of the room as the sun peeked in through the window, its light casting shadows throughout the empty space. The beams were too close together for a vamp to make it closer without burning its skin off. They were trapped and it gave her the warm tinglies all over.
It was always the same. Adrenaline filled her veins—preparing her for the slaying to come and the sense of justice that came afterwards. Those vile nasties needed to be put down, like sickly dogs that could do nothing but infect those around them. They watched her with their inky black eyes sunken into their greyish skin. They still looked human-ish, but their hair hung limp around their faces and their teeth had filed down to jagged points that were much too long to fit in their still human-sized mouths. Their jaws looked unhinged when they shrieked and their limbs were grotesquely elongated and much too thin to be a living human being.
Those attributes were just a few facts among many that the books and movies had gotten incredibly wrong. Vampires were often portrayed as dashing pale men with poofy hair and a brooding disposition who fell in love with moderately attractive high school girls, but that couldn't be further from the real truth. Vampires were leeches—vermin scum that needed to be squashed under Blue’s favorite combat boots. She hated everything about them. Watching them huddle there, she felt only pity and sorrow for what they once were. The vampire curse had filled their once human bodies with poison, clouding their minds and changing them from the inside out. The person they once were no longer existed, and only a shell of what they had once been remained.
A pang of grief rocked through her, squeezing the muscles around her heart and making it difficult to breathe right. Unwanted visions danced in her memory. Two familiar faces—snarling and hissing as black drool seeped from their gaping mouths. In her mind's cruel eye she pictured them there, hovering over her small twin bed, staring at her through the darkness of her childhood bedroom with salivating hunger as the curse took them over...
Fueled by disgust and almost overwhelming despair, she pulled two silver-tipped stakes from the holsters at her hips beneath the black duster jacket she always wore on hunt. The stakes were old and battered but they served their purpose when the time came. Leaping towards the vamps, she took great pleasure in the way they hissed and shrieked like banshees, crowding against the wall. They knew their death was on its way. One of them, in a panic, stumbled into a slash of sunlight, causing its skin to blacken and char instantly. The smell of cooking meat filled the room, making Blue need to hold her breath to keep her head clear.
The other one lunged for her throat but missed, just barely. It took almost no effort to plunge her stake into its chest cavity—piercing its heart like slipping through melting butter. Milliseconds later, the vamp poofed into a cloud of black dust. After collecting the leftover stake from the pile on the floor, she opted for a new strategy for the remaining bloodsucker. Lifting her booted foot, she kicked out, hitting it square in the chest just as it lunged for her throat. The thing stumbled backwards, landing next to the window inside the brightest patch of sunlight in the room. In seconds the vamp was gone.
Dust.








Chapter Two

“Don't ever do that to me again, you freakin jerk!” Harlow squawked, barely letting the front door close behind her. “Don’t ever, and I mean ever, turn your earpiece off on me like that! Anything could have happened to you and then what would I do, huh?”
Rolling her eyes, she slapped her stakes down on the kitchen counter, removing the holster from her belt loops and ignoring the nasty flecks of dust that now littered the granite surface. “I don’t know, Har, what would you do?” Harlow raised an eyebrow. Blue just stared bleakly. “If I died, what would happen to you?” Sarcasm saturated the air, but it went over Harlow’s pretty head.
“You left me hanging and you know it, after mom—” she started but Blue cut her off with a sharp warning glare.
“Don’t—” she spit. “Not today.” Regret shone through Harlow's dark brown eyes; she knew she went too far. She meant well for the most part, but her loose tongue sometimes got the best of her. Harlow was only seventeen when it all went down. She’d been away at Arcane Academy on her third school year when their lives fell to pieces and never recovered. But she hadn't been in the thick of it. She never had to see the things Blue had to see—things that still haunted her. Harlow knew it too. There was pity in her eyes just like always. Ten years had passed and still she treated her like she was made of glass.
“I’m so—” she started but Blue cut her off again, not wanting to hear the same old apologies.
“Don’t worry, I get it. I'm gonna catch a shower and get some sleep. Some of us, have things to do in the morning.” Waving her off, she continued down the hallway, stripping off her sweaty leathers as she went.
Her room was a mess. Maps of the city and crudely drawn blueprints of the underground sewage tunnels covered the walls like some crazy patchwork diary of an obsessive hunter. Weapons were stashed in every available cubby hole or footlocker. Her bed was nothing more than a queen size mattress on the floor, but she liked it that way. They hadn’t always struggled for money but they were simple girls with simple needs.
Unlatching her boots, she unclicked various buckles and unzipped compartments hidden to the naked eye. They were her best pair—steel toed and able to hold up to three blades each. She had a guy in the city who made her leathers special every year or so. The life she and her sister led didn’t exactly bode well for clothing longevity and it helped to have a skilled craftsman in their corner. She made a mental note to visit Greg later on in the week.
The shower felt nothing short of heavenly after opting out of taking a bath. Sitting in a vampire ash soup sounded the exact opposite of appealing. The scalding water washed away the day’s grime. She sighed lethargically and sagged against the tile wall. The last week had been dragging to the point that it felt like it would never end. There’d been more vamp activity in the past few days than was usual for Portland. It was a never ending cycle, and it was becoming hard to find a moment to rest her head before another attack popped up and she’d have to do it all over again...
*
A steaming hot cup of ambrosia waited for her the next morning on the kitchen table. She knew it was Harlow's way of saying sorry and she accepted the coffee gladly. Harlow was still in the shower so Blue took the time to soak in the silence of the morning.
Heavy rain battered the kitchen window and the howling wind knocked the shutters together. If she listened close enough, she could almost pretend she was listening to the Guardians howling in unison. The sounds of her childhood still played on an endless cycle in her memory, and every time she tried to pretend she was back home, the larger that crack in her heart grew.
A pile of mail sat in the center of their old wooden table—unopened and unorganized. Bills were stacking up and they’d need to be paid soon. After sifting through endless amounts of white envelopes with ‘past due’ on the front, a letter caught her eye at the bottom of the stack. The envelope was crisp and black—held together with a crimson stamp with a fancy looking ‘A’ imbedded into the thick wax. Her heart dropped into her stomach. ‘Why the hell is Arcane sending me a letter?’
Breaking the seal with shaking fingers, Blue held the paper in a careful grip, feeling like it might dissolve in her fingertips before she ever got the chance to read it. They hadn’t had any sort of contact with the prestigious academy since Harlow was not so kindly asked to leave and never return ten years ago. The letter was clearly addressed to one, Blue Jane Graves. Despite the nausea, excitement curled in her stomach. She’d dreamed of one day attending Arcane Academy—the only Slayer academy on the West Coast of the United States. Ever since she was a little girl, watching as teenage Harlow came home each summer with wild tales of adventure and badassery, she promised herself she would become the best of the best some day. Their dad trained both of his girls from birth—expecting them to follow in the footsteps of the great Graves family legacy. It had been within her grasp for so long, the one goal she’d always held onto until the night they lost it all.
“What’s that?” Harlow asked from the doorway. She’d heard her coming. Blue didn’t respond, she only stared blankly at the letter in her hands with wide, uncomprehending eyes. “I said what is that?” Harlow huffed as she stalked into the kitchen. She tried to snatch the letter out of her hands but Blue moved out of reach too fast.
“Back off!” she snapped. “Give me a freakin second, I haven't even read my letter yet!” Snapping out of her stupor, she ripped it open and pulled out the fancy piece of parchment inside. It was written on thick cream colored paper, speckled with grey and folded carefully like a royal summons. ‘Pretentious fuckers…’
“Stop muttering and read the damn thing!” Harlow urged, tapping her bare foot impatiently. Unfolding the paper, she had to read it three times over before she was able to fully digest the gravity of the situation she’d been presented with.
Blue Jane Graves,
It is the honor and duty of the Conclave to invite you to attend the Fall Semester at Arcane Academy — Est. 1623. Please report to campus no later than August 5th to accept your dormitory assignment and class schedule. Please come prepared with all of the necessary items provided on your supply list attached to this letter.
Sincerely,
Headmistress Merriweather Silverton
It took a moment for the words to sink in. Blue continued to stare at it blankly, long enough for Harlow to become even more impatient. She snatched it from her sister’s hands. Blue watched as Harlow’s confused eyes roved over the letter, growing increasingly wider as she read on. “Holy shit! Do you have any idea what this could mean for us? This could be our way back in!” She leapt from her seat and threw her arms around Blue in a tight hug.
Frowning at Harlow, Blue sighed heavily, shaking her head. “You don’t think it seems a bit too good to be true? I thought they told us never to show our faces there again?”
Harlow rolled her eyes dramatically. “That was ten whole years ago. Who knows what’s changed since we’ve been gone! You have to go. You have to make this right for us.” Harlow's eyes held a certain wild desperation in them that Blue just couldn’t ignore.
Her shoulders dropped. “Obviously I’ll go, I’m not stupid. I just think it’s weird is all.” She grabbed the letter and read it again just to be sure she wasn’t imagining things.
Standing up, she raced to her bedroom, not caring that she ditched Harlow. Filled with a sudden burst of equal parts excitement and wariness, Blue hurried to pack her things. She didn’t know how long that letter had been sitting in her kitchen, but August 5th was in two days.
Starting with clothing, she threw whatever was in front of her into a gigantic black duffel bag that she’d only ever used for tactical gear. The huge bag had enough pockets for a number of weapons with room to spare. Being a Slayer school, Arcane welcomed weaponry with open arms and weirdly enough—encouraged it. For a race that dedicated their entire existence to the welfare and protection of humanity, weapons were sort of a give in.
Being born a slayer was a one in a million chance. With small factions stationed all around the globe, Slayers hunted, traveled and lived in tight knit communities, usually surrounding an Academy as their central hub. Slayers worked in tandem with human CIA officials to keep the existence of vampires and other supernaturals under wraps. Humans tended to have a little issue with panic that other races found particularly annoying. It seemed every time one of them came across a bigfoot in the forest it became national news. For that reason, they're kept in the dark, like children with the boogeyman.
Growing up, Blue had been subjected to blending in with humanity even from the start. Young Slayers are forced to attend human schools until high school in order to learn their customs and intricacies. After that, teen Slayers are placed into their local Academies, following in the footsteps of their ancestors.
Slayers were still somewhat human, though. In a way, they’re simply more evolved, and therefore require a special sort of training that just isn’t offered outside of perhaps the human Navy Seal’s boot camp. Though Slayer bodies are still made of skin and bone just like the rest of humanity, their bones are about five times more dense than that of a regular human. Slayer skin looks normal, but in reality it’s as tough as kevlar. They could be hurt by other Slayers—even killed, but it was extremely difficult. The only thing that seemed to be able to pierce the skin of a Slayer was pure silver and... you guessed it, vamp teeth.
Most of Blue’s clothing consisted of one color, black. It was useful and over all a badass color when it came to sneaking around rooftops or back alleyways. The feeling of blending in with the shadows of the night naturally appealed to her and her hunter instincts. The anonymity of it was refreshing too.
When everything went wrong all those years ago, the spotlight seemed to shine harshly on the remainder of the Graves family, to the point that they’d eventually moved to a new city just on the outskirts of Slayer territory—still no further than fifty miles away from Arcane Academy. Though they were no longer subjected to accusing stares, judgement and finger pointing, a new sort of pain had taken its place. Being separated from their kind was physically painful to the point of severe separation anxiety. Slayers were meant to be together, and living the solitary life got harder and harder every year.
She supposed she was finally getting the second chance she’d always dreamed of. Throwing at least five pairs of the same black leather pants into her duffel along with seemingly endless amounts of black shirts and a few jackets, she added three of her custom made hoods and a few black face masks just to be sure she was prepared for anything. Just as she was putting her second favorite pair of boots into the bag, a thought struck. She would need to visit Greg sooner rather than later.
Groaning, she zipped it all up and shoved it onto her mattress before making her way through the house and out the front door—avoiding Harlow as she left.
*
Greg lived and worked in the back of an abandoned dive bar downtown called ‘One For The Birds.’ From the front it looked like it was long ago closed down but from the back, Greg’s customer base was booming.
He was a Slayer himself back in the day, but he’d become much too old and unfit to continue his work as an active hunter, so he turned his skillset into a career instead. His shop was decked in the latest weaponry of his own invention—which was genius in Blue’s opinion. Greg was a master inventor, but his one fatal flaw was his alcoholism. He loved a good drink or ten, and that’s why he relegated himself to a run down shop in the back of an old building these days.
She knocked at the back door five times swiftly and then another sixth knock precisely three seconds after, waiting until the stomping of footsteps approached from the other side. The door swung open and Greg poked his head out—fiery red hair hanging around his pale face in curly waves that hadn’t seen a comb in years. He was a plump man in his late sixties who looked more like a viking than a vampire Slayer and he was always kind to her.
“Blue Jay!” he bellowed as he swept her into a big ole bear hug. Greg was a touchy guy—not in a creepy way, but in an I don't have any grandkids sort of way. But she didn’t mind it. Actually, a part of her knew she liked to visit him more often because his protective nature brought her comfort. Growing up without parents can do that to a girl.
Shrugging out of his embrace, she waved a hand in front of her face and scrunched up her nose playfully. “Starting early, I smell?”
He grunted, rolling his kind eyes. “Ah, fooey—you know what they say, It's five o’clock eventually, right?”
“Yeah, I don’t think that’s the saying.”
He waved her off and stumbled back into his dimly lit shop. Red heat lamps covered the ceilings and caused the room to feel stifling and humid. She could feel the sweat already starting to bead on the back of her neck. Greg had several work stations situated around the dark room, each one holding a different sort of weapon or item. Today though, she wasn’t there for a new pair of pants or the latest utility jacket. She was there for her stakes.
“I had to drop by a little early this time, I hope that's okay.” He just grunted noncomittally as he lead her to the back of the shop, shuffling things out of the way. He was unsteady—as per usual and it made her roll her eyes every time. How that man was able to function long enough to craft those fine works of art was a freakin mystery.
“Got some crazy news . . .” She trailed her fingers over a few clothing racks as she walked behind him, dreading what came next. “I’ve been invited to Arcane this year.”
Greg stopped short and whirled around, fast enough to make her pull up short, surprised. “Impossible—” he spat. “There's no way the Conclave would change their minds like that, exile is exile for a reason.”
She held her hands up in a ‘what do I know?’ manner. “You're preaching to the choir, Greggy, but I got the letter—two years late, but it’s addressed to me and stamped with their seal.”
He frowned as he studied her face for a few, long silent moments. For some reason it made her feel uneasy, as if he was trying to memorize her features for the last time. “Something's fishy here, Blue Jay. I don’t trust it,” he grumbled as he turned back around and lead her over to a table along the back wall.
“I said the same thing, but Harlow’s got tunnel vision. She thinks this might be our ticket back into society; but it just seems so random. We’ve been out of their hair for ten years, why now?”
He glanced back at her with a raised bushy red eyebrow. “That's the million dollar question now isn’t it?”
All thoughts of Arcane and the weird ass letter were momentarily pushed aside as she stared at the glorious weapons on the table. Her custom ordered silver stakes. Those precious babies cost her two months worth of pay at her job at the coffee shop but were incredibly worth it and then some. “Oh, Greggy, they’re beautiful! Look at that shine...” She reached out and grabbed one, caressing it between her fingers reverently.
Greg shook his head with an amused smirk. “I swear, you stare at weapons the same way other girls look at a pair of high heel shoes.”
Wrinkling her nose, she cut him a look. “If you ever catch me drooling over high heels, then you know I’ve finally lost it and have permission to put me out of my misery.”
Studying the long, sleek weapon in her hands and marveling at its craftsmanship, she couldn’t help the tremor in her fingers. The tip was sharper than a stake would normally be, and thinner too. There was a leather grip on the end—perfectly fitted to mold to Blue’s specific fingers. No longer would her stakes be slipping through her grip as she wrestled a bloodsucker to the ground. Also, they were made of one hundred percent silver instead of just tipped at the ends and they gleamed under the red heat lamps.
“I take it you like em?” Greg asked, nudging her arm.
She snorted. “I freakin love them—worth every penny.” Grabbing them both, she shoved them into the holsters at her hips before covering them up with the bottom of her long leather duster jacket. They fit perfectly—their thinner girth allowed for much easier concealment. Since she paid in advance the month before, there was no need to settle up. A part of her felt sad as he walked her back to the door. She’d grown used to the big man's presence in her life, almost as a sort of weird uncle type figure. She had no idea when she’d see him again.
He must have sensed the shift in her mood because he turned to her with a frown. “Don’t go gettin all sentimental on me now, Blue Jay—my mascara might just run.” He pulled her in for a quick hug.
She tried to wave away the wash of emotion building in her chest. She hated goodbyes. “Oh, shut it you old geezer, I’ll be back before you know it.”
Greg pulled back and placed his hands on her shoulders, gripping firmly. His face became serious as he ducked down to look right in her eyes. His were suddenly the most sober she’d ever seen them. “You be careful at Arcane, you hear me? I don’t know what they’re playin at, but watch your back. Those Slayers are not your friends. I don’t care how tough you think you are, that place is not your home.”
She blinked, trying to figure out why he was being so serious all the sudden. He looked genuinely worried, and that made her worry. She just nodded sharply, cracking a small smile. “You got it. I'll be careful. Just don’t keel over from alcohol poisoning while I’m gone, okay?” She was trying to lighten the mood. It seemed to work because he just shoved her back out the door with a single salute goodbye.






Chapter Three

Leaving Harlow behind was possibly the hardest thing she ever forced herself to do.
It was always just the two of them against the world. Blue had her big sister’s back since the second she learned how to wield a stake, so being permanently out of reach tore at her chest like a piece of her was physically missing. Harlow might be annoying most of the time, but her sister was her entire world. Despite being upset that they wouldn't allow Harlow to join her, she had to do this for the both of them.
Tall, thick woods surrounded the massive academy, hiding it away from the rest of the world as if it were its own private city—and it might as well be. Arcane Academy was pretty much a society all its own with strange rules and a separate government that the humans had no control over. The Conclave and their Slayers weren't known for their welcoming nature, so it didn’t surprise her that nobody was there to greet newcomers at the gates.
She’d driven passed the familiar neighborhoods of her childhood without stopping to look. Too many memories were held in the shadowy corners of those streets. Arcane was surrounded by woodland, but just on the outskirts were old mansions belonging to Slayers, passed down from generation to generation. Her own family estate was still nestled somewhere in those trees, standing three stories high, with its familiar black gate and stone ravens perched over the archway that spelled out her family name.
She could picture her home as clearly as if she’d left only yesterday. But she couldn’t bring herself to venture there just yet. Instead, she drove all the way to campus, parking her car outside the gates for a valet to take to the student lot near the back side of the school.
The gates were wide open and she could clearly see people in the distance, milling around in the courtyards filled with overgrown tree roots, rose gardens and moss covered marble bench tables where you could sit and work on homework or take a break between classes. There were ancient looking stone fountains flowing calmly, while various students sat around them with open books or just soaking up the last remnants of the sun before the fall came in full force. The path she took was long, narrow and bumpy with cobblestone rocks instead of paved asphalt, because Arcane just had to look as outdated as it possibly could, because what better way to assure humans that nothing fishy was going on here?
She went through the motions of standing in line for her dorm assignment in the main foyer, already knowing the drill—remembering every single detail from when she used to tag along with Harlow and her parents. Back then, the Graves family did everything together, including escorting their eldest daughter to orientation every year. She could remember vividly, running around the massive campus with her best friend Jewel, one of their father’s team member’s daughters. JJ, as she often called her, had been her best friend in the world back then. They’d done everything together.
Most Slayers graduated and formed tactical teams. Not everyone, but the strongest usually did. Jewel’s father, Henry Hobbs had been second in command of Blue’s mom and dad’s Slayer team. Blue and JJ had always fantasized about being a part of their own badass team one day. They would play pretend all the time, going on fake missions and hunting through the forest inside the perimeter of Slayer territory where vampires were unlikely to wander. Of course, it was only a dream. One that slipped from her grasp the moment her parents turned on their own people.
Abandoning that morbid train of thought, she walked through the school with her head held high, refusing to cower beneath the intense stares her new classmates were sending her way. The school hadn’t changed a bit since she last visited. On the walls were aging tapestries adorned with various recognizable family crests, creating ornate murals over grey stone. The floor was cobblestone, much like the pathways outside. Everything about the place was medieval and centuries out of fashion. Torches flickered along the walls, giving off little to no heat.
The lady at the reception table stared at Blue like a rude ass for a solid two minutes before forcibly gathering her necessary documents and pretending she hadn’t been incredibly out of line. Blue just stared the woman down the entire time with a blank expression, at that point actively trying to unnerve her. The woman rushed to send her off. In all honesty, she’d sort of expected that kind of welcome. She knew she’d be walking into a snake pit. These people grew up on stories of the infamous Graves family. They knew her face because it had been plastered all over the community newspapers after the incident. For years she and Harlow were the talk of the Slayer society—the disgraced leftover daughters that the world didn’t want anymore.
“Vamp lover…” someone hissed. Whipping her head around, she searched for the source of the insult, but nearby students averted their eyes. She pulled the bill of her black ball cap a little lower, attempting to hide her recognizable eyes from the others, but she knew it was no use. She even had her hood pulled up over the hat, keeping her waist length black hair tucked neatly away as inconspicuous as possible.
“Bloodsucker—” another voice whispered as she passed a group of girls.
“Murderer…” came another from over her other shoulder.
People gave her a wide berth—not wanting their skin to come in contact with a Graves. They treated her like some sort of leper, like someone who might infect them with a single touch. They acted like she was the one who personally killed all those Slayers, never mind the fact that she was a nine-year-old when it happened. None of them gave a shit that it wasn’t fair. They believed what their parents taught them. They believed she was monster.
*
Three floors up at the end of a long stone corridor was room 313. It said in her welcome pamphlet that she had a roommate. She sighed in relief that it was only one and not more.
Remembering Harlow's stay at Arcane, she knew that most of the students roomed with three or four to a room, so having only one was a freakin blessing. Pushing open the arched wooden door, she was greeted with a surprisingly pleasant space. The walls were a neutral grey stone that matched the aging floors, but there was a pretty plum colored rug covering most of it—probably her roommate’s doing. The room was huge, complete with its own private bathroom set off to the side and two queen sized beds on opposing walls. 
She took the one on the left. The other bed was covered in shades of purple but was obscured by all sorts of open books and papers. Whoever her roommate was, she was sort of messy. Blue spent the next hour unpacking. She mostly brought weapons, figuring fashion to be the last thing she’d need to worry about. She stuffed her clothing into a dresser next to the bed before hiding various knives around the room for easy access. These Slayers weren’t trustworthy, and she planned to be ready when they inevitably came for her.
The door squeaked open. "So, you're her then..."
Turning to the girl in the doorway, Blue silently prepared herself for the inevitable dislike. "Were you expecting someone else?" Her tone was cold, but not mean.
The girl ran her eyes over Blue assessingly before shaking her head—dark red curls bouncing around her shoulders. She scrunched her freckled nose and tilted her head. "I don't really see what the big deal is, you don't look like an evil mutant."
Blue couldn't contain a snort. "Is that what they're calling me?"
The girl cracked a small smile, causing the tension to seep from Blue’s tense shoulders. "I'm Ronnie." Walking forward, she stuck out an olive toned hand clad in rose gold colored rings and bracelets. "I guess we're going to be roommates for the next three years." 
Blue clasped the girl’s hand warily. "Blue Graves." 
"I know." Ronnie grinned. She had a mischievous aura about her that Blue immediately decided she liked. The girl was pretty, but she didn’t hold herself like some of the snobs she’d seen in the halls earlier. Blue usually had a pretty keen sense for people.
Raising an eyebrow, Blue took a small step back. "Did they tell you who you were rooming with?" ‘If they did, why hadn’t she run for the hills?’
Ronnie nodded. “I volunteered.” She walked further in and set her bag down on her bed.
Blue blinked. That was a surprise, and it must have shown on her face. “You do know who I am right?” 
"Hmm, let me see,” Ronnie drawled. “Black hair, the palest freaking skin I’ve ever seen and creepy eyes?" She tapped her chin as if in thought. “You’re not exactly inconspicuous, hun.”
With a scoff, Blue crossed her arms. "My eyes aren't creepy..." But they were sort of creepy—one a dark brown and the other an icy blue—hence her namesake and the fact that blending in would never be in the stars for her.
"I never said creepy was bad." Ronnie winked one green eye.
Before she had the chance to respond, there was a commotion coming from the hallway. It sounded like yelling and shuffling feet. The girls looked at each other for a moment before running out into the corridor only to be met with a horde of students running towards the arched windows in the hallway. The windows overlooked the courtyard she traversed earlier in the day and to the forest beyond, but it was hard to make anything out when everyone was squished up against the walls in a giant glob.
“C’mon, we can see better from the bedroom window,” Ronnie whispered, tugging her hand until she followed. They left the door open as they ran back to their room and rushed for their own window. It was smaller than the ones in the hallways, but just wide enough for both of them to stand comfortably. The courtyard below was a rush of activity and it was already getting dark out. Tall, antique looking lamp posts dotted the grounds below, lighting up the ancient campus with their flickering flames like something out of Victorian England—because apparently floodlights weren’t as fashionable.
“Can you see anything?” Ronnie squinted into the glass, craning her neck to the side. “It looks like they’re surrounding something—I can’t make it out.”
In a sudden frenzy, several people spread out into an attack formation. Blue recognized it immediately because it was one of the first lessons her dad ever taught her and Harlow. Looking closer, it was obvious they were older than students, probably in their thirties or forties. She surmised that they were instructors. For a second, she considered the possibility that this was a training exercise, but from the reactions of the other students, whatever was happening wasn’t normal at all. Three instructors stalked to one side, two to the other and one circled around behind the figure between them, each drawing a shining silver stake from somewhere near their legs.
Shuffling sounds from behind the girls made them whirl around at the same time, both drawing stakes and pointing them towards the door. It was a very bad idea to sneak up on a Slayer. “Whoa! I just wanted to get a better look and your door was open!” said a boy with soft looking brown hair and kind doe eyes. He was skinny and a little on the shorter side and couldn’t be more than eighteen years old.
They lowered their weapons. “Dude, I almost stabbed you in the neck, you know better than that!” Ronnie groaned and Blue sighed impatiently. “Ugh, get over here, we’re missing it!”
He joined them at the window. “Holy shit, it’s a fucking vamp!” She barely registered anything save for the blood rushing through her ears. Her muscles instinctively coiled—preparing to fight.
Down below, the instructors squared off with what appeared to be a young girl with scraggly honey blonde hair. Her skin was gaunt and her eyes looked sunken in even from a distance. She was crouched to the ground and frantically snarling and swiping at the Slayers surrounding her. “Is that a student?”
Ronnie was quiet. Blue turned to look at her new roommate, only to see that the girl’s face had gone as pale as snow. “It's Savannah Crow… she's a college senior this year. I don't understand, I just saw her this morning.” Ronnie’s voice quivered.
They guy next to them looked a little green.
“Does this happen here often?” Blue directed her question at him.
They shook their heads ‘no.’ “Never—I can't remember the last time a bloodsucker even tried to step foot on this campus.” That wasn’t surprising. Not much got passed the Guardians.
“Who are you anyways?” Blue asked the mystery boy.
He smiled shakily as his eyes flickered to hers, but his stare was laced with sadness and the lingering shock of seeing his classmate as a vamp. “The name’s David—and you're Blue Graves, aren't you.” It was a statement, not a question. He already knew the answer.
“Is this going to happen every time I meet someone new?” she groaned. She'd only been there for a few hours and already she was getting tired of people feeling like they knew anything about her. She’d expected it, but it didn’t mean it wasn’t incredibly annoying.
He shrugged, “Probably.”
“Guys, shut up and watch!” Ronnie hissed with her face practically plastered to the glass.
Savannah leapt at one of the instructors, a woman with short blonde hair laced with grey. The woman fell to the ground and Savannah tackled her, only to shriek in agony a moment later—loud enough to hear through the closed window. The sound was so horrible it sent waves of nausea through her entire body and she assumed the others felt the same way. She always hated the shriek of a vampire. It was a haunting sound that sounded like death and torment, like a human soul trying to rip itself out of a nightmare. Only a few seconds passed before Savannah exploded into a cloud of dust, raining down over the instructors in a morbid cloud charcoal black.
Screams of agony, grief and heartbreak sounded out through the halls. It was chaos outside her door as the other students scrambled to make sense of what just happened. Most of these Slayers were relatively new to real action, given the fact that they'd been at the academy for most of their lives rather than out in the real world. Ronnie cried with her face buried in her hands as she leaned back and sank to the floor while David grabbed at his hair, backing up until he sat in a heap on Blue’s bed.
“Tell me that didn't just happen!” Ronnie sobbed. They both looked stricken. They probably grew up with Savannah Crow.
“We need to find out what’s going on, lets go ask around,” Blue urged them as she gathered a few weapons and holstered her stakes. If vampires were roaming the campus, she wasn’t about to become easy prey. David and Ronnie wiped their faces and stood up, pacing until Blue was ready to go. She wasn’t sure who made her the leader of this little trio, but grief was making them latch on for comfort. She didn’t mind it though.
Students whipped by them out in the halls, going in and out of rooms and flinging themselves down the stairs. Everywhere they looked, people seemed to be arming themselves. She was still catching nasty looks from those who passed by. They brushed by her, knocking into her shoulder every chance they got. Eventually, Ronnie and David flanked her on either side, making sure Blue made it through the hordes of students alright.
They finally made it to the bottom level of the castle-like building where students huddled together in the dining hall. They stood around in tight groups of four or five, looking angry and distraught. Many of them had shifty eyes and twitchy fingers, as if a vamp might be laying in wait for one of them to turn their backs. It looked like everyone was on edge, just waiting for another attack. Instinctively, Blue knew this wasn’t a normal attack. It was one of their own—someone who had been human just that morning. ‘I didn’t sign up for this shit…’ she grumbled to herself. Not even a full day at the university of her dreams and already there was trouble.
“There she is…” came a whisper from somewhere in the room. “I’m telling you, it's her fault, that bitch did it.” Blue looked around, narrowing her eyes in the general direction of the voice, but with everyone huddled so close together, it was impossible to tell where the whispers were coming from.
Facing the room of Slayers, she raised her chin, staring down the sea of faces that at first glance seemed achingly familiar. She recognized a lot of them, though they’d aged ten years since the last time she saw them. Those children didn't scare her. Their immature, misplaced judgement meant nothing. “You people aren’t very creative, you know that, right?” she drawled, trying to appear bored. The room was silent, and people whispered behind their hands, still refusing to meet her eyes.
“Why don’t you crawl back to your nest?” called out an all too familiar voice from the crowd. She knew that voice. She’d know it anywhere, no matter how many years have passed. A head of thick, curly brown hair bobbed forward until a slender girl made her way in front of the crowd with her arms crossed and a scowl marring her familiar face. Jewel Hobbs. Ex best friend. Former partner in crime. Person responsible for breaking Blue’s heart into a million tiny pieces.
She forced herself not to show her emotions. With a blank face, she raised an eyebrow. “Been a long time, JJ.”
The girl flinched, but recovered quickly. Her glare turned icy. “Only one day on campus and people are already dying? Haven’t you had enough, Graves?”
Hurt lanced through her chest but she didn’t let it show. Jewel was just acting out and she couldn’t even completely blame her. She’d lost so much that night ten years ago. They all did. So much had changed in that time, especially the one person Blue thought would stand by her forever. She looked so different now. Gone were the freckles that used to dot her tanned face and the sparkle in her eyes had dimmed considerably. She looked mean and world weary. She looked so different than the girl Blue remembered—the girl who would sleep over at her house almost every night. The girl she would tell ghost stories too, and camp in the woods with. There was a time when they’d been inseparable… practically sisters. She still felt Jewel’s loss like a hole in her heart.
“I meant to say thanks for all those letters and postcards—”
“Stop talking,” Jewel snapped. “You shouldn't be here. There's a reason your family was exiled and you need to leave this campus before you wind up getting hurt.”
“And that would upset you, right?” Blue rolled her eyes through the pain. “Like you give a shit.” She knew she was only goading Jewel, but she couldn’t stop herself.
“You know you aren't welcome here.”
With a snort, Blue tapped her foot impatiently, already tired of hearing that. “Then why the fancy letter? Obviously someone wants me here.” Ronnie suddenly stepped up beside her, followed closely by David. They were creating a united front and although she only just met them, their loyalty was touching. Good people called to good people, and she could already tell they were people she wouldn’t mind being around.
“Oh, this is cute, are you guys seriously falling for her bullshit? She's a killer—her whole family deserves to rot!” Jewel’s face was red, and her eyes looked shiny with unshed tears. She was always an angry crier.
“Just stop, JJ, the mean girl act doesn’t faze me.” Blue stepped closer and Jewel stayed put, jutting out her chin. “I know you better than I know myself. So, I know you don’t really mean what you’re saying. What happened was an accident and trying to convince yourself I’m the bad guy just makes you look stupid. Can we just stop this and be adults?” Her eyes pleaded with Jewel. “I’m not going anywhere and if that pisses you off then that's your problem, not mine. You don't have to talk to me. You don’t even have to look at me. Just mind your own business and we’ll all be okay.”
Jewel squinted her eyes, shaking her head like she couldn’t believe what she was hearing. Blue almost forgot there were others in the room, watching this play out like a soap opera. “This isn’t an act, Blue. I can’t live under the same roof as a traitor.” People hissed around them—whispering to each other like gossiping children. None of it was fair, not by anyone's standards. ‘How can you hold someone accountable for something someone else did?’
Blue’s eyes drifted over Jewel’s shoulder for a split second when she felt the hairs on the back of her neck stand up. Watching her from the wall next to the floor to ceiling windows, was a striking looking man. The moonlight bounced off of his shoulder length pale blonde hair and illuminated his strong profile just enough to see how startlingly handsome he was. His face was almost elfin—slender and angled. He looked to be around twenty or twenty-one maybe, but you never can tell with Slayers. Slayers in general tended to look a few years younger than they were, given their rigorous physical training and the fact that their bodies could heal from almost any injury save for decapitation or a stake to the heart. His age was impossible to know for sure. The academy taught high school all the way to senior year in college, so really, he could be any age.
But his looks weren’t the reason he’d captured her attention. No, it was the scowl on his pretty face that sucked her in. His angry eyes were a dark brown and in them, shadows swirled into pools of inky blackness. Those captivating eyes were decidedly haunted. Something terrible happened to him at some point in his life. She recognized the look. He continued to glare at her as though they were the only two people in the room...
Shaking her head, she released his stare and turned her attention back to Jewel. It all happened within the blink of an eye, but JJ’s mouth was still moving. She had a disgusted look on her narrow face that made Blue feel ill. “Anything else enlightening you have to add to this fucked up night?” she asked witheringly. The conversation was going nowhere and there were more pressing matters. ‘A girl just died for fucks sake!’
Jewel opened her mouth to no doubt say something snarky but was cut off at the last second. “Aren’t you tired of hearing yourself speak?” Blue turned to find yet again, another astonishingly handsome guy making his way through the small crowd, eyes locked on Jewel with a glimmer of amusement in their depths. People moved out of his way, and with good reason. The dude was massive—at least six and a half feet tall and all lean muscle and attitude. ‘Whatever’s in the water here, give me some please…’ she mused.
His black hair was close cropped—tightly buzzed and military-like. His eyes were a light green color with a bright orange hue towards the center, framed by rich, thick lashes. The rough around the edges look made him seem older as well, probably a college sophomore or junior like herself. With his arms and neck completely covered in tattoos, he had a dangerous kind of aura, but not necessarily unkind.
The guy knocked knuckles with David as he took a stance beside Blue, taking her by surprise. He and David didn’t strike her as the type of guys to hang out often, but what the hell did she know anyways?
Jewel rolls her eyes at him. “Are you shitting me, Jasper? she sneered. “You don’t even know her, why the hell are you defending Blue fucking Graves?”
Jasper snorted before casually slinging an arm over Blue’s shoulder to which she promptly shrugged off despite the warm tinglies it sent through her body. “Maybe I just don’t like bullies,” he grumbled as he cast an annoyed look at Blue before turning back to Jewel. “Maybe there are bigger things happening here and picking on the newcomer makes you look like a weak little bitch.”
Clearing her throat loudly, Blue cocked her head at Jasper, folding her arms over her chest. “Maybe I don’t need you to defend my honor, dude.”
Jasper’s annoyed eyes flickered with amusement for a brief moment. “I was trying to be nice but suit yourself.” He raised his hands and backed off a little. “Have fun with this one though, she’s relentless.” He nodded towards Jewel.
“I think I’d know that better than anyone, trust me,” she muttered.
For a moment, she held Jasper’s sharp gaze. It was a bit unnerving having him watch her so closely, studying her in a way she was unaccustomed to, especially for someone she’d never even seen before. She wanted him to stop looking at her—to stop trying to defend her, making a spectacle when there were other, more important things to be worrying about. Yes, she knew she was sort of being a hypocrite because just moments before, she was totally fine with Ronnie and David backing her up, but something about Jasper and his cocky smile was making her act like a bitch. Well… a bigger bitch than usual.
“Back to your dorms!” someone yelled through the tense silence. Everyone turned. “Orientation will commence tomorrow at dawn, anyone caught in the halls after curfew will lose dinner privileges for a week!” A muscular woman with close cropped blonde hair and a deep, olive complexion strolled into the room with a no nonsense attitude and a hard set to her jaw. She knew immediately that it was the same woman who Savannah tackled outside. The same instructor who dusted the poor girl.
Some students still looked visibly upset, while others just looked angry and confused. They all wanted answers. They wanted to know why this situation wasn’t being addressed and Blue understood that frustration. Reluctantly though, they turned away one by one, heading off in different directions like good little sheep, clutching their stakes tightly and casting worried looks over their shoulders. Some eyes landed on Blue accusingly before moving away quickly and guiltily. The school would remain on edge for a while to come.
Jasper cast her a perplexing, but meaningful look before he followed the others out the door, and she couldn’t help it as her eyes tracked him the whole way. When she turned back to the instructor, she noticed she wasn’t the only one who stayed behind. Just beneath the light of the moon shining through the window, the blonde man still stood there like a shadow, watching her with shrewd, calculating eyes. She glared at him, not wanting him to think he somehow had the upper hand, or that he was unnerving her—though he completely was. For now, though, she decided to ignore him.
Waiting for the footsteps down the hallways to fade, she tried to pretend she was confident in what she was doing as she braced herself in front of the teacher. That, and she really didn’t feel like being cornered in the halls of the large castle where there were plenty of shadows to conceal oneself or attack someone they didn’t like. It was day one and she already had enemies. She just couldn’t chance losing her spot at Arcane just because some asshole chose the wrong night to pick a fight.
The instructor’s face didn’t look welcoming in the slightest, nor was her expression meant to reassure. She just looked suspicious, and Blue had a single guess why. “Is there a reason you're lingering, Ms. Graves?” Her voice was gruff and commanding, full of zero bullshit or nonsense. She stepped in closer, but before they were nose to nose, Blue felt a tug at her elbow.
“Let's get out of here…” Ronnie urged, trying to pull her away from the teacher. She hadn’t heard her roommate enter the room, but she was touched that the girl was risking getting into trouble by coming back for her. She shrugged her off regardless, shaking her head.
“Go ahead, I’ll be right behind you,” Blue promised.
Ronnie sighed warily, “Sure you will… just stay out of trouble, alright? Mrs. Slater isn’t someone you want to mess with even on a good day.” Without another word, her new friend left the room.
“And here you are still, Ms. Graves… can I help you with something?” Slater asked impatiently, pretending to glance at her watch for the time.
“Yeah, you can tell me what the hell that was all about. Down there in the courtyard… you killed a student.”
Slater scoffed, “That was no student, that was an abomination. Every part of who Savannah once was, was dead... gone, long before my stake finished it. We did what needed to be done.”
“You know that's not what I meant. How did that girl turn, I don’t get it—something’s going on here and I want to know what.”
Slater stared at her blankly for a moment, eyes traveling over her face as if searching for something but coming up empty handed.  “You forget your place, little girl. You’re in no position to demand anything from me. You're lucky the Conclave even allows you to step foot on this campus much less question what goes on within its walls. You should get to your dorm before people start asking even more questions,” she snapped.
“That's not fair.”
“Life's not fair, Graves.” Slater stepped closer and lowered her mouth to Blue’s ear. “I suggest you keep your head low, lest someone comes along to take it from you…”
With wide, disbelieving eyes, Blue watched her turn away abruptly and stride through the door until the only one who remained was the strange man in the shadows who’d just turned away and a lingering sense of unshakable dread.










Chapter Four

Sweat poured down her face as she sat up in bed. It was a cold sweat, one derived from hours of navigating the darkest parts of her memory, and she was thankful for the reprieve.
The moonlight shining through the arched window cast the entire room in a dull glow, but she knew from the lack of blood splattered walls or shrill screams ringing in her ears that she was longer dreaming. Heavy snores from Ronnie’s side of the room also brought her back to reality, which she was thankful for.
Creeping out of bed and sneaking out undetected was easy, but she did make a mental note to rub the swamp creature noises in her roommate’s face the next day. Letting your guard down even in sleep was a huge no, no.
The hallway that night was dim and chilly—the torches had been long snuffed out and a breeze twirled through the narrow stone corridor, perhaps from an open window somewhere nearby. Rubbing her arms, she was already beginning to regret venturing out in just a pair of leggings and a black t-shirt. Her treacherous stomach was rumbling though, so that was obviously the most important thing. She still carried her stakes in a holster on her hip, though. She always had her stakes.
The night was quiet, and she fought a cringe at every corner as her footsteps against the stone floor seemed to echo around her. It felt like any small noise she made would be enough to condemn her of trespassing. She still wasn’t used to being allowed at Arcane and felt like a stranger behind its walls. Aside from the quiet though, she could just barely make out the sounds of distant howling from the forest beyond the castle’s perimeter. The Guardians were active, and although it should make her feel safe, her mind flashed back to Savannah Crow’s snarling face…
Every door she passed was arched, heavy and aging. In fact, the entire school was like something out of Dracula movie, ironically enough. Hallways twisted and turned, splitting off into dark passages that led to hidden staircases or movable walls. She wondered how many rooms Arcane actually boasted, but after centuries, she was sure some of them had been forgotten entirely. One could easily find themselves lost within this labyrinth of a building. ‘Freakin Slayers... everything just has to be dramatic, doesn't it? Would it kill them to install carpet—or a heating system?’ she mused. She was grumbling to herself as she descended a few levels in search of sustenance.
Finally, on the ground floor, she tiptoed into the massive kitchens which she remembered pretty clearly. Back in the day, the chefs would indulge the young Slayers visiting their siblings—filling them with sweets while their parents were talking business with the rest of the community. Blue remembered everything about those days and missed the familiarity of this world with such fierceness that it actually physically ached. Her parents had been involved in everything Conclave related and had even been known to donate massive amounts of money to Arcane Academy. Hell, the library once boasted the Graves family crest over the top of its entryway thanks to her great, great etc. grandfather's startup money during its reconstruction. That was long gone by now no doubt.
The Graves family was once wealthy, disgustingly so. She and Harlow were legacies, after all. Her parents and their parents before them had attended Arcane too of course, going back many tens of generations—basically back to its founding. Not only had they attended, but they’d excelled in all things to the point of fame. Generations of Graves were at the top of their classes, setting the standard for perfection at whatever they did. They were elite warriors, always placed into the best teams the school could produce. But when everything went to shit, most of their assets had been seized and dispersed amongst the victims with the rest locked away in a safe somewhere—leaving nothing to the two innocent girls left behind. Funny how things work out…
Digging around in the empty kitchen, she knew she shouldn’t be in there at that time of night, but the rumbling in her stomach was a little more important. With limited options, she ended up making a simple sandwich of cold turkey and cheese scavenged from the gigantic stainless-steel refrigerator before hoisting herself up on to a smooth stone countertop, chewing in silence. It was somewhere around four in the morning and she was tired as hell after the stress of her first day but sleep just wasn’t in the stars that night.
“Stealing food, newbie?” Jumping slightly, she turned to the figure standing in the doorway of the kitchen. His eyes gleamed and his arms were crossed over his chest. She wondered how long he’d been watching her and how the hell he’d managed to remain so silent. It was the blonde guy, the one who glared at her earlier as if she were somehow personally insulting him by merely existing. She'd asked Ronnie about him earlier, and found out his name was Dresden, and that he kept to himself a lot. His brown eyes still simmered with that same anger now.
“Last time I checked I was enrolled here and have just as much right to this disgusting sandwich as anyone,” she grumbled around a mouthful of turkey. He may have been beautiful and slightly off-putting, but that didn’t mean she was about to let him interrupt her dinnerbreakfast.
“What are you doing out of bed?” he asked, unfolding his arms and moving further into the room. He went right for the freezer, promptly removing a bottle of Vodka and pouring himself a glass, making Blue shudder.
She watched him in amusement, and slight irritation. “I don’t sleep much, though why you give a shit is a mystery to me.” Her tone was bitter, and the guy flickered his eyes to her for a second before ignoring her in favor of gently setting the bottle down on the countertop and lifting his glass. “What are you doing out so late?” she asked, more to fill the awkward silence.
“I don’t sleep at all.” He proceeded to knock back the glass of clear liquid with way too much ease before refilling it again.
“Is this a hobby of yours?” she asked around the last bite of her unsatisfying sandwich.
He snorted, still not meeting her eyes for more than a few seconds at a time. He looked so serious and a little haunted, even in his casual black sweatpants, lazy grey t-shirt and socks. She didn’t know what it was about seeing other people in their pajamas that just reeked of intimacy. Despite the hard set of his clenched jaw and the frown maring his pretty face, seeing him like that made him appear vulnerable in a way. She’d bite her tongue before admitting that to him though.
“Why, are you planning on crashing this party often?” he smirked, but it was a bitter one. For some reason she’d rather not analyze, that smile made her stomach do backflips.
Hopping off the countertop, she threw her trash away before making a move to put the sandwich ingredients back into the fridge. “Look—” she turned to him.” “Just be straight with me, did I do something to piss you off?”
Blinking at her, he was silent for a few moments before shaking his head and flitting his eyes away almost reluctantly. It was like he was actively forcing himself to look away. “You don’t belong here.”
Though she’d expected a similar response, the twinge in her stomach was unexpected. “Wow,” she clicked her tongue. “Don’t hold back or anything…”
“That attitude won’t make things easier for you either, Blue Graves. You should leave while you still can.”
Raising an eyebrow, she attempted to appear unaffected. “Why does everyone keep telling me that?”
“Probably so you’ll listen. But I know your kind, you're looking for trouble and if you stay here, you’ll find it.”
“Sounds like you're threatening me.” She folded her arms over her chest. “Who the hell are you anyway, the resident hall monitor?”
Dresden rolled his eyes. “Don’t worry about it. You won't be around long enough for it to matter.”
Blue stepped closer to him, barely containing the urge to get violent. She refrained, because she needed to stay composed. She’d never be able to prove these people wrong if she went around knocking out anyone who pissed her off. “Your threats don’t mean shit to me. I’ve been through things you can’t even imagine. I’ve seen things I need to forget,” she spit. “I—I need this place…” Her words came out in a stutter. She hadn’t meant to add that last part. But it was too late to reach out and snatch the words back.
He was chest to chest with her now, breathing her air and looming over her like he somehow thought he was her superior. “We’ve all seen things, little girl. Don’t get it in your head that you’re somehow special because they allowed you back here. This place isn’t for you anymore. Your family might have been great once upon a time, but it doesn't mean you will be.”
“You don’t know anything about me.”
“I know enough.”
After a beat of silence and an intense stare off, Blue went to pass him, only to be jerked back suddenly as his hand gripped her upper arm. She glanced down at his fingers pressing into her skin. “Are you particularly attached to that hand, pretty boy?” She met his eyes over her shoulder, trying to ignore the way her breath hitched at his closeness. “Because I'm about to rip it off if you don’t let me go.”
His hand actually tightened for a split second before he let go and backed away. He didn’t look remorseful in the slightest, though. “You might want to at least try your hand at self-preservation. Slinking around the halls in the dead of night doesn’t look good for someone like you.”
“Someone like me… you mean like a pariah?”
“Someone who we don’t trust,” he bit out, eyes flashing. “I'm trying to give you some helpful advice, even if you don’t deserve it. You don’t need to be a bitch.”
Now that was laughable. “Helpful advice, my ass, dude.” She moved to the door, ready to flee back to the dorm room and hide out until morning. Turning back before crossing the threshold, she leveled him with a narrowed gaze. “Tell you what; you stay on your side of the castle and I’ll stay on mine. That way, maybe the simple fact that I exist won’t bother you so much.”
He said nothing, just kept staring blankly before lifting that damn bottle again and filling up his glass.






Chapter Five

The first two classes the next day were boring human stuff—math and literature, blah. It was close to noon when third period brought her down to one of the school’s many training rooms.
Despite resembling a gothic castle from the 16th century, Arcane had surprisingly updated training facilities. There were already students inside her classroom, milling around in small groups where they stretched out their muscles or jogged in place to pump up for the lesson. Everyone was dressed in workout gear, ranging from regular running outfits all the way to fighting leathers. Blue had on her stretchy legging style pants she often wore on a hunt. They were breathable, but difficult to slice through. Her black sports bra held everything in place, but left her abdomen bare since she wasn’t worried about receiving any actual life threatening wounds that day.
Anticipation fluttered in her stomach. She stopped at her dorm before heading down for her physical half of the schedule and made sure she had her favorite stakes handy. The rest of the day involved courses called Self Defense, Weapons Mastery and… Team Building. ‘Ugh, great. Just what I need, a team who would probably rather use me as bait.’
The first twenty minutes of class focused on stretching and loosening up their muscles. Most students at Arcane probably spent their summers with their families and not necessarily a part of any sort of action. It wasn’t until graduating their senior year of college at twenty-three that they were put into the field on a permanent basis. For now, upperclassmen students were used as auxiliary backup in case of a rare emergency. Blue couldn’t help but feel a tiny bit smug. While these kids hung around with their mommies and daddies for the most part, she and Harlow were out there slaying bloodsuckers and saving human lives for real.
She was thoroughly warmed up by the time the doors to the training room opened, revealing two men… well, one older man and one younger, maybe in his very early twenties. The older man was in incredibly great shape. His bald head shone in the fluorescent lights of the gym and his arm muscles bulged out of his bro tank almost comically so. She was assuming this guy was their instructor.
She tried so freakin hard to keep herself from running her eyes greedily over the younger guy but failed horribly—enough that she didn’t miss the fact that he was already staring right back. Her stomach tingled and her palms started to sweat as those amber-yellow colored eyes watched her with an intensity she was wholly unaccustomed to. He was nothing short of wild and beautiful with shoulder length, wavy chocolate hair, half tied back with a rubber band. The lower half of his strong jawed face was covered in a nicely trimmed, but thick beard, making him look tough and ruggedly handsome. He wore the hell out of a tight-fitting black shirt and a pair of grey sweatpants.  His skin was the color of almonds, decorated in swirling black tattoos from wrist to shoulder.
‘Pants like that should be illegal…’ she
mused, cocking her head to the side. The guy smirked, his eyes heating as he looked her up and down slowly. He licked his lips. ‘Shit! Did I say that out loud?’ She needed to develop a filter now that she was forced to interact with more people every day. Her cheeks flamed before she cast her eyes away from him reluctantly, knowing this was about to be a very long few hours.
She was introduced to Mr. Orozco, Self Defense Master and self-proclaimed ‘toughest Slayer to ever live.’ She rolled her eyes at the man's confidence. He was clearly full of himself. He jumped right into his lesson plan by sparring with the man he’d come in with. 
“Watch as Cole here goes for my jugular…” he called out before they grappled. Cole lunged for his neck—teeth bared and for just a moment, she could have sworn she saw a fang. ‘Nah… no way.’ “See how he focuses on the prize?!” Orozco screeched excitedly as Cole frantically snapped his teeth in the instructor’s face, just as a real vamp would. “Single mindedness is the biggest weakness these bloodsuckers have—always take advantage of that. They don’t care about your banter and they don't care about your words. All these creatures want is to drain you of blood!” He pulled a wooden stake from one of the many pockets of his cargo pants.
They all watched in fascination as they fought. Cole was damn strong, stronger than your average joe. The way his corded muscles bunched beneath the thin fabric of his shirt made her feel a bit breathless. She found herself biting her bottom lip, hard. She had no idea why this guy caught her attention so suddenly, it wasn’t like he was the first hottie she’d ever encountered. It wasn’t like she was a fucking virgin or anything.
Cole wasn’t even sweating. His tanned skin looked healthy and taut and those deep set eyes held a certain glee in them… almost as if he truly enjoyed himself. One moment the men danced around one another—lunging and evading, and the next, Cole had a huge sparring stake plunged straight through his chest.
Blue yelped as she lurched forward to help him. It was pure instinct and she moved before she could tell herself to stop. “What the fuck did you do?!”
Mr. Orozco stared at Blue with wide, baffled eyes. She scrambled to Cole who sprawled out on the ground and placed her hands on his chest to keep him from getting up and to stop the bleeding. The rest of the class quieted down, simply watching the spectacle. She had no idea why she was the only one even remotely alarmed by the situation. They were acting like it was normal for an instructor to stab a student in the chest. Just another fucking Thursday.
“Hold still, we need to get this thing out of your chest before it splinters!” Her hands were shaking as she searched him over in a blind panic. She had no clue why her reaction was so strong. Why did the thought of this man getting hurt tear her in half? “Why isn’t anyone helping me!?” They ignored her. By now the class had spread out, some of them were even holding their phones up, no doubt recording the spectacle for later use. None of them had time for this.
A warm hand on her forearm brought her gaze back around until she was staring into a pair of laughing brown eyes. “I’m okay, I promise.” Cole said softly. “It's only a scratch.” He chuckled in the smoothest, deepest voice she’d ever heard. Ignoring the pleasant thrill that ran through her body all the way down to her toes, she shook her head in bewilderment. He was still in danger.
“A scratch?” she asked incredulously. “You have a fucking spear protruding from your body and you call it a scratch... are you insane?” She put the back of her hand to his forehead because he was sounding crazy and possibly feverish.
Grabbing her wrist in his massive, calloused fingers, he held her softly and for a weird second she just let him. “Trust me, I’ve had worse. I’ll heal within the hour, don’t you worry, babe.” He winked.
She snatched her hand back, clutching it to her chest as she studied him a little closer. Suddenly, his eyes seemed a bit too sparkling. His skin appeared too rich, his hair extra thick and luscious… “You're a wolf,” she whispered, squinting down at him.
Cole nodded, cracking a smile and letting a hint of fang peak through. It was oddly appealing and for some reason made her whole body light up. She knew there were werewolves on campus, though there weren't many of them. The few they did have were called Guardians. They kept watch over Arcane like sentinels, keeping the students safe and in return they gained access to classes, free housing, prime hunting grounds and safety from the humans who would love nothing more than to hunt them. That explained the hole in his chest. Werewolves were incredibly hard to kill. It would take much more than a feeble wooden stake to off someone like Cole, and now she felt like an idiot in front of the rest of the class.
Sighing, she sat back on her heels. “This seems like something I should have known already… isn’t it?”
Cole shrugged with a pleased grin that made her want to smack it off his scruff covered face. “I’m pretty sure you're the only one on campus who doesn’t know what I am; that's not exactly my fault.”
Rolling her eyes, she threw her hands up. “Ugh, whatever. Have fun pulling that lamp post out of your ribcage, wolf boy.” She staggered back to her feet.
“What, no mouth to mouth?” he called after her retreating form, fighting his own laughter. “I thought you were being all chivalrous and whatnot?”
Ignoring the absurdly attractive wolf, Blue walked away from him and took her place in the group of onlookers, waiting for the lesson to begin again. Several girls gave her the stink eye as they watched their little standoff. He was still staring at her, even as he got back to his feet and jerked the stake out of his chest like it was nothing.
She should have known he was a wolf and she felt like a rookie for not sensing it right away. Now that she was paying attention to something deeper, rather than just how hot he was, she could tell there was something so obviously different about Cole. He was too big and mean looking to be human, but his warrior type aesthetic directly contradicted the playfulness in his glowing eyes. Werewolves were notorious flirts due to the primal nature of their inner wolves, and the way he watched her was distinctly predatory. She’d only seen a few Guardians in her life, but mostly from before they were exiled. He was the first she met in person though.
Werewolf lore was where the human movies and TV shows got it right for once. The legends and stories had been passed down through human history since practically the beginning of time in some form or another and most of it was pretty spot on. Unlike vampires, werewolves were able to retain all of their humanity, even while shifting into their wolf forms. The magic that fueled their transition kept their minds intact, unlike the vamps who were overcome by a virus. Since vampirism wasn’t magical, nor was it natural in any way, they were more susceptible to savagery. Somewhere along the line of supernatural history, a human was infected with a demonic virus which turned them into a vamp and so on until more and more were infected and changed. It was like a plague that spread through humanity like rats. Some called them demons themselves, but Blue just called them abominations.
Many hundreds of years later, Slayers began to pop up in non-magical families until soon there were hundreds of them, if not more. They assembled communities and passed the Slayer gene through generations. She suspected they’d be around forever, or at least as long as it took to wipe the monsters from existence. Nature seemed to have a certain way of fighting off viruses and Slayers were the perfect anti-virus—the perfect predator.
Slayers and werewolves created alliances as the years passed. Since werewolf bites were toxic to vampires in wolf form due to the magic lacing their bloodstream, wolves often pledged their support to the Slayer communities in return for protection since their numbers were dwindling. It all worked very fluidly, and recent years have seen vampire sightings lessen. Until now.
*
The rest of Self Defense breezed by without any more drama. Some of the other students still looked at Blue with judgy eyes now and then but for the most part everyone seemed pretty focused on themselves. She suspected the renewed enthusiasm must stem from Savannah’s sudden and inexplicable death.
Weapons training hadn’t been as exciting as she anticipated. Their instructor, a much older man by the name of Mr. Zion, waxed on for what seemed like hours on the history of advanced swordplay. Her hands itched to grab her stakes throughout the entire boring lesson, and she could have sworn a few Slayers had been sleeping towards the back of the room.
She wished there was a way for them to fast forward through the introductory period of the syllabus and get right to the action, but in the back of her mind she understood the need to know the basics first. Many of these students would need it after living a sheltered life. She tried not to be bitter about it, but sometimes it was still hard for her to feel like she could relate to any of them after the life she was forced to lead.
Lunch was served in the dining hall, a cavernous room filled with lit torches, black iron chandeliers and aging tapestries depicting several prominent family crests—including her own, surprisingly. Circular, rough wooden tables were spread out through the room and piles of food were arranged on platters in the center of each table. It was awkward at first, having all eyes turn to her the moment she entered the room. They watched her with snarls and sneers, judging her for things they had no real idea about. It was all so petty and she was already sick of it.
As if drawn by some sort of magnet, she felt a strong pull in the direction of one of the tables towards the back of the room. Her eyes searched out the source of the magnetic feeling until they came to rest on that goddamn werewolf. He was watching her intently from across the room, not even trying to conceal his interest. His sexy lips were tipped into a smirk beneath his neat brown beard, but his eyes were full of heat and promises. His attention on her prompted the rest of the guys at his table to turn and investigate. Looking closer, she noticed that they were all Guardians as well. That must be his pack. Their eyes swung back and forth between the two of  them until one of them elbowed Cole in the side, breaking his stare and releasing Blue from the bubble of intensity wrapping around the two of them.
She let out a shaky breath. It pissed her off how easily he’d been able to capture her attention. There was just something about him that she found unnervingly compelling. From the second she saw him in that training room, it was like her body called out to him in a primal way. He felt familiar somehow, though she knew for a fact that she’d never met him before in her life. She would have remembered him without a doubt.
Waving arms from the other side of the room caught her attention and she let out a relieved breath. Ronnie flagged her down with David already next to her and it looked like they were waiting for her. She felt stupid and childish for letting the stares and whispers get to her head so much. She always prided herself on having thick skin and being self-sufficient. High school with humans hadn’t been nearly as daunting, but it wasn’t without its bumps in the road. Now in college, it was just more of the same bullshit.
“So, are you perpetually pissed off, or does your face just naturally look like that?” asked Ronnie the moment Blue dropped into her seat.
Shrugging, she kept her eyes on her plate. “I just look like this. It's a good self-defense tactic, you should try it.”
David snorted through a sip of water, coughing a second later. “I take it your first day didn’t go so well?” he asked after several deep breaths.
Sighing heavily, she grabbed a buttery looking roll from the pile and took a big bite before answering. “I made an ass out of myself in Self Defense.”
Ronnie stopped eating. “Now this I gotta hear… what'd you do, hurt someone already?”
Blue scoffed, offended. “Do you have so little faith in me already? I thought this might have been the start of a beautiful friendship.”
“Come on… the deets!” Ronnie urged
on the edge of her seat. Her red curls were still damp, she probably just came from the gym as well.
She took another glutinous bite, swallowing the rest of the roll whole and probably looked super ladylike. A part of her hoped the others had seen it. Maybe Cole would be so disgusted with her that he’d give her some room to breathe. “Orozco staked some guy in the chest and I thought he was dying. So, naturally I freaked the hell out and now everyone thinks I’m an idiot.” A moment of silence passed before her new friends erupted in snorting laughter.
“Yeah, yeah, yuck it up, assholes… I really thought he was a goner.” Shaking her head, she cringed even now while the memory was fresh in her mind. “Stupid werewolf…” she grumbled under her breath.
Ronnie’s face sobered. “Hold on, are you talking about Cole Harlan?” Her eyes were wide.
“That's the one.” Blue shot her some fingerguns, feeling her cheeks heat at the mere mention of his stupid name. Stupid, sexy name.
“Holy shit!” Ronnie laughed some more, a bit hysterical. “You really thought Orozco killed
a freakin Guardian?!”
“How was I supposed to know he was a Guardian? It’s not like I was paying that much attention!” she lied through her teeth. In reality, he’d had all of her attention but admitting that was out of the question.
While Ronnie descended into a fit of laughter at Blue’s expense. David, bless his kind heart, decided to throw her a bone. ‘Bone—werewolves… I need to stop.’ “Cole’s a freakin badass, Blue. He graduated last year but he’s technically been a Guardian since senior year of high school. He’s already a Beta and a teacher aid in most of the Self Defense classes.”
Her eyes reluctantly widened, impressed. Normally it took until the completion of college courses to be inducted into the Guardian pack. Wolves went to classes just like Slayers, only with a few alternate courses thrown into the mix—sort of like a trade school. After graduation, the school held a Guardianship ceremony for all of their graduates. It was a huge event and one of the highest honors a young werewolf could receive. But in order to pass, they would have to participate in the Trials, a series of tests to prove their worth to the rest of the pack. It was actually more like a sporting event and she vaguely remembered attending a few with her parents and grandparents during childhood.
“Wow, I really made an ass of myself. I feel a lot better now, thanks.” She grabbed a chicken leg, ready to eat her feelings away.
Ronnie recovered herself finally, but humor still danced in her eyes. “I’m sure he’s forgotten all about it by now. Cole’s not really the type to mingle or gossip too much, he’s really serious and mostly keeps to himself or the other wolves. You’ll be okay… probably.” She cringed.
“That's super reassuring,” Blue mumbled around a mouth full of admittedly delicious fried chicken. She ate in silence after that as Ronnie and David had to rush off to their respective classes. She was lamenting the thought of her next two classes while planning on taking the world's longest nap as soon as the clock struck four.






Chapter Six

“My god... you haven’t even been there a week,” Harlow groaned on the other end of the phone.
Blue rolled her eyes, waiting for her sister to stop being dramatic, which was no small feat. She was crouched on the bottom step of a large stone staircase just outside the back door to the kitchen. The woods beyond the cobblestone pathway looked eerie in the quiet foggy night, but it was just her sort of weather. She couldn’t explain it, but something about the spookiness of a foggy forest really appealed to her baser instincts. It made her want to hunt.
“I’ve had a lot on my plate, alright? These people hated me the second I walked on campus, and I might already have an instructor who wants to cut off my head…”
Harlow sighed heavily. Blue could practically feel the eye roll. “You need to get it together; this is our family’s one chance—”
“What family?” she interrupted. “Because we're all that's left in case you forgot,” she snapped. “The Graves might as well be extinct. I’m just here so I can finally do what I was born to do, but I have no interest in kissing anyone's boots.”
“Don’t talk like that. Like it or not we’re still a family. We’re still a team and I don’t believe for a second that you don’t care about our reputation. You know we don’t deserve to be cast out…” Harlow sniffled a little over the line and she felt her chest deflate. As hard as she could be sometimes on her older sister, they would always be a team. It would always be the two of them through it all—two against the word that turned their backs on them.
“Look…” she sighed, “I’ll try and make this work, but I’m not promising you anything. They already have their minds made up about me. They only know what lies were fed to them by their parents and the Conclave. I honestly don’t know if I’m capable of charming my way out of this one.”
Harlow chuckled. “I believe in you, baby sis. Just bat those pretty lashes and make a friend or two, it can’t be that hard.”
Rolling her eyes, Blue snorted. “You're hopeless, you know that?” Harlow was forever the lighthearted one and all the cynicism seemed to have accumulated inside of Blue somehow. “What about you, though, how are things back home?” She was worried about Harlow being stuck in Portland by herself with nobody there to watch her back.
Harlow was quiet for a moment and Blue felt her hackles rise. “What's going on?”
Harlow cleared her throat. Her voice was hesitant. “I’m not gonna lie, things are getting pretty weird. I don’t know what it is, but it seems like more and more vamps have been sighted in the area this week. I’ve been out every night so far.”
Unease bubbled in her stomach. “Just say the word and I’ll come home. I don’t like you being out there alone—”
“Don’t worry about me, things are shitty here like always, but it's nothing I can’t handle. I want you focusing on school right now, understand? I need you to do well, Blue Jay. This is your one shot at everything that I never got, and I need you to do it without worrying about me.”
Blue growled in frustration. “At least tell me you’ll visit Greg soon. I’ve seen a few things he’s been working on and I’ll feel safer if you’re stocked up. There should be some money in the safe leftover from my stakes—”
“Okay, okay, I promise. I’ll go see him tomorrow if I can, but you need to stop stressing. I’m sure it's probably nothing. Vamps like to congregate from time to time, you know that. I’m sure the Conclave already has a team on it as we speak,” she attempted to reassure her.
“What has the fucking Conclave ever done for that city? Those sewers are practically crawling with vamps, have been for years.”
”They do their best—”
“Sure, Harlow, keep telling yourself that. I don’t know why you defend them. They've been lax and you know it. I’ve dusted over a hundred vamps just this year and, where were they? Oh, right—tucked away in their little secret society and only looking out for themselves.” Even to her own ears she sounded bitter, but it couldn’t be helped.
Over the last three years they’d seen more and more vamp activity, especially in the lower income sections of the city. Slayers were growing more and more reclusive as the years passed and Blue was getting sick of doing their jobs for them. Being at Arcane right now almost made her feel like a fraud. It made her feel like she was trying too hard to be something she wasn’t. The Conclave kicked the Graves girls to the curb and threw them away like trash, so why was she there?
“You know I love you, right?” Harlow whispered sadly. Her voice sounded tired and it made Blue’s heart clench painfully.
“I love you too. Just be safe, okay? I won’t be able to study if you're throwing yourself into a vamp nest every night…”
“I make no promises,” she teased, but her voice held a hollow note to it. “I have to go, but I’ll call next week?”
‘Okay…” They said their goodbyes, but just before she hung up, she felt a sharp pang of what could only be described as homesickness in her belly. The feeling was cold and hard to describe, but it was like an empty yearning for something unidentifiable.
After sitting there for a few long moments, daydreaming of home, her attention drifted to the mist. Behind the school there wasn’t much to see except for a vast sea of tall pine trees. Arcane was surrounded on all sides by a thick forest, hiding it away from the world in a place that humans tended to leave alone and untouched. It wasn’t a particularly chilly night, so she decided to take a walk through the woods that circled the school. She needed some air. The forest was quiet, save for the melodic chirping of crickets, reassuring her that she was alone for the moment. There was an old cobblestone path that wound through the trees and she suspected it was used for jogging or old carriages that used to roll through there..
Her mind used the free time and the quiet to drift into unwanted territory. Thoughts she refused to let control her. In her mind's eye she always saw herself at the top of every class—creating alliances and growing into the strongest and most skilled Slayer there ever was. Just like her dad always wanted for her. Thinking of him made her heart physically squeeze in her chest. Bernard Graves was an amazing dad. He’d loved his girls more than anything in the universe and he’d made it his life's mission to train them into strong women. She was only nine when he and her mom were ripped away from her in the most brutal way possible, but she would never let herself forget years of their love and devotion.
Tears pricked her eyes but she blinked them away rapidly. She didn’t cry. One of the many lessons she took to heart, though maybe not in the way her dad had intended, was about emotions and when to hold them back. Her dad taught her that crying was like strapping on armor. Crying wasn’t a show of weakness, but of strength. He told her to let her emotions run freely and it would make her a stronger person, and that crying was cleansing, allowing for the negativity to seep from her body so that she could start anew.
But she never gave in. It was her truest and ever-lingering weakness. She let her emotions bottle up inside of her—piling higher and higher until the anger, sadness and fucking bone deep betrayal threatened to burst out of her skin. Betrayal because her people abandoned her when she needed them the most. When the tears tried to fall, it just served to make her skin itch, like she had no right to cleanse her body of that grief. And so she never cried on the outside. Not one single time in ten years.
*
Up ahead and through the trees, she could see the dark outline of pointed shapes and shadows. Night hovered around the forest, but shafts of moonlight filtered in from above, lighting up the pathway easily.
She found herself standing in front of the small wrought iron gates of a graveyard, snugly nestled out in the deep forest, looking wild and ancient as if it grew from the ground itself. Bats flew overhead, soaring through the sky and the flap of their wings was the only noise for miles. Her eyes widened as she gazed out over the blanket of stone graves and mausoleums that dotted the rolling, mossy ground.
The forest trees were thinned, creating the illusion of a valley surrounded by a wall of dark woods. Fog undulated between every headstone. Somewhere in the back of her mind, she was sure she’d seen this place before. Something tickled her memory. Vaguely, she could remember visiting the resting place of her ancestors with her mom and dad, but childhood memories were fuzzy like that. She could usually remember prominent moments, but not how she got there or where exactly in the world she was.
Standing there now with her fingers wrapped around the dusty, swirling black gates that closed in the entrance, she had the strangest feeling she was in the right place. The gate opened easily with no lock and no warning for trespassers, so she concluded that she was free to wander. Some of the headstones looked brand new, while some of them were clearly ancient. The flowers laid over the tops of the stones looked days old and would need to be changed out soon, but others further back were obviously years, decades and maybe centuries old. She wondered for a moment, how much time had to pass before people started to forget about you. When the flowers wilted for that last time and the sound of your name on the lips of your loved ones faded… that’s the coldest thing she could imagine.
She strolled further in, feeling at home among the dead things. For some reason, a feeling of peace and contentment settled over her like a thick woolen blanket. Maybe it was because there was nobody around to cast judgement or blame her for things she couldn’t control. In the graveyard there were only ghosts. Literally.
Every now and then, a head would peek over a headstone, or the tail end of a long dress would flit around the corner. Blue knew they were watching her, but they would never cause harm to the living. Spirits had no hold over the physical world. They couldn’t touch you or hurt you like they did in movies, but they could observe you. Spirits tended to be endlessly curious, but also shy. She tried not to bother the ones she saw in public because she knew from experience that the second you gave them any attention, they were almost impossible to get rid of. She did pity them sometimes—trapped forever in their ghostly state simply because of the circumstances of their death.
When a Slayer, werewolf or other magical non-human passed on in a violent and untimely way, they would never move on if their body was buried in the earth without consecration. If their physical selves were tied to the dirt, their spirits would be also
until they were able to find peace… which almost never happened after the fact. It was the main reason why Slayers were cremated or lit on a pyre immediately after death, though their ashes were then placed in an urn and buried under their own headstone. If the physical selves were burned properly, their spirits could release and rest. Too bad some bodies could never be found or identified. Some spirits were forever lost, doomed to wander endlessly. They ended up congregating in places like this. Blue’s theory was that they found comfort amongst their own kind, even though they had no real ability to communicate in any way.
Spotting a building off to the edge of the graveyard that seems achingly familiar, she moved towards it without a second thought. It looked like it was made of onyx, with veins of white running through the dark rock. The mausoleum was two stories tall with massive stone ravens perched on the corners of the rooftop where a gargoyle might usually be. She knew without a doubt that she’d definitely seen this building before. Sure enough, as she approached the entrance that faced some of the older headstones, she could just barely make out the last name carved into the stone over the doorway. ‘Graves’
The name stood out beneath the twisting vines that wound their way up the dark walls and beneath the heavy covering of cobwebs. The muscles around Blue’s heart clenched. Just being in the presence of so much family history was almost overwhelming. After ten years of being alone with nobody but Harlow by her side, her sense of family was severely lacking.
To her astonishment, the door swung open with only the lightest of touches. Her hands were shaking as she opened it wider to reveal a dark room of cold stone and dust. It was more spacious inside than she remembered from her childhood—probably because she was alone this time. Gently, she caressed the plaques that adorned the walls of the mausoleum, behind which, the urns of her ancestors remained tucked away. Her fingers drifted over the fine lines of each name and date, leading all the way back to the early 1600’s. The Graves family line was a long one—a legacy of Slayers who were always at the very height of society. Until now.
Finally, she reached the back wall where two unmarked plaques sat empty, covered in dust and cobwebs. There were no carvings or dates, no names to immortalize its inhabitants, though there were no inhabitants left to be honest. No, Blue’s parents hadn’t been buried with the rest of the Graves. Their bodies had turned to dust in an entirely different way. Tears pricked behind her eyes once more but again, she shoved that feeling down and swallowed thickly. She had years and years to mourn them—more than enough time to grieve and move on. Though their deaths still felt like a vice grip around her heart; she no longer felt like she was suffocating without them.
A gust of wind blew her long black hair from her shoulders. She tensed, pulling her stakes from their holsters. She gripped them tightly and turned to face whoever decided to intrude on her quiet moment. A dark figure stood in the doorway, illuminated by the moonlight. She relaxed her shoulders. It obviously wasn’t a vamp; the moonlight would have turned it to dust already. Fun fact: Vampires burned in the moonlight too. Since moonlight was only created by the Sun’s rays that bounced off its surface, those UV rays would still harm a bloodsucker—only at a much slower rate. While sunlight meant instant death, moonlight was just more of a process. There was a reason the vermin tended to live underground, only surfacing when the cloud cover was nice and thick.
“This is a private space,” she warned the intruder. Her voice was hard and unwelcoming. She didn’t like being snuck up on.
“Graveyards are public property in this city,” he quipped. The tall, handsome guy with the short brown hair and strangely colored eyes from her standoff with Jewel stepped into the moonlight.
Narrowing her eyes on the annoying man, Blue straightened her spine and shoved her weapons back into their holsters. “What are you doing out here, did you follow me?”
He laughed, leaning against the entrance wall with his hands in his pockets. “Don’t flatter yourself, Graves. I saw you come through the gates an hour ago. I’ve been out here for a while and didn’t want to bother you, but when you didn’t come back out, I figured I’d make sure you were still alive in here,” he teased crudely. “It's Jasper, in case you forgot already—Jasper Knightley.” He crossed his thick, tattooed arms, broadening his already wide stance. Still, Blue said nothing, only raising a single black brow, waiting for him to continue. He did. “What are you doing out here so late, you're missing the only dinner slot, you know.”
She sighed. “Not that it's any of your business, but I just needed some space to think. That place is too crowded.”
Jasper nodded. “I come out here a lot too when I want to get away from the noise.” He unfolded his arms, proceeding to walk around—eyes tracing over the names of her ancestors. For some reason his presence had her on edge. “Damn, you have a huge family,” he whistled, his eyes never leaving the wall.
Her stomach dipped and her mouth soured. “Not anymore I don't, there’s exactly two of us left.”
Jasper turned to her then with something like regret in his bright orange-green eyes. “I’m an ass, right?” His full lips twisted into a small smirk that only pulled up on one side. It was incredibly charming, but she couldn’t let him know that.
She shook her head with a small, reluctant smile. “Don’t sweat it, Knightley. My feelings aren’t made of glass.” She waved him off despite turmoil unfolding in her stomach. She really was one of the last, and that scared the hell out of her.
She was so lost in her head that she hadn’t realized Jasper moved in closer than before. Only about a foot of space separated their bodies in the dark, confined space. He had the audacity to bring his hand to her face, lifting her chin ever so slightly until her eyes meet his. He was incredibly tall, even while she was wearing her heeled boots.
“Something’s wrong,” he whispered. “Why do you look so lost?”
Batting his hand away from the intimate touch, she cleared her throat awkwardly. “I’m fine. I told you, I just came out here to get away. Things were going just fine before you barged your way in here.”
His eyes flashed and he stepped back with a frown. “Alright, sorry I bothered you. I’ll just—”
“No—” She stopped him with a hand on his shoulder as he turned to leave. For some reason she didn’t want to analyze, she didn’t want him to leave. She didn’t want him delving into her soul and getting her to spill all her deepest secrets or anything, but she really didn’t hate his company. He seemed nice enough, and he was hot as shit too, so that was a plus. “Stay, I’d actually prefer the company.”
He raised an eyebrow and she just chuckled. “I’m really not trying to be a bitch. I’m just not used to being around people.”
He faced her fully, stepping closer again. “You don’t have to explain yourself to me. I’m not exactly the nicest guy around, but I still recognize when I crossed a line. I was insensitive and I apologize.”
Blue cracked a small smile. At least he was trying to be polite. He got major points for that, especially when it seemed like everyone else around her was raised in a fucking cave. “You never told me what you were doing out here in the first place. Do you make a habit of hanging out in graveyards at night?”
The glimmer in his eyes dimmed just a little and Blue’s stomach clenched. She hoped she didn’t ruin things already. He sighed heavily, shaking his head and rolling his broad shoulders. “My family goes back a ways too—not as far as the infamous Graves… but I still try to pay my respects when I have the time. I like to come out here when everyone else is busy.” There was something he wasn’t saying… some other reason he came out here, but she wasn’t about to press him about private stuff, she just didn’t know him like that.
“I’ve been here before, but it’s been years. I don’t remember it looking quite so run down, though.” She gazed around the room, taking stock of the chipped stone and dust. She was pretty sure there were bats nesting in the walls.
“The Conclave didn’t let you visit, did they?” he asked softly.
Blue shook her head. “Honestly we didn’t even try. After everything, I think we just wanted to start fresh, you know?” As much as they would have loved to surround themselves with their ancestors during those dark days,  she and Harlow knew they wouldn't have been welcome.
“I wasn’t around when all that shit went down. We just moved back here, but I’ve heard the stories,” he admitted. She snapped her eyes up to his with a frown—ready to go on the defensive. He raised his hands up, palms facing forward. “I’m not trying to judge, but you’ve been the talk of the town since you got here. People hate you. Not me, of course.”
“Tell me something I don’t already know, man.” She breathed, shoulders dropping. “I’m not here to make friends. I’m here to learn how to be a better Slayer. I’ve seen what those monsters can really do out there and how they can destroy lives. I don’t need the opinions of uninformed sheep to tell me what I already know about myself, and I sure as shit don’t need them to validate me.”
There was glimmer in Jasper’s eyes—eyes that were currently locked on her mouth for some reason. She raised an eyebrow and he just smirked. “Watching you make speeches is hot.” She smacked his shoulder playfully, pretending not to feel the coiled muscles under her fingertips. He clutched his arm with a deep laugh. “I’m being honest.” His eyes flit between hers more seriously than before. A strange sort of heat filled them. “I like a woman who knows what she wants.”
“Are you seriously hitting on me right now?” She tried not to feel flattered and preen.
“What, is a graveyard not romantic enough for you?” He stepped in closer.
She placed her open palm on his broad chest as he brought his body flush with hers. “Listen,” she whispered. “You don’t want to get tangled up with someone like me. I’m not the kind of girl who can commit or have a relationship. I have things to do that don’t involve getting… well, involved.”
His right, ring covered hand came up, gripping the side of her face gently. His fingers were calloused, making her shiver as his thumb grazed her cheekbone. “I’m not asking you to marry me, Blue.” Her name on his lips made her thighs clench. “I’m not asking to be your boyfriend, or for any kind of commitment. Maybe I just want a little fun with someone who gets it.”
“Gets what?”
Leaning in, he placed a small, barely there kiss on the edge of Blue’s lips, right at the corner. His breath was warm, and his skin felt deliciously hot. She didn’t know why she was letting this happen. Something inside of her wanted to be close to Jasper. “You’ll figure it out sooner or later.”
“That’s so fucking cryptic,” she whispered against his lips.
“Well, this is a crypt—Ouch!” He gripped his arm after she punched it and laughed through the pain. “You’ve got to stop hitting me, babe, you’re fucking stronger than I am, I think.”
“Would you shut up—” His lips crashed into hers, knocking her into the wall. She let him take control. Running her fingers through his buzzed hair, he moaned into her mouth. Though his hair wasn’t long enough to grip, she couldn’t say the same for hers. Jasper pulled on her dark strands, coaxing a whimper from her lips that caught her off guard. Her reaction to him was primal and wild.
His mouth left hers, trailing down the side of her neck as he pinned her against the wall next to the entrance. A million wild ideas buzzed around in her brain. The possibilities were endless. She could let him fuck her right there and nobody would ever know… but should she? She was no prude. She definitely had a healthy appetite for sex and wasn’t ashamed of it. She knew how to fuck without connections. That might make her sound cold and heartless, but with the kind of life she led, how could anyone fault her for enjoying life's little pleasures now and again?
She was about to let things get that far when suddenly a crash reverberated around the room—shaking the walls and causing dust and debris to rain down over them. Jasper let her go, taking a protective stance in front of her that had Blue rolling her eyes. She nudged him out of the way. “What the fuck was that?”
A gurgling shriek pierced the air that had the two of them drawing their stakes without a second thought. They looked at each other with clenched jaws and darkening eyes. He nodded to Blue and she nodded back. They both knew what it was. That ear shattering scream only meant one thing. Vamps were near. The clouds moved in while they were inside the building. They covered the moonlight now, making the cemetery and rest of the forest almost pitch black. Her slayer eyes easily adjusted to the darkness, reflecting like a cat and letting her see exactly who was causing all the chaos. Two nasty looking vampires were perched on the tops of broken headstones as they faced down a man wielding nothing but his sharp claws.
Cole Harlan snapped his head in Blue’s direction, his glowing golden eyes widening as he took her in, stakes clutched in her palms, ready to lunge on these bloodsuckers. He snarled, “What the fuck are you doing out here!?”
Irritation bubbled inside her. “Is that seriously important right now?” She nodded to the vamps, who were practically salivating on the tops of those graves. Cole frowned, but as he went to open his mouth to no doubt say something snarky, a vampire lunged. In the blink of an eye, Cole no longer stood just feet away from Blue and Jasper; in his place was a gigantic black wolf the size of a small horse with glowing yellow eyes. His teeth were longer than Blue’s fingers, snapping around the vampire’s neck like biting into melted chocolate.
Jasper cursed and went for the second vampire. He ran at full Slayer speed, kicking it off the headstone before using the stone to heave himself up and over until he was crouching on top of its prone form. Cole was snarling and she could hear the tearing sounds of vamp flesh as his teeth ripped it apart piece by piece. Making a move to help Jasper, Blue made the near fatal mistake of not checking behind her because the next thing she knew, her face was buried in ice cold mud. Moving on instinct, she flipped around. Her fingers tightened around the thing’s nasty, squishy throat and squeezed.
A few years back, Greg had gifted her with a little something extra, something that was incredibly useful in situations like this one. Her fingernails were coated in a special silver infused nail polish and filed into slight points like small claws. The silver cut the vampire’s skin messily, and if it weren’t for the infusion, she’d have a much harder time choking it. Its gnarled and broken teeth gnashed away at Blue’s face, making her cringe back. It smelled like old, congealing blood and rotten flesh. She had to fight the instinct to gag.
The one stake still clutched in her right palm was facing the wrong way under the weight of the vampire’s body. It was moving so erratically that she couldn’t quite adjust her arm and bring it around at the right angle. Its teeth were getting closer to her face and making her sweat. If the nasty fucker managed to bite her long enough for its venom to lace her bloodstream, she’d be toast. Adrenaline flooded her body, as did fury, disgust and pity. She needed it off of her before she freaked the hell out. She could still hear Jasper and Cole nearby, still going at it with their own vampires, so they would be no help. Instead of focusing all her remaining energy on trying to turn her stake, she instead let it slip from her fingers all together.
The vampire’s eyes were level with her own as she went still beneath it. Triumph flared in its inky, dead irises as its face lowered even more. But the move caused her silver fingernails to pierce its dead skin until thick, black, oozing blood started to rain down on her like a waterfall of tar. Turning her head to the side, she clamped her mouth shut tight, trying her hardest not to let a single drop pass through her lips. After letting the stake go, she was able to flatten her other hand and slide it from beneath the vamp’s body and bring it up to its neck along with her other one. Once clamped down, she squeezed.
The sound that fell from the vampire’s broken lips was a horrifying mixture of a keening wail and a wet gurgle. Its teeth clinked and clacked like broken glass as it tried but failed to latch onto her face. More and more ice-cold blood poured over her body until she could no longer see the color of her own skin beneath the slimy, nasty shit. Her fingers dug so deep that she felt bone. She tried not to cringe as her fingers wrapped around the bare bone of the vampire’s spinal cord. She looked back up into the vampire’s eyes and froze. For just a moment, she could have sworn she saw a flicker of something there… something that looked an awful lot like fear… or maybe it was acceptance. Whatever it was, she couldn’t afford to dwell on it.
Blue pulled back hard, instantly snapping the vamp’s neck as its head broke loose from its body. The skin that held it together from the back ripped away and its body immediately went limp. Her fingers were shaking but she refused to let go of the head. There was a noise flooding her ears that overpowered any other sound nearby to the point that she couldn't even guess how the guys were faring.
It took a few seconds for her to recognize the sound. She was screaming. She was screaming and she hadn’t even known it. Not because she was scared. She was screaming out of pure fury. In the blink of an eye, though, the vampire’s body crumbled into dust through her shaking fingers until she was left clutching nothing but air. Laying there on the cold, wet forest floor, her breath heaved out in icy bursts of white steam in the darkness. Rain pelted her face and she could only hope that it would wash away a little bit of vampire blood that saturated every single part of her body.








Chapter Seven

The Headmistress’ office was dark and dreary, much like the rest of the school. There were no windows, creating a cave-like feel that had her all clammed up inside. The mahogany desk was heavy and old, and the plush chair Blue sat on was so large, it almost swallowed her whole. The entire room seemed like it was designed to make students and guests as uncomfortable as possible without adding actual spikes to the seats.
A tall, willowy woman swept into the room—all business and a no-nonsense attitude as her dark brown eyes locked on Blue. Her greying blonde hair was swept into a neat bun and her severe chin was sharp. Her slash of a mouth pursed when she looked down her long nose at the delinquent in her chair. “Thank you for being here, Ms. Graves. I trust you’re making yourself comfortable here at Arcane?” Her robotic cadence made her feel like she didn’t give a shit how comfortable she was, so she decided to give her just as bland of an answer.
“Yes, thank you, Headmistress.” Nothing about her tone was sincere, and Blue was pretty sure she recognized that, because there was a dark twinkle in her eyes that made her stomach feel uneasy. She was studying her too closely for someone who apparently wanted her there bad enough to bring her out of a decade long exile.
Placing her bony, hawk-like hands on her desk, she cleared her throat loudly. “About the… incident last night, how are you feeling now?”
It took all of Blue’s willpower not to snort. ‘How do I feel now? I feel like shit. I feel like it took three hours in a scorching hot shower and two bottles of body wash to scrub that vampire’s guts from my skin.’ “Uh, fine… I guess. I mean, it's not the first vamp I’ve dusted, so I really don’t see what the big deal is.”
The woman’s lips flattened into something resembling a smile, but sadly she missed that mark by a couple miles. Instead, she looked like she smelled something particularly unpleasant. That something being Blue, apparently. She had the distinct feeling the Headmistress didn’t like her very much. ‘What's new?’
“I wanted to assure you that this sort of thing is incredibly rare.” Blue squinted at her, but she continued. “Rare enough that it calls into question what you were doing in the woods so late at night while all the other students were accounted for in the dining halls.” She clicked her nails on the desk slowly. Blue just stared, waiting for her to finish what she had to say because obviously she wasn’t done. “It seems strange to me, that the vampires attacked precisely where you were at that specific moment. What are the odds?” Her tone made Blue bristle.
“What exactly are you insinuating, are you trying to ask me if I’m the reason the vamps were here?” she all but growled.
“Oh child, no. I'm simply curious as to the timing. As I said, vampire sightings are rare around these parts.”
She’d had enough. “Not to be too blunt here, ma’am, but I’ve been on campus for less than a week and a half and already I’ve seen instructors stake one of their own students on orientation day and helped fight off multiple vamps that I have no doubt would have made it to campus had we not been there to stop them… I had nothing to do with either situation and I don’t really appreciate the insinuation. You invited me here and I showed up.” She was becoming breathless. “Is this going to happen every time something goes wrong around here? Will I be questioned about everything because you people are too lazy to make the effort to find the real issue?”
The Headmistress stared at her for a long moment. Her shrewd eyes looked right through her as if they could see far more than she was letting on. Despite Blue’s outburst, she remained calm. It almost pissed Blue off. The audacity of the woman was incredible. After all her family had contributed to the school and the community, they treated her and her sister as if they were criminals by association. “As long as you keep your nose out of trouble, we shouldn't have a problem, am I right, Ms. Graves?”
“Am I excused?” she asked through gritted teeth.
Headmistress Merriweather looked pleased with herself as she gestured at the door with her long, blood red fake nails. “By all means…” It was all Blue needed to hear. She was up and out of her seat before the old bat could utter another word of insult.
The hallway was full of students, bustling around every which way, heading off to their respective classes. She had about ten minutes until she was needed in Orozco's class, so she ran to her dorm to change. She dressed in a fitted pair of running shorts and a dark red cropped tee. She’d learned from the last few sessions that she would be sweating like a pig on a hot southern day if she wore her sweatpants. Luckily, she had no qualms about showing her body. She knew she looked good, abs rock hard and arms toned. No body issues whatsoever. So why were her insides tingling with anticipation? It couldn't possibly have anything to do with a certain werewolf she knew she'd be face to face with in the coming moments.
*
Class had already started by the time she made it there. Orozco paid her no mind, no doubt aware of her meeting with Merriweather.
The second she entered the room she could feel his eyes on her. Cole stood to the side of a couple of students as they spared on the mats. His attention, however, was locked on Blue. As she met his gaze, she couldn’t help but remember the way he looked in his wolf form. He was beautiful. She remembered the black silkiness of his fur, contrasting with the yellow glow of his wolf eyes. Despite the fact that he’d been biting a vampire in half at the time, she wanted to run her fingers through all that fur and nuzzle her face into it.
Shaking her head, she snapped herself out of that particularly weird and disturbing train of thought. As if he could hear her embarrassing inner monologue, Cole smirked, still watching her every move. For the first time, she felt self-conscious. ‘Is this how regular human girls feel all the time?’ she wondered. If so, it sucked tremendously.
For the next hour, she spared with various students, albeit against their will. Apparently, nobody had an interest in touching the skin of a vamp lover. For the life of her she couldn't wrap her head around that one. Of all the things to accuse her of, why would they choose to pretend she took the side of the very creatures that ruined her entire life? Deductive reasoning didn’t seem to be a strong suit among Arcane’s pupils.
Blue plummeted to the mats and hit her knee hard. The blow had come from behind her and she was on her feet again in less than a second. Turning around, she came face to face with Cole. His now very dark brown eyes challenged her while his lips twisted into a grin showing her a glimmer of white fangs. How could she say no?
Without warning, Blue launched herself at him. With a grunt he went down, not expecting her to retaliate so quickly. He rolled them to the side, flinging her body off of him but she corrected herself before she could go sprawling across the room. Her stance was perfect—a slight crouch with a twist to her torso, ready to leap any which way should he attack head on. His eyes lit up in delight. She wondered idly how long it had been since he’d met a formidable opponent.
“What’s taking so long, dog boy? Got a tree to go pee on somewhere?” she taunted and his smirk only grew.
“Oh, baby girl, you have no idea who you're talking to.”
“I’m no one’s baby girl,” she muttered as he lunged low, swiping for her legs.
Her eyes honed in on his fingers which had transformed into claws. He was strong, she could tell. For a werewolf to half shift, it took an incredible amount of concentration and sheer willpower. Usually, when the wolf took over, that was it. They could shift back and forth, but to shift only his fingers was a blatant display of strength that she would be wise to take heed of.
“We’ll see…” he promised and for a moment, it made her pause.
‘Is he flirting with me?’ she wondered, but before she could think on it any further, Cole leapt into the air, kicking her in the shoulder before landing behind her and pushing her to the floor. She could hear the other students around her cheering him on and it pissed her off. They wanted her to fail. Even now they called out insults and laughed at her, despite how well she held her own.
“You gonna let them talk about you like that?” he whispered in her ear as he continued to pin her to the mat. His muscles were straining, but she could tell he was holding back.
“Please tell me you’re not about to hump my leg, Lassie. I’m not really into that sort of thing.” Her voice was muffled because half of her face was pressed downward, but she knew he could hear her because he rumbled behind her. He was laughing at her.
They grappled, but no matter how she moved, he was there to counter her. “Why were you in the graveyard?” he asked out of nowhere.
“Are we seriously doing this here?” she gritted out as she attempted to wiggle free. His hips were pressing down with force. Werewolves were damn strong, and she knew she wouldn’t beat him easily.
“Tell me and I’ll let you win. Why were you with Knightley?” he growled.
“Aww, is the wittle doggy jealous?” She smiled, showing her teeth, knowing she was slowly pissing him off more and more.
“I don’t get jealous, baby, but I do need to know what you were doing in that graveyard at that time of night with a Slayer you barely even know. Do you have a death wish?”
Finally, she was able to bring her foot out and backwards, flinging her foot into his crotch from behind. He grunted and rolled right off of her. She hadn’t wanted to fight dirty, but he’d left her no choice. She crouched above him as he glared up at her. Bringing her lips close to his ear she whispered, “I don’t share secrets with strangers.”
Cole looked up into her eyes then, shaking his long hair from his face as he did so. Fire burned there and she felt it scorch her all over. He licked his lips, eyes bouncing from her mouth to her mismatched eyes rapidly. He looked torn between being turned on and pissed off. She decided she liked that look on him. “But you’d share them with Jasper Knightley?” He seemed genuinely upset, and for some reason it made her stomach dip.
“Again, that’s none of your damn business. Are we done here?” She asked impatiently. The whole class was watching their little exchange with rapt attention and she was more than ready to get the hell out.
“Not even close,” he spit.
Looking deep into those fiery eyes of his, she brought her lips a hair's breadth away from his. “Good.”






Chapter Eight

A classroom door jerked open to her left, and before she could stop it, a hand reached out to drag her inside. “What the f—” she tried to curse, but that hand clamped over her mouth.
Her black slammed into the wall as she flitted her eyes around the room, hands already reaching for the stakes at her side. She froze, however, when she recognized the asshole pinning her there. His blonde hair was partially covered by his black hoodie, but there was no mistaking those eyes. Her confusion was replaced with heart racing awareness. Dresden glared at her—his dark eyes so close she could pick out notes of bright amber close to his pupils. “Shut the fuck up,” he snapped in a harsh whisper, pressing even tighter on her lips. She narrowed her eyes, but he didn’t seem to care. “Can you chill for a fucking second? I’ll let you go if you promise not to scream.”
Now that she knew it was only Dresden, she didn’t plan on yelling for help. He was an asshole, but she didn’t think he was actually dangerous. Reluctantly, she nodded, letting her body relax. He took a few long seconds of flitting his eyes between her brown and blue one, as if he was trying to figure out if she could indeed, shut the fuck up. Rolling her eyes, she slipped her tongue out and swiped it across his palm. With a curse, Dresden yanked his hand away, allowing her to take in a gulp of air and push him backwards.
“What the hell was that?” she spat, brushing off the sleeves of her jacket and straightening out the wrinkles on her shirt. “The hallway was empty, you know. If you really wanted to make out with me, you could have just asked.”
He scoffed, raising his eyes to the ceiling. “Do you have an off switch somewhere?”
“You pulled me in here, dude. What do you want? I’ve got better places to be.” Folding her arms over her chest, she watched him with narrowed eyes.
He sneered. “What, like sneaking around in graveyards when you should be on campus?” His tone was all wrong. “What were you doing out there, Blue?”
“How do you even know about that?”
“Doesn’t matter. What were you doing in the graveyard with vampires?” His tone was accusatory now and he watched her warily, as if she was the one with the secrets and not his sneaky, mysterious ass.
Bringing her fingers up in front of her face, she pretended to examine her nails. “Well, when my vampy buddies didn’t answer any of my texts, I was hoping to run into them in the forest so we could concoct some evil plans. You know, the usual Saturday night—”
“Cut the shit, you know what I meant.” He stepped in closer, forcing her to lower her arm and cross it back over her chest. She was putting up a barrier between them.
“What is it you’re looking for, Dresden?” she asked. His eyes darkened, and for a split second, they descended to her lips as she spoke his name. But the moment was broken before she could think too much on it. “Everyone here seems to think I’m some sort of vampire double agent or some shit. What are you trying to prove by dragging me in here; you think I’m hiding something, is that it?”
“I just think it’s a little too coincidental that the day you come back to Slayer territory, one of our students gets turned and dusted, and then not two weeks later, you of all people are attacked on academy grounds…” His face was close enough for her to feel his warmth graze her cheeks. “There hasn’t been a sighting at Arcane in ten years, Blue, and you expect me to believe it’s a coincidence?”
She didn’t like what he was insinuating at all. From the moment her family fell apart, she was a traitor in the eyes of the Conclave and every Slayer she’d ever known. A traitor by association. She didn’t understand where the logic was. Why was she being held accountable for her parent’s actions as if she had any say in the matter at nine years old? Why did they get to pretend she was an outsider? Why did they get to leave her vulnerable instead of rallying around what remained of a family that was torn to shreds? She was a victim here, and people like Dresden were narrow minded fools if they thought they could bully her out of a second shot.
“Where the fuck do you get off accusing me of anything when you don’t know the first thing about me?” She was seething. Their faces were inches apart. “You think I’m working with monsters? You think I’m plotting with vampires to overthrow my own people? Why the fuck would I have spent the last ten years of my life hunting them if that were the case?”
“Wouldn’t put it passed a Graves,” he growled, but she didn’t detect quite as much anger in his voice that time, just disgust and disdain. It was almost worse.
Jamming her pointer finger into his chest, Blue’s rage was taking over. She was sick of the ignorance. “Listen to me, little man.” His eyes narrowed on her. There was nothing little about the tall blonde man, but she kept going regardless. “Your opinion means nothing to me. You mean nothing to me. Stop glaring at me from the shadows, stop intruding on my me time, and for the love of hell, stop putting your hands on me. I don’t want anything from you except for you to stay the fuck out of my way, got it?”
He stared at her in silence until the moment stretched into awkward territory. There was something a little bit too intense about the way he watched her. It was like he was searching for something, but she didn’t care enough to guess. As beautiful and irritatingly alluring as he was to look at, he was also an asshole. He was just like the rest of them and she needed to remain unjaded.
Without giving him the chance to respond, she turned on her heel and slammed out of the classroom without looking back.
*
Finally back in her dorm, she was just about to strip out of her clothes and settle in when the light flipped on. She reached for her stakes at her hips. Jewel sat on the edge of her bed, looking like she’d been waiting there a while.
“How the heck did you get in my room?” She stalked in and grabbed Jewel’s arm, yanking her up from the bed. Her old friend was still as slender as ever, so it wasn’t hard.
The girl staggered to her feet and crossed her arms in front of her chest. “You’re not the only one with skills, Blue.”
Snorting, Blue turned to her old friend, placing her back to the wall by the window. “Tell me you weren’t sitting here in the dark this whole time…” She smiled bitterly. “You always were the dramatic one, the whole turning on the light thing was odd, but go ahead and own it, I guess.”
Jewel’s cheeks turned the faintest of pink. She ignored Blue’s question and stepped in closer, jaw tight and eyes narrowed. “Was it you?”
Blue raised an eyebrow. “Was what me?” She played dumb and Jewel growled under her breath.
“Don’t be stupid, bitch. Was it you who did that to Savannah? Did you let those other vamps on campus?”
Blue’s heart clenched. She knew Jewel hated her now, but to blatantly accuse her of something so monstrous was crossing a line. It was worse than Dresden accusing her. She didn’t know him and didn’t expect anything from a stranger… but JJ had been like family. They knew each other’s secrets, their deepest desires… But looking into Jewel’s accusing green eyes now, it was like they never knew each other at all. “I’m not even going to answer that. I can’t believe you would ask me… Jewel, you know me.”
“Ten years is a lifetime; you're a stranger now.”
“You don’t mean that, JJ.”
Jewel jerked back suddenly. “You don’t get to call me that anymore. We aren't friends. I don’t want anything to do with you and your filth. I just needed to know if it was you...” For a few long moments they just stared at each other until resolve filled her eyes. “Luckily for you though, I could always tell when you were lying, and it seems that hasn’t changed in ten years… unlike so many other things.”
Blue snorted and rolled her eyes through the hurt. “Oh, thank you—thank you for bestowing me with your fucking confidence!” she snapped. “You know what, you are the one who changed, not me. I didn’t do a thing to you and you dropped me like I was nothing. We needed each other and you walked away!”
Jewel shifted her eyes from side to side even though they were still hidden away in her bedroom and nobody could see them. “Shhh! Someone's going to hear you!”
Blue just laughed bitterly. “You know what, this is a waste of time. Clearly, you’ve made up your mind about me. Clearly, you believe I’m a monster capable of killing my own kind.” When Jewel didn’t argue, Blue started pushing her towards the door. “Go fuck yourself, Jewel.”
Shoving her out into the hall, Blue slammed the door, not giving her the chance to turn around and accuse her of more horrors. She felt like her heart was breaking all over again. She thought it was over—thought the pain of losing someone would have numbed by now but she was wrong. A part of her, however small, had hoped Jewel would come back to her. It was silly, thinking back on it now. Too much had happened, too much bad blood.






Chapter Nine

It was fourth period the next day, and that meant Weapons Mastery. She sighed as she approached the doorway to the classroom.
When she first received her class schedule, she’d been excited for that class in particular because she thought it would give her a chance to try out her new stakes. So far though, they’d been sitting still every class, listening to Mr. Zion talk to himself about the history of weapons. It was boring to say the least. It wasn’t that she wasn't interested in the topic. There was actually some pretty cool and useful information in her textbooks, but she yearned for more action after spending the last decade immersed in it.
Entering the room, she was surprised to see that the desks that had previously been arranged into rows, were absent, leaving a wide room with a worn wood floor and high ceilings. Without the classroom setting, the space looked much larger. A rolling wall was dragged out into the center of the room, holding weapons of all kinds. There were swords from every known continent, daggers shaped like snakes, blades with no handles and even a few silver whips. She practically salivated looking at the whips.
Though she always preferred her stakes, which were quick and efficient, silver whips were badass and her hands itched to yank one off the wall. You could kill a vampire easily by staking it through the heart with pure silver, but little did the humans know that you could also decapitate them if done with the correct tool. Vampire skin was virtually impenetrable and regular weapons had no effect on them, no matter how hard one might try. She was one of the smart ones with her silver infused fingernail polish to help her out of tight situations. Silver whips on the other hand, cut through their necks like smooth butter. The one drawback though, was that the whips could also hurt a Slayer if used carelessly.
Zion entered the room, grinning from ear to ear at the eager looks on her classmate’s faces. Apparently, everyone was on the same page and tired of the lectures. It was in a Slayer’s nature to crave action. Zion was a tall man, with noodly looking arms that made her question whether or not the Weapons Master could actually hold up one of those swords. She almost chuckled at the image.
“I know you’ve all been waiting very patiently, so I’m happy to tell you that your wait is over…” he announced with a sweep of his arm, gesturing towards the weapons wall.  Excited murmurs filled the room and people nudged each other, already trying to decide which weapon was the most superior. “Please approach the wall and study each object, get a feel for them one by one until you have selected the one that feels the most natural to you. Choose wisely, because whichever weapon you choose, you will have a custom-made version sent to your dorms within the week.”
Excitement rippled through the group of about twenty students and also through Blue. She was practically dancing on the balls of her feet. She held back for the moment, watching as the over eager Slayers crowded the weapons wall, poking and prodding each one like they were children, all the while her gaze never left the whips. They came as a set—each one had a black leather handle and a four-foot-long silver chain whip as slim as a pencil lead. They were beautiful and Blue had no interest in any of the rest.
“You have a bit of drool on your chin there,” drawled a low voice from her right side. She didn’t have to turn to know who it was. Dresden hovered next to her, causing her shoulders to tense up. She hated that she knew his voice down to her core. They’d had two and a half interactions and still she could feel a pull towards him that was unexplainable. She hated to think it had anything to do with his looks… or the fact that she itched to prove him wrong.
“You're not in this class,” she murmured without turning. She was still staring at the whips.
“I am now. My schedule changed last minute, strange right?” She whipped her head to the side, eyeing him suspiciously. She thought he’d be smirking, but his wide mouth was downturned, and he looked incredibly bored already. In fact, he didn't even seem like he really wanted to be talking to her. His voice was strained, like he was forcing himself to interact.
“Ah, Dresden my boy! I’m so happy your mother decided to place you in my class. Come, choose your weapon.” Mr. Zion ushered
Dresden
forward.
His arm brushed hers as he passed by and it sent an unwanted tingle through her body. ‘What is it with these guys?’ she wondered in irritation. Out of Dresden, Cole and Jasper, she couldn’t figure out who unnerved her the most. She rewound Zion’s last statement in her head… ‘His mother? Who’s his mother, and why would she have any say regarding his class schedule?’
Dresden chose a silver dagger—clean and simple and it seemed to fit his straight to the point personality. He went right for it without hesitation. By now, the rest of the class was holding their weapons of choice while Zion made his rounds, instructing each Slayer on its proper use, though many of them were already familiar with basic weaponry. None of them were rookies, each one knowing their way around practically any weapon available, even firearms when the situation called for them. Specializing, however, was different.
By now the wall was free and clear and Blue was relieved but not surprised to see that the silver whips were still there. As cool as they were, people still feared them. One had to be sure of their own abilities to wield them with precision and not hurt themselves. She could understand why they scared pretty much every newbie. But not Blue. She snagged them from the wall, gripping their leather handles and getting a feel for their individual weights. They felt right in her hands—familiar. She’d used whips before; her father had taught her how at the age of seven. They were smaller, enough to fit her tiny frame, but the mechanics had been the same.
“You sure you can handle those things, Blue Jay?” Dresden sneered and she startled at his use of her nickname.
“What the hell did you just call me?”
“That's what they call you, right?” he asked, widening his eyes and feigning innocence.
Stepping into his space, her chest brushed his threateningly. “Have you been spying on me?” The only people who ever called her Blue Jay were her sister, who came up with the damned name, her parents when they were alive and Greg.
He smirked and she hated that it made him more handsome. She hated that he was appealing an any way because she wanted to hate the cocky bastard. “I think it's fitting, don’t you? You’re small like a little bird, and you never shut up.”
“If you ever call me that again I’ll shove that dagger so far down your throat it’ll come out your asshole, got it? You don’t know me like that.”
He shrugged, “I think I kind of like it. It's endearing, and you need all the redeeming qualities you can get at this point.” He walked past her without another word but bumped into her shoulder again as he went. She wanted to whip him. She didn’t know who the hell this guy thought he was, but she could already tell that he was going to be a problem. For some reason he seemed to have singled her out from day one and he wasn't about to quit now.
They formed a circle around Zion who held a short sword. It looked funny in his small arms and again Blue had to restrain a giggle. Surprisingly though, once he began to practice swing, he looked to be handling himself pretty well. They watched him perform a series of moves before they broke into groupings of two and three to spar. Not a single person jumped at the chance to pair up with a Graves. Except Dresden. The annoying guy just stood there, waiting for her to give in and join him on the other side of the room. His long pale hair was tied behind his head now, ready for a fight. She stood there, looking around the room vacantly until Zion caught her eyes and gestured at Dresden with his short sword. She had no choice but to spar with him.
They faced one another, him with his dagger and her with her whips. She smiled, aware that her weapons were superior, and so was she. This privileged shithead had probably been too busy counting his parent’s money and chasing girls while she was out all night slaying vamps with Harlow.
He came at her first, giving no indication as to which way he was going to move. She dodged his blade easily. Clearly he was well trained, but she was glad for it, she needed someone on her level if she wanted to get some real practice in. Coiling her whips, she flung them through the air, snapping them forward at precisely the right moment, the air cracking around them like thunder. The class stilled in that moment, watching the spectacle with awe.
Dresden lunged out of the way but her whip caught the back of his calf. He cried out in pain as the silver sliced through his tough skin. Still though, he never faltered. He came back towards her with ferocity before she could wind her whips back. As she dove out of the way, intending to duck low, he suddenly changed course, swinging his dagger at her abdomen. She jumped backwards, the blade just barely nicking her skin drawing a tiny drop of blood.
She smiled. ‘Finally, some really practice…’ Despite his pretty looks, Dresden was, in fact, a really talented fighter. His moves were fluid and graceful, but she could also feel the strength behind each strike. Together they danced around the room, the eyes of her classmates fading into the background. They were the only two Slayers for miles as far as they were concerned. She could tell that he was enjoying himself too.
Pulling back her whip, she flung it out and wrapped it around the skin of his wrist. His dark eyes widened for a moment before he used it to his advantage despite his bleeding arm. Vampires would have been rendered useless by this point. Unlike Slayers, vamps didn’t heal quickly, actually... they didn’t heal at all. They just sort of... rotted, like a zombie.
Suddenly, he had her on the ground, pushing his dagger against the soft skin of her throat. She held her breath. His eyes moved from her face and down to where his dagger pressed there, but he faltered as his gaze landed on the silvery scar that wrapped around her neck just under her chin.
She knew what Dresden was seeing. She usually hid the scar well. It was one of the many reasons why she kept her hair so long. Just behind her ear, stretching under the jawbone was a very clear indentation created by teeth. Unmistakably, vamp teeth. She watched as his body quivered above her. In fear? In anger? She couldn’t tell. His hand slipped forward and his blade sliced into her skin making her gasp in pain. His body was suddenly thrown off of her.
In seconds, Dresden was pinned to the floor by none other than Cole, the wolf man. They were a tangle of limbs and snarls, but Blue just stood there in confusion. When had he come in? Probably while she had been distracted during the fight. Still, she couldn't understand why he was attacking a student.
Dresden had gained some control back as he flipped Cole onto his back and repeatedly slammed his closed fist into his face. The rest of the class hooted and hollered encouraging words at both of them, only interested in the spectacle. Soon, Zion was parting the onlookers and preparing to step in.
“That's enough!” he yelled at the boys, but they ignored him. “I said stop! This is absolutely unacceptable!” He kept trying but they were in the zone. Nothing existed apart from their fight. “Cole Harlan, you don’t even teach this class!”
Blue was getting bored with their nonsense. She didn’t know if there was some sort of rivalry between the two of them that she didn’t know about, but they were acting like school children. She stepped forward, much too close to the scuffle and brought her fingers to her lips, letting loose an ear-splitting whistle. “Stop!”
Her brows rose in surprise when they froze and let each other go immediately. She honestly didn’t think that was going to work in the slightest. ‘Oh, well, might as well roll with it.’ she figured. The guys were breathing heavily, glaring at one another, but they backed off and got to their feet. Cole was about a foot taller than Dresden, but where Cole was all muscle and girth, Dresden was lean and lithe, but still incredibly strong.
“What the hell was that about?” she asked Cole, whose golden wolf eyes flickered to hers for a second before latching back on to Dresden with disdain. He didn’t answer. Stepping forward, Blue leveled him with a cold stare. “I’ll ask you again, what was all that, we were sparing and you what... decided to step in and finish the job for me?”
This time, Cole did look at her, with deeply furrowed eyebrows and a clenched jaw. “He hurt you,” Cole muttered, his voice still carrying a bit of his wolf in his growl. ‘Oh for the love of…’ A part of her wanted to be flattered and blush at the prospect of this huge guy defending her honor and defending her physically, but the larger and more dominant part of her wanted to rip him to shreds for assuming that she was incapable of taking care of herself. Besides, she barely even new Cole. Why did he care?
“Yeah... that's sort of the point of the exercise,” she deadpanned. The class snickered. This time, though, it wasn't at her expense. Still, Cole’s face showed no remorse.
Cole’s jaw twitched while Dresden just stared him down in irritation. “He made you bleed, that wasn’t a part of the curriculum. He does it again, he’s dead.” His wolfy canines flashed.
“Watch yourself, dog,” Dresden spat, taking a step closer and Blue knew they were seconds away from another brawl. Stepping between them, Blue pressed a hand to each of their chests, keeping them apart like children.
“Alright, girls, simmer down. I’m not exactly a damsel in distress over here. Get your shit together and cool off!” She could have sworn Dresden’s lips turned up slightly. “Cole, can I speak with you in the hall?” she asked, though it wasn't really a request.
Zion shuffled forward with a frown. “Excuse me, Ms. Graves, but class is still in sess…” He was cut off when Cole turned his hard yellow stare towards the instructor. Wisely stepping back, Zion turned to the class, calling for their attention. One by one they turned away from the drama, a bit reluctantly. Blue moved towards the door, not waiting for Cole to follow but knowing he would anyways. She could also feel the unmistakable caress of Dresden's gaze on her back as she left.
The hall was empty save for the flickering of a lonely torch, making Blue want to roll her eyes. Everything about Arcane was old, creepy and in need of remodeling. A presence at her back made her turn around. Cole was much too close, leaving barely any empty space between their bodies. Her breath hitched as her eyes traveled upwards, slowly. He really was a giant of a guy. Her head barely crested his shoulder and one of his arms seemed to be about the width of both of her thighs put together. His long, chocolate hair was wavy today, just curling at his shoulder blades and his beard looked freshly trimmed.
Crossing her arms defensively, she stepped away from his close proximity only to smack into the wall behind her. Cole smirked and she glared right back.
“Do we have a problem?” she gritted out.
Cole stepped forward, crowding her. “Not at all, baby girl, quite the opposite, in fact.” He smiled and it made her pulse race as his fangs glinted in the light. She hated the effect he had on her.
“I’m not your baby, and you need to stop. What happened back there with Dresden was embarrassing. I don’t need you defending me. You don’t even know me.”
“You could be,” he whispered.
Blue frowned. “Could be what?”
“Mine… if you just let it happen.”
“Whoa there, buddy!” She pressed a hand to his chest because he wouldn’t stop inching closer. “I’m not sure what you think is going on here, but it's not... that.”
His chest rumbled slightly. ‘Is he... purring?’
“The second I saw you I knew you were mine…” he said with finality. He was completely sure of his words. “I know you feel something for me; you’re only making it harder on both of us by denying it.”
Blue rolled her eyes. She knew werewolves took mates. Everyone knew this. Once a werewolf male locked onto the female of his choice, it was her or nobody. Their souls would latch onto the female supposedly created just for them, and that was it. But just the thought of being Cole’s mate was preposterous. She didn’t know this guy at all, despite the fact that her body seemed to be gravitating towards him each time he entered a room. Sure, he was wonderful to look at, he smelled incredible and his voice made her knees weak, but it didn’t mean anything. Not really.
“Hell no. I’m not your mate, you weirdo. Go find someone else because trust me, I’m not interested,” she lied.
Cole rumbled and she was pretty positive it was laughter. “Your mouth tells me one thing, but your body says something different."
“Huh?” she asked dumbly. Looking down, she noticed how close their bodies were. Sure enough, her hands were on his chest without her being aware of what she was doing. His body felt hard beneath her fingers and she longed to drag her nails down his shirt and rip it from his… ‘What the fuck is wrong with me?!’
Shaking her head, she dropped her hands. “What are you doing to me?” she asked accusingly. “Is this some sort of weird pheromone thing? Why do I feel like I can’t control myself around you?”
His eyes heated. “You're my mate, you're supposed to feel like this. Trust me, you have no idea how much I’m holding myself back right now. I’m not an asshole, Blue, but I know what I want... who I want, and I won't change my mind.”
“Is that why you went all psycho wolf on Dresden back there?”
Cole growled low and menacing, making her want to smirk. It was easy to rile him up. “You have no idea who that joker is, do you?”
“Am I supposed to? You people keep pretending like I’ve always been here. In case you failed to notice, I’ve been a bit out of the loop for about... oh yeah, a decade.”
“Trust me, I noticed.” He smirked at her, but it fell a moment later. “Dresden is bad news, Blue. Seriously, stay away from him.”
Folding her arms in front of her once again, Blue felt her anger rise. She was sick of people telling her what to do. “Don’t give me orders. You want to get on my bad side then go right ahead and keep ordering me around, see where it gets you, Cole.”
A slow smile spread across his face and his fangs peeked out again through his full lips. “I like it when you say my name,” he practically whispered. “So far, you’ve called me wolfy, wolf boy, Lassie and dog boy, but I much prefer it when you call me Cole.”
“Oh, for the love of…” She threw her hands in the air in exasperation. “Look, I need to get back in there, but can you please just promise to not do that shit again?”
“Only if you promise to give me a shot.”
“That's not a fair deal.”
He obviously didn’t care. “It's that, or I’ll go back to stalking your ass, only this time, I’ll make it obvious.”
She grumbled for a moment, knowing her protests would fall on deaf ears. The guy was obviously prepared to follow her around and she didn't feel like testing that. Besides, he really was a handsome devil. After her kiss with Jasper in the cemetery, the part of her brain which craved affection seemed to have awakened. What could it really hurt to indulge a little?
“Fine,” she relented and she watched as his eyes darkened to a molten gold. ‘Oh no.’
“That's all I needed to hear,” he declared before grabbing her by the cheeks and hauling her lips to his.
He kissed her furiously, every swipe of his tongue held a sense of strange urgency. He tasted like smoke and juniper tea—a mixture that she never knew could be so enticing. Blue growled in the back of her throat, surprising herself as she pushed into him a little harder. Bringing her arms up, she looped them around his broad neck, clasping her fingers tightly behind his head. 
She could feel Cole’s shaking fingers as they dragged down her back slowly. He was squeezing her, but not too tightly, but tight enough to let her know he meant it. The longer she held Cole in her arms, the more right it felt. His presence wrapped around her like a comforting embrace and for just a moment, she wondered if she just made a big ass mistake.










Chapter Ten

Sweat poured down her face as she rounded the next bend of the running track. She hurdled over each obstacle, not caring if the rain was pelting her in the face and soaking her to the bone. It was actually sort of relaxing to run in the daylight after spending so much of her life living in the night.
It was a warm rain that day, and she’d been running for an hour, but already things were starting to take a turn for the worse. For the first half hour, Jasper had been running drills alongside her, but after taking a sudden call from his mother, he’d disappeared and didn’t come back. She ran hard, sloshing through the mud and fighting the warm wind on her face. She hated cardio but recognized how needed it was. She’d been caught in situations before where running had been the very literal difference between life and death. Vampires were swift little beasties, but luckily, Slayers were always faster.
Since that day out in the graveyard when they’d been attacked by two rogue vampires, Blue’s head had been on a constant swivel. She didn’t trust this place to keep her safe… not like she used to when she was a child. Even the running track seemed too out in the open. Trees rose up around her like a giant wall of black and green. She could barely see the spires of Arcane through their tips. The track wasn’t made of nice cork like other schools she’d been to, it was made of dirt, which turned into thick mud whenever it rained. She was covered in the stuff. There were others out here and there, as rain wasn’t enough of a deterrent for a Slayer. They needed to train in all conditions if they had any hope of becoming the more dangerous predator. So, she slugged on, contemplating whether or not this whole situation was even worth it.
A hard shove sent her face first into the mud. She skidded to an abrupt stop, turning to the side and coughing up rainwater, but a kick to her stomach knocked the wind out of her. She hadn’t seen the blow coming. She’d been too lost inside her own head to realize she wasn’t alone.
Four pairs of shoes came into view, surrounding her. Looking up, her eyes widened as she met Jewel’s angry green gaze, but quickly looked to her right and left where two boys she didn’t know, and Jewel’s new best friend Krista stood shoulder to shoulder sneering down at her. One of the boys was burly, with ashy blonde hair. He would have been handsome, with cornflower blue eyes and smooth features, but the snarl on his face made him instantly unattractive. The other one was a well-built Asian guy, probably in his early twenties. His hair was tied back in a bun and his eyes didn’t hold quite the same amount of malice as the others. In fact, this boy looked like he really didn’t want to be there.
“Why are you still on the ground, vamp lover?” Jewel spat. Literally. She spat in the mud beside Blue. “You’re getting soft.”
Blue rolled her eyes, unamused. Everyone wanted to be tough in front of their friends. “What do you want, JJ?”
Jewel’s mouth twisted in disgust. “I want you out of my school.”
Running a hand over her face, Blue wicked off a glob of mud, and luckily the rain helped wash it away. “Are we still doing this?” she asked incredulously. “I’ve been here for weeks; don’t you ever get tired of the same old insults? Next you’re going to tell me this town ain’t big enough fer the two of us.” Blue snorted. So did the Asian boy.
Jewel and Krista cast the guy a glare and he sobered right up, but Blue at least knew there was one person here who might not hate her as much as she thought. The people here were like sheep sometimes. She only knew a handful of them personally, but the others just seemed to fall in line and did what they were told without question. They were told to hate her, and so they did.
“I don’t know what it’s going to take to make you leave, Blue, but I’m tired of having to look at you.” There was so much hatred in JJ’s eyes and still, it made something in Blue’s chest squeeze. “I hate you; we all fucking hate you, don’t you get that? Things were finally starting to go alright for me.” Her voice cracked a little, some of her bravado breaking. “I was ready to be top of my class, graduating with honors so I can get the hell out of this city and do something with my life after everything your family took.” She squatted down until they were face to face.
The others just stood there looking awkward now. “I haven’t been back home in seven years, Blue. I stay here at the Academy while everyone else goes home to see their families… but I don’t have a family, now do I?” she asked, voice heavy with ten years’ worth of anger and sadness. She shook her head, brown curls soaked with rain. “No, you took them from me. Now I have a mother who never leaves her fucking office because she can't stand to live in that house without dad. Your family ruined my whole life and now I have to see your goddamn face every fucking day? It’s not fair. You’re so selfish and you don’t even care!”
Her shoulders were heaving. Blue just watched her old friend with a clenched jaw. There was nothing she could say. Jewel obviously needed to get this off her chest. Krista laid a hand on JJ’s shoulder. “Jewel, maybe we should g—”
Jewel cut her off with a sharp look. “Shut up, Kris.” Turning back to Blue, she wiped a stray tear from the corner of her eye. “Stay out of my fucking way… before I have to make you.”
The four of them turned to leave while Blue just sat there in the mud. She watched them disappear into the foggy rain and around the corner of the school. But before she could get to her feet, there was a hand reaching out to help her up. Her eyes connected with the soft light brown of the Asian boy. He smiled a watery smile, and made a grabby gesture with his fingers, yet again offering her a helping hand. Sighing, she accepted, and he hoisted her to her feet. Jewel and the others were long gone now.
“You should really stay out of her way…” he murmured, eyes shifting around nervously before coming back to her.
Blue scoffed. “I’m not here to tiptoe around Jewel Hobbs. I’m here to graduate and that’s all. Besides, she’s the one who found me all the way out here, not the other way around.” She blinked at him. “Why are you still here?”
The guy ran a hand through his black hair nervously. “Not all of us hate you, just so you know.” His words were earnest, and she really didn’t think he was bullshitting her.
Folding her arms over her chest, she took him in with heavy suspicion. “Could have fooled me.”
He sighed, shoving his hands in his pants pockets. “Look,” he leveled with her. “Not all of us are sheep. I know it seems like it, but there are some of us who realize you're innocent. I think it’s wrong how everyone wants to blame you for what your parents did… it’s not fair. I just wanted you to know that not all of us are blind… just scared, I guess.”
Blue frowned, not understanding. “Scared of what? Scared of Jewel?”
He shook his head. “No, of course not. Maybe scared was the wrong word… but you being here changes things. The Conclave has never gone back on an exile before and people just don’t know what to think. We grew up hearing stories about the Graves family massacre, and it’s sort of hard to just disregard ten years of hearing about you. I don’t know how to explain it to you, but it’s like you’re not even a real person or something. I mean shit, your story is in our history textbooks.” He looked a bit guilty now.
She stepped forward, and to her surprise, he didn’t flinch or back away. “Then imagine how it feels on my end.” She tapped her chest with her palm. “I’ve lived with the memory of that night for a decade, and when I finally had the chance to come back home again… I’m treated like a monster. Maybe you and these ‘other’s’ you talk about, should pull your heads out of your collective asses and think for yourselves for once. I’m a fucking person, in case none of you noticed.”
The guy looked to his feet, shame clouding his dark eyes. He shook his head, black hair flinging little droplets of water around his shoulders. She’d almost forgotten how hard it was raining. “For what it’s worth, I’m sorry. I’m sorry you have to put up with this shit. Jewel’s been a good friend to me for years now, and I know she’s not a bad person, even if what she’s doing is petty.”
“Then why don’t you tell her that?” Blue asked.
“It’s not that simple. She’s hurting…”
“We’re all hurting!”
His eyes widened and he took a step back. “I get it, alright? I know. But there’s no reasoning with her. She’s been angry for so long and I don’t see that changing any time soon, especially with you showing up out of nowhere like a freakin ghost from the past.” His eyes turned pleading. “I know it’s a lot to ask, but can you try to just give her some time?”
Huffing, Blue looked away, not wanting him to see the rage in her eyes. He wanted her to give Jewel time? She’d given her ten years… ten years that JJ got to spend living within the safety of the Conclave’s watch… ten years she was supported by their community and coddled while Blue was cast aside, and he wanted her to give her more? She shook her head and kicked at the mud. He just didn’t understand what he was asking.
After a few moments of silence, the guy probably figured he wasn’t about to get much more out of her, because he just sighed and started to walk away. Blue turned to him before he reached the edge of the track. “What’s your name?!” she called out through the pouring rain.
He turned. “Xavier!” he told her with a small smile. “It was nice meeting you, Blue Graves.” He glanced from side to side. “But you might want to find a new place to work out, I doubt that’s the last time Jewel will want a piece of you…”
With that, he walked away, tucking his hands into his hoodie pockets as he ran through the downpour. She watched him go, but for some reason, she felt a little warmer inside…
*
She still had energy to burn, but after checking the workout rooms and the training classrooms, she found that most of them were already full. She didn’t want to push her luck and take a chance that maybe these ‘others’ Xavier claimed were out there, wouldn’t welcome her with open arms.
So, she jogged the halls of Arcane, shaking out her limbs that were coiled for a good fight. She’d been cooped up at the school for too long and she was already itching for some action. After spending half her life hunting and fighting, remaining idle for this long was starting to wear on her sanity. At this point, she almost wished for another attack… but then she felt guilty as Savannah’s face flashed before her eyes.
A flash of something white caught her eye as she passed by a staircase to the left of the hallway. There was nobody around at this hour as most people were in their last class of the day or getting ready to head to dinner. She wasn’t hungry in the slightest, and figured if she needed to eat later, she’d just slink back into the kitchens for one of her famous midnight snacks.
Jogging up the staircase, she came to a stop at the first landing and looked around. She’d never been in this area of the castle before. It was dark and damp, and the stone steps were bowed in the center, as if from centuries of feet tromping up and down, wearing them down. Cobwebs lined the walls, stretching from corner to corner, and she could have sworn she heard a slight flutter of what sounded like bat wings above her head. Looking up, she was surprised to see that the ceiling rose way above her, several stories up in the shape of a cylindrical tower. She was on the first level of that tower and noticed that the stairs continued to swirl around the edges of the wall.
Another flash of white caught her eye. This time, she caught it. A small translucent head poked around the corner, close enough for her to make out the face of a small child… a little girl. The spirit smiled at Blue and giggled behind her palm silently, making no sound at all. Blue found herself smiling back, knowing the little girl posed no danger in that form. It wasn’t uncommon to come across a wayward ghost in a castle as old as Arcane. The girl disappeared again, and Blue didn’t hesitate to follow her. She took the stone stairs three at a time, laughing as the swishing shape of a flowy lace dress and ribbons swirled around each corner. She was getting higher up in the tower, about six levels now, but she was more curious than anything.
On every landing, there was a single wooden door in the shape of an arch, and every single time she tried to pull one open, they were all locked. But by the time she got to the very top of the tower, there was one door left, and it was cracked open ever so slightly. The ghost girl was nowhere in sight. Instead of turning back around to go look for her, Blue crept forward, pushing the door inwards, letting a warm draft blow her ponytail over her shoulder.
Inside was a room about the size of one of her classrooms on the lower levels. It was warm inside, almost stuffy. There were two torches on opposing walls, covering the space in a flickering orange light. She closed the door behind her softly. Looking around, she spotted several familiar shapes. The room was filled with punching bags, dummies and weapons racks. She looked around with wide eyes at the impressive setup. It seemed someone at this school was getting special privileges…
Running her hand over a punching bag, Blue gave the thing an experimental punch, and the resounding slap echoed through the room.
“What the hell are you doing in here?”
She whirled around, pulling a stake from her holster at her hip. Even wearing workout clothing, she still refused to leave her dorm room without at least one weapon. She’d learned that lesson a long time ago. Out of the shadows, Dresden appeared, and she felt her mouth dry up instantly.
He stalked forward, wrapping one of his hands in an ace bandage, looking like he was about to jump into the ring at a fight club. His shirt was off, and he wore only a pair of black workout shorts with a white drawstring at the waist. She was fucking speechless. Of all the things or people she imagined might be up there, he’d been the last one on her mind. Her eyes traced over him unabashedly. His skin glowed in the torchlight, and he glistened everywhere with a fine sheen of sweat. Licking her lips, she couldn’t fight the heat that flared in her stomach. The damn man looked fucking edible.
“Do I need to repeat myself, Graves?” he came closer. She could smell the sweat on his skin, but instead of being repulsive, it only drew her in more. “How did you find this room?”
Tearing her eyes from his rippling abs, she looked into his dark eyes and smirked. “You disappointed I found your hidey hole?”
“This room is private, and I’d appreciate it if you wouldn’t tell anyone about it,” he grumbled, still wrapping up his fist.
Blue turned around, walking over to the punching bag again and leaned against it. She folded her arms over her chest and crossed her feet at the ankles. “Why are you so special? You’ve got a pretty sweet setup here, it’s kind of selfish to keep it all to yourself, don’t you think?”
“I think you need to leave.” Dresden approached her again, clearly not caring that he was crowding her. She wondered if that was just a guy thing… never giving you enough personal space and always feeling the need to intimidate you with their proximity.
“I call dibs,” she announced. His eyebrows rose to his hairline.
“Tough shit, this place is mine,” he snapped.
Shaking her head, she looked around the room with calculating eyes. “Well unless you want me blabbing about our secret spot to everyone in school, I’d say you’re better off letting me use it too.” She patted him on the shoulder lightly and he frowned down at her hand. “I won’t get in your way... promise.” She smiled as she held up her pinky, showing all of her teeth.
Dresden huffed. “Why do you need it, this school has state of the art training facilities and your tuition is free. Why not use what Arcane offers you?”
She rolled her eyes at his ignorance. “In case it’s escaped your notice, these people treat me like a venereal disease,” she deadpanned. “What’s your excuse?”
He blinked at her for a few long moments and for a minute she thought he was just going to ignore her. It wouldn’t have been a surprise. “I’ve been working out in this room since ninth grade… it used to be a storage room, but the school let me convert it into a gym.”
“Oh right, special privileges…” she mused aloud, making him sneer. His family must have some serious cash.
“I wasn’t planning on sharing it, least of all with you.”
Holding a palm to her chest, she scoffed mockingly, “Oh, now I’m offended!”
Shaking his head, a few strands of his pale hair fell out of his man bun and settled around his shoulders. She tracked the movement of those strands, marveling at the way they kissed his unblemished skin. Fingers snapping in front of her face pulled her back to reality. Dresden had an irritating smirk plastered across his stupidly handsome face.
Before he could call her out on it, she clapped her hands together once and widened her stance with a wicked smile on her lips. “So, are we gonna train, or what?”
He blinked. “I never even said you could stay…”
She rolled her eyes, brushing by him as she stalked to the other side of the mat laid out over the stone floor. “I think we’ve already established that I called dibs, now get your fine ass over here and fight me!” She raised her fingerless glove covered fists in front of her face, but Dresden just stood there, staring at her like a dumbass with his lips partially open. “You’ll catch flies that way,” she singsonged as she started to hop comically around the mat.
Snapping his mouth closed, he narrowed his eyes on her, but she didn’t miss the tilting of his lips as he fought a smirk. “You look like an idiot right now.” Dresden cracked his knuckles as he stalked over. “You’re so eager to have your ass kicked again, Graves…”
She laughed. “The only reason I didn’t lay your ass out in class the other day was because wolf boy decided to intervene… I had it handled.”
Dresden shook his head. “It’s okay to admit you needed your boyfriend to save you from the big bad Slayer,” he teased.
“Cole isn’t my boyfriend…” she muttered. She didn’t know why she felt the need to correct him, but suddenly, his dark eyes flared with heat and he dove for her.
Blue spun out of the way, bouncing on the balls of her feet. Dresden caught himself and rolled forward in a fluid motion until he was twisting back around on his feet. His eyes were alight, more so than she thought him capable of. She jabbed at his face twice, just to test the waters and he dodged the blows easily.
Going low, Dresden tackled her, swiping her feet off the mat and her back slammed to the ground, hard. The air whooshed from her lungs as she rolled to the side, not giving him the opportunity to pin her down. Kicking out, she jabbed him in the shin with her booted foot, making him curse and stagger to the side.
Smirking evilly, Blue took the opportunity to tackle him right back. They rolled on the mat, and Dresden tried to grapple with her, attempting to get her arm bent up behind her head. They were covered in sweat as they fumbled, and she was quickly realizing that he pretty much matched her strength wise.
“Come on, you rookie, stop letting me win,” she gritted out.
Dresden scoffed. “Who the fuck are you calling a rookie?” He slammed her shoulder blades down as he fought to pry her thighs open for better leverage. “You think you’re the only one who’s been in the shit?”
For a second she froze, but she shook her head and kept up her resistance. “Bullshit! You’ve been pretty and pampered in this fucking cult your whole life; you don’t have a clue what it’s like out there…”
With a growl, she flipped him over, managing to slam his hands behind his head, trying to hold onto his wrists, but his footwork was too complex. His hips swiveled. She tried not to enjoy the feel of his pelvis grinding against her core. She cursed herself for acting like some sort of horned up juvenile… but it’d been a long time.
Breaking free, he caught her by the throat, which was technically an illegal sparring move. Switching their positions once again, he grappled with her until he had her pinned to the floor by the throat. He was cutting off her air supply as he brought his face close to hers. His lips were almost grazing the corner of her mouth. “Guess again, babe,” he whispered.
Frowning, she let her body relax ever so slightly. She had no idea what he was talking about. Her eyes flitted between his in confusion, but in the next second, his lips were on hers. She’d been blindsided. His tongue pried her lips apart, invading every part of her as he explored her mouth. His grip on her throat only let up long enough for him to remove one hand. The other was still firmly gripping her sweaty skin.
She found herself kissing him back, not sure why she couldn’t find the power to stop. He tasted like sweat and mint, but she savored it. She felt him all around her as his hips pressed her into the ground. Her hips thrust off the mats, grinding upwards against the hardness in his workout shorts. Dresden growled into her mouth. The sound was one of frustration, as if he himself didn’t realize why the hell he was kissing the enemy. She didn’t care. She just craved him. She didn’t know how long this bliss would last, but she wanted to revel in the feel of him while it lasted. The more he held her close, the more she began to… feel. She fought it, but it was too late…
The way he kissed her felt like standing at the edge of a waterfall, staring down into a black abyss. He tasted like danger and uncertainty; like the sureness of the earth beneath your feet but knowing that it was fleeting. He kissed her until it was painful. Until the thought of what came after made her palms sweat and her throat dry up. 
She was afraid of the moments that would inevitably come next... the moment reality snapped back into place and coldness replaced the warmth between them. She knew he'd return to that removed, indifferent man she'd been wary of for weeks now. The moment had swept them both away and caught him off guard. The taste of his lips was almost addictive, and knowing that there was a chance she'd never get to indulge again made her feel hollow. 
And so, she gripped him tighter, running a hand up the front of his chest, feeling the hard muscle mixed with sweat that slicked his skin. Every part of him was granite. His skin was hot and glowing in the torchlight. His pale hair curled at the ends where it grazed his bare shoulders after somehow coming undone from his bun. She could feel him growing impossibly hard against her stomach as he pushed her into the ground. 
He started grinding, grunting against her lips each time his cock brushed her hot core. She wore only a sports bra and shorts, so she felt everything when the hand that wasn’t wrapped around her throat began to drift over the skin of her torso. They never broke their violent kisses, even when his fingers snuck over her abdomen and dipped down, grazing her clit through the thin material of her shorts. She moaned lazily into his mouth as he pressed down harder.
Her hips were thrusting against him, needing him, begging him to get closer, to bring her to the peak she craved. Dresden lifted his hips slightly, allowing his hand to snake down the front of her shorts until he was cupping her mound. She whimpered against his lips as he bit down. He thrust two fingers inside of her, moving them in and out swiftly while the pad of his thumb pressed down on her clit.
Breathing hard, she moaned over and over again every time he curled his fingers deep inside her, hitting her in that special spot that made her want to melt into a pile of goo. Her thighs spread wider. Dresden picked up the pace, rubbing her clit in even, fast strokes until a wave of heat rolled over her entire body, flowing through her limbs as her toes curled. He removed his fingers from her pussy and started grinding faster. Tearing his mouth from hers, Dresden buried his face in her shoulder, pumping his hips frantically, dry humping her until she was shattering all over the place. She moaned deep, shuddering in his arms as he stilled.
Dresden growled into her shoulder; his whole body was quivering as he tried to hold himself over her steadily. She knew he just came in his shorts, and that knowledge made her feel powerful. As he slowed and finally stilled, that same feeling of dread and doubt washed over her.
He raised his head, turning his face until their eyes locked and she had to hold back angry tears. The heat in his eyes had been replaced with loathing. Clenching his jaw, he wrenched himself from her body and stood, raking his hands through his long blonde hair. “What the fuck!” he yelled, almost to himself; his deep voice echoed off the walls.
He was pacing now. Blue sat up, her head still spinning, but she couldn’t pry her eyes off of him and his fury. “Dres…” she started to call out, but he snapped his eyes to her, his glare burning a hole through her body.
“Don’t say my fucking name…” he started to back away. “That was a mistake. I can’t want you!”
“What are talking about?” Blue whispered. She didn’t have it in her to yell. She just felt an aching emptiness clawing at her chest.
He was near the door now. “I don’t know what the fuck I was thinking.” He wrenched it open and turned to glare at her once more. Again, there was something haunting in his eyes that she just didn’t understand. “Stay the hell away from me, Graves.”
Her heart dropped into her stomach as he slammed out the door. She listened to the sound of his footsteps as they began to fade away, but she just couldn’t bring herself to move from that spot. Everything happened so fast; she didn’t know what to think or feel.
She just knew she wanted him to come back…






Chapter Eleven

The weekend passed by without much happening. For the most part, Blue and Ronnie stayed locked up in their dorm, vegging out on pilfered snacks watching Netflix on their laptops. Well, Blue spent most of that time trying and failing at not thinking about Dresden and how hard his rejection slapped her in the face.
One of the things she was endlessly thankful for was the fact that Arcane had wifi. The place may look like a gothic castle, but it was full of teens and young adults who, if given enough down time, could become restless. It was a boring Sunday night when there came a knocking at her bedroom door. Frowning, Blue looked to Ronnie who was sprawled out on her bed eating Cheetos and shrugged. The moment she swung open the door, David came barreling in, shoving past her and holding a sheet of paper in his hands.
“Come on in, Dav…” she drawled as she shut the door once more. David was already perched on the end of her unmade bed, still looking at the paper.
“Don’t keep us waiting, what is that?” prodded Ronnie. The redhead sat up, wiping Cheeto dust from her night shirt and closing the lid of her computer.
David looked up with an unreadable gleam in his bright eyes. “Something's happened. There was an attack in Portland; the Conclave made an announcement this morning.”
Blue was at his side in an instant. “Elaborate.”
His eyes flit over the newspaper again. “Apparently there was some sort of attack last night during a high school football game. The lights went out and the field was overrun with bloodsuckers. The Conclave was notified, and a few teams were dispatched, but they were too late…”  He hung his head.
A sick feeling welled in her stomach. “How bad is it?” She fought the bitterness that came next. She had zero faith in the Conclave and their ability to properly handle an attack. She and Harlow had been cleaning up their messes for years. Living in the city, she'd seen her fair share of vampire attacks. They swarmed the more desolate areas and seemed to flock to that part of the state due to its near constant cloud cover and rainy days. It had gotten so bad before she left for school, that three attacks a week wasn't all that abnormal.
“Number of casualties?” Ronnie asked with a tremble of fury in her voice.
David blinked at them. “One hundred and fourteen humans... most of them teenagers. They came from nowhere and everywhere.”
Anger rolled through her body. ‘All those humans…’ She felt sick. It was a Slayer’s job to protect the humans from the monsters in the night. It was bred into their very DNA. “There must be a nest somewhere…” she mused aloud as she began to pace the room. She thought most of the nests were near California after being driven out the past few years. She wasn’t aware any had moved back in to the area.
“That's what the general consensus is,” David agreed.
“I knew something was starting…” Blue grumbled. “I never should have left the city. Harlow's out there by herself while I’m stuck here going to freakin math class!” The more she thought about it, the more frantic she became. Whipping out her phone, Blue called Harlow only to reach her voicemail. “She’s not answering... that’s not like Harlow; she’s attached to her phone and always picks up for me.”
Ronnie came over and laid a hand on her shoulder. “It doesn’t mean anything, Blue. Not yet. I’m sure she’s just busy. Give her some time and if she doesn’t call back soon, then we’ll worry.” Blue knew her friend was right. She was jumping the gun. Still though, she couldn't help but feel the little niggling of doubt in the back of her mind.
“Harlow Graves is just as much of a Slayer as the rest of us,” David tried to reassure her. He rubbed a small, comforting circle on her back. “She had a good few years of training at Arcane and another ten in the field. Don’t doubt her skills just because you aren’t there to help her. I’m guessing she’s fine and you’re worrying for nothing.”
She lost some of the tension in her shoulders. “No, you're right. It's just… we've been a team for so long and I hate the thought of her being out there without me.”
“I think you're forgetting who the older sibling is, girl,” teased Ronnie, making Blue crack a small smile.
Harlow may have been the eldest, but she knew that her sister was soft in all the ways that Blue was hard. She'd been sheltered from the worst parts of their lives while Blue had been thrust right in the middle of it all, forced to do unspeakable things... things she’d give anything to forget.
*
The school was buzzing with the news from Portland. With Arcane being only fifty miles from the densely populated city, every Slayer on campus was on edge.
Not a single person had forgotten about Savannah Crow or the fact that her change had gone unsolved, even after many more weeks. People still watched Blue with accusing eyes everywhere she went. Rumors circulated around and for the most part, she tried to ignore them. She avoided Jewel as well, not wanting to rile up her old friend turned mean girl, even if it did physically hurt to look at her sometimes.
Back when they were younger, Blue and Jewel would pretend to lead a Slayer team of their own, always working together and having each other’s backs. They had been inseparable and vowed to stick together forever. The fact that JJ could barely stand the sight of her these says only twisted the knife lodged in her chest even further. Guilt was there too, always hiding in the back of her psyche. It was misplaced, she knew that, but it was just as potent as it had been all those years ago. Logically, Blue knew that none of it was her fault, or even Harlow's. Her sister hadn't even been present, but Blue had seen it all—the blood, the gore, the loss…
“Alone again, I see. Can I count on this becoming a pattern?” asked Jasper as he flopped into the chair next to her as she ate her breakfast of soggy fruit loops. She rolled her eyes, forcing herself to eat another bite, though it tasted like dust in her mouth.
“Ah, come on, I thought we were friends?” He pushed out his full bottom lip and Blue huffed out a laugh reluctantly. Jasper was irritating on the best of days, but damn it if he didn’t have gallons of charm.
“Did you need something? I can't imagine you're over here for the company. Don't you have a graveyard to stalk somewhere?”
Leaning back casually, Jasper ran a hand over his buzzed brown hair and got comfortable in his seat. “I could ask you the same thing, my little graverobber…” He smirked. “Actually, I did come here for a reason, believe it or not.”
“Oh boy, this is thrilling,” she drawled sarcastically. Still, he smiled at her, making her heart thump just a little bit faster. He really was a handsome devil. She had to fight it when she kept glancing at his lips… remembering the delicious way he tasted. He looked better than he had before if it was possible, with his freshly shaved face, highlighting that amazing jawline of his. His strange eyes glimmered as he ran his gaze over her form. She felt every second of it.
“I was wondering if you would be my date to the banquet after the Trials…” Somehow, he sounded nervous. She would have laughed if she hadn’t been so caught off-guard. A cold feeling ran through her.
She sat there for a moment with no words. That was definitely the very last thing she had expected him to ask her. “The one in December? The one that isn’t for another three months?” She was deflecting, trying to shove away unwanted memories of the last time she’d been allowed to attend that particular banquet.
His smile turned up a notch and his green eyes sparkled. Blue had to look at the space between his eyebrows because every time they made eye contact, all she could do was remember the feel of his lips on hers and smell his rich, leathery scent all around her. Shaking herself out of teen girl world, Blue forced a laugh. “You’re a little early, don't you think? What if we hate each other in three months.”
“All the more reason for me to hang around, right? I mean, if we have three months to fall madly in love, why not set a goal?” Reaching out, he took it upon himself to grab her glass of orange juice and kill it. “Besides, I wanted to lock it down before some other sad sack has the chance to beat me to it.” He winked.
“What happened to no strings?” she asked, remembering what he’d promised her out in that graveyard.
He snorted. “Again, I’m not asking you to marry me. I just wanted a date before someone else manages to snatch you up.”
“Trust me, Jas, I’m pretty sure you're the only one in line for a date with the school pariah. I’m not exactly popular around here.”
His face was unreadable for a moment before he scooted his chair closer with an audible screech that had others glaring over at their table. “You called me, Jas…” He smiled even wider. It made his eyes crinkle at the corners. “Does this mean we're going steady?” He batted those chestnut lashes like an idiot. ‘Damn he was fucking charming…’
“Nice try, bud. Hate to break it to you, but I'm not really in the market for a boyfriend at the moment.” She shrugged and resumed her now even soggier cereal.
“That's alright, take your time. But someday, you'll realize we're soulmates.”
“Not likely,” she muttered, forcing herself not to smile. “I still don’t get why you’re wasting your time on me. Everyone else pretty much hates my guts around here but you act like it's no big deal what my family did. You defended me that first day without even meeting me. I don’t get it, are you messing with my head or are you for real?”
His teasing face became serious for a moment as he seemed to be contemplating his next words. His eyes bounced between her multicolored ones. “I’m really not fucking with you. I actually dig you a whole hell of a lot, and to answer your question, I’m not really the sort of guy who gives a shit about dumb ass rumors. I like you, and I don’t think you’re a bad person just because something tragic happened.” He reached out and took her hand in his, causing warmth to spread up her arm and through her chest.
He stared down at their entwined hands and rubbed the pad of his thumb along her finger. “My family moved to the community when I was seventeen. We lived in Canada for most of my life until my mom got a letter from the school requesting my older brother Marcus’ attendance.” His greenish eyes darkened ever so slightly, and she instinctively knew this was a sore subject for Jasper.
She squeezed his hand. “You don’t have to tell me... it's okay,” she assured him honestly and he exhaled a long breath.
“Nah, it's fine... just hard sometimes, but it's not like it's a secret or anything.” He looked around for a moment. “Hey, do you want to take a walk with me before class?”
Thinking about it, a walk sounded pretty awesome right about then. Blue nodded her head and stood, but Jasper had already grabbed her empty bowl of mush and tossed in the trash for her. They ignored the stares of disapproval cast their way as they made their way through the room and out the back doors of the kitchen. It was the same path she had taken the day she’d gone for a walk in the graveyard.
The air was much clearer that morning, the blue sky above them had not a single cloud in sight and the sun shone brightly—rare for that time of year. Fall was present and with it came the dying of the trees and the danger that came with the heavy cloud cover. They walked in easy silence, side by side and Blue couldn't help but feel incredibly comfortable next to Jasper. His presence was steady and reassuring, even if she barely knew him. He felt like someone she could trust, and trust was a rare thing for a Graves.
“So, your brother…” she prompted and for a split second, she watched him wince. “I-I’m sorry, I’m being nosey…” she tried to backtrack, but Jasper placed a hand on her shoulder, stopping her in her tracks. His palm coasted along her arm until he caught her hand in his and held on tight.
“It’s fine. I brought it up in the first place. Sometimes it just takes me a minute to process. It's been years but it never seems to get any easier.” She looked into his eyes but had to tilt her head up because he was just that tall. With the sunlight filtering in from the tree cover, it made his dark brown hair look ever so slightly red, just like those long, dark lashes of his. He was distractingly handsome.
The continued walking, hand in hand. “Marcus loved this place,” he said after a few moments of silence. She kept quiet, content to let him speak. “He loved the action, the danger... always had. Even though my mom hated it.” He smiled fondly. “Mom’s just human, so she didn’t understand, but she always supported us.” They wound their way down the familiar cobblestone path. “We were adopted... back when Marcus was only five and I was an three. I don’t know anything about my birth family. Mostly because I never really asked. I know their names and stuff, but my mom was all I needed. She knew what we were when she took us in, but I think she stayed away all those years because she wanted to keep us safe. We trained with an old friend of my birth parents', but it wasn’t until that letter that mom moved us back here.”
Jasper’s eyes were far away, lost in memory. She soaked it all in, finally getting a feel for the man behind all that snark. He was a complex person, and she was realizing slowly, how incredibly strong he was if he was able to open up to her like that. “Marcus was so excited when he got that letter freshman year of high school. Mom didn't want to let him go, but we all knew she’d never hold him back from anything. We moved to the states and settled near Portland while Marcus attended Arcane. He barely made it a few years before…” He seemed to choke on his words for a moment.
Blue grabbed his arm reassuringly with the hand that wasn't squeezing his palm. “Before what?”
Jasper cleared his throat. “They got him in the sewers.” Blue could feel a growl rumbling in her chest. Her hand fisted at her side. “It was supposed to be a stake out; a training exercise to find one of the smaller nests and report back, but the bloodsuckers were waiting for him and his partner.” He looked to his feet, jaw clenched. “He never made it back… barely any fucking time in the real world and Marcus was gone already. I had to beg mom to let me come here, but she’s still not happy about it.”
They were silent for a moment. Contemplative. “Jas, I don’t know what to say. I want to say I’m sorry, but I know what it's like to hear it. It doesn’t help, so I won’t.”
He smiled sadly, looking down at her in appreciation. “Thanks. I mean it. Sometimes I don't need a sorry; sometimes I just need to hear myself say it out loud.”
They came to a stop at the gates of the graveyard. It seemed to be their spot now. In all honesty, despite the vamp attack the last time she’d been there, she still preferred the dark, dreary graveyard to being at school filled with everyone who despised her. Looking out over the headstones, they watched as spirits floated nearby, not doing anything in particular other than wandering around aimlessly, doing whatever it was that spirits did to keep themselves occupied.
“Was his body ever found?” she asked Jasper, biting her tongue immediately. She really needed to stop the word vomit.
“Yeah, they found him the next day, washed up along a river embankment. We had him cremated that same day. He’s at rest now at least, so there's that…”  He leaned against the black wrought iron gate, resting his tanned, tattooed forearms over the edge while he watched over the spirits.
“What's with the tatts?” she asked, unable to help her burning curiosity.
His hand absently traced over the black ink on his wrist as he smiled at a private joke. “I guess I went a little nuts after Marcus died. I was obsessed with becoming the badass that I always remembered my brother being.” He laughed at himself. “I wanted to be bigger, badder than he was so that someday, I could kill all the fuckers responsible for taking him from me. I guess tattoos just seemed like a good outlet for a while.”
Blue laughed openly at the confession. “Well, they suit you.” She winked. “You've got the whole hot, brooding bad boy thing locked down.”
“You think I'm hot?” he asked with a wicked grin. “Sexy, even?”
“Now you’re putting words in my mouth, buddy.” Blue rolled her eyes.
Jasper pulled away from the fence, turning towards her and caging her body against the wrought iron posts. Her heartbeat picked up and she was almost afraid to breathe. She didn't know what it was about these guys that suddenly turned her into a massive pile of goop, but she wasn't sure she ever wanted it to stop. 
“You've got to stop calling me buddy... I don't feel very buddy-like right now, do you?” His voice was gravelly and lower than she was used to.
She watched his pupils dilate and his jaw go rigid. The muscles in his arms tensed as they caged her body between them. Jasper towered over her like a giant, making her feel small and dainty but she loved it. She’d been a tough girl her whole childhood, it was sort of nice feeling like a real girl for once.
Jasper brought one of his large hands to her waist, placing his palm on her hip bone and adding a bit of pressure. Her skin tingled where his fingertips grazed the slightly exposed skin of her abdomen. Skimming his hand up her torso, she let a shudder visibly roll over her and watched as his eyes darkened even more. Dipping his head down, his lips caressed hers and they felt like silk between her own.
He tasted like sin and felt like fire as she pushed into him further. His hands had gone from her sides to caressing her face in an instant. The kiss grew more frantic and more intense when suddenly, he was lifting her up with ease and turning her around so that her back was pinned to a nearby tree.
His lips left hers, but only for a moment while he kissed down the side of her pale neck. He growled under his breath, cursing slightly when she let out a breathy moan. She was humming with pleasure as he pinned her against the bark. Her Slayer skin was strong enough that the feel of the scratchy bark didn't irritate her and she was never more grateful for her durability than in that moment.
Raking her fingernails over his scalp, she continued to trail her hands down his neck and over his shoulders. Gripping on tighter, his hips ground into hers urgently, causing her to toss her head back without a care in the world. He was a mad man, possessed by his lust for her and she loved it. In the back of her mind, she knew they were being watched, but the spirits hardly counted. If anything, they were getting a hell of a show to break up the monotony. She wanted to fuck him on the forest floor, to ride him hard and fast until she was screaming. She couldn’t get enough of him, and she was positive the feeling was mutual.
“Well, isn't this just the cutest,” came a voice she wanted to hear the very least in the entire world at that moment.
They broke apart with long, aggravated groans. Jasper gently lowered her back to the ground, both of them breathing hard. Jewel stood there watching with her arms crossed over her chest, foot tapping the soil beneath her boots. Next to her stood that same unfamiliar blond boy from the other day, but on her other side stood... Dresden. His brown eyes looked almost black as he watched her, his jaw was ticking and hands were fisting at his sides. There was a fury there and she could hardly muster the strength to look away. His black hoodie was pulled up, but his light hair spilled out of it, falling over his shoulders softly. Half of his face was shrouded in darkness, but those eyes were impossible to miss.
“What do you want, JJ?” Blue called out to her once best friend.
Jewel rolled her eyes, ignoring the nickname. Blue only used it to goad the bitch. “Trust me, Graves, there's nothing I want from you,” she sneered, her dark eyes filled with hatred and disgust.
“It’s time to go, Jewel,” ordered Dresden as he reached out a hand to grip Jewel’s wrist. Narrowing her eyes on that grip, Blue couldn't help but feel a sickening swirl of something foreign in her gut. Seeing Dresden’s fingers on JJ was almost enough to make her physically sick and it confused the hell out of her. She didn’t even like the pretty boy.
“Don’t let us run you off your little nature walk, we’re happy to take this back to my room,” Jasper snapped. Blue looked at him in confusion, but his eyes were locked on Dresden, who glared at Jasper as if he could burn him to ash where he stood.
Blue chose to ignore their little standoff, knowing she didn’t owe Dresden anything after he told her to stay away. “I’ll be seeing you, JJ.” Blue winked at the girl, causing Jewel’s mouth to flatten even more.
Grabbing Jasper's hand, she laced their fingers together and squeezed tightly. He squeezed back reassuringly before they moved to pass the three intruders. Jewel only glared at her, but as Blue passed closely to get around the bend in the graveyard fence, her steps almost faltered as she felt the unmistakable caress of a rough male hand on her other arm.
Her eyes snapped briefly to Dresden, knowing he’d reached out to her for reasons unknown. The moment their skin touched, however, warmth bloomed within her. His dark, unreadable stare was piercing, though the moment only lasted less than a second. Soon, they were walking back down the wooded path just in time for their morning classes.














Chapter Twelve

Two more days passed with no word from Harlow. Blue was becoming increasingly more worried, especially when Wednesday came and went without their customary phone call.
The other students had been on edge as reports of more and more vamp attacks throughout the Pacific Northwest began to crop up. They were getting braver, attacking heavily populated areas and even risking exposure to sunlight at times. If Blue knew Harlow, and she did know her down to her very core, then she knew for a fact that her sister would have been one of the first responders on the scene of that high school football game massacre. It's what Blue would have done.
It was almost dawn and Blue was still up, yet again sitting up high on the kitchen counters, this time without a disgusting sandwich. Instead, she clutched that bottle of vodka in her tired fingers, willing herself to take a swig in hopes that it might help her fall into some much needed sleep. It was useless though, she knew it. There would be no rest until Harlow was confirmed safe. In the back of her mind she knew she’d already decided to go look for her.
“Again with the night sleuthing.” Dresden's voice pierced the silence of the night. This time though, she’d heard his steps from down the hall.
He stood in the doorway, his long blonde hair disheveled and his dark eyes sleepy. He wore black sweatpants and a dark green t-shirt that she hated because it flattered him so much. He was a beautiful guy and she lamented the fact that his personality was so nasty.
“I’m too tired for this, Dresden,” she sighed as he moved into the room.
He surprised her by hopping up on the opposite countertop, his eerily deep eyes penetrating right into her soul as he watched her. As she looked closer, she noticed he had dark circles under his eyes, probably from lack of rest and too much vodka. “If you’re tired then why not go to sleep? Got things on your mind, little Blue Jay?”
Scowling, she ignored the unwanted nickname. “Not that you’d give a shit, but yeah, can’t really sleep when my sister could be dead in a nest somewhere…”
“Harlow, right?”
Rolling her eyes, Blue huffed. “Well I only have one sister; your detective skills are impressive.” She took a swig of the burning drink, regretting it the moment it hit her throat. She didn’t even question how it was that he knew her sister's name. She and her entire family were famous, though not for reasons she was proud of.
“Why are you here?” he asked suddenly.
“I told you, I couldn’t sleep.”
“No, not here, here. Why are you at Arcane?”
Frowning, Blue looked up at him, expecting to see a vile smirk, or humor in his eyes, but he was stony serious. “I also told you once before, in this very room in fact; I was invited.”
Dresden rolled his eyes. “You know what I mean. I’m asking why are you here? Why did you accept the pardon? Seems like this would be the last place you'd ever want to be after the way they treated you.”
Blue let out a humorless, bitter laugh. “The way they treated me? As if you're any different?” She jumped down from the countertop, moving closer to Dresden. “I remember the way you looked at me that first day. I remember the hatred in your eyes before you even met me. The way they treated me? Why don’t you take a good look at yourself.”
He just blinked, seemingly unaffected. “You still didn’t answer my question. I have my reasons, but what are yours? You just figured you’d waltz into Arcane Academy like nothing happened? Like your family hasn't been in exile for a decade?”
“You don’t know shit about my family!” She poked her finger into his chest. His eyes flickered down and watched in amusement. “You don’t know me or my sister. You don't know my family... or our story, so stop pretending like you do.” She was breathing hard now, her chest rising and falling rapidly. He’d gotten under her skin and he knew it. It was his plan all along and she was letting him win.
“That’s where you’re wrong; very wrong.”
“What are you talking about?” she asked.
Dresden grasped her finger still resting against his chest. His grip wasn't too tight, but it was just forceful enough to jar her and to make sure she didn’t move. “I know your family, Blue. I know you, your sister, your father Bernard and your mother Catherine... you just don’t remember me.”
A million faces flickered through her mind at that moment, but not one of them was Dresden. It stumped her. His face wasn’t one she was likely to forget. “I don’t understand. I’ve never seen you before in my life.”
His grip softened. “That’s because I’ve always lived at Arcane. I knew who you were because every year, when you and your family showed up with Harlow, I saw you running around campus with Jewel Hobbs. I never forgot your face, the pretty girl with the weird blue eye...”
Frowning, Blue recalled those days with equal parts fondness and sadness. “That still doesn’t explain anything.”
“Your parents got my uncle killed. That night, with all the others in your family’s ballroom. I was there too, waiting around for my aunt and uncle to take me home. I saw you dancing with Jewel. I watched you in your little purple dress with your hair in braids looking like a little princess.” He smiled wistfully to himself, his eyes far away. “Then I watched them cremate my uncle’s body the day after, listened to my aunt cry and scream for days without eating or sleeping. I watched her waste away in her home, neglecting her daughter and shutting herself away for years. You don’t remember me, but I remember everything about you.”
His voice sounded choked and husky, as if he were on the verge of tears. Still though, his face remained stony and hard. His eyes were cold as they traced over the lines of her confused face.
She was trying to piece it all together. “Your uncle? I knew everyone on my parents’ team... who was your uncle?”
He swallowed thickly. “Henry Hobbs.”
Her heart dipped into her stomach. Henry Hobbs. Jewel’s father was Dresden’s uncle? How could she not have known? Jewel had been her best friend and never did she mention a cousin. “Wait, you said he’s your uncle... then who are your parents?”
“My father is dead, and who he was doesn’t matter, but you already know my mother, Headmistress Silverton—Henry’s sister. I go by Hobbs since I never met my father.” Her world was spinning. Is that why the Headmistress seemed so short with her? She didn’t even know the woman, but remembering their brief meeting, there had been detest in those eyes of hers. Brown eyes that matched Dresden’s perfectly.
“Dresden, I’m sorry. If I could, I’d do anything to change what happened, but I can’t. I can see why you hate me, though.”
He hissed under his breath, looking away with a frown. “I think you know I don’t hate you. I want to hate you, but I just don’t.” He sounded frustrated with himself. “Please don’t psychoanalyze that one.”
“Then why all the games? You look at me sometimes like you want me dead.” She could feel herself thirsting to know more about the strange guy that made her feel crazy. She craved to be inside his head, figuring out what made him tick..
“I said not to try and analyze it. I don’t know what to feel anymore. You're not what I pictured you’d be.”
“What you pictured? Did you know I was coming here?”
“That was my mother’s doing, not mine. Trust me, if it had been up to me, you’d have been shipped to the other side of the world by now. But for some reason she wanted you here. Can’t imagine why.” His frown deepened and he slid from the top of the counter, bringing his body flush with hers. Still, she didn’t move away. Dresden reached up and gently took a strand of her midnight black hair between his forefinger and thumb, caressing it lightly. His eyes followed the movement.
“I’ve watched you since we were young. Always drawn to the raven-haired girl with the wicked fire in her eyes…” he confessed, making her heart stutter in her chest. “I looked forward to orientation day every year, face pressed to the window like an idiot, searching the sea of faces for you every time. ”
“I don't get what you're saying. What does this have to do with anything? So, you had a schoolyard crush on me, is that it?”
He laughed. “My mom kept me here in this fucking school to train my whole life instead of letting me join the rest of you in the human world. I think that’s why I latched onto you so tightly. You were so beautiful and so mysterious… The day your parents slaughtered all those Slayers, my world fucking shattered. My family fell apart, my heart was broken… and you were gone. I was just a dumb kid, but it hurt.”
Clapping from the doorway startled her, but Dresden just turned his head and glared at the intruder. Cole stood there in the shadows of the doorway, leaning against the wall and watching them with violence in his golden eyes. “Well that was just touching, Slayer. Never mind all the creepy stalker shit you just admitted to.” He stalked into the room. “Well done though, you shot your shot, now leave,” he spat.
On instinct, Blue took a step towards him, prompting a sharp glare from Dresden. “What are you doing here, Cole?” she asked as she watched his eyes snap to hers, softening ever so slightly.
“Patrolling, as is my job. What's his excuse?” He nodded towards Dresden.
“That's not your business, Guardian.” Dresden stepped closer to Blue, placing a hand on her lower back. The contact burned through her and she was having trouble understanding why he was touching her. This was turning ugly and it was only a matter of time until fists started flying.
“Okay... there's a bit too much testosterone in this room for my liking, so can y’all tone it down for me?” She tried to lighten the mood, but the guys just stared at each other.
“I’ll stop when he leaves,” growled Cole.
Blue rolled her eyes. “Yeah, well technically he was here first.”
“Are you taking his side?” There was a flash of hurt in his eyes.
Blue stepped forward; hands raised passively. “There are no sides, Cole.”
He shook his head. “Sure, there are. I’m your mate, you should always be on my side.” He was deadly serious. It made her stomach erupt with fluttering butterflies and she hated it.
Throwing her hands in the air, ignoring the muttered curse from Dresden, Blue couldn't help but groan in frustration. “Oh, for the love of... I’m not your mate! Not yet, anyways. Cole, I told you I don’t do the whole relationship thing.” She gestured back and forth between them. “I don’t do boyfriends, and I sure as shit don’t do mates.”
Snickering brought her attention to someone just over Cole’s shoulder. “Don’t do mates? Did you really just say that?” Jasper quipped. When had he arrived? ‘Gods kill me now,’ Blue thought to herself. She really wasn’t sure how her night turned out this way. She’d come to the kitchen for some relaxation and maybe a little vodka but somehow ended up in an ambush.
“What's happening here?” Dresden asked, eyes flickering between the three of them.
“Nothing, except for me leaving. I need some sleep,” Blue told him, preparing to leave the room, but Jasper blocked her exit
“I’m with him.” He nodded to Dresden. “I’d love to know what's going on here. What exactly did I walk in on, lovers quarrel?” His voice held a tinge of bitterness.
Soon, the guys had her surrounded on every side and she’d never felt so trapped. Even though she knew she hadn’t done anything wrong, she couldn't help the guilt that flooded her. Each of the guys had come to mean something to her in such a short span of time, even if Dresden only just opened up twenty minutes ago, she felt for him in a way. In all honesty, she’d felt a pull towards him from day one. Each of the guys were so different, especially after seeing them all standing together in the same space. Dresden, with his serious eyes, Jasper with his perpetual smirk, and Cole a ticking time bomb.
“I made no promises. You guys need to chill out and take a step back. You want to fight over me, go ahead but leave me out of it because I’m done.”
“Done?” laughed Jasper. “You're so far from done, babe. I’m throwing my hat in the ring, doesn't matter what these morons say.”
Cole snarled at Jasper. “There are no hats! There are no rings! Blue is my mate and that's all there is to it.”
“You wanna bet, dog?” Dresden snapped, surprising Blue. So far, he’d been nothing but completely indifferent… aside from that little moment up in that training room. But that had been a fluke, she was sure of it. The moment he’d let her go it was like a veil had fallen over his face and he was back to hating her again. Why he was fighting Cole over this was a mystery. Probably some sort of dick measuring contest, hell knew guys were fickle like that.
“Guys, stop!” She tried to talk a little sense into them, but they were ignoring her completely now. She might as well have been long gone by now for all they cared.
“You want her then fight me for her, fucker!” snarled Cole as he stepped into Dresden’s personal space. Suddenly, Dresden went flying as Cole bounded over the countertop.
“Fucking hell, stop!” Blue screeched. Dresden’s back hit a wall of stainless-steel cabinets, leaving behind a man-sized dent in the shining surface.
Jasper hung back to watch the spectacle, clearly enjoying himself immensely as he crossed his muscular arms over his chest. “My money's on the wolf,” he murmured in her ear as she watched their fists fly.
Nudging his arm, she cursed him, “You’re really not helping.”
He shrugged one shoulder; orange-green eyes gleaming. “Wasn't trying to. Hey, if they rip each other to pieces, it's just less competition for me.”
“This isn't a competition and I'm not a goddamn trophy. They’re being idiots; you all are.” She folded her arms across her chest and leaned back against the countertop in front of Jasper. “Also, Dresden doesn't even like me.”
Jasper snorted, rolling his eyes. “Clearly.”
The guys threw each other around for another twenty minutes, but by now it had become pretty obvious that they were evenly matched. For as strong and fierce as Cole was as a werewolf, Dresden was a skilled weapons master, and somehow, he’d procured his dagger. From where? She didn't even want to imagine…. she tilted her head, searching Dresden’s lean form, vividly remembering the toned muscles beneath…
She waited until they were both heaving with exhaustion before straightening back up and placing her hands on her hips. “You guys done being idiots now?” She tapped her right foot. Thoroughly shamed, they both nodded reluctantly, but still wouldn’t look at her. Dresden strode to the freezer, yanking out a second bottle she hadn’t noticed before while Cole just glared at him the whole time.
Shaking her head, she turned back towards the door, bypassing Jasper. “That’s about all the crazy I can take for one night. I’m going to bed; please don’t follow me.” They watched her leave in silence, but the moment she left the room, a crash sounded out behind her. Rolling her eyes, she forced herself to keep moving.






Chapter Thirteen

The next day was hard. All she could think about was Harlow and if she was safe or not. She’d called her that morning only to be greeted with a “Hey, it's Harlow, if this is Blue, you know the drill.”
It was then that she really started to panic. It was a system they’d had since they were younger. Before solo missions, they each changed their voicemail, ending with “You know the drill.” Just in case something was to end badly. Blue did know what to do. If within twelve hours she didn't hear from her sister, she’d know something was incredibly wrong, and she’d go looking.
Standing on the edge of the tree line, Blue watched as her classmates swung from ropes in the trees, vaulting onto high wooden platforms and climbed the walls while caked in mud. They called the class ‘Team Building.’
They gathered along the edge of the forest, where tall trees stood thick and sturdy against a small field of mud, barbed wire and pits. The obstacle course changed every class session, the intention was to keep them on their toes and prepare them for any and all situations.
Today she was partnered with David, Ronnie, Jasper, a boy named Cade and Jewel Hobbs. They were to circulate the obstacle course as a single unit, proving to the instructors that they could function in a Slayer team and take care of each other instead of just themselves. Blue hated Team Building class, despite knowing how necessary it was.
Jewel refused to meet her eyes and made sure to keep a good ten-foot proximity at all times. Blue ignored the sulky girl for the most part, but she hoped her old friend would get the hell over it so they could get their jobs done. Everyone knew that one weak link could spell disaster for an entire team.
“Three, go!” called out Mrs. Slater, whose stink eye still had yet to leave the back of Blue’s head. Blue snapped to it, taking off alongside her temporary team and bounding for the rock wall. The wall was too high up for a human to make it, but with one swift leap, she was at the top and vaulting over the edge, landing in a thick pit of mud and grime. Jewel was the next to land, followed by Cade and Jasper. It was hard to tell who was who at first, given the fact that they were covered from head to toe.
A hand struck the back of her head, sending her face first into the mud and the mud up into her nostrils. She came up sputtering as a strong hand yanked her arm up, hauling her to her feet.
“What the f—” she muttered, but she didn’t have to wait and guess who'd pushed her. She could hear Jewel’s laughter from up ahead. ‘Bitch’.
“You okay?” asked Jasper as they slogged through the guck.
“I’m fine, but she won’t be for long,” Blue promised evilly.
Jasper just chuckled. “Hold your horses there, Slayer, let’s get through the course before you kill her.”
“Oh, I’m not gonna kill her, I just want to make her suffer a little.”
He yanked playfully on her ponytail “Gets me all hot and bothered when you talk murder.” Blue just shook her head.
Soon, Ronnie and David caught up. Jewel and Cade had taken off up ahead, apparently forgetting the definition of team building. Blue blamed Slater for her unfortunate placement. It was no secret that Jewel despised her, even if the girl did technically have cause to. Still though, Blue couldn’t help but wonder how the brilliant girl she used to know could be so blind. How could she not see that Blue was hurting too? Just as much a victim as everyone else. But they’d never see it that way. People tended to take their hurt and pain out on the most available target, and the way it all went down was messy and complicated.
“David, go first!” called out Jasper as they reached the edge of a wooden platform overlooking a dip in the forest floor. David didn't hesitate, he leapt into the air, latching onto the ropes which dangled from the trees overhead and made his way from one to the other until he was almost to the other side of the chasm. “Ronnie!” Jasper called out next and she leapt off as well.
Next was Blue. She jumped off the platform, hands wrapping around the thick rope, but where a human would struggle to get past the burning of their palms, to a Slayer, the harsh material only felt like soft rubber. She held on easily, flinging herself from one rope to the next with finesse. She really did love the obstacle courses, they reminded her of her days as a free agent with Harlow by her side.
Sometimes she felt a pang in her chest when she let her mind wander to the good ole days. For how much she had always dreamt of attending Arcane, she never really understood just how much she’d miss what she already had. Harlow was her teammate in every way that counted, and she’d left her there in Portland, all alone to carry on by herself.
Reaching the end of the course, she was surprised at how easy it was. Her heart rate was steady, her breathing nice and even and not a single drop of sweat coated her skin. If anything, she felt invigorated and refreshed. “That was badass!” came Jasper’s voice from just over her shoulder. She didn’t startle, because she knew he was there.
“Easy peasy.” She clapped her hands together as if it were nothing and Jasper chuckled, filling her stomach with fluttery little wings.
“Where are you headed right now?” he asked as they walked back to the school ahead of the rest of groups four through eight as they finished the course. He slung an arm around her shoulders and pulled her tight to his massive body as they walked.
“Uh, lunch?”
He shook his head. “What I meant was, would you like to have lunch with me today?”
She turned to Jasper and saw a faint blush on his tanned cheeks. ‘Is he nervous?’ She couldn't imagine why. “Sure, why not. I guess it would be sort of awkward for me to say no at this point, right?” she teased. She was still bitter about the other night in the kitchen, but she just chalked it up to late nights without sleep.
“Pretty much.” His arm around her was warming her now chilled skin and lent a strange sense of safety and comfort she hadn’t realized she craved. The dining hall was mostly empty, a few tables towards the middle of the room held one or two people each, doing homework or shoveling food into their faces before scurrying off to their next class.
They took their seats towards a table by the back wall, just under the light of a high stained glass window. They were serving sandwiches today and Blue mentally cringed. For how fancy the school pretended to be, their food service was severely lacking at times. She dug in with vigor, practically swallowing the tiny sandwiches whole. Her body was coming down from the high of action and she hadn’t realized just how famished she was until that first bite.
Jasper sat too close; she could feel the heat of his body like a living furnace, but she enjoyed it more than she knew she should have. He only picked at his food, content mostly to stare at Blue unnervingly, to which she tried hard to ignore.
“You're making me uncomfortable,” she mumbled to him with a mouth full of bread. He grinned.
“I like watching you.” His eyes glimmered mischievously.
She cringed. “You realize how creepy that sounds, right?”
Jasper laughed, low and rumbly. “Don’t care. I like watching everything you do. You fascinate me.”
Raising an eyebrow, Blue wiped her mouth with a napkin. “Is that so? Well I feel sorry for your social life then, I’m really not that interesting.” She went back to eating.
He was quiet for a few long moments before speaking again. “Something’s wrong,” he observed with a slight frown. His jade eyes were stormy and bothered. It was the same thing he’d said back in the graveyard. His observation skills were just a little bit too keen for her liking sometimes.”
Blue sat back with a huff. Clearly, he wasn't going to let her eat in peace. “I’m worried about Harlow, alright? She hasn’t answered any of my calls.”
He sat back in his seat, matching her pose. “Why would that worry you? My own mother only calls only once a month, maybe she’s just busy?”
“You don’t understand,” she said, shaking her head. “Harlow isn’t like that. We check in weekly, but I haven't heard from her for days. She won’t answer any of my texts either, which isn’t her style… I’m worried she did something stupid, like take on the Portland vamp attack on her own or something. Trust her to do something idiotic without telling me first.”
Jasper looked contemplative. “Is this a regular thing you guys do; go rogue?”
Anger coursed through her, and for a moment, she felt like lashing out, but she knew his question was technically valid. “We weren't rogue, Jasper. We were exiled, learn the difference. It doesn’t make our jobs any less valid than those Conclave sons of bitches.” She crossed her arms, a defensive move. “We still had jobs to do, even if they cast us aside like garbage.”
He smiled softly, causing her to release a breath of relief. His large, tattooed hand closed around hers and he squeezed her fingers with his. “I really admire that, you know,” he said, surprising her.
“You do?”
“Of course, I do, babe. The Conclave is nothing but a bunch of old gossiping Slayers who should have retired a long time ago. What they did to you and your sister was wrong. I’d expect nothing less from the two of you and I know for a fucking fact that if I were in your shoes, I’d have done the same damn thing. Marcus would have too,” he added. “You don’t just stop being what you are because they turned their backs on you.”
She smiled and gripped his fingers tighter. It was so fucking nice to hear someone sympathize with her after all those years alone. “Thank you for that. It’s been hard out there alone, but I had Harlow to keep me going. Which is why I’m still worried.” She pulled her phone out, dialed Harlow's number and slid it towards Jasper. “Listen, I just know something isn’t right.”
She watched him as he listened through Harlow's voicemail. His eyebrows dipped even lower and she could see the confusion there in his eyes. She could hear Harlow’s voice even when she wasn’t listening in, and knew what her message said by heart.
“What’s the drill?” Jasper asked, handing the phone back.
Sighing, she set the phone down in front of her on the table in case it rang, she didn’t want to risk missing the call. “Well, usually we worked as a team when we went out on missions, but every so often one of us would go solo. Mainly for the smaller jobs. But every time one of us went at it alone, we’d let the other know by setting up that exact voicemail. The drill is that if we don't hear from them in the next twelve hours, it means something went wrong.”
Jasper looked impressed. “That's pretty smart.”
“I thought so.” She shrugged.
Blue glared at her phone for a moment. Willing it to ring but knowing in her heart that it wouldn’t. Something in her gut was screaming at her that Harlow was in danger. She hoped she was wrong about that for once.
A shadow loomed over the table just then and Blue didn’t need to turn around to know that Cole had joined them. He just stood there behind her chair, placing a hand on her shoulder and squeezing gently.
“Are you planning on sitting any time soon, wolf man?” she asked with a smirk that matched Jasper’s. She loved messing with Cole. He was way too serious sometimes. Cole grumbled before pulling out a chair on the other side of her and plopping down into it. By now, Blue couldn’t help but notice other students in the dining hall were giving them curious stares. She knew Jasper and Cole weren’t friends, or even acquaintances really. People had to be wondering what the two of these very different men were doing hanging out with a Graves.
“What's pretty smart?” asked Cole. His deep voice rumbled over her body, making her shiver pleasantly. Even from where she sat, she could smell the earthy scents wafting from his clothing. Looking to Jasper, he just rolled his eyes and she blushed, embarrassed.
“Huh?” she asked dumbly. She’d been completely distracted. With a knowing smile, Cole repeated himself. “What's pretty smart?”
The lightbulb in her brain finally clicked on. “Oh, I was just telling Jas about my sister. She's got another eight hours until I go postal.”
“You think she’s gone after the vamps in Portland?” Cole asked.
Blue raised her eyebrows. “Wow, what a guess.”
He tsked. “I do pay attention, Blue.” He folded his arms across his chest, setting his elbows down on the table top.
She waved away his attitude. “I think she went after the nest. It's what we would have done had I not come to Arcane and left her alone. If I know my sister, she’s gotten herself into some kind of stupid situation.”
“I see that calculating look in your eyes. You can’t go after her, you know that, right?” Cole warned.
“Says who, she’s my sister. I can’t just not do anything.” She couldn’t believe he was even attempting to propose that.
Cole scooted his chair closer and she could feel Jasper grasp her thigh under the table. The room was becoming stifling. “It's a death trap in Portland. Reports have been coming in every few hours. More and more humans are being turned every week and there’s no explanation. Those kids at that high school… over a quarter of them weren’t just killed, they were turned.”
Blue frowned. “Why aren’t we being told?” Arcane and the whole Conclave were keeping things from their students and it was pissing her off more and more.
Jasper spoke up this time, “They don’t want students going rogue.”
Blue leaned away from him suddenly, looking back and forth between him and Cole. “You knew about this too? What the fuck, Jas, why wouldn’t you say anything? You knew I was worried about Harlow!”
Jasper’s eyes were filled with sudden regret. “I’m sorry, but I knew you’d just go after her. Harlow's a big girl, Blue, she can handle herself.”
Blue stood from her seat, pushing her chair backwards and letting is clatter to the floor. “You don’t know shit about what my sister can handle! She’s my responsibility and I just abandoned her! This is my fucking fault!” she choked.
Jasper and Cole stood up too, reaching out to comfort her, but she shrugged off their hands. People were watching their spectacle with wide, eager eyes. Eager for gossip.
Cole softened his gaze, but she wasn’t having it. “Listen to me, baby girl, your sister is probably fine. Watch, she’ll probably call you tonight. She still has a few hours, right? Just wait and see what happens before you do something crazy.”
Blue laughed bitterly. “Crazy? Saving my sister is crazy? Fuck you both!” She turned to storm from the room, silently pleading with them not to follow. Before she crossed the threshold of the dining hall though, Cole called out to her.
“Don’t you fucking do it, Blue! I swear to god if you get yourself killed—”
But she was already gone.






Chapter Fourteen

She had just slammed her bedroom door behind her when her phone rang. Blue fumbled with it, excitement and relief filling her as she read Harlow's name across the screen.
“You better have a good excuse!” she shouted into the phone, only to hear nothing but static. “Harlow, answer me, where are you?” she pleaded. Still, there was nothing but rustling and what sounded like white noise. “Answer me, goddamnit, Harlow!” Blue yelled as she paced her in her bedroom.
Suddenly, her bedroom door flew open to reveal a worried looking Jasper on the other side. He must have followed her.
“I don’t know what to do, she won’t answer me!” Blue panicked as he strode into the room and took her into his arms. She was shaking, the phone still pressed to her ear. Out of all the horrors she’d seen in her life, the mere thought of Harlow being in real danger was almost enough to cripple her. She was all the family Blue had left. She couldn’t lose her.
“Shh, calm down, baby. Let me see the phone.” He was trying to calm her down, but it wasn’t working. Still, she handed him her cell phone with shaking fingers and watched as he brought it up to his ear. “Harlow, if you can hear me, say something!” he commanded, but from the look on his face and the harsh set of his jaw, he wasn't getting results either. “When was the last time you spoke to her?” he asked Blue.
“Beginning of last week, we usually call each other once a week and today should have been our check in. She’s in trouble, Jas, I told you I can feel it.”
Handing her phone back he placed his hands on her shoulders and walked her over to her bed and sat her down. “Okay, let’s just think about this. You can’t go storming into Portland, not like this. We need a plan. We need help.”
“Why does everyone keep telling me what to do?! Do you even understand how long I’ve been out there on my own? I'm not a fledgling! My sister… my only family I have left might be dead and I'm just sitting here doing nothing!” She stood and paced in front of him.
“I'm not telling you to do nothing, but Portland is a battlefield right now. Human police barely know what to make of it and Slayer teams have already been dispatched.”
Rolling her eyes, she threw her hands in the air. “So that means we should just what, twiddle our thumbs and go to math class? Are you shitting me? This place is just as compromised; look at what happened to Savannah! I don’t care how dangerous it is, I’m going to find Harlow with or without any of your help because we all know the Conclave and their teams are as useless as the humans are.” Blue walked to her chest of drawers and pulled out a pair of black leather pants and a long-sleeved black shirt. She pulled out her hood and mask as well as her favorite leather jacket with holes in place for her thumbs to slip through. Jasper watched her in silence as she dressed. Pulling her daggers into the holsters, Blue methodically counted her weapons, hoping it would be enough.
“I can’t let you do this,” he resigned.
Blue huffed out a bitter sounding laugh. “Oh really, and why’s that?”
He cleared his throat, approaching her slowly and she stiffened. “I can't watch you get hurt,” he sighed. “Look, I might have told you I didn’t want anything serious… and technically I was telling the truth. I really wasn’t looking for a relationship, but fuck that, Blue. I want something real with you, and I can’t watch you run headfirst into danger like this. I won't.”
“It's not your choice, I’m sorry,” she whispered, locking a silver edged dagger into her boot. She tried to numb herself to his declaration—tried to tell herself she felt nothing, but it couldn’t be further from the truth. From the moment she met him she felt a spark. She knew he’d come to mean something to her... if she only let herself feel it. She was falling for the cunning, witty, playful man with the orange-green eyes and a sly smile.
Using his finger, he lifted her chin, forcing her to look him in the eyes. His face was stern, but also soft and concerned. He was close enough that she could feel his breath fan out over her lips as she whispered against them, “I’m sorry... you know why I have to do this. I don’t have a choice. Harlow's everything to me.”
His eyes shuddered and he shook his head. His thumb grazed her cheek softly and she found herself leaning into the touch, “I understand that, but there has to be a better way. I can’t watch another person I love die…”
Instead of responding, Blue sealed her lips to his softly. She felt the low groan in his chest as his eyes closed. His strong arms snaked around her as he pressed in deeper. His tongue brushed against hers, caressing her in reverence and she couldn't help but sigh. His touch this time wasn’t hurried or rushed. It was sensual and filled with emotions that had been steadily building up over the course of the past two months. Her worry for her sister was potent, but she knew she needed to soak up this moment. There was no telling what might happen once she reached Portland. She didn’t know if she’d make it back or in what state she’d be in if she did. So, she kissed him—hard.
Her tongue ran along his plump bottom lip and she could feel his muscles tighten under her fingers. Pushing him onto her bed, Blue crawled up over his body, snaking her hands into his short hair, raking her nails over his scalp until he moaned and rolled his eyes back in his head. She really didn’t have time for this, but something in her was desperate to make this real.
“Please don’t go,” he pleaded in a desperate whisper against her lips.
She shushed him with deeper kisses as his hips rose off the bed of their own volition. Peeling his shirt off was easy and quick. She dragged her hands over the hardness of his chest and kissed her way down the side of his neck, counting the tattoos as she went. Jasper had not a single ounce of fat on his body but was quite a bit more muscular than she’d originally thought. His nipples were pierced, as was his tongue—she quickly found out. She shivered as the cold metal dragged across her overheated skin. Reaching down, she pulled his cock free from his pants and ran her palm along his pulsing length. Jasper moaned, once again rolling his hips.
Shimmying out of her leathers, bra and underwear, Blue crawled up his delectable body until they were lined up. Slowly, she seated herself on his lap, never breaking their kiss. Her hips swiveled, allowing his thick cock to spread her wide. She desperately hoped that Ronnie wouldn't walk in on them, but that errant thought was shoved from her brain when Jasper thrust up into her deeper than before. Blue shuddered as she ground her clit against his pelvic bone. The room was stiflingly hot and his skin against hers was hotter and slick with their mingling sweat. Her fingers gripped his hair so tight, she wondered if it was painful for him, but the noises he made told her he was beyond pain.
Jasper pulled back, looking into her eyes as she moved in his lap. His pupils were blown out now, heated and dark with want. She could see something else there in his eyes too, though she tried her hardest to ignore it. Peppering kisses over his face, she picked up her pace. She was becoming desperate. She wanted to own this man in every way possible. She wanted to leave a lingering impression, no matter the outcome of tonight. Suddenly, Jasper flipped her over, slamming her back against the mattress and burying his face in the crook of her shoulder. He was breathing heavily and panting her name between every kiss and every thrust. The bed rocked into the wall as he gripped the headboard with one hand. The other pressed firmly into her hip, holding her steady as he fucked her.
For a brief moment, Cole and Dresden’s faces flitted through her mind, but for some reason it didn't bring pain or guilt. What she felt for Dresden matched what she felt for the other two completely, regardless of how he felt about her. The other night in that training room solidified something inside of her. Hearing his confession in the kitchen sealed it. She also knew there was a big chance she’d never see any of them ever again. Sadness washed over her, driving her wild with desperation. She was in a frenzy as Jasper expertly brought her to the very height of pleasure.
His thrusts were hurried and wild. He moaned and cursed every time he bottomed out. Leaning backwards, he gripped her thigh and brought it over one shoulder, angling his cock deeper inside of her. He sat up straight, looking straight into her eyes as he pounded harder. Her leg bent up towards her head while the other stayed put. His sweaty body leaned over, pressing on her thigh as he held her there in a firm grip. The slap of their skin spurred them on. Harder and harder, he fucked into her with desperation as she screamed. She wasn’t even trying to mask her moans anymore and neither was he. A few more long, hard thrusts and he was there with her, moaning her name as he came inside of her.
When it was all over, they were both exhausted. Her chest heaved and her eyelids fought to stay open. It took about twenty minutes for Jasper to fall into a deep sleep beside her. She let herself lay there for a few long moments, just staring at his relaxed face as he slept soundly. She thought back to when she’d first seen him, back before she knew his heart. That’s when she realized she was in love. She loved Jasper Knightly, and she didn’t quite know when that had happened.
Blue slipped out of bed silently and cleaned up in her bathroom. Dressing in her leathers, she strapped her weapons back on before glancing back at him one last time. She wanted to kiss him again, but she couldn’t risk him waking up and trying to stop her. She walked swiftly through the halls of the school, realizing now that the sun had already set and most of the students were settled in for the night. Every now and then though, she’d pass someone lingering in the hallway. They’d watch her pass with curiosity and barely veiled remnants of their initial distrust.
Ignoring them, she found herself slipping into Zion’s classroom, creeping on her tiptoes, desperately hoping the gangly man would be off somewhere else at that hour. Luck seemed to be on her side because all of the lights were off. Her eyes latched onto the weapons wall, locating the whips easily. She knew it was a crime to steal something that didn’t belong to her, but the custom ones Zion promised her hadn't come in yet. She’d feel better though, having silver whips in her arsenal.
“What are you doing?” a voice cut through the silence of the room, startling Blue so badly that she dropped a whip to the floor, letting it clatter and echo. Jewel stood there at the doorway, arms crossed, dressed like she’d only just left the gym. Blue gathered herself and picked the whip up off the floor and hooked it with the other one on her hip before securing her jacket over them for concealment.
“You’d think it'd be obvious,” she grumbled, trying her best to be as nonchalant as possible. She’d been caught, she needed to tread lightly.
“You're going to Portland, aren’t you?”
“What's it to you, JJ? You wanted me out of here right, well congratulations, you got your wish.” She tried to push past her.
Jewel spun around as their arms brushed. “You're going to die, you know. I’ve seen the reports, it's a mess over there.”
“I think I can handle myself, now let me pass,” she snapped, trying to step around her.
Jewel got in her way once more and Blue had the urge to punch her right in her cute, upturned little nose. The girl had been nothing but annoyance since she’d gotten back and now wasn’t the time for this shit. “Move, Jewel, before I make you.” Blue warned, but the girl only laughed.
“But what will I tell my cousin? How am I supposed to explain that I let his girlfriend run off to commit suicide?”
“I’m not his girlfriend,” Blue grumbled.
“Oh yeah? Then why does he look like a wounded puppy every time he watches you while you ignore him? Why did I see him tackle Cole Harlan to the ground in the kitchens fighting over you?” She tapped her chin with her finger. “Speaking of, does Dresden know you're cheating on him with both  Jasper and the Wolf?”
“Get out of my way, bitch, I don’t have time for this.”
Jewel was not deterred. “Then again, your family never was very trustworthy, just ask my dad… oh wait,” she sneered.
“Don't you ever get tired of this? What happened was a horrible accident…”
“No!” Jewel interrupted. “Stop lying—”
They stared at each other through the darkness, eyes blazing.“On second thought…” said Jewel with a humorless laugh. “Maybe you should go to Portland. Let the problem take care of itself for once.” She moved aside.
Blue wanted to stay and defend herself, but there was no time. It was approaching the ten hour mark, but she didn’t plan on letting it get to twelve.  With one final look into her childhood friend’s sad green eyes, Blue smiled softly, causing Jewel’s eyes to widen a fraction.
“Goodbye, JJ. Stay away from Portland.” She gave her no opportunity to respond before fleeing into the night.






Chapter Fifteen

It didn’t take long to reach the city, especially after sneaking into the student lot, grabbing her car and doing ninety all the way from the forest to Portland.
She drove to their apartment, but as expected, it was empty. Instead of heading straight for the school, Blue decided to pay a quick visit to Greg at ‘One For The Birds.’ She had no real idea where to begin her search. Harlow could be anywhere and the city was a pretty big place. She needed to be smart.
Greg's place looked just as run down as ever, but for some reason, Blue’s body was suddenly flooded with an overwhelming sense of nostalgia. She hadn’t been gone very long, but the homesickness she felt every day at Arcane had been something that surprised her. Knocking on the door five times swiftly and one time three seconds later, Blue tapped her foot impatiently as she waited for Greg.
“Hold your horses, I’m comin!” he grumbled from the other side.
Blue smiled to herself as she listened for the familiar clicking of Greg’s many locks. The door swung open and she was greeted with a familiar head of bright hair and a pudgy face that hadn't seen a razor in weeks. Greg's eyes widened. “Blue Jay, is that you?” he asked, pulling her into a tight hug.
Outstretching his hands, he held her at arm's length, looking her over as if for some invisible injury. “What the hell er’ ya doin here, girl?” he grumbled as he pulled her into the shop.
Things were just as she remembered, the red heat lamps stifling her, but lighting up the room with a dull glow. Weapons were strewn about the place, lying on table tops while mannequins held up the latest body armor. She couldn’t help but remember that final day before leaving for Arcane. She’d been so filled with excitement and wonder at the prospect of attending her dream school. She still was, to be honest. If she were to make it out of this mess, she planned on returning to school to finish out her studies. In the back of her mind, she knew there were three other reasons she longed to return… but she wouldn't let herself dwell on that now, not when Harlow needed her.
“Afraid this isn't a social call, Greggy, shits going down.” She plopped onto a rickety looking barstool.
Greg grumbled as he ambled over to a wooden table, knocking papers to the ground and grabbing a tankard of beer before plopping down in his chair. “This have anything to do with what's goin on with that nest?”
“Oh, for the love of…” she muttered. “Does everyone know about this? What's happening, Greg? Why now?”
“Hell if I know, kid, but if I were to hazard a guess, I’d say them bloodsuckers are gettin restless. Desperate, I tell you.”
“I'm heading to that nest,” she told him and he just shook his head as if it had been expected.
“Wouldn't have expected any less. Your sister was here just the day before last, lookin for a little somethin special.” He nodded towards the back wall holding various styles and types of stakes and daggers.
“Shit, I knew it… Greg, did she tell you where she was going?”
“Said somethin about checking out that school… you know, the one on the news?” He shook his head sadly. “Pity, all those kiddos… they didn’t stand a chance.”
“I need to go after her… I’ll start there, thanks Greg. I should be heading that way. I’ll swing by on my way back to Arcane, okay?” She stood to take her leave, but Greg stood abruptly.
“Now hold on just a second there, before you go all renegade Slayer on us, I have a little something for you…” She followed him to the back of the room.
“What are you talking about? I didn’t order anything.”
He waved her off. “Bah! This ain’t for sale; made it just for you, no charge.”
Even before she knew what he’d made, she couldn't help the tears that suddenly pricked her eyes. Her life had been a difficult one. People rarely did things without expecting something in return. She’d never really been gifted with anything just for the hell of it, so Greg had no idea just how touched she was by the gesture.
In the back of the dingy room, he led her to a free-standing mannequin. Her eyes widened as she stared at the outfit, handmade just for her. It was matte black, and the material looked like kevlar but as she reached out to stroke it, it was soft as silk to the touch. The sleeves were long and the pants were tight, the same material as the top. Two tactical belts wrapped around the waist, complete with slimmer stake holsters, and two small hooks on each leg, perfect for securing her silver whips. It came with a matching adjustable hood and face mask that left her eyes clear. Hanging off to the left on a small hook, was a brand new leather duster jacket to top it all off.
“How did you…” she tried to ask, but she was too choked up.
“Think nothin of it. I just want you to be safe out there. Gave one to Harlow as well before she left. You girls are like my own granddaughters, and I don’t know what I’d do if something were to happen.”
“I don't know what to say, Greg… Mind If I use your bathroom and get changed? I plan on being back at Arcane before the dawn,” she lied. She didn’t even know if she’d make it out of that school alive.
“Sure thing, just say bye to ole Greg before you leave, okay?”
Saluting him, Blue carefully removed the outfit from the mannequin, bringing it into the bathroom to change. She gently folded her clothing into a neat pile, settling it on the nearby shelf, promising herself she’d be back in no time to retrieve them.








Chapter Sixteen

Portland was chilly that night. She was thankful for her new mask and hood which protected her from the bite of wind whipping through the city streets.
She pulled up down the block from the high school where the massacre happened. The building was dark, and the parking lot was empty. She decided to go the rest of the way on foot, circling around to the back of the campus where she could see stadium lights rising high up into the clear night sky. The football field was torn up, surrounded by yellow and black caution tape. Blue could see the dark stains crusted into the grass, remnants of the massacre that had taken place only nights before.
Her chest ached as she pictured all those humans and the bone deep fear they must have felt in those moments. Only a handful of them were even aware that vampires actually existed, and not in the romanticized way that movies led them to believe. She didn't envy the humans their ignorance. They had no idea that death could come from any dark shadow at any moment in time.
She could smell the coppery tang of congealing blood, but it did nothing to lessen the scent of rotted flesh. The smell was too familiar for her to mistake it for human carnage. She knew she was smelling a nearby nest. It was eerily quiet as she stood still, sniffing the air. Her senses were trained to hone in on her one and only prey with relative ease. Vampires were like a beacon to her, the thing she was born to hunt. She could smell one from a long distance if she was looking for it, and because of that she knew she was getting close.
She walked in circles through the campus for what felt like hours, sniffing the air like a crazy person. She desperately hoped that the school didn't have cameras, or she’d probably end up on a list somewhere. She spotted a large building just to the left of the parking lot, and when nothing turned up near the field, she knew she needed to move in. As she crept through the parking lot, she spotted an open door on the side of that building. It led into what looked like a gym. 
Inside the gymnasium, Blue closed the door behind her, letting the metal slam loudly in the silence. She was experienced enough to know that the loud noise would startle any human or beastie in the vicinity, making it easy for her to clear a room before venturing further in. It was dark and the emergency lights reflected off of the hardwood floor of the basketball court. She bypassed the bleachers and headed straight for the locker room where the scent grew more pungent. Searching the hallways and offices inside the locker room, she came up empty, until she reached a small alcove near the very back hallway. The boiler room.
She knew she was heading in the right direction because the smell of rot was only growing stronger. The smell was so potent that she could tell the nest was new. The vamps had massacred the students and cleared out the school for the time being, and now it seemed like they’d taken up residence beneath the grounds.
*
She found the boiler room down a long set of stairs made of soggy wood and rot. It was hot and humid, filled with the smell of gym socks and grease. But underneath that was then scent of decaying flesh. ‘Bingo,’ she thought triumphantly. 
She took the stairs three at a time, sinking lower beneath the high school. A manhole cover lay in the center of the cement floor and Blue quickly opened it up and without hesitation, dropped down into what was unmistakably, the sewers. 
She fought a gag as she slogged through the muck. Vamp smell, she could handle but human excrement made her heave. She had the urge to call out to Harlow, but experience told her to shut up and keep the element of surprise on her side. The tunnels were long and dark and her footsteps echoed soggily against the cement walls. To human eyes, it would be pitch black down there, but she could see perfectly. After about thirty minutes of searching and finding nothing, a low screech bounced off the cavernous halls and her adrenaline spiked. ‘Gotcha, fuckers.’
She took off in the direction of the screech, making sure to be light on her feet the entire way. It wasn’t until she rounded a corner that she came to an abrupt stop. Clasping her hands over her mouth to keep the scream in, Blue stared at the macabre scene before her in utter horror. She gagged, heaving as silently as possible into the sewage below. Bodies upon mangled bodies were stacked atop one another like piles of discarded laundry. Each one was covered in blood, excrement and torn rags that used to be clothing. 
There had to be at least a hundred bodies within her direct line of sight, and she fought a wave of tears that she could feel brimming behind her eyes. She blinked them away, refusing to break because she had a job to do, an older sister to locate. Picking her way from pile to pile, Blue fought her gag reflex as she flipped over corpses, searching out her sister’s familiar face. Every time she saw a head of blonde hair, her heart would leap into her throat only to crash back into her stomach when she discovered it wasn't Harlow. 
The further she went, the more disorienting the place became. It was a mass tomb, filled practically to the ceiling with the dead and clogging the air with decay. So many lives had been lost to these monsters and Blue couldn’t help but feel responsible. Logically she knew it wasn’t her fault. One Slayer couldn't be held responsible for this amount of carnage. 
One moment she was standing upright, and the next, she was knocked into a pile of bodies. She steadied herself, but a heavy weight fell down on her shoulders as she clawed at the vamp who'd just ambushed her. The thing screeched and swiped at her face, all the while its teeth snapped at her like a rabid, salivating dog. 
The monster smelled of mildew and souring meat. Its hair was stringy, limp and falling out. Once upon a time it may have been long and red. She couldn’t tell if the thing had once been a woman or a man, but it didn't matter anymore. Getting back her balance, Blue slipped her whips from the loops sewn into her new pants and snapped one out with practiced finesse, ripping the Vampire’s head right off of its shoulders. 
She had no time to rejoice, however, because another dropped the ground before her. Blue gripped the whips, flinging them out as a warning, grazing the rotted flesh with its silvery tip and causing the vamp’s congealing blood to ooze out slowly rather than spurt like a human’s would. This was why vampires craved human blood. They could no longer create new blood of their own, so they survived off of the life force of living creatures. 
It shrieked and scrambled back when suddenly, it threw its head backwards and screamed as loudly as it could. ‘Shit, fuck!’ Blue cursed frantically. It was calling for the others. In seconds, the sewers were filled with answering shrieks of the bloodsuckers further inside. Blue wasted no time snapping off the head of that vamp too before the others got closer. She could hear their pounding footsteps and scratching fingernails along the walls as they slogged through the sewer water.
"B-blue Jay..." whispered a cracking, weak voice from somewhere above her. 
"Har?!" she called out frantically, head swiveling every which way. "Harlow, where are you?!" 
"Up here—" the voice called out. Blue looked up, startled to find her sister’s familiar face, hovering overhead peeking out from a small alcove in the ceiling. Her cheeks were sunken in, and there were dark bags under her brown eyes. 
"Harlow... what the fuck; what are you doing up there?" 
Harlow waved a hand weakly. "Oh, ya know... napping," she attempted a bad joke. Blue couldn't help but laugh, deliriously happy to find her sister alive. 
"Don't you move, Har, I'm gonna get you down from there, but you have to be quiet. There's a lot of them coming and I can't fight them off if I'm worried about you. " 
Her sister nodded, closing her eyes tightly and resting her head back on the wall. "I'm sorry, Blue Jay. I'm hurt badly, or else I'd be helping you. But my arm... I think it's actually broken if you can believe it."
Blue raised her brows at that. It was extremely hard to wound a Slayer. Only vamps were strong enough, so whatever had done that to Harlow had probably meant to kill her. "Just sit tight," Blue warned as the shrieks came closer. 
Shadows filled the tunnel as about fifteen vamps rounded the corner. Blue cursed aloud. She’d never taken on this many alone. Four or five, sure, but fifteen? She had absolutely zero hope of making it out of this alive, but as long as she took out as many as she could while she was still breathing, maybe Harlow could crawl to safety. 
The first wave hit her, and she sent her whips flying. Two heads rolled, giving her time to secure her stakes in her hands. When two more vamps got within arm’s reach, she slammed her slender stakes into their hearts cleanly, proofing them into dust instantly. Still, more came. The tunnels were pretty narrow, so luckily, they weren’t unable to surround her. They hit two by two, hissing and dripping black, bloody drool from their unhinged jaws. 
One of the vamps crawled on all fours, looking as if he were swimming through the water, trying to grab her by the legs. Using her heavy boot, she stomped the thing’s head repeatedly but it was no use, only a stake or a silver whip would do the job. Teeth latched onto her thigh and she screamed. Fire ripped through her veins. 
Contrary to popular belief, a vampire bite would not turn you. Well… it wouldn't turn a Slayer unless it had at least a minute of connection to secrete its venom. Humans were susceptible to the virus via saliva alone. Her thigh burned as if someone had lit a torch beneath her feet and she screamed louder, all the while driving stakes into the hearts and heads of one monster after the other. 
Blue lost her balance and fell backwards, a vampire followed her to the ground, trying with all its might to latch its teeth to her neck when suddenly, a stake that wasn’t hers lodged itself into the thing’s forehead and it poofed into black dust. 
Getting to her feet, Blue snatched the stake from the water just as another stake flew by her head and pierced the heart of the next bloodsucker in line. There were still about eight of them funneling through with more on the way. A deep, rumbling growl ripped through the echoing chamber and Blue’s eyes almost missed the black blur of teeth and fur as it leapt over her head and tackled one to the ground.
Dresden was right behind Cole’s wolf, stake in hand and murderous venom blazing in his eyes. Their gazes caught and so did her breath. ‘They came for me,’ she thought breathlessly. She couldn't believe they actually made it… Dresden tossed himself into the fray, moving like a blur and leaving a trail of dust in his wake. 
"Get back, Blue!" yelled Jasper as he rounded the corner, whips of his own dangling from his palms. He had his black hood raised, covering his buzzed head and shadowing his face, making him look deadly. A black face mask covered the lower half of his face, but his orangey eyes shone bright in the darkness. She caught his gaze and he made a move to pass her and join the others who were ripping into the vampires like they were nothing. 
"You came..." she said stupidly, still astonished to see them, and also that she wasn't dead. 
"I could have so much fun with that one," he quipped with a cheeky wink and Blue just rolled her eyes. 
"Sex jokes, here? I'm covered in poop." She laughed despite herself.. 
He shrugged. "Can't always pick my venue, I guess." His eyes scanned her from head to toe, and he nodded when he confirmed none of her wounds were life threatening. "Go get your sister, we've got these assholes covered." For once, she did as she was told. 
Blue leapt up to where Harlow was hiding within the alcove and was relieved to meet here wide, coherent eyes. "Let's get you out of here." She grabbed her slender hand, dragging her out of the darkness. 
"Ouch!" Harlow shrieked. "My arm, it's broken. I've never had a broken arm before!" 
"Okay, just lean your other side towards me and I'll help you down. Don't use your right arm." Blue helped her as she guided her to the ground softly. 
The sounds of the battle were dying down behind her so she chose to keep going. Getting Harlow somewhere safe was her number one priority. They bypassed the piles of the dead, backtracking until they reached the latter that would lead them back into the boiler room. Blue heaved Harlow over her shoulder and gripped her arm tightly as she made her way up the latter and out of the sewers. 
They made it out of the gymnasium and by now they were both staggering with exhaustion. Harlow fell to the ground and stared skyward, breathing heavily as Blue leaned up against a pillar. "That was shitty," breathed Harlow and Blue couldn’t help but snort as she slugged Harlow in the arm. 
"I swear to God, Har, if you ever do that shit again, I'm gonna kill you myself."
Harlow huffed. "Hey, I'm just as capable as you are, little sister. Just a bit of bad luck is all." 
"Are you kidding me, that was an ambush!" She shook her head. ‘Bad luck…’

"Okay, nerds, let's get you in the van before you stake each other instead." Ronnie approached out of the darkness with her hands in her pockets, dressed in all black with her hair pulled back in a ball cap. Blue didn't hesitate, she jumped up and flung herself at her roommate. 
"Woah, there!” Ronnie laughed, patting her back with the tips of her fingers. “Feeling the love but dang, let a girl breathe!" Blue backed away, knowing she smelled like crap.
"Thank you for coming after me." 
Ronnie helped Harlow off the ground. "Don't make a habit of sneaking off and I wouldn't have to. Let’s get her into the van, David's just over there." She nodded towards the parking lot. Sure enough, David was pulling up in a massive white Astro van, heaving the sliding door open enough for the two girls to ease Harlow in without hurting her arm. 
"I need to go back. The guys..." Blue started.
"Are right here, baby girl," Cole’s voice boomed from the doorway of the gymnasium. Blue took off at a run throwing her arms around the werewolf and hugged him tightly. She would have loved to breathe in his familiar scent of juniper and smoke, but she knew he’d smell more like sewage right about now. Regardless, she grabbed his beard covered face and sealed her lips to his. Despite her earlier wariness of the whole mate idea, she was beginning to believe that she could actually give it a shot, as long as he was accepting of the other two.
It was a long shot, but she had to hope because at this point there was no way she could choose between them. They’d come after her together, so that had to count for something. 
 








Chapter Seventeen

They’d been back at school for half a day and already the word had spread. Harlow was in the infirmary getting her arm treated, while Blue had bluffed her way out of there, not wanting to be poked and prodded by the nursing staff.
She knew they’d only be judging her. They’d take one look at her brand new bite marks and draw their own conclusions. She showered and changed into some dry clothing, luxuriating in the feeling of clean skin, even if she had rubbed it raw in her attempt to clean the sewage out of her pores.
She was just about to lay down for a nap when there came a loud knock at her door. She wondered who it could be. The guys seemed to be avoiding her for the most part. From the moment they got back to campus, each of them had come up with some sort of reason to excuse themselves. She suspected they were still angry with her for leaving so suddenly. Their anger was warranted, but she didn't regret a thing, otherwise Harlow might have died down there.
Opening her door, she was surprised and delighted to find Cole on the other side, filling up her doorway like a sexy giant. Moving out of the way, she silently beckoned him in.
“I didn’t expect you to come see me,” she said as she shut and locked the door. Ronnie was still in the infirmary with Harlow; for some reason they had taken an odd liking to one another in the last twenty-four hours.
“I wasn’t planning on it,” he grumbled, rubbing a hand across his beard. “I took a walk to let off some steam and somehow just... ended up here.” He looked embarrassed for a moment. It was such a change from his usual stoic demeanor that she was momentarily thrown.
“Are you mad?” she asked, her voice timid and so unlike herself.
“Yes!” he growled, causing her to back up a few steps. “I’m so fucking angry with you, Blue. How could you put yourself in that situation? You could have died!” He stood before her, fists clenched at his side, shaking with anger.
“Harlow could have died too if I hadn’t done something about it! She’s my sister, Cole!” She moved in closer, knowing she couldn't exactly intimidate him, being half his size. “You went after me when you thought I needed the help, well, that's exactly what I did for Harlow.”
“You could have said something!” he argued.
“I did! I told you guys what I was planning and none of you offered to help me. I didn't ask because it’s not any of your responsibility to watch over me.”
Cole huffed... or growled, a mixture of the two. “Not my responsibility? You're my mate, of course, I’d come with you. I’d follow you anywhere, Blue... you have to know that.” The anger seemed to be fading from his golden eyes.
“How am I supposed to know that? I have no clue what being your mate is supposed to mean! In case you haven't noticed, I care about three men at once, what about that is normal to you?” She threw her hands into the air in exasperation.
Cole’s lips tipped into a handsome smirk, temporarily throwing her off. “You still into me?” he asked with a smile in his voice. His fangs were peeking out from behind his full lips and beard and she had the sudden urge to bite him. Into him might have been an understatement.
“Did the kissing and the touching not tip you off?!” she yelled in his face. She didn’t know why she was yelling, but she needed it. She needed to release this emotion building up inside of her. “But I also feel something Dresden and Jasper. You have to know that too. It's not going to change, so I can't be your mate; it’s not fair to you.”
“Says who?” he asked, placing his hand on her cheek lightly. His thumb caressed her skin.
“Wolves mate for life, Cole. I can’t hurt you like that.” She shook her head guiltily.
His eyes crinkled at the corners, the gold in them flaring with heat and promises. “Baby girl, I’ve come to terms with the fact that there are two other men in your life. I'm not going to sit here and tell you that I won't be jealous as hell sometimes, but I just want to see you happy.” He tilted her face towards his. “I chose you for a reason. You are my mate, that's not going to change just because your heart is big enough for more than just me. You never lied about your intentions. You never cheated or tried to sneak around behind our backs. If you want to be with Dresden and Jasper, then do that, but please don’t turn your back on me because you’re scared of hurting me. I’m a big boy, Blue.”
Before he could keep talking, she pushed him against the wall and sealed her lips to his. His shoulders hit the wall, but his arms automatically wound around her waist, claws already tearing at her shirt. His whole body was rumbling like a pleasant purr, making her pulse with need. She couldn’t get enough of his taste, his smell and the noises he made.
Pulling back, he wrenched his lips from hers, flitting his eyes between hers with questions in them. “You sur—” he tried to ask but she wasn't having it, she needed him now.
“Shut up, wolf boy, you’re overthinking it.” Her lips mashed to his again, and this time, he threaded his fingers into her dark hair and gripped tightly, hoisting her up even higher until she was straddling his hips against the wall. She couldn’t help but grind herself against him, needing to feel every single part of him he was willing to offer.
His hard length pressed against her core and she knew he was straining. She could practically feel him pulsing beneath his jeans. He caged her against the wall, holding her up like she weighed nothing, and something about the raw power behind his strength made her feel like a goddess. His lips moved from hers and traveled down the side of her neck to her shoulder blade. She wore only a black tank and a pair of leggings, but even those felt stifling. She wanted nothing separating his skin from hers. His skin that felt hot to the touch and glowed golden in the dim room.
They were panting now, devouring each other like they physically couldn't get enough. She couldn’t explain what this feeling was that welled up inside of her. It was like a part of her soul was reaching outside of her body, trying to grasp onto something. There was a tugging in her abdomen, practically begging her to pull the wolf closer. She felt almost feral in her desperate need to own him.
In a sudden, forceful move, Cole lifted her from the wall and carried her over to her bed. He dropped her down and she bounced a few times, giving him room to rip his shirt over his head. She could have sworn she made a whimpering sound at the sight of him, because his lips tipped into a satisfied smirk as he prowled closer. Everything about Cole Harlan was a work of fucking art. His body looked as if it were made by the hands of a god. He was sculpted at all the right angles that made her mouth water. His chestnut hair fell to his shoulders in wild waves that made him look like some kind of mountain man. Tattoos covered every available inch of space on his delectable body and she couldn’t even pick out each individual one because they blended together creating a beautiful mural of scrawling black lines over his muscles.
Blue licked her lips, fucking him with her eyes already as he reached for the button of his jeans. Her eyes followed the motion, locking onto the little v of muscle there at the waistband. Cole watched her the entire time, eyes glowing. “I’ve been picturing you like this for a long time,” he rumbled. His jeans dropped to the floor and he kicked them out of the way. With eyes bugging out of her head, Blue drank in the sight of his massive cock, standing stiff and pulsing as he came closer. Cole wrapped his palm around his cock and gave himself a couple of soft pumps, making Blue lick her lips in anticipation.
Sitting up straighter, she ripped her own tank top over her head, freeing her bare breasts and loving the way his eyes drank her in. He was suddenly on her. He moved faster than her eyes could comprehend, but he pinned her back on the mattress and hovered over her body as he let one of his hands skim her bare torso. Something felt off, so she looked down at that hand, eyes widening even more when she saw that his claws had come out and he was partially shifted. Instead of the tips of human fingers, his nails had filed into razor edges. They skimmed her skin lightly, tingling as they went and leaving a blazing hot trail in their wake. “You like that?” Cole growled in her ear. She hadn’t even realized his face was so close since she’d been so captivated by watching his claws scratch her skin.
“More,” she whined. Her voice sounded foreign and breathy. “Please…” she breathed. His hand left her side and came to the side of her face. Cole turned her eyes to his, their lips only breaths apart.
“If we do this, there’s no going back.” He was dead serious. His hand even shook a little. “Not for me, and not for you. If you let me fuck you right now, that’s it. You’re mine… you fucking belong to me.” The promise was there in his eyes as well as his words. The way he looked at her was possessive and reverent. She should have been running for the hills. Never in her life did she think she’d be the one to turn over her soul to a man, but in that moment, it was like something clicked in her head. She knew without a single doubt that she wanted this werewolf with every fiber of her being. No, she didn’t just want him… she needed him.
Blue snaked her hand up the front of his torso slowly, caressing each and every hard line of his abdomen until her fingers skimmed his throat. His whole body shuddered as her fingers wrapped around his throat and gave a gentle squeeze. He lowered his face, capturing her lips with his and skimming his sharpened teeth along the edge of her lip. “Fuck me, Cole,” she whispered.
He didn't need any more prodding than that. With a growl, Cole ripped her leggings right off her legs and tossed the scraps of fabric aside. There was no foreplay needed, she was already soaking wet for him. She knew he could sense it because his nostrils flared, and his eyes lost their whites. Burning gold filled his eyes, reminding her of the feral beast that lived inside of him. His wolf was taking over and it made her pulse and ache for him to take her.
Cole didn’t waste any time, in one swift thrust, he was buried inside of her. They both cried out, him with a feral growl and her with long, mewling moan. His cock felt so good inside her as it stretched her wide open. He fit perfectly. He held still, to the point where she couldn’t help but swivel her hips, needing him to move. Cole growled low and she felt it down to her toes as they curled. Suddenly, he was moving.
She hadn’t had the chance to prepare, but she yelped as he began to thrust fast and hard. The slaps of their skin bounced off the walls as he drove himself into her over and over again. He fucked her into the mattress so hard that she had to grip his back with her nails and wrap her legs around his waist. She’d never had reason to imagine what it might be like to fuck a werewolf, but she also knew that her wildest fantasies couldn’t have captured just how erotic and wild it was in reality. He fucked her like his animal was in control. He grunted and growled, claws digging into the mattress by her head and tearing it to pieces.
Sweat coated their skin as he pounded. Scooping a hand under her ass, Cole lifted her hips as he sat back slightly. Her back was still laid out on the mattress as she sat in his lap, but he just kept fucking her. His hips pistoned up into her, grinding as he hit all the right spots that made stars dance in her vision. She was screaming, writhing against his sweat soaked skin. She could feel an orgasm building in her core, pulsing with the need to be set free. Suddenly, Cole lifted her off of him and spun her around until her knees were bent on the mattress. He thrusted into her from behind and pounded into her with reckless abandon. He rutted against her like a heathen and she loved every glorious second of it. Gripping the sheets, she pressed her face into the pillow and screamed as an orgasm crashed over her in hot waves of pure ecstasy. Her pussy clenched around his cock and she felt him growing even harder.
With a long, guttural, drawn out groan, Cole emptied himself inside of her as he kept thrusting. He kept going and going until he was spent. His fingernails were transforming back into human fingers; she could feel them on the sides of her hips as he began to caress her. He was still moving inside of her, drawing out the delicious aftershocks until the very last second.
When they were able to breathe a little easier, Cole bent over until his whole body covered her back. He kissed up her sweaty spine and ran his palms along her slick skin. His lips teased her ear before placing a kiss on her shoulder blade. “One day I’ll claim you right here—” he kissed the spot again. “And when I do, every Guardian in the world will know you’re my mate.”










Chapter Eighteen

The days following her return from the city were slow going. Harlow was recovering still, even though most of her wounds had now healed. Blue still didn’t know exactly what had happened to her down there in the sewers, but her sister seemed off… a little bit vacant.
For now, her sister was allowed to stay in an empty dorm room. It took some convincing on Blue’s part, but eventually the headmistress saw reason. Harlow had been a student at Arcane a decade ago, and so Blue reasoned that she’d earned a safe place to recover, especially after risking her life on the Conclave’s behalf. Blue was nervous, after finding out that the Conclave had become aware of Harlow’s little stunt, and the fact that Blue had gone after her. Not much was kept secret from the Conclave, and so now she had to deal with the fall out.
The school was in an uproar, after an announcement the previous day. The Trials would be starting the following week, and Guardians from around the country would be traveling to Arcane to participate and oversee the new recruits. Though the Trials had nothing to do with Slayers, the sporting event was more popular even than human football. Slayer teams from around the world tuned in to watch the games and watch new guardians get initiated.
She’d asked Cole all about them, and he’d told her stories about his own trials and how he never doubted for a second that he’d come out on top. From what she’d heard, Cole had been top of his class the entire time he attended Arcane. He was a Beta, second only to his Alpha, a wolf named Gareth whom she’d seen around campus a few times. Gareth was an older Guardian, probably closer to forty years old, and for Cole to have been appointed as his Beta at the age of only twenty two, it spoke of how powerful her wolf really was and how respected and loved he was by his community.
Cole was gone a lot in the weeks that followed. His Guardian duties called him away at all hours of the night, and sometimes for days at a time. With the Trials right around the corner, it was the Beta’s job to make sure the visiting Guardians were being taken care of. Out in the forest that surrounded the school, there were various guest cabins set up amongst the Guardian community. There were around fifty or so expected in the following days and they’d already begun trickling in. There was a buzz in the atmosphere, and it seemed like all anyone could talk about were the Trials.
The week dragged on and classes had become monotonous. She missed the days of freedom before coming to Arcane, where she made her own rules and hunted on her own terms. Her muscles ached for action, and she hated that little part of herself that was almost hoping for another vamp attack. She was getting bored. With Cole gone so often, Team Building and Self Defense class was boring as hell. She sparred often with various classmates, however reluctantly on their parts, but they were never enough of a challenge. Every time she was forced to fight someone, she found herself spacing out and simply going through the motions. After ten full years of constant life or death situations and real fights with undead creatures, sword fighting and grappling with a young Slayer just seemed like child's play.
Mr. Orozco was slowly catching on. Her last few sparring partners lasted less than two minutes on the mats with her before she had them disarmed and pinned. Soon, her teacher began using Blue as a sparring partner much like he had with Cole in the beginning of the year. She was almost like a teacher’s aid at this point, but after twenty minutes of boring fighting and little to no real action, she constantly found her eyes straying to the clock on the wall.
She’d been spending a lot of her free time with Jasper over the last week. You could often times find the two of them chilling in the graveyard, talking about nothing in particular. She was growing attached to the snarky, incredibly charming Slayer with a strange sense of humor, and she found herself seeking out his company more often than she liked to admit. After all that had happened between her and Cole, she thought Jasper might pull away from her, but the exact opposite had happened. She made a promise to herself that whatever happened, she would be open and honest with all of them. She didn’t feel right keeping secrets from men she was beginning to seriously fall for. So, she told Jasper about her and Cole, and what happened in her room the other night.
His eyes had initially shuttered and darkened, but she could also tell that he wasn’t actually upset with her. In the end, he admitted that he was just jealous it hadn’t been him again. He kicked himself for not being the one to come after her first. Blue was relieved he wasn’t angry, or willing to walk away. She didn’t know if she could handle losing him at this point. He hadn’t tried to take things any further physically since the night she took off, save for their frequent make out sessions in the graveyard, but she could feel the tension building between them every day. She found herself dreaming of him at night, wondering if he was thinking of her too.
She hadn’t seen much of Dresden since they returned. After everything they went through, and the fact that he’d gone all the way to Portland just to make sure she was safe, she thought he’d actually been interested in her. The man was so full of mixed signals it made her head spin. One minute he was fighting a werewolf in the kitchen over her honor, and the next he pretended she didn’t exist.
She’d visited the kitchens every night in the past week, hoping to accidentally run into him as he descended for his nightcap, but he’d been strangely absent. In her heart, she knew it was because of her. He was actively avoiding her, and when they passed in the halls, he didn’t even try to make eye contact. It hurt more that she wanted to admit.
When she first met Dresden, there wasn’t a single shred of her being that felt the need to get to know him. He was cold, rude and radiated impending heartbreak. He was perplexing at first, the way he treated her like garbage, and the way he glared at her like she was the cause of all the world’s problems. She hated the way he judged her. He told her who he was and why he felt the way he did, and she honestly couldn’t fault him for it. He’d lost someone close to him, and it was all her family’s fault. How could he not be bitter? Still though, she couldn't explain why there seemed to be a hole opening up in her chest that got just a little wider every time their eyes met by accident. Every time he looked right through her it cut a little deeper.










Chapter Nineteen

The sky was bright blue, a rarity for that time of year. Students were all outdoors, training even on the weekend. She’d spent most of the morning talking with Harlow, but after a few hours alone in her room, she figured some fresh air was in order. 
After jogging around campus for forty-five minutes, she was about ready to head inside to do some weight training, when she pulled up short. With her hands on her knees, pulling in a few steadying breaths, she had to stare for a moment, in case her eyes were playing tricks. 
Next to the running track, several of their new arrivals were running drills. The wolves were getting ready for the Trials. There must have been at least sixty new wolves on campus, but there were only two that caught her eye. Cole stood off to the side of the running track with his shirt off, sweat glistening in the sun. She ran her eyes over his tanned torso, appreciating every angle of his delicious body, shivering as she remembered the feel of his hands on her. What she didn't appreciate though, was the female wolf next to him, fucking him with her eyes as she pretended to stretch. Blue narrowed her eyes on the bitch with muddy brown hair and narrow brown eyes. She wasn't ugly by any means, but a sick feeling churned in Blue’s gut. Cole was letting the girl stand too close, not even looking remotely uncomfortable. In fact, he threw his head back and laughed heartily at something she said, his canines flashing in the sun. 
Blue wasn't usually the jealous type... and technically they hadn't even established their relationship... but it seemed only logical that she might be a little possessive after allowing him into her bed, indulging his wild ideas of her being his fated mate. Watching the two of them laughing and joking around like old friends was awakening something ugly inside of her. She hated the girl on sight. 
They were a good distance away, so Cole didn't see her standing there watching them like an idiot, but she saw them perfectly. She saw the girl move in closer, reaching out to grab Cole’s bicep as she steadied herself. Fury ripped through Blue’s veins like fire. She wanted to tear that hand from her scrawny little arm. The worst part was... Cole just let her do it. He just stood there while that bitch touched his skin. The touch was familiar, and the way she looked at him was intimate.
She didn’t know how long she stood there watching the two of them, but she couldn’t believe he hadn’t sensed her there yet. For a man claiming she was his chosen mate, he sure had eyes only for this unfamiliar woman. Grinding her teeth, Blue turned away from them, wanting to get out of their way before Cole could spot her. She didn’t need that sort of drama, and she didn’t want to be that girl. She told herself this wasn’t what she was at Arcane for. She wasn’t there to make friends…
A flash of blonde hair caught her eye as she turned. Standing at the corner of a building that led into the back entrance of Arcane, was Dresden. His arms were crossed in front of his bare chest, glimmering under the sun like he’d been sweating. Her mouth dried up as flashes of his body hovering over hers flooded her brain. He was watching her with shrewd black eyes, his hair tied yet again up behind his head. A towel draped over his shoulder and he pulled it down before using it to wipe the sweat from his forehead. Blue frowned as his stare continued to penetrate her skin, making her feel warm all over, and not from the unseasonably warm weather.
Dresden frustrated her like nobody she’d ever met. She couldn’t understand why her stupid, traitorous body craved him the way it did. Realistically, she knew pining over a man like Dresden was just asking for heartbreak. It was written all over his pretty face. Men like him chewed up sensible women and spat them back out never to be repaired again. He was the type of man your heart never really let go of, and she hated that he’d latched onto hers. There was just something so all-consuming about him, and it was evident in the way he watched her even now.
She stared back, frowning at him as his eyes moved from her to where Cole stood with that werewolf girl. His eyes narrowed, and his jaw ticked. She wondered what the hell was wrong with him, and why he was glaring at the Guardian like he’d personally slighted him somehow. As far as she knew, Cole and Dresden had never interacted personally before Blue, aside from their little display in the kitchens. It was perplexing even now. Why had he fought Cole? It made no sense and it hurt her brain trying to puzzle him out.
She took a step towards him, but before she could make it three paces closer, Jasper appeared over Dresden’s shoulder, tapping it and breaking her connection with Dresden’s eyes. She stopped short and watched in utter bafflement as the guys knocked knuckles. Jasper said something to Dresden that had the surly man quirking up a lip and following him inside. Blue stood there, watching the empty space they’d just stood in and mentally scratched her brain.
*
It was just after dinner and Blue decided a trip to the graveyard was in order before heading to bed. The Trials were starting the next day, and she’d probably be losing a lot of sleep in the near future as most of the games took place after classes let out in the evenings. This would probably be her last chance to visit her ancestors for a few days.
Luckily, the sky was still clear, and the wind was warmer than usual. It hadn’t rained in a few days, so the air was somewhat stuffy, but it also meant that a vampire sighting was highly unlikely. She took the same path through the dense woods, enjoying the canopy of stars that dotted the night sky through the trees. She soaked in the silence around her, listening to crickets chirp and the soft pads of her feet falling along the cobblestone.
Out in the forest, it was like time stood still sometimes. It wasn’t like the city, where humans felt the need to stick their noses in everyone else’s business. The air wasn’t coated in grime and smog, and the ground was never littered in… well, litter. It was fresh and real, and she’d missed it down to her bones. She grew up in these woods, and never thought she’d have the opportunity to visit them again.
Through the trees were hazy shapes, translucent and ethereal as they swayed through the woods. Though they made no sound, she almost imagined she could hear a low humming through the silence. It was always fascinating to sit and watch the spirits frolicking through the trees. Sometimes, on a clear night such a this, they’d leave the confines of the graveyard and have a little fun. Blue thought it was sort of sweet, that even though they couldn’t actually interact with each other, they still enjoyed one another’s company.
To her left, three little boys wove through the trees, jumping over stumps and pretending to shoot each other as if playing a war game. They were dressed in old style clothing that looked more at home in the civil war era, and their smiles were wide while their eyes were mischievous. She could almost imagine their laughter… almost.
Cutting through the silence was the low howl of a wolf. The shrill song raised the hairs on her arms. She knew the woods were filled with Guardians around the Trials. Soon, the howl was answered by several others, creating a cacophony of noise. She could see the gates of the graveyard in the distance and hoped Jasper would be waiting for her. She wanted to ask him about Dresden, and why the two of them suddenly seemed so chummy. As far as she knew, Dresden wasn’t very sociable, and Jasper saw him as a threat.
Her back slammed into the trunk of a tree, but the hand over her mouth stifled a yelp. She struggled, wriggling out of the tight grasp on her arms, but the stranger just pushed her harder into the bark. Hot breath wafted over her ear as she felt lips graze her skin. “I saw you watching us,” whispered a low, gravely voice that she didn’t recognize.
Blue tried to speak, but the hand was still clamped over her mouth. She reared her head back and then snapped it forward, headbutting them hard. She must have caught the person off guard, because they cursed and faltered slightly. “Who the fuck are you?” Blue managed to spit.
Suddenly, she could see through the shafts of moonlight that filtered through the dense trees that it was a woman—a woman with familiar brown eyes and bland hair to match. The werewolf who’d been chatting up Cole had her pinned, unable to wriggle her way free. Claws dug into her forearm and those sharp canines were awfully close to her face.
“Are you afraid of me, Blue Graves?” The woman sniffed, seeming to scent the air around Blue’s head.
“I said who are you, and how the hell do you know me?”
The wolf chuckled. Her voice was throaty and deep, telling Blue that she was at least partially shifted. Her wolf was close to the surface. “Oh, I know all about you, little Slayer… I know all about the last descendants of the family that turned on their own kind, slaughtering over twenty of the Conclave’s finest.” Her eyes were filled with malice, glossing over until a small ring of amber lined her dark iris. “I’m surprised they allowed your filth back into society,” she spit. “Personally, I’d have killed you just for sport.”
“Look—” Blue started, but a clawed hand around her throat cut her off.
“I didn’t ask you to speak, bitch.” She smiled. Her teeth shone white in the darkness. She was pretty, in a feral sort of way—all muscular lines and a hard-set jaw. She looked mean. “I’m going to warn you now, before this goes any further. Stay the fuck away from my mate.”
Blue frowned, lowering her hands from the claws that gripped her throat. She went still, cocking her head to the side and fighting a gag as those fingers squeezed. “What mate? I don’t know what you’re talking about, you fucking psycho!”
The wolf laughed again, this time tossing her head back as her shoulders shook. She didn’t think she’d said anything particularly funny. Blue cast her eyes from side to side, wishing she’d been able to get closer to the graveyard on the off chance that Jasper was already there waiting. She could really use some back up. Wolves were stronger than Slayers. It was an unfortunate fact of life, and because of that she’d always been thankful that wolves and Slayers were on the same side. But this woman looked like she was out for blood tonight.
“Stay away from Cole Harlan, bitch. I saw you watching us.” Her eyes looked Blue up and down with disgust. “I could smell your desire for my mate, and it made me sick!”
Cracking a smile, Blue couldn’t help but chuckle. The chick was delusional. “Mate? Have you informed him of that?”
The girl snarled, “He’s been mine since we were pups—you’ll keep your filthy hands off of what’s mine, or I promise, little girl, I’ll rip your spine out through your pretty little throat.”
Though her words sent an ice-cold chill down her spine, logic was telling her that this woman was indeed, wacked. There’s no way she was Cole’s mate… no fucking way. Cole had been adamant that he’d never felt like that for anyone else. She didn’t think he had it in him to betray her like that. There’s just no way a person could fake the sort of passion between the two of them… or the raw emotion in his eyes when he made love to her. She didn’t believe it for a second.
The wolf kept talking, but by now Blue had tuned her out, stalling with a docile, vacant expression on her face, all the while her hand crept lower and lower until she was able to finagle a single stake from her right-hand holster. The leather grip molded to her fingers perfectly, making sure she wouldn’t accidentally drop the thing when she needed it the most. She hated what she was about to do. A Slayer should never use silver against a Guardian. It went against everything in her nature, but she needed to get away before the wolf crushed her throat.
“Do you fucking understand me?” wolf girl snarled. Blue’s eyes snapped to hers and narrowed, meanwhile, she brought her right arm up and around the back of her captor.
“Oh, I understand you, Fido.” She smiled. “I just don’t give a fuck.” Bringing the stake down, she slammed it into the girl’s left shoulder blade—hard, but not hard enough to do any real damage.
The wolf screamed, clutching her arm after Blue ripped her stake back out. She couldn’t risk losing such a magnificent weapon. The girl fell to her knees, gasping for air and snarling, so Blue took her one shot hand landed a roundhouse kick to her pretty face. She went down hard, sinking into the muddy ground as she writhed in pain. Blue knew she was hurting badly. Silver was a bitch to get out of the system. Even a sliver of it could potentially cripple a supernatural being for hours if they weren’t properly trained. Clearly though, by the fact that the girl was still conscious, she was well trained and strong.
While she was down, Blue knelt into a squat by her head and grabbed ahold of her chin roughly, forcing the girl to look at her. Her jaws snapped at Blue’s fingers, but there was no force behind it. “Listen here, you absolute psychopath,” she whispered, bringing her face down closer to those snapping teeth. She gazed into a pair of eyes that were now completely amber, with no whites to be seen. She was fighting the shift. “I don’t give a fuck who you are, or who you think your mate is. I’m not here to compete with anyone. If you want him, then try and take him, but I’m not the kind of girl who fights over men, do you hear me? You stay the hell out of my way, and maybe I’ll reconsider reporting you to the Conclave for assault on a student, Guardian.”
With those parting words, Blue stood up before kicking out with her heavy boot, landing a blow to the side of the girl’s head—knocking her out cold.
*
Shaken and annoyed, she finally made it to the graveyard, squeaking open the black wrought iron gate. More spirits were out tonight, sitting atop headstones, or lazing around in the grass. A few of them waved to her, but she never responded. She just passed them by silently, knowing that if she were to give them attention in any way, they’d follow her around relentlessly, and she didn’t need or want that sort of audience.
She was halfway to her family mausoleum when a figure dropped to the ground in front of her. Instantly, she had her stakes up and ready. “You aren’t gonna use those things on me, baby girl, right?” Jasper drawled. He stood in front of her with a cocky smile.
Sighing, Blue shoved the stakes back in her holster and crossed her arms over her chest. “One of these days you’re going to get a stake to the chest and I won’t even feel bad about it.” His smile only grew, as did the mischievous glimmer in his eyes.  Jasper loved hanging out in the cemetery even more than she did, but often times he’d chill on one of the thick tree branches that hovered over the headstones. She supposed she should have been expecting his aerial attack. The situation with the werewolf girl threw her off her game a little.
Jasper’s smile morphed into a frown as his eyes swept her face. “What happened?”
She turned away from him, continuing her path towards the Graves building. Jasper’s footsteps caught up with her and he grabbed her upper arm, hauling her back around. His frown was deeper now—real concern shining through his eyes. “Don’t fuck with me, Blue, what happened?”
She bit the inside of her lip, not knowing how to approach this. How the hell was she supposed to talk to the guy she was in love with about relationship problems that had to do with another guy she was in love with? It was enough to make her mind spin.
He watched her as her mind raced, but soon his frown fell away and a small smile tilted his lips. That smile did things to her belly even now. Even while she was still riled up. “It’s about the wolf, isn’t it.” It wasn’t a question.
“I can’t talk about this with you,” she grunted as she turned around and slipped inside the mausoleum. Of course, he followed her in, shutting the heavy door behind him.
The room was bathed in darkened, but soon she struck her match and lit a few candles strategically around the room, giving the place just enough orange glow to make out some of the names on the wall. She continued further in, where a sitting parlor stood off to the side. It was an old room, covered in cobwebs and dust, but over the last few weeks she’d made an effort to start cleaning it up.
People used to go to the sitting room for contemplation and prayer. There was only a wingback chair and a small sofa, next to a clawfoot table filled with all sorts of anointing oils and candle wax. She didn’t use any of it as she wasn’t a believer in any of the old gods, but she liked to preserve the area, if only because the place was full of sacred family history.
“You seriously don’t have to avoid talking about it. Whatever’s going on, let me help.” He stood right behind her, close enough that she could feel the warmth rolling off of him. He wasn’t letting this go any time soon. Breathing in deeply, she reached up and pulled her hood off her head, removing her black ball cap and ran her fingers through her long black hair—stalling. “Look at me,” he said, reaching out and twisting her chin until she was looking up at his face. Still, she chewed on the inside of her lip. “What the hell happened?”
“Cole’s girlfriend happened.”
His hand pulled away and his eyes widened. “Uh, aren’t you his girlfriend?” he asked incredulously.
Blue’s cheeks heated. This was awkward. “See?!” She turned away in a huff. “I can’t freaking talk to you about this—it’s too weird.”
“Blue, stop,” he demanded. She did. She stopped and stiffened her shoulders. “It’s not weird, okay? So, you have multiple boyfriends… so what? We all fucking know about it, and I already told you I’m okay with this setup. You have to stop pretending you’re doing something wrong, because you’re not.”
“I’m not with Dresden…” she corrected, maybe a bit too quickly.
Jasper’s lips quirked. “I don’t recall saying you were.” He stepped forward, twisting a lock of her hair around his finger. “I never said any names, you drew your own conclusion, baby girl.”
Her cheeks flamed once more before squinting at him. Placing her hands on her hips, she jutted out her hip. “And what the hell were you doing with Dresden earlier, anyways? I saw you guys outside by the track… I wasn’t aware that the two of you were even friends.”
He pretended to think. “Friends, might be a strong word…”
“Jas—” she warned.
Placing a hand on her shoulder, Jasper squeezed lightly, the other palm landing on her hip. “Let’s just say the two of us have a… mutual interest, and leave it at that, alright?” She opened her mouth to argue, but he cut her off before she could. “Now back to wolf man. What happened?” He held up a finger. “And don’t sugar coat it. I don’t give a shit if you fucked him, as long as it doesn’t stop you from fucking me.”
She pushed him away but was unable to stifle a snort. “Again, Jas, you really have a way with words.” She tapped on the space above her heart. “I feel the love right here.” She rolled her eyes.
“As you should,” he drawled. Jasper widened his stance, raising his eyebrows as he waited for her to tell him what was bothering her.
She bit the bullet and spilled her guts. She recounted what she saw out by the track, and what she thought it looked like. He listened intently as she told him about being accosted in the woods just moments before meeting him. She asked him if he knew the strange wolf girl, because she’d never seen her face before.
“Her name is Vanessa. She graduated the year Cole did, but instead of guarding Arcane, she chose to be a roamer.”
Roamers were still Guardians, only they chose not to stay in one place. She’d seen a few over the years—always solitary and never a part of a pack, but they still reported to the Conclave, and still kept humans and Slayers safe.
Bitterness coated her tongue. “Yeah well, she’s a crazy bitch. Not to mention she broke about five hundred Guardian codes back there.” She shook her head.
Jasper laughed darkly. “She did always have a thing for Cole, if I remember correctly, but they’ve been friends since they were kids. I don’t think you have anything to worry about.”
“That’s not what it looked like to me,” she grumbled, touching a finger to her throat where she still felt phantom claws. She knew she sounded like a stupid little girl, but for some reason this whole thing irked her. She’d never been the jealous type, but the thought of Vanessa’s grubby paws all over her man made her want to gouge the bitch’s eyes out…
“Whoa, you got that murdery look in your eyes,” Jasper said, pulling her towards him and placing a kiss on the pucker between her brows. “Normally that look turns me on, but right now I have to be the levelheaded one.” She huffed. “Babe, look at me.” She did. “You have nothing to worry about. I’ve seen the way wolf boy looks at you. He claimed you as his fucking mate, so I doubt he gives a shit if his childhood stalker is still making moon eyes at him.”
“I’m just being an idiot.” She shook her head, feeling stupid. “This isn’t even like me. I don’t do the whole jealousy thing.”
“Everyone does the jealousy thing,” he corrected. Narrowing her eyes at him, she searched his face. He rolled his eyes. “I’m not saying I’m jealous right now… I mean yeah, sometimes I am. I hate knowing he’s fucking you and I’m not. I lay awake at night wondering if he’s tasting you, touching you while I’m alone in my room…”
She went to argue, but he shushed her with a small, soft kiss. “I’m not saying this to make you feel bad. I just want you to be one hundred percent sure how I feel about you—about all this.”
“You don’t feel like I’m cheating? How are you okay with sharing me when I’m not willing to do the same?” she asked. She hated the vulnerability in her voice. She hated looking weak, and these boys had the irritating ability to do just that. She knew if she found out he was hooking up with another girl, she’d cut a bitch.
His lips coaxed hers open and she didn’t fight it. His kiss was sensual and slow. She loved the way he tasted and the way he smelled. She loved the way she felt safe in his arms. He pulled away slightly. “Stop worrying. I’m not asking you to do the same for me. In case you didn’t notice, I was single when you got here. I have no fucking interest in anyone but you, and I can safely bet the others don’t either…”
Warmth pooled in her chest and in between her legs. Suddenly, her core was throbbing for him. He must have seen the change in her eyes, because his face grew serious. Jasper stood back a little, eyes running up and down the length of her, cocking his head to the side. She just stood there, letting him have his fill of whatever he was looking for.
He reached out, snagging the zipper of her hoodie and pulled it down, letting the garment drop to the cement floor. She didn’t dare move. His eyes darkened as he started to circle her, running his fingers over her exposed shoulder. Under her hoodie, she was only wearing a thin tank top, and she could feel everything, but wanted more.
When he was behind her, Jasper leaned in, sweeping her hair off the nape of her neck before placing gentle kisses between her shoulder blades. She shivered. His hot breath wafted over her skin, making her lean her head back and moan. “That’s right, baby. Moan for me,” he whispered in her ear, his tongue licking out to taste her earlobe. Unable to stop herself, she did moan. She felt him smile against her skin. “I fucking love that sound…”
His hands grabbed ahold of the straps of her tank top, dragging them down her arms until he was peeling the top off altogether. One it was pooled around her hips, he moved on to her bra. She heard him groan as he got a good look at it. She’d put it on that morning without much thought, but right now she was thankful she did. It was crimson, with lace trimming, cupping her breasts gently with a small bow in the center. “Fuck, baby girl…”
“Please,” she whispered. Her voice was rough and breathy.
“Please what?” he asked, snaking his hands around the front to unclasp her bra. It dropped to the floor, freeing her breasts. In the cold of the night, her nipples were puckered and sensitive. He took full advantage and cupped both of them in his palms. “Tell me what you want, Blue.”
At this point she didn’t even know how to articulate what she wanted. She needed so many things. She needed him to take possession of her. To love her, to own her. She needed him now with a fierceness that should have scared her. Of all the things that flew through her mind at once, all she could say was, “Surprise me.”
She felt him rumble against her back, and one of his hands pinched at her nipples, eliciting a groan as she rubbed her thighs together. She could feel wetness pooling between her legs.
“Turn around,” he commanded, and she didn't even hesitate to comply. His eyes were almost black now. He licked his lips, soaking in the view of her bare breasts as the candlelight flickered off her pearly skin. “Do you have any idea how fucking perfect you are?” he asked, reaching out a hand and running his knuckle down her throat and in between her breasts slowly.
“Get on your knees,” he said next, and butterflies bloomed in her stomach. Normally, she didn’t appreciate a man giving her orders, but for some reason she was more turned on than she’d even been. She dropped to her knees in front of him as he took a step back.
She almost whimpered as he widened his stance and undid his pants, slowly freeing his cock. Her eyes widened. She’d obviously seen his dick before, but their time together had been rushed and frenzied. She took the time to appreciate him now. He was massive—thick enough that she didn’t think her hand could close all the way around him.
“That’s right, now feel me,” he whispered. His voice was thick, and she could see the muscles straining in his neck as he fought to control himself.
She reached out, gently running her finger tips along his shaft, loving the feel of his silky skin. Jasper threw his head back and moaned, “Fuuuck.”
Blue leaned in, needing to taste him before she lost her mind. Her lips closed around the head of his cock, and she sucked in, causing him to hiss between his teeth and buck his hips. Opening her mouth wider, she allowed her jaw to adjust to his girth as he slipped in further, nearly hitting the back of her throat. She started out slowly, getting a feel for him and making sure she was comfortable. He tasted salty, but smelled like fresh rain.
Picking up her pace a little, Blue used her tongue to swipe the bottom side of his shaft, while her right hand moved in tandem. By now, Jasper was moaning outright, cursing every few seconds as she sucked harder. She felt his hand at the back of her head, shoving her down further until she gagged. “Oh, shit!” he grunted, before suddenly spilling into her mouth and down her throat.
She’s been expecting it, but she still had to breath through her nose as she refused to pull away just yet. He fucked her mouth until he was spent, before pulling out slowly. Blue got to her feet, feeling a little wobbly, but she was keenly aware of the fact that Jasper watched her.
“If you think we’re done, then you’re in for a surprise, baby girl,” he growled. She barely had enough time to look up into his eyes before he twirled her around and pinned her over the back of the sofa. His hands went to her hips, kneading the soft flesh of her curves.
She could feel his cock on her back, and she was astonished to feel that he was still as hard as granite. Reaching down, Jasper peeled down her leggings, discarding them somewhere on the floor. She couldn’t help but buck backwards into him. Her pussy rubbed along his still wet cock, slipping along the soft flesh easily. Every stroke rubbed against her clit, sending zings of sharp pleasure through her limbs. Jasper ran a palm reverently down the length of her spine. “I’m going to fuck you now, baby, and you’re going to stay real still for me, okay?”
All she could do was nod. He lifted her ass with his palm, while his other hand fisted his cock. It took zero effort for him to guide it up and under, lining her up perfectly. Gripping her hips again, he pulled back. She was dripping wet, so he slipped in easily, stretching her almost to the point of pain. He went slowly, guiding himself in until she felt the tip of his dick hit that spot deep inside of her that many men have struggled to find.
“Shit, Blue, you feel like fucking heaven,” Jasper groaned as he began to move a little faster. “You like that?” he asked. All she could do was moan, unable to form words. He sped up even more, fucking her hard enough that she rocked against the couch, bracing herself with her hands on either side of the cushions.
“Oh god!” she cried out, feeling an orgasm building low in her belly. “Fuck, fuck, fuck!” she was running out of breath, she was about to fall over the edge. “I’m—”
Lights exploded in her brain as a pair of thick fingers pressed in on her swollen clit. The most intense orgasm she ever experienced crashed over her in wave after wave of bliss. She screamed into the couch cushion, riding his dick into oblivion, rolling her hips backwards as heat seared her skin. As she began to crash back down to earth, she was able to catch her breath.
Jasper pulled out, and she whimpered. Blue stood there for a few long moments, trying to blink her eyesight back into normal range after seeing stars. Suddenly, she was whirled around. Jasper caught her in his arms, bringing his lips close to hers as his arms tightened around her body. His eyes were molten, but in their depths, she could see everything.
Jasper smiled softly. “If you ever doubt the way I feel about you, baby girl, I have absolutely no problem reminding you again and again. And you can quote me on that.”








Chapter Twenty

Blue made her way through the trees after parking her car along the perimeter of the Slayer neighborhood. She followed a cobblestone road that wound through the forest that surrounded the school in the opposite direction of her favorite graveyard. Her feet carried her forward, even though her brain was screaming at her to turn right back around and pretend she never thought of this hairbrained idea.
Tall black lamp posts lined the winding road, lighting up the dark forest with glowing golden light that made her feel warm, despite the chill in the air. She knew this path by heart but hadn’t traversed it in years. The moon was high in the clear sky, and there wasn’t a cloud in sight, so she had no fear of a vampire attack. Still, she was armed with her silver stakes and her silver whip that had just come in the evening before. She’d opened the little box it was delivered in, and had to contain a girlish squeal of excitement. They were perfect. The silver gleamed and the handles were made of red leather that fit her fingers perfectly. It was coiled now at her hip beneath her long black duster jacket. She made the decision to never leave the academy anything less than completely strapped. Her luck was just that bad.
She walked for ten minutes before the trees began to thin. The road split into forks that circled up into long driveways in front of massive familiar estates. The neighborhood was nestled in the trees, hidden behind a set of wrought iron gates that didn’t actually close. The gates were simply for looks as the road went straight through an opening with two massive stone gargoyles perched on either side.
Each home she passed looked like something out of a gothic romance novel. The houses resembled miniature castle-like mansions, complete with turrets, roundabouts, fountains and gigantic silver door knockers, each carved into the sigil of the family the home belonged to. She passed Jewel’s home—the one her family passed down for over five generations. Her heart squeezed, knowing that she would never be welcome there again. She’d spent practically every day at that house, running through its ancient halls with JJ, playing hide and seek, or pretending to slay vampires in the night. That place was practically a second home, so much so that Jewel’s mother had decorated one of the guest rooms to Blue's taste and even let her keep some of her things there.
She forced herself to keep going, slipping through the dark street and dodging street lamps so that nobody would spot her. She decided to wear her hood and mask, just in case anyone happened to be passing by or looking out a window. Unfortunately, Blue’s strange looks would be recognizable no matter where she went, and she couldn’t afford for the Conclave to come up with any more questions.
Blue gritted her teeth as she passed a particularly large house at the corner of the first street. It was larger than all the others, with steepled roofs and a massive carriage house to the side of it. A dozen stone gargoyles stood sentry on the edges of the stone wall that surrounded the estate, watching her like they knew she had no business being there. The Conclave convened in that building. It served as a sort of city hall, where the council that ruled the local Slayer community lived and worked. She’d been inside more times than she could count. As a child, her mother often had business there and would take her along when it wasn’t too important or serious.
The lights were all on behind the windows, and she could see shapes moving about. She hovered just outside the perimeter but darted passed the cameras she knew were set up along the entrance. Technically, she wasn't breaking any rules by venturing into her old neighborhood. But still, she didn’t think they’d welcome her back with open arms. There would definitely be a few raised eyebrows.
Continuing further down the street, there was a fluttering in her stomach as a familiar structure came to view. The house was massive, painted a deep purple hued black that had bleached in the sun over the years and  was now overgrown with spindling, creeping ivy. The front gate hung open, squeaking in the wind. Fog undulated over the ground, raising goosebumps on her pale skin. She slipped passed the open gate, careful not to make a sound. There was an old dried up fountain that sat in the center of a cobblestone roundabout driveway, with a steep staircase that led to the front entrance of the familiar house.
There were fourteen bedrooms on the property—three stories filled with decadence and family history. Above the front double doors sat the Graves family crest—a black raven with a bloody rose clutched in its beak while its sharp talons perched atop a skull with vampire incisors. Her heartbeat picked up as she neared the doors. Memories rushed through her, almost strong enough to cause her physical pain. The door pushed open without a struggle, and a cloud of dust rained down on her head. Holding her breath, she stepped over the threshold of her childhood home for the first time in ten years.
The foyer looked the same as it always had. High ceilings rose in a cylindrical column that spanned three stories above her head. A spiraling staircase swirled on the outer edges of the wall, stopping on every floor where a platform met the last step. Cobwebs hung in every corner and stretched across doorways and bannisters. Dust coated the walls and the old drop cloths that had been laid out over the statues her mother used to collect. She could see their shapes beneath the once white cloths and remembered each and every one of them as if she’d been there only yesterday.
Aside from the darkness and the dust, the old house even sounded hollow. It felt hollow. The once bustling estate that used to be her haven was now an empty shell, devoid of life. It might as well have been a graveyard. She remembered the days where she’d skip through that very foyer, laughing and screaming while JJ chased her around. She remembered the dinner parties her parents would host, and when the whole house had been filled with the chatter of their guests, and music that used to drift in from the other room.
Blue wandered out of the foyer, taking the first doorway to her right that led into a sitting parlor. Her mother’s old chaise lounge still sat in the same place she used to listen to bedtime stories at night. She remembered sitting tucked up in her mother’s arms, wrapped in a cozy woolen blanket as she listened to her soft voice telling her stories while her father had a cigar in the wingback chair.
The walls were lined with old bookshelves, their covers were coated in a grey layer of dust. She knew most of them were children’s fairy tales, but some of them her mother had written herself when she worked for the Conclave. Running her fingers over every surface she passed, her fingertips grew cold and aching. The more she interacted with her home, the more her energy seemed to wane and leech out into the abyss, as if the very estate were sucking something from her. Her heart hurt. It physically cramped in her chest, making Blue want to buckle her knees. But she kept on going, despite the pain.
Holding her breath, Blue crossed the threshold of the one room in the estate she dreaded the very most. Marble flooring spread out across the massive room. The ballroom. Her mother had it built after her grandfather had passed away. Being one of the most prominent and founding families in the Slayer community, her mother and father were social butterflies who loved to throw a good party. The ceilings were high and old—cracked chandeliers hung from them, covered in thick cobwebs and shadows. Bats were nesting in the empty torches. The curtains that housed the floor to ceiling windows were now torn to shreds with entire sections discarded on the floor.
She remembered the last time she stepped foot in the ballroom. It was the night when everything changed. She remembered the laughter and music that filled the room. A violin piece was playing, and she’d been dancing with Jewel under the twinkling lights of the once beautiful chandelier. All around her was a celebration. The Trials had concluded at Arcane, and her parents had thrown a banquet to honor the newest Guardians. Only upperclassmen and graduates were allowed to attend the banquet, but JJ and Blue had been allowed only for a few hours that night.
She remembered being upset that evening, finding out that just before the festivities was about to begin, her parents’ Slayer team had been called away for a not so routine sweep of a nearby hospital. There had been a vampire sighting in the area, and they were the only first responders ready to tackle the situation. Only half of their team had gone out that night. Her mother told Blue to have some fun while they were gone.
She danced and she danced, laughing and giggling, sneaking sips of champagne when the waiters were not looking. Her hair had been in braids that night, and her plum colored dress made her feel like royalty, but she remembered searching for her mother’s beautiful face through the crowd as the clock struck twelve. They’d taken too long to come back, and she remembered the uneasiness she’d felt as every hour passed. JJ tried to brush it off as nothing. She tried to distract her with finger foods and games, but Blue could never forget how it felt when she’d been ushered off to bed without a goodnight from either of her parents.
Snapping back to the present, Blue stared down at the ten-year-old dried bloodstains that still littered the ballroom floor… She felt ill. She felt like she might faint if she looked at it for too long, remembering the cold, dead faces of the people she used to know. She’d been the one to find them all that night, after everyone else had fled. She’d descended the staircase, listening for the sounds of screaming, only to discover a massacre waiting for her through the double doors.
Blue turned away from the sight of the aging decay. She made her way up the stairs in the front foyer, practically holding her breath the entire way up. A memory struck her then, of a little blonde boy in a tuxedo and a book in his hands as she passed the first landing. She shook the memory away and kept going. She couldn’t explain what was compelling her to keep moving forward, but she did regardless of any lingering doubt. on the third floor was her bedroom. The oak door was still shut, and she had to blink away the last memory of it.
Blue’s hand shook as she grasped the brass knob, twisting gently before giving the heavy door a push. She coughed as dust filled her nose. The door swung open, revealing a room bathed in white moonlight. She could see each mote of dust as they floated around her head, but she refused to breath in deeply. Her eyes honed in on her little bed in the corner. Her breath stuttered in her chest, and it took a moment for her to remember how to move forward.
She approached the bed, staring down at the once white lace comforter in both awe and terror. It all flashed before her eyes at once—the blood, the screams… the dust. With a choked sob, Blue turned to flee the bedroom, but smacked right into a solid chest. She shrieked, backing up so swiftly that she almost fell onto that monstrous bedding. Strong arms caught her before she fell.
“Calm down, it’s just me!” Dresden urged, holding his hands up in front of his body. “Blue, it’s me,” he repeated.
Holding a hand over her racing heart, she yanked her hood off her head and tried to take deep breaths. “What the fuck!”
He stepped closer, but Blue danced out of his reach. “Don’t touch me,” she spit. His eyes flashed with hurt before he looked away. Dresden was still trying to calm her down, but she didn’t know why the hell he was in her house.
He was dressed in all black, with his hood once again pulled up over his long blonde hair that fell over his shoulders. He wore tactical pants tucked into thick black boots, and his weapons were strapped to his back and hips. Dresden looked like he was in the middle of a hunt.
“C’mon, let's get out of here,” he whispered, glancing around the morbid remnants of her childhood.
“Don’t tell me what to do,” she snapped, but she did scurry past him, out the door of her bedroom before zipping down the stairs. She might have been trying to outrun him, but she could hear his footsteps behind her.
“Blue, wait!” he called after her when she burst through her front door. She was ready to make a run for it, but noticed belatedly that the sky was beginning to fill with cloud cover. Soon the rains would start and she’d be vulnerable once again.
Whipping around, she leveled him with a glare, causing him to pull up short when he stopped in front of her. “Why were you following me?”
Dresden smirked, infuriating her even more than before. “Who says I was following you?”
“Cut the shit, Dres. I know you were stalking me. What I want to know is why. Why the hell do you even waste your time on me if you clearly hate me?” He just blinked at her. “And no more of that cryptic bullshit everyone here seems to love so much, just tell me why you’re creeping around my old house.”
“Why did you go back in there?” he asked. His voice was tight. “Are you trying to make everything harder than it needs to be? Are you some sort of fucking masochist?” She opened her mouth to argue, but he kept going. “I can’t think of a single good reason for you to come back to that—to that slaughterhouse. That place has nothing for you, Blue.”
“Why is that your problem?” She tossed her hands in the air. “Nobody asked you to come with me. Maybe I felt like finally facing it. Maybe I felt like I needed to…” She paused, looking around as if searching for the words. “I needed to see it for myself.”              
In reality, she didn’t have a good excuse for being there. Something had compelled her to get in that car and drive until she found herself at those familiar gates. By now, she was beginning to wonder if Dresden was right. Maybe she was a fucking masochist. She knew what kind of pain returning would cause her, but she did it anyway… and did it make a difference? No. She still felt just as shitty as she always did. She might even feel a little worse than before.
She was quiet for a minute, while Dresden just stood there watching her. She could feel his eyes tracing her face in contemplation, but for the life of her she couldn’t imagine what he was thinking. She looked up, letting vulnerability shine in her eyes for the first time in a long time. “I’m sorry,” she whispered. The wind howled around them and her hair lifted from her shoulders, whipping across her face. She pulled her jacket tighter against the chill.
“What are you talking about?” he asked, his voice a little softer than before.
Blue sighed wearily. “I’m sorry all those people had to die under my roof… I’m sorry your uncle Henry was killed and I’m sorry it was my family’s fault…” she looked to her feet, not wanting to meet his haunted eyes. “I’ll have to live with that night for the rest of my life, Dresden, but I don’t want to forget.”
He stepped forward. ‘Why not?”
She racked her brain for the right way to explain it. Any which way she thought the words, she knew they’d come out wrong. “I can’t forget their faces. I don’t even want to. That night, everyone was so happy. We danced, we sang and laughed… I remember everyone who was there in our ballroom like it was yesterday. I remember Henry dancing with JJ, I remember my mom kissing my cheek before she and dad ran out the front door with half their team…” she paused, taking a long, steadying breath. “I remember you,” she whispered, looking up at Dresden through her lashes.
He sucked in a sharp breath, shoulders going rigid. “I thought—” he started, but she shook her head.
“When I was in the house just now, your face flashed through my memory. Or, at least I think it was you. I remember you sitting on the staircase in the foyer. You were reading some sort of book, but I never stopped to check. You were so little back then and you didn’t even look like you, but I remember.”
He looked confused, and a little angry as his jaw tightened and his hands curled at his sides, but he didn’t look as mean as he usually did. His eyes were almost sad. “I remember it too, you know,” he admitted, surprising her. He took a step closer until they were within touching distance. They were close enough now that she could see small flecks of green and amber in his dark eyes, and the barely there freckles across his nose.
She shook her head, trying not to get lost in the beauty of his features, but it was incredibly difficult. She had to keep reminding herself that he didn’t feel the same way. As much as he fascinated her and made her heart flutter, she knew he was feeling the exact opposite. He might be somewhat physically attracted to her; he’d expressed that much that day in the tower, but she also knew he would never see past her family history enough to feel something more.
“Before my mom dragged me out of the ballroom, I was still there, watching your parents tear through our friends and family like sacks of meat.” His dark eyes flashed. “It’s the reason I can’t let go of it. The reason I don’t sleep anymore.”
Blue looked away, feeling guilty for the millionth time in her twenty years of life. No child should ever have to see the things they saw. Even Slayer children. Where was the innocence? They’d lost every ounce of it that day, and even now, ten years later, it still haunted them all. She sniffled, but bit back her tears, not willing to let Dresden of all people see them. “I don’t know what to say…”
“There’s nothing I need you to say, Blue.
“Why did you come after me tonight?” She looked back into his eyes in time to see them flit away. He gazed up at the darkened windows of her house and frowned.
“I saw you leaving campus. You looked like you were up to your usual bullshit, so I figured I’d come too, just to make sure you didn’t get yourself killed.” His mouth flattened in ot harsh line. “You seem to be really good at getting yourself into life or death situations.”
Blue rolled her eyes. “I was fine before you scared the shit out of me.”
His lips turned up reluctantly. “Sure, you were.” He looked around again, glancing up at the sky. “Let’s get out of here before the rains come, I don’t want to be a sitting duck in case any of your vampire friends decide to come to dinner.”
Blue laughed, but it was more like puffing air out of her nose as she moved to turn away. Dresden caught her by the arm and whirled her back around. She stumbled a bit until her chest bumped his. Their faces were close together, and their icy breath mingled as white steam filtered from between their lips. His eyes darted back and forth between hers. She didn’t understand what was happening. Why was he holding her there? Why wouldn’t he let her go?
He looked conflicted, and his hands shook on her upper arms, tightening ever so slightly as he held her in place. His eyes dipped to her lips, and she couldn’t help but lick them. His face lowered slowly, and she held her breath, unwilling to break this moment and send him running. She knew she shouldn’t be letting this happen. She made that mistake before and knew how it would end. She knew he’d just leave again.
Closing her eyes, she felt his soft, full lips as they grazed hers so carefully that the kiss was almost barely even there. There was absolutely no pressure on her lips whatsoever, save for a soft graze that had her knees trembling. She couldn’t understand why he had this powerful of an effect on her. She’d been touched, kissed, fucked hard and so fast that it made her head spin, but the way he held her like every small moment was fleeting and breakable was enough to make her whole heart ache. When they were this close, she longed for him to reciprocate her feelings. She needed him to see her the way she saw him, but she couldn’t get her hopes up. She couldn’t handle any more pain.
“What are you doing to me?” he whispered against her lips. She could feel the heat of his breath hit her skin. Opening her eyes, she looked into his and saw a torn man. She saw a strong man, who was burdened by loss and grief. A man who was at a crossroads, and who was looking for someone to tell him it was alright.
Blue leaned in, placing a soft, barely there kiss on the corner of his mouth. He sucked in a breath, closing his eyes tightly as his fingers shook on her arms. Reaching up, she stroked his cold cheek beneath the edge of his black hood, running the pad of her thumb over his barely there stubble. She sighed sadly, knowing the moment was over. “Let’s get back.”
She stepped away from him, though reluctantly, and she could see the moment reality came crashing back into him. His shoulders straightened, and his eyes grew distant. “I’ll give you a ride back to your car,” he clipped, turning away from Blue and striding down the darkening street.
Blue just stood there for a few moments watching him go. She knew tonight had changed something between them, she just didn’t know what. All she knew for sure though, was that these brand new unwanted feelings swirling around in her gut were probably going to be the death of her someday.








Chapter Twenty One

The first day of the Trials had arrived, and it was like a wave of excitement and school spirit had suddenly washed over the campus. Ronnie woke her up that morning before dawn, dragging her out of bed for breakfast and an early morning run. She knew the run was just an excuse to go stalk the Guardians as they set up for that night’s game.
Guardian Trials were somewhat similar to the Olympics, only on a much smaller scale. The games consisted of strength challenges, logic trials and teamwork exercises. The only ones that competed in them were the graduating senior wolves who would go on to become Guardians after the closing ceremony. Blue had the chance to go to a few of the Trials before her exile, and remembered how excitement filled the air the whole week long.
Cole had been busy preparing the field for the sporting events all week, so she was surprised to see him in the training room with Mr. Orozco that afternoon. With more pep in her step, Blue set her gym bag down, removed her weapons and made her way over to her wolf before the start of the lesson. His eyes snapped to hers as she got closer, and a feral gleam lit them up, making her buzz pleasantly from head to toe. The way he watched her, looking her up and down and practically fucking her with his eyes made her ache to drag him out of the classroom and have her way with him against a wall somewhere.
The feelings and urges she couldn’t suppress were entirely foreign to her. She never thought she’d be the kind of hormonal mess of a girl who committed the tragic social faux pas called PDA. But there she was, letting Cole Harlan drag her into his muscled arms and devour her until she was moaning under her breath. His tongue snaked into her mouth, making her feel the need to clench her thighs together. His rough, calloused hands skimmed her bare sides. She thanked the gods she’d only worn a sports bra and leggings that day.
Feeling eyes on them, Blue forced herself to let his lips go, though he grumbled when she pulled away. His eyes were molten gold when she looked up into them, and they traced her face reverently. “I feel like I haven’t seen you in days,” he murmured, rubbing his right palm up her arm.
She smiled softly. “It’s no big deal; when the Trials end you can spend all the time you want in my bed.” She didn’t know where this forwardness was coming from, but something about the man made her feel… feral.
He rumbled, and she felt it to her toes. “Don’t make promises like that, little Slayer, you don’t know what you’re offering.” He brought his body flush with hers again, but this time, she could feel the unmistakable hard bulge of his cock as it pressed into her stomach through those grey sweatpants that still drove her wild. Bending down, he brought his mouth close to her ear. “As soon as I have a second to spare, I’m going to fuck you so hard you’ll need to take a week off training, and then I’ll fuck you again, just to make sure.”
She couldn’t explain the thrill that burned through her. His words should have made her furious, or maybe a little afraid, but all they did instead was make her crave him. She was practically salivating. Idly, she wondered if all of these raw emotions had something to do with the mate bond. She knew something had already started forming the moment they climaxed together. It was like there was an invisible tether holding the two of them together. It was impossible to ignore now. She wondered if those feelings would diminish or go away altogether when the bond was sealed completely… when he finally claimed her.
“Well isn’t this just adorable…” came a low, familiar scratch of a voice from behind her. Blue cringed all over, and Cole just frowned at her reaction, not understanding what was going on.
Turning around in Cole’s arms, she met Vanessa’s sneer with one of her own. “Morning, Guardian,” she snapped. Cole’s hands tightened around her upper arm.
“Morning, V, what are you doing here?” Cole asked the wolf girl.
Vanessa tore her glare from Blue and her brown eyes softened as she smiled at him. “Orozco asked if I’d help out today.”
Anger bubbled in Blue’s stomach. She just knew that was bullshit. Somehow, Vanessa’s orchestrated this whole shit pile. Somehow, she worked it out that Cole helped teach one of Blue’s classes, and she managed to worm her way in just to fuck with her. She could tell it was true just from the smug ass smile of the girl’s stupid face.
Before anyone could say another word, Mr. Orozco strolled in and started class. Reluctantly, Blue peeled herself out of Cole’s arms, but not before he managed to plaster another sexy kiss on her lips. Right in front of Vanessa. She knew the girl had to be steaming mad, and a not so small part of her soul warmed just a little at that.
Before she knew it, half the class was over, but she’d been distracted. More and more, Orozco paired Vanessa with Cole, asking them to perform several arrangements and formations that were at a higher level than any of the Slayers in her class. Blue already knew most of the formations, so she spent the majority of the class trying not to openly glare that the bitch while she had her hands all over Cole.
She knew Cole could tell something was up. Every so often, he’d cast her a strange, perplexed look. She knew she was acting crazy. There was no fair reason for her to suspect anything amiss, especially with how casually he’d greeted Vanessa with Blue still in his arms. She felt like an idiot for his potential infidelity to have ever crossed her mind. She didn’t like that she was turning into a jealousy monster. It just wasn’t in her nature to compete for a man. Hell, when she came to Arcane in the first place, she wasn’t even looking for a man, let alone two or three. But here she was, tracking Vanessa like a homing beacon and hating herself for it.
When class was over, Blue moved to her bag and downed an entire bottle of water, ignoring the fact that Cole stood in the corner of the room chatting with Vanessa. Slinging her bag over her shoulder, she caught his eyes just before she left the room. She made it halfway down the hall before he was shoving her up against the wall of a small alcove.
“What the fuck is up with you, babe?” he growled. She wiggled, trying to push him away, but halfheartedly.  He huffed again. “You’ve had a fucking attitude since the second we started class. What aren’t you telling me?”
Looking up into his amber eyes, she narrowed hers. “What’s up with Vanessa?” she sneered while saying her name.
Cole’s eyes lost a bit of their anger, and a smirk tilted his lips. “Is that what the murder looks are all about? You jealous?” His canines were showing now, and she had to actively ignore the way they made her body itch to be bitten by them.
“I don’t do jealous,” she lied. “I just want to know why the hell that bitch thinks it’s okay to attack your girlfriend in the woods.”
Cole went utterly still, eyes narrowing into slits. “Attacked you? V?” he laughed bitterly. “I doubt that very much.”
Pushing him away, Blue crossed her arms over her chest. “What the hell is that supposed to mean? Vanessa attacked me in the woods the other day. She choked me against a tree…”
His looked like he was fighting an eye roll. “Baby, I’ve known V since we were three years old, and that doesn’t sound like her at all.”
“So, you’re calling me a liar,” she deadpanned. Her heat was sinking. It was obvious he didn’t believe a word she said, and it made something inside of her crack a little.
He shook his head—brown hair falling around his shoulders in messy waves. She hated how she noticed these little details while she was seething mad. “I’m calling you confused.” He stepped closer, but she just thrust a hand between them, keeping him at least two feet from her chest. He frowned down at her hand. “Are you serious right now?”
“I know what I’m talking about. It was Vanessa. I know that without a single doubt in my mind and whether you believe me or not is apparently irrelevant. She warned me to stay away from her mate.”
“V doesn’t have a mate…”
Rolling her eyes, Blue huffed. “No shit—do you even understand what I’m getting at here? Think about it, Cole.”
“You need to stop this, you’re clearly confused. Vanessa’s been my best friend since we were just pups. We’ve never been like that before and never will be; she knows that. Why would she go out of her way to track you down?”
“Again, you’re calling me a liar…” Her heart was now drying up and shriveling in her chest. Her chest physically ached and she fought against the instinct to rub the ache.
“Baby, don’t act like this. I’m sure it was all just a misunderstanding.” His voice was soft and pleading, but it just made her angrier. The fact that he didn’t immediately defend her was a little shocking.
“I’m not your baby—” she spit, slipping out from between him and the wall. He reached for her but she batted his hand away. “Don’t fucking touch me, Cole.”
“Cole, they’re waiting for us at the track,” came Vanessa’s annoying voice from the hallway. She rounded the corner, before pulling up short when she saw them. “Oh, sorry, I didn’t mean to interrupt—”
“You weren’t, we were just going over this week’s lessons,” Blue sneered. She walked around the corner, ready to get the hell away from both of them. Flicking a look over her shoulder, she met Cole’s cold eyes with tears brimming in hers. “He’s all yours.”
*
The punching bag swung, almost knocking into the ground before bouncing back up to meet her fists. She’d opted for a midnight workout, rather than her usual late-night snack. She had energy to burn and a certain face she wanted to picture as she punched the daylights out of the stuffed bag in her private gym at the top of the tower.
Over and over again she ran over her conversation with Cole. She couldn’t come to terms with the fact that he’d let her go so easily… and for what? For some she-wolf ‘best friend’ with bad intentions? How could he not see the conniving little brat behind those smokey eyes of hers?
Another few hits to the punching bag and she felt her knuckles start to bleed. Add the fact that as soon as she got back to her dorm, Ronnie had accosted her with wild plans of dress shopping and preparations for the banquette at the end of Trials week. She’d completely forgotten about that little detail. Her body felt hollow the moment Ronnie brought it up. She’d felt the wind leave her sails, and the crushing weight of her past land abruptly on her shoulders, not to mention the fact that she didn’t have any money to buy a fancy dress for a one-night event. All the money she and Harlow had been able to save up working menial jobs had gone to keeping a roof over their heads after their parents’ estate and all their assets had been cut off.
She didn’t even want to think about the banquette. The last one she’d attended had ended with a bloody massacre that even ten years later she hadn’t been able to scrub from her memories.  The faces of all those Slayers who lost their lives that night at her parents’ hands flitted through her mind like a morbid carousel of betrayal and loss…
She’d been alone when it happened. Tucked into bed and already dozing off into dreamland when she heard the first of the screams. She could still remember the sharp strike of terror that lanced her chest the first time she heard it. It wasn’t a normal scream—it wasn’t even one of fear… it was a scream of agonizing pain. She remembered being so scared that she shrunk down into her comforter, shaking like a leaf and hoping it was all just a bad dream and she would wake up the moment her mom and dad got back from their hunt. They would hug her and kiss her on the forehead before reading her a bedtime story and make everything better.
But little had she known they were already back. After a solid thirty minutes of shrill screams and the thundering of hundreds of feet from the floor below her bedroom, she thought it was all over. She thought the nightmare would come to an end and she would be safe… but her bedroom door creaked open.
When the comforter was ripped from the bed, Blue screamed louder than should have been possible for a little girl so small. Backing away frantically, Blue was shoved into the corner where her bed met the wall while her mother hovered over her small body—salivating and frothing at the mouth like a feral beast. Her once bright blue eyes were an oily back, and her hair hung in blood-soaked ropes around her hunched shoulders. Her needle thin teeth were too big for her once bow shaped mouth, tearing at the skin around the edges. Behind her, another figure fumbled in the hallway.
Blue cried and she screamed. She choked and she screamed some more while her mother snarled and curled in on herself, looking like she was fighting some kind of internal battle. A battle she was clearly losing. Blue recalled the way her mother’s clothing had stuck to her skin, utterly saturated in the blood of fallen Slayers. She knew it because the sounds from down below had all but stopped, save for the odd gurgling scream here and there. Whatever happened down in that ballroom had been terrible, utterly savage.
Blue’s mother leapt onto the bed, feet straddling either side of her youngest daughter as she heaved. Black blood dripped all over her white sheets. Blue’s throat was raw from crying, and she was running out of time. Slipping her little hand beneath her lacy white pillow, she wrapped her fingers around the child size stake her father had given her on her ninth birthday—just a few months earlier. She held the stake in her grip like a lifeline.
Cocking her head to the side, her mother’s movements were all wrong. There was a distinct lack of humanity in the way she moved her limbs. Still, Blue had no idea why she wasn’t dead already. The vampire should have drained her dry by now, but something was stalling her. Looking into her mother’s now soulless eyes, Blue found the courage to crawl up onto her little knees and she knelt in a pool of black drool.
In the blink of an eye, her mother lunged…
A scream tore from her throat—it was shrill, bouncing off the stone walls and reverberated around the room as she fell to her knees.
The memories hit her harder than ever before, probably because she was awake for them, rather than having one of her usual nightmares. Her throat felt raw, like she’d been screaming for hours, and her cheeks felt strangely wet. Was she crying? She couldn’t tell because the pain in her chest was so sharp and blocked out most other senses. The look in her mother’s eyes as she went for Blue’s throat was something she’d never be able to forget. The blackness there, the lack of a human soul…
“Shh, shh—it’s okay,” cooed a soft voice in her ear. She startled as a pair of warm arms wrapped around her shoulders. “You’re okay, baby…”
She realized she was sobbing now as the world came back into focus. Sounds finally reached her ears and it was like a dam was breaking. She hadn’t cried since that night, and almost forgot what it felt like. But she couldn’t stop the tears now. Logically she knew she was being hysterical. If anything should have set her off, it should have been returning to her childhood home. Hell, she’d stood in her old bedroom, facing down the bed it all happened in. She walked through the ballroom, stained with lingering remnants of carnage.
“Tell me what’s wrong,” the voice urged. “Are you hurt?”
She tried to shake her head, but tremors wracked her body. “I—”   she tried to choke out, but it was hard to form words. “I shouldn’t have come back here—"
“What are you talking about, Blue, what happened; talk to me!” The arms tightened around her shoulders, and suddenly she was surrounded by a familiar scent. Her mind wanted to reject it, but she knew it was him.
Turning her face upwards, she met Dresden’s dark, smokey brown eyes and searched his face. He was watching her warily, but still hadn’t let go or backed away. “What are you doing here?”
He cracked a barely there smile, “I’ve been asking you the same thing for about five minutes.” His smile fell—serious once again. “Now, are you gonna tell  me what that little freak out was all about, or do you  need me to call a nurse.”
She scoffed, trying to play it all off but she couldn’t disguise the shakes still running through her body. Her head was spinning and it felt like she couldn’t quite get enough air. “Why the hell do you care?” she snapped. “All you ever do is glare at me, confuse me and walk away.”
His jaw tightened. “We’re not talking about me right now. I want to know what upset you. You either talk, or I’m going to go find your wolfy boyfriend and force him to get it out of you.” He raised an eyebrow in challenge. “Now, are you going to talk?”
Glaring at him clearly had no effect, so she just sighed deeply, shoulders losing their tension. She didn’t know how long they sat there on the floor, but he was still holding her. Two conflicting feelings warred inside of her. On one hand, she wanted to be as far away from Dresden as humanly possible because of the way he made her crazy, but on the other hand she craved to pull him closer and never let go again. For as fucking annoying as he tended to be, something about him made her feel safe and looked after. He always managed to be somewhere nearby when she needed help. Call it Stockholm Syndrome or whatever but being forced to spend time with him on a secluded campus where it was impossible to avoid him was doing a number on her heart.
Blue moved to sit up, but she felt his arms tighten around her again. He shot him a look, and he rolled his eyes, slowly lowering his arms and sitting back on his heels. “Sorry you had to see that.” She cringed. “I feel so fucking dumb.”
He snorted—a strange noise coming from him. “No offense, but the last time I bailed your ass out you were breaking and entering. And before that you were in a sewer covered in poop. I think this might actually be a step up for you.”
She couldn’t help but grin. He was right. “I never really thanked you for that, by the way…”
“No, you didn’t.”
Blue sat back against the base of a standing dummy. “You didn’t exactly give me a whole lot of chances, though.”
“Don’t pretend with me, Blue,” he said, shaking his head. “You know where to find me. If you had better places to be then that’s on you, not me.”
She rolled her eyes. “You’re impossible.”
“No, you just don’t like being called out on your shit.”
“You know what, I didn’t come here to be attacked—”
“No, you came here to have a breakdown… I’m still waiting for you to explain what the hell that was back there. I walked in and saw you on the floor shaking like a leaf. And the screaming… I’ve never heard someone scream like that.”
Something cold filled her chest. She hated the fact that he’d been the one to see her at her lowest… to see her so utterly vulnerable and broken. He already didn’t see her as much, and she was sure this only added to his dislike. His fingers on her chin made her go still. Raising her eyes to meet his, she was surprised to see softness there.
“Whatever you say won’t leave this room,” he promised. “You have no reason to trust me,” he paused and smirked. “I mean, I’ve saved your life on multiple occasions, but still, you have no obligation to tell me anything. But I’ll listen if you do.”
“Multiple occasions might be a stretch,” she murmured. “Why are you being nice to me?” she asked. It wasn’t that she was suspicious or concerned about him having ulterior motives; he wasn’t that sort of guy. She just didn’t understand what was going through his head half the time. Once moment he hated her and practically fled the room on sight, and the next he was asking her to spill her guts to him in secret.
“Don’t get used to it. This is a one time offer, and whether you take me up on it or  not is completely up to you,” he said. She looked up, narrowing her eyes on his upturned lips. He was fucking with her. “I’m not out to get you, Blue. I promise. Now what the fuck is wrong?”
She was silent for a few long moments, contemplating how much she really felt like revealing. If it had been literally anyone else, she might not have been so hesitant, but he was personally mixed up in all this. She must have been quiet for too long, because Dresden sighed, leaning forward and resting his elbows on his knees. He stared at her through the dark room, studying her face and making her want to fidget.
“Who taught you how to fight?” he asked out of nowhere.
“Well that was a subject change.”
He rolled his brown eyes. “I’m trying here, alright? Now answer the question.”
“My dad.”
“He did a good job.”
Blue raised her brows at the compliment. “Is that an accolade I hear?”
“Like I said, don’t get used to it.” He ran a hand through his long blonde hair. It was loose from his customary bun and the way it fell around his shoulders made him look softer somehow.
“When I was little, my dad used to take me and Harlow out to the old ruins on the other side of Eugene, you know the ones near the rock face that used to—”
“Belong to the Conclave…” he finished for her.
She nodded. “We were out there for hours after school almost every day unless dad was on a mission. He taught me everything I know…”
There was a slight frown on Dresden’s face, and she wondered if she should stop taking. He probably didn’t want to hear about the man who slaughtered his family and friends. “He sounds like a really good dad,” he whispered, surprising the shit out of her.
Emotion welled in her throat, but she choked it down. She’d done enough blubbering and she needed to reign it in and preserve a little bit of the dignity she’d lost that night. “He was the best dad.”
He made a noncommittal noise in his throat. “So, was he the one who told you it was okay to use silver whips?” Dresden asked, disapproval lacing his tone.
She squinted at him. “Just because you’re too chicken shit to use them doesn’t mean we all are,” she teased. “But yeah, he gave me my first whip when I was practically a toddler. I knew they were dangerous, but dad told me all the greats had used them, so I wanted to use them too.”
Just thinking about those long conversations with her father made her heart hurt. It was like she could still hear his steady voice in her ear, teaching her all the things she didn’t know she needed for the near future. Thinking back, it was almost like he knew they would be without him someday.
Dresden was quiet for a few minutes, but the quiet wasn’t awkward this time, it was contemplative—comfortable even. “My uncle was the one who taught me,” he whispered. Blue’s breath stilled. She waited. “I’ve lived at Arcane practically my whole life. Since my mom became Headmistress before I was old enough to walk, it was decided that without my dad around, I needed a more stable environment.” His tone was bitter. He sounded resentful of his upbringing.
“I always envied you, you know…” he admitted, not meeting her eyes. He frowned down at his fingers as they twisted around each other.
“Why the hell would you envy someone like me? My life was hell, Dres.” The name just sort of slipped out, but he’d caught it. His lips tipped up.
“Because you were free.”
She frowned. “I’ve never been free. Not a single day in my almost twenty years.” She stared at him hard, willing him to understand that freedom came with a price. “You want to be free then run the fuck away, Dresden. You’re an adult and you have the power to make your own choices, but I didn’t.”
He tsked, “Hardly.”
“What—you think my life in the human world was a cake walk?” She scoffed. “I spent ten years feeling like an outsider. No friends… no family, cut off from my own species. It may have looked like freedom to you, but for me it was a prison.” She shook her head, black strands falling around her shoulders is messy waves. “I would have given anything to have the life you were given…”
She hadn’t realized, but Dresden was significantly closer to her spot on the floor when she looked back up at him. How had she missed that? He studied her face carefully, and she would have given anything to have even a glimpse inside his mind in that moment.
“I was picturing the last time I saw my mom,” she whispered. She barely heard his sharp intake of breath. He had a deep frown on his pretty face and his hand looked like it was trembling. He didn’t respond, so she just kept babbling. “That night… I can’t get her out of my head. She’s all I see when I close my eyes… every time I have a moment to myself, I replay those last few hours, wondering if there was anything I could have done to change it. It’s why I don’t sleep much, and spend most of my time wandering through graveyards.” She laughed darkly. It was more like a huff of air. “I know it’s stupid—”
“It’s not stupid,” Dresden snapped. There was more anger behind those words than she expected from him and it caused her to snap her mouth shut. “You’re not stupid for having nightmares. Anyone who went through the things you went through would have them. If you didn’t, I might wonder what was wrong with you.”
She smiled sadly. “I should have told you how sorry I was right away.” He looked away, but she kept going, knowing she needed to get it off her chest. “You lost someone you loved, and it’s my family’s fault…”
“But not yours,” he said with finality. Her eyes widened. Did he really just say that?
“What are you saying?” Her heart was racing.
The look he gave her wasn’t one of loathing or pity. He didn’t look at her like she was a monster. His chocolate colored eyes were soft for the first time ever. They were so hypnotizing that she didn’t realize he’d moved even closer. He was up on his knees in front of her, close enough for their breaths to mingle in the cold, dark room.
“I’m saying I can’t blame you anymore, Blue. You didn’t kill my uncle. You didn’t kill any of those Slayers that night and I’ve been a fucking jackass for blaming you all this time.” He fisted his hands at his side, but his arm kept moving like he was stopping himself from reaching out to her. “I treated you like shit because for years, you were the face of the Graves family that was tangible. You were the face in my mind when I remembered the night I saw my uncle ripped apart in front of me. For ten years I blamed you and Harlow because there was nobody left alive to blame…”
They were quiet after that, both content to let themselves sit and relax without expectation. They moved to the wall close to the tall window that overlooked the campus, sitting in the wide window sill. Dresden’s fingers toyed with hers almost absently as they talked about random things. She still had a hard time wrapping her head around how her night had gone.
It was a nice distraction though. She felt a weight leave her shoulders after having Cole crush her heart the way he did. She even found herself telling Dresden all about it, to which he just rolled his eyes and asked if she needed help kicking Cole’s ass. She’d pretended to think on it, but in the end just waved it away. She had to admit it was awkward discussing Cole and Jasper with him, but he didn’t seem to mind.
Eventually, the night wound down and Blue was starting to get tired. After her little breakdown, she felt drained of energy, in need of at least twelve straight hours of sleep. To her surprise, Dresden walked her all the way down to her dorm. He didn’t kiss her that night though. For some reason it just didn’t seem like the right move. But he caught her off guard as she moved to cross the threshold of her bedroom. His arms came around her body and held her tight as he moved his face into the spot between her neck and shoulder.
For a few long, wonderful moments, everything was still, and everything was perfect.










Chapter Twenty Two

The Third day of the Trials was coming to an end. Blue sat in the stands with Harlow, Ronnie and David, watching as several wolves below were running an obstacle course around the track.
Harlow was still staying at Arcane, even though she was all healed up now. In a way, Blue suspected the Conclave was feeling a little guilty about the whole situation, especially after Blue took the time to write and mail them a very strongly worded letter explaining the multiple ways they’d fucked up. She even thought about petitioning for Harlow to be accepted back into the academy, but she knew that would be impossible. Harlow was twenty-seven now. She should be on a Slayer team of her own. She hoped the Conclave would see reason eventually and give her sister that opportunity, the same opportunity they’d given Blue.
It was raining that evening, as per usual, but none of them seemed to mind. They’d been sitting out there for four hours now, and as exciting as the games were, she was starting to get tired and antsy. Ronnie and David chatted away about this and that, but by now Blue largely tuned it out. She seemed to have eyes for only one person at the moment.
On the field below, Cole stood with a few members of his pack and his Alpha, Gareth. They watched the field intently, making sure the pups were performing to the best of their ability. Cole looked good tonight, and it made her even angrier at him. Why the hell did she have to be so fucking attracted to him? Why couldn’t she just let him go? They hadn’t spoken since their argument the other day in the hallway outside Orozco’s class. Mostly that was her fault. She knew for a fact that the late-night knocks on her bedroom door had been Cole, but she’d ignored them all. Ronnie gave her a hard time about it every time, warning her that he wouldn’t give up just because she ignored him.
Cole must have sensed her eyes on him, because his shoulders tensed and he turned around to face the stands. His long russet hair was loose and hung in haves to his shoulders. He wore black tactical gear—standard issue uniform for a Guardian. He looked every bit a warrior and the tight black shirt that accentuated his thick biceps made her mouth water. His amber eyes met hers, though she had no idea how he’d singled her out so easily through the dense crowd.
She wanted to shrink into herself under that penetrating stare, but she couldn’t look away. His eyes looked impossibly sad, though she was sure she’d be the only one able to identify that emotion. To others, he probably looked like he was glaring a hole into her forehead. Hell, maybe he was, and it was just wishful thinking on her part.
A part of her wanted to run to him and beg him to come back to her, but then she remembered that she was the one who walked away. Then the anger would return full force when she reminded herself of why that was. Speaking of why that was… The hairs on the back of her neck tingled. Looking off to the side and tearing her gaze from Cole, she couldn’t miss the glare Vanessa was sending her way. Blue, feeling petty, decided to fuck with her a little and winked cheekily. The girl’s eyes flared. Blue felt a glimmer of satisfaction, but it was still hollow. Cole watched the interaction with a frown before turning back to the field. Disappointment settled in her bones. She wished he would just take her side already.
She supposed she was being a little harsh on him, though. As bitchy and psychotic as Vanessa was, who was she to spit in the face of nearly fifteen years of friendship and pack bonds? Technically, he might even be justified in holding more loyalty towards his friend, rather than some chick he’s being forced to share with two other men.
Guilt flooded her. Was she being unreasonable? She liked to think she was the victim here, but it was hard to say for sure while her brain was so clouded with jealousy every time she saw Vanessa anywhere near Cole. Vanessa turned away and made her way to Cole. Laying a palm on his arm, she leaned over and said something in his ear. Blue might have been imagining it, but she could have sworn his shoulders stiffened when Vanessa touched him. Was he uncomfortable? She couldn’t tell from this far away, but maybe it was just wishful thinking again.
After the games that day, Blue stopped at the graveyard, squeezing in a few moments with her ancestors before trekking back to campus. She was spending more and more time among the dead, but she couldn’t bring herself to stop. She just felt comfortable there, knowing she was surrounded by family and those who never had to witness her fall. She knew they weren’t actually there with her, but that mausoleum had become somewhat of a second home as of late—however morbid that might sound.
Fog was beginning to roll in once the rain stopped. Blue tugged her jacked a little tighter around her midsection, fighting a shiver as the wind bit into her skin. There was no moon light, but her Slayer vision was enhanced just enough that she could clearly make out the path ahead of her without issues. She was anxious to get back to Arcane. Her mind was finally made up after hours of contemplating the right course of action. She was going to find Cole and apologize to him for being such a jealous bitch. She’d lost her sense of self somewhere along the way and started acting like someone she no longer recognized.
Something pricked her neck, stinging like a motherfucker. Blue smacked her hand to the spot that now burned. Ice filled her veins when she pulled her hand away to find blood. A shiver ran through her, and she instinctively knew she’d been hit with a silver dart. Usually reserved for vampire hunts, silver darts were often used to immobilize. Using one of those darts against a Slayer was strictly prohibited and even a little taboo.
A blow to the back of her head sent her sailing forward. Lights danced in her vision and she immediately fought a strong gag. The pain was nearly blinding, and she couldn’t catch her breath. Someone kicked her in the spine before she could get her bearings. Slamming to the muddy ground, more kicks hit her in the back, hip, head and chest. The barrage kept coming and all she could do was curl in on herself and try to protect her head with her arms while she could still control her limbs.
That blow to the skull must have knocked something out of whack too, because all she could see were colors dancing across her vision. Blood choked her throat as she tried to swallow gulps of air. She could hear grunting and laughing above the buzzing in her ears, but her eyes were beginning to swell shut.
“Stop it!” a smaller voice screamed, sounding far away. “I said stop, Vanessa! This isn’t what we agreed on, fuck!”
‘Vanessa,’ she mentally groaned. She should have known that bitch would come after her again. She should have been ready for it. It was a rookie mistake. A part of her, however small, had hoped Cole put a stop to her nonsense.
Blue heard the scraping of something metal moving along the dirt. She couldn’t pinpoint why it sent a shiver over her spine. The sound kept coming, but her eyes were swollen shut and she was sure a couple of her ribs were broken. All she could taste was blood in her mouth as it trickled down her throat. She couldn’t even scream; the pain was too all consuming.
Someone lifted her, or maybe two someone’s. But she could still hear quiet protests from someone else nearby. Their voice was soft and muffled, but she could vaguely tell they were pleading with Vanessa to leave Blue alone. Though she appreciated it, whoever it was clearly came out here with purpose in the first place.
“You’ll shut the fuck up if you know what’s good for you, bitch,” Vanessa’s familiar voice snapped at the mystery person. “Unless you wanna end up like her, you’ll keep your opinions to yourself. You’re just as culpable here, and don’t think for a second I won’t rat your ass out if you try something.”
Gods, Blue wanted to deck her right in the teeth. Maybe she’d gone too easy on the wolf the other day. Maybe she should have kicked her in the face just a little bit harder for good measure. But there was no going back now. She had no idea what she had in store for her, but all she could do was sit and wait like a fucking invalid. She felt absolutely useless for the first time in her entire life.
She’d always been in control. Even when she was a child, she’d grown up with full confidence in her own abilities. She’d always watched her own back, never needing another person to help her along. Sure, she had Harlow, but there was a difference between wanting help and needing it. Right now though, she wished with all her soul that she’d completed the bond with Cole. If she had, he’d have been able to sense her distress though the mental connection they’d form. But for now, it looked like she was on her own.
She could feel herself falling, and knew she was slamming into the ground, but by now the silver dart had flooded her veins enough to numb her to the pain. She guessed it was a lucky thing, in a way. The pain was mostly gone, but she knew it didn’t mean much. She’d actually prefer to feel the pain if she had the choice. At least then she’d know how badly she was hurt. The last thing Blue felt before her brain shut off completely, was the unmistakable sting of small flecks of dirt hitting her cheeks. Terror clutched at her heart as she realized what was happening.
She was being buried alive.
















Chapter Twenty Three

The first sense to return was the sense of smell. Shame, because the sterile scent of cleaning products was enough to have her gagging as she tried to crack open her scratchy eyes.
Blinking away the sting, blinding white light shone in her eyes, making her head throb. Disoriented, she tried to breathe steadily, not wanting to cause herself to pass out again. Looking upwards at the ceiling, she recognized the infirmary immediately. It was the only section of Arcane Academy that even remotely resembled a modern establishment.
The walls were a stark white, and she was laid out in a typical twin size hospital bed with tubes attached to both of her arms. She fought the urge to rip them out of her skin. She didn’t want to be that person. She always cringed when she watched those movies where people woke up in hospitals and proceeded to rip out tubes and make a run for it.
She immediately knew exactly why she was here and who put her there. Fucking Vanessa. Bitter loathing wasn’t a strong enough word for what she felt. All this over a fucking man. She couldn’t believe it. Sure, she could understand jealousy, especially over someone you thought you loved your whole life, but to attempt murder over it was just crazy.
“I’m so sorry.” Blue jumped, wincing as pain sliced down her spine. “Oh fuck!” the voice shouted, followed but the scraping of a chair over the linoleum floor. “Shit, I didn’t mean to scare you, I thought you knew I was here…”
A head of russet curls came into view as Jewel hovered to her right side. Her green eyes were filled with unshed tears, but her olive colored skin was all blotchy and red. She had dark circles below her eyes that made Blue wonder when the last time her old friend slept was.
“What are you doing here?” Blue croaked. Her throat was parched.
Jewel scrambled to the side, fetching a glass of water, leaning over to help Blue raise her head and take a sip. Though she appreciated the help, loving the cooling sensation of the ice-cold liquid as it soothed her throat, she didn’t understand why Jewel Hobbs, of all people, was here in this room with her.
“This is all my fault,” Jewel sniffed. Blue laid her head back down and watched the girl with a frown. She sat in the chair beside the bed and cradled her face in her hands. “I told her I knew where you’d be that night… I led her straight to you and I’m so fucking sorry. I didn’t know it would be that bad…”
Jewel kept crying, but things were beginning to take shape in Blue’s mind. The soft voice she heard was obviously JJ. She vividly remembered her pleading for Vanessa to stop.
“I don’t need to hear you feel bad for yourself, Jewel. I just don’t care anymore.”
“I know you’re mad—”
“I’m not mad!” Blue snapped. “I’m fucking done! Don’t you get that? I’m done with you, with them, with her… I’m done being walked on—treated like a punching bag…” Their eyes met and held. Tears were now spilling out over Jewel’s cheeks. “I’m done trying to repent for something I didn’t have any part in. You want to punish me, I get that, but this was low, even for you.”
Turning her face away, she didn’t have to watch to know Jewel stood from her chair. “I said what I came here to say, Blue. But if you don’t want to hear it then I won’t waste my breath. I still think you need to get the fuck out of Arcane, but obviously you’re too stubborn to do what’s right.” She turned, and Blue listened to her footsteps as she approached the door.
“You make enemies everywhere you go… and nobody else is responsible for keeping you alive. Ask yourself what you really want to accomplish by forcing yourself on everyone around you. Ask yourself if it’s worth it, because Blue Jay…” she choked a little on the old nickname that sounded as if it accidently rolled off her tongue. “I think you’re finally in over your head.”
*
“Thank fuck—” Jasper burst into the room. His eyes were wild, and his clothes were all mussed. Blue was sitting up in bed now that the pain medication had kicked in with full force. She was mostly healed, given the fact that it had been hours since JJ left and Slayers were fast healers. It was still uncomfortable, being able to feel when her ribs clicked back into place.
“Hello to you too,” she chuckled as he practically flew to her side. He hovered over her for a second—moving and then hesitating, before doing it another two times as if afraid she’d break if he touched her too carelessly.
She laughed again. “I’m pretty much healed by now, Jas, you can touch me.” He sighed and grabbed her by the cheeks, hauling her lips to his. He kissed her deeply, running his tongue along the seam of her lips. She ran her hands along the hard ridge of his shoulders and down his arms. Having him there brought her peace.
“Baby, what the fuck? When Jewel found me, I almost didn’t believe it.” His words were tight and clipped. “Goddamn wolf… what was she thinking?”
Blue cupped his stubble covered cheek. “I don’t know and I don’t care. I just want to know what happened after I was out.”
Jasper sat on the mattress, running his fingers through her hair over and over again, almost absently. “You’ve been out for twelve hours so far. Jewel came out of the woods after dinner was letting out. She burst into the dining hall and practically dragged me and Cole outside, saying something about Vanessa and that you were hurt.” His eyes were dark as he recounted everything. “Cole took off and wolfed out, but I followed his howls through the woods. We found you in a three foot deep ditch, unconscious. I think the bitch dosed you with silver.”
Blue nodded. “She had help,” she muttered bitterly. “Jewel set it up, but I don’t think she knew it would go down like it did.”
He grunted, shaking his head. “Well, Vanessa’s gone. Gareth, Arcane’s Alpha had her ass hauled to the Conclave a few hours ago. I don’t think we’ll be seeing her back here any time soon.”
She was glad for that, but it still didn’t change the facts. She was brutally attacked by a Guardian—someone duty bound to serve as a shield to the Slayer community. She broke nearly every law they had, and for what, for a fucking guy? She loved Cole, but she couldn’t imagine nearly killing someone over him.
*
Jasper took off an hour later, needing to get to class. Blue was told to stay in the infirmary for a little while longer, just to make sure the silver was completely out of her bloodstream. She was dozing off when the door squeaked open.
Dresden shut the door behind him with a heavy click. She didn’t say a word as he approached the side of the bed. She hadn’t expected him of all people to visit. After their deep talk the other day in their shared training room, she figured he’d keep his distance for a while since every time they seemed to get closer, he just turned right back around and got distant. But the look on his face right then told a different story entirely.
“Glad to see you’re alive, rookie,” he drawled. His cadence was teasing, but there was a growl just beneath his calm façade. “You look like shit.”
Blue shook her head. “Shoulda seen the other guy,” she teased, knowing damn well Vanessa walked away without a scratch.
He snorted, catching her off-guard as he smiled widely. “I did see the other guy… she may have looked even worse than you.”
Cocking her head to the side, Blue frowned in confusion. What the hell was he talking about? She hadn’t even gotten a swing in before Vanessa had her in a ditch. He saw the confusion and laughed. “Your boyfriend had a little something to say to her before she was hauled off to the Conclave… what I would have given to record that for you.”
“Jasper? That doesn’t sound like something he’d d—”
“Wrong boyfriend,” he quipped, smirking down at her.
Her heart stuttered. “Tell me what happened…” She noticed now, as he took a seat in the chair next to the bed, that his knuckles were wrapped in bandages, and there were dark spots of blood seeping through.
“After he found you in that hole,” his eyes darkened. He shook his head. “Cole freaked the fuck out. Jasper and I carried you back to Arcane, but Cole ran off.” Her eyes widened as he went on. She wasn’t even aware Dresden had been a part of any of this. “I went back to find him when you were safe, but instead I found him standing over Vanessa’s body, and she didn’t look good…”
“Did he—”
“He didn’t kill her, if that’s what you’re asking. But she was hurt, badly. I think their wolves fought, but we all know Cole’s the more dominant wolf. She didn’t stand a chance. I’m not sure if he’ll be punished for it, but I fucking hope not. Bitch got what she deserved.”
Damn right she did. She deserved to fucking rot. Blue couldn’t believe she actually started feeling bad for the girl, back when she thought she was getting in the way of some unrequited love situation. Turns out, Vanessa was just a grade A psychopath. She called that shit from the beginning.
“So, what’s up with your hands?” she asked him bluntly. Dresden curled his fingers into a fist, eyes darkening and his face instantly closing off. She hated when he was like this. She craved the other Dresden. The one that joked with her and teased her good-naturedly. But that Dresden could flip on a dime.
“Not important,” he grumbled, sitting forward. “I have somewhere I need to be…” He stood but hesitated before making his way to the door, but before he could reach it, it opened.
Blue’s breath caught as Cole stepped through the door. His eyes zeroed in on her, flitting over her body as if searching her over, but before he could say a word, Dresden had him slammed up against the wall.
It was then that Blue was able to get a good look at her wolf. Despite how fast wolves could heal, she could clearly tell someone had put him through the ringer. His right eye was swollen shut, and his lips were scabbed over but healing rapidly. Her eyes bounded back and forth between his beat up face and Dresden's bandaged hands. She didn’t know how to feel about it. She could put two and two together and work it out for herself that Dresden beat the absolute shit out of Cole at some point in the last hour or so before coming to see her.
Anger swelled in her chest the longer she looked at Cole. She wasn’t mad at Dresden. She was mad at the situation in its entirety. Dresden was muttering in Cole’s face, threatening to take him down again if he didn’t walk away right then. Blue appreciated his protection, but still, she didn’t need it.
“Dres, it’s okay,” she said, and the man went still. “I need to talk to Cole, and it might as well be now.”
He took a moment, just staring at Cole with shrewd eyes, before he let go of his collar and backed away. She watched his shoulders drop and his hands relaxed at his sides. He turned around and strode back to her bed on quick feet, bending down and placing a gentle, soft kiss on her forehead. His lips lingered there for a few long moments while her heart ran wild. Her hair waved slightly as his breath caressed her skin, “I’m glad you’re okay, Blue Jay.” With those perplexing last words, he blew out of the room like his ass was on fire.
They waited until his footsteps disappeared down the hall, before Cole locked the door to the room. Blue felt her heart leap into her throat as he stalked closer to the bed. She didn’t know how to feel. Her body wanted to reach out and haul him to her, but her heart wanted to slap him across his stupid face for putting her in this situation. All of it could have been prevented if he’d only take her seriously.
He took a seat on the hospital bed next to her, hesitating briefly before draping his big arm over her waist. His eyes were darker than she ever remembered, though his right eye was rapidly healing and looked a little more normal now. His long hair was disheveled, and his skin was streaked with dirt and blood, but she still couldn’t help but marvel at the man, wondering how such a creature could have come to mean so much to her.
She was spitting mad still, but she was also wise enough to realize that it wasn’t all that black and white. Cole searched her face. “I don’t even deserve for you to look at me right now,” he whispered. His voice was breaking, and it made her heart clench. He reached out, running a finger over her black strands of hair that fell over her cheek. “I don’t think I’ll ever forgive myself for not believing you.”
Blue bit the inside of her cheek. She couldn’t argue that. He should feel bad. She sighed. “There’s nothing we can do about it now, Cole. What’s done is done.”
He shook his head. “Fuck that!” he snapped. “It’ll never be done for me. You’re my mate and fucked you over…”
Cole threw his face in his hands, shoulders hunched. Blue placed her palm on his shoulder and he stiffened. He raised his head, looking her in the eyes. Her breath caught when she saw tears gathering in them. “I’m so sorry, baby girl. I didn’t think V was capable of something like this. I knew she had a thing for me when we were younger, but I never imagined…”
“I’m not going to tell you it’s okay,” she whispered. His jaw clenched, and he just nodded. “I won’t tell you any of this wasn’t your fault, because you let me down, Cole. I won’t sugar coat things to try and make you feel better, because we both know it won't be the truth.” He just stared at her with sad resolve in his eyes. He ran his gaze over her face reverently.
“But,” she added. “I’m definitely willing to give you another chance.” He tensed. “Cole, look at me,” she whispered, reaching out for his face. Scooting further up the mattress, she was able to palm his face gently. He met her eyes. “Tell me why you did it.”
Cole sucked in and let out a huge breath, running a hand over his beard. “V and I were best friends. Our parents were in the same pack, and we grew up running together. Back then though, she was just a little runt, always tagging along and trying to hang with the tougher wolves.” His eyes were far away in memory. “At first it was annoying, always having to watch out for this little pipsqueak, but eventually she caught up and became pack.”
Blue didn’t particularly want to hear about Vanessa and her childhood, but she needed to know why Cole turned his back on her the way he did. She needed to know if it was worth it.
“I’ve known that wolf my entire life, Blue. I’m not going to lie and say losing her as a friend isn’t going to hurt. I won’t ever lie to you. But the second I knew for a fact that she put her hands on you, any affection I ever had for that pup went out the window.” His eyes were dead serious and his hands shook in his lap. “Blue, I love you and I can’t stand the thought that my stupidity almost got you killed. I don’t know why Vanessa thought hurting you would get her to me, but… it would have destroyed me.”
Warmth spread through her chest. She knew without any doubt that he was telling her the god’s honest truth. He was torn up inside over losing his childhood friend, and she understood that more than anyone. She knew matters of the heart weren’t so clean cut. But she could see the love he had for her pouring out of him and wrapping around her like a safe cocoon of reassurance.
She rose to her knees and his eyes widened as she straddled his waist. Blue looped her arms around the back of his neck as he held on tight. “I love you too, you stupid wolf,” she whispered against his lips. She pressed against them and could feel a faint smile stretching his lips. She pulled back slightly, looking him dead in the eyes. “But if you ever fuck me over like that again, I promise it’ll be like I never existed, got it?”
His gaze shuddered, as if the mere thought of her leaving him forever was too much to handle. His massive, tattooed arms tightened around her torso, and she thought she could feel the faint poke of his claws at her back. His eyes glossed over with gold as he flitted his gaze to her lips. “I’m pretty sure if I ever do something so stupid again, Dresden’s going to bury me out in that ditch.”
Rolling her eyes, Blue laughed as she sealed her mouth to his, and when they kissed deeper, something inside of her clicked into place. As his tongue danced with hers and his claws dug into her back, there was a sense of knowing that was taking root in her brain. She could feel Cole all around her, like he was somehow inviting her in and exposing himself to the bond. She didn’t fight it. She just let it fall into place, knowing that no matter what happened, he belonged to her now.










Chapter Twenty Four

A few days later, she was all healed and back to normal. Well, maybe normal wasn’t exactly the right word… but she was healed, and that’s what mattered. She woke up to a letter slipped under her bedroom door. Ronnie ran for it, making damn sure Blue didn’t need to use any unnecessary energy despite her claims that she was alright.
“The Headmistress wants to see you in her office…” Ronnie said ominously. Blue’s stomach soured.
“Does it say why?” she asked as she got off her bed and slipped into some comfy leggings and one of Jasper’s hoodies that she stole the other day from his closet.
Ronnie shook her head and smiled apologetically. “Nope.” Her eyes followed Blue as she made her way to the door. She mock saluted her with a cheeky wink. “Godspeed, soldier.”
Blue rolled her eyes and made her way into the corridor. As she walked the halls of Arcane, she passed other Slayers, but it only took a few minutes and no less than three smiles to tip her off that something wasn’t right. A familiar face rounded the corner, and to her shock, Xavier raised his hand for a high five as she passed him. On pure instinct, she didn’t leave him hanging, but the rest of the way to the Headmistress’ office, she shook her head, trying to puzzle it out. Not a single person had glared at her. In fact, she made it across the entirety of the first floor without being shoved into a wall, tripped or spat at. Something was off.
She knocked on the tall arched doorway, but a familiar voice beckoned her in after the second knock. The door was already unlocked, so she let herself in. Headmistress Merriweather sat behind her desk with her hands laced in front of her like she’d been patiently waiting for Blue’s inevitable arrival. It was all very supervillain-like, but she was starting to realize it was just her personality.
“Have a seat, Ms. Graves.” She gestured to the chair sitting in front of her heavy mahogany desk. Blue sat, placing her hands in her lap and feeling incredibly awkward. The last time she’d been in this office, she’d been under suspicion of colluding with the undead.
Merriweather looked her over with assessing eyes that made Blue’s skin itch. But for some reason, she didn’t exactly detect any of the malice that had been in her eyes the first time they met. The older woman cleared her throat. “I see you’ve made a full recovery,” she stated the obvious. Blue held her tongue. “My son was pleased about that.”
Her mention of Dresden made Blue clam up for a second. She kept forgetting about that little detail. Looking at the woman closer though, she could almost see the resemblance. He had her same sharp features, but he must have gotten his dashing appeal from his late father. She shuddered, wondering where the hell that errant though just slithered in from.
“Was there anything I can help you with, Headmistress?” Blue asked impatiently. She still didn’t care if she was being rude. She didn’t want to be in there. She needed fresh air.
“Ah, yes. I called you in here today because the Conclave has come to a consensus.” She waited, as if Blue should have some sort of reaction to that rather cryptic statement. Clearly, she was not receiving what she was after because she continued. “You’ve been excelling in your classes, so I hear from your instructors.”
Blue’s eyebrows rose. It was true, but it was surprising to hear. “Given the unique situation pertaining to your re-admittance to the Academy, coupled with the good behavior you have exhibited over the last month and a half, the Conclave has unanimously decided that what’s left of the Graves family assets should be returned to the sole heiresses.”
Blue blinked. And blinked again, not sure if she heard her correctly. There was a swift knock at the door and the Headmistress called out for whoever it was to come in. “Ah, Harlow dear,” she said and Blue’s head swiveled around to see her sister closing the door behind her. She made her way to the seat next to Blue.
“As I was saying…” She cleared her throat again. “The two of you girls are the sole heiresses to your family lands and fortune. Though much of it had been donated to the families of the fallen, there remains a sizable portion that should rightly go to you.”
There was a long pause, where Blue just had to sit there, glancing around the room as if she were on some hidden camera show. Surely she was fucking with them. “Why?” Blue asked. Her tone was cold and sharp.
“Blue stop—” Harlow started, but Blue cut her off.
“No you stop, Har.” She turned to glare at the Headmistress. “I was suspicious when I opened my acceptance letter after all these years, but I figured maybe y’all were just feeling generous. But returning our fortune? Yeah, I don’t buy it. What’s the catch?” She folded her arms over her chest.
Harlow groaned, smacking her own forehead with her palm before sitting back in her seat. “Oh, here we go. You just can’t fathom the possibility that something good might be happening to us for once in our freakin lives?”
Blue rolled her eyes, glancing back to Merriweather with a raised brow. “Explain, please.”
The woman simply nodded, pulling a few sheets of paper from a file on her desk and slid it over towards Harlow since she was the eldest sibling. “I know you girls have every reason to be suspicious. And you’re right, your acceptance wasn't just random chance, Blue.”
“Finally, some truth around here!” She threw her hands up in exasperation while Harlow just shook her head.
Merriweather continued. “I wanted to have this chat with you earlier, but given the circumstances, I thought you’d benefit from some time to acclimate to your surroundings first.” She cleared her throat, suddenly looking a little awkward. “You see, the only reason the Conclave agreed to lift your exile was at the direct request of Lila Hobbs.”
Blue felt her jaw drop, as did her heart—right into her butt. She felt ill, and woozy. Jewels mom used to be like a second mother to her. She’d loved her like family. She felt like her throat was closing up. “Why would Lila petition on our behalf? She’s the last person on earth…”
Merriweather raised a palm for her to stop talking. “I understand you’ve been out of the loop for quite some time, so you might not be aware that Lila is now a representative and chairwoman for the Conclave. As such, she’s apparently been keeping tabs on you and your sister’s activities while you’ve been... away.”
Blue squinted at the woman. “That’s a very interesting way to say banished.”
Harlow elbowed her in the side. “Would you shut up for two seconds?”
“Vampire activity is at an all time high, and we are in a position that requires all hands on deck. Your skills, organization and dedication have proven to the Conclave that they may have been hasty in ordering your removal. We need skilled Slayers on our side. And so Lila made the executive decision to invite you back here for proper training. Harlow, I’m sorry, but we were unable to enroll you in school, but we are working something out if you are willing to be patient for the time being.”
Harlow shook her head like she couldn't agree fast enough.
“So that’s it,” Blue deadpanned. “Just like that, we get out home back?”
Merriweather nodded, pushing the contracts across the desk. “Just like that. I just need Harlow to sign on the dotted line, and we’ll gladly welcome you both back into the fold.”






Chapter Twenty Five

She stood in front of the mirror and couldn’t fight a girlish squeal of delight as she ran her hands down the front of her dress, smoothing out the soft fabric. It sparkled when she moved from side to side—a waterfall of black fabric that dipped down into a low v that nearly hit her bellybutton.
Her hair was straightened into a glossy black sheet of silk down her back, and she’d never felt sexier in her life. Of course, she still had her weapons on her—one silver stake on her inner thigh, and one whip behind her leg in a holster that was only accessible through the thigh high slit up the side. With the money she and Harlow received for their inheritance, she’d been able to purchase a suitable dress, and didn’t even have to blink at the price tag. She and Harlow were now twenty million dollars richer than they were last week. It was a miniscule amount compared to what their assets had been worth before the night of the massacre. Half of their fortune was given to the families of the fallen.
She was glad to have back what was rightfully hers, but she’d also learned to survive on next to nothing. It didn’t mean, however, that she wasn’t going to indulge a little. She’d be lying if she claimed she hadn’t already contacted Greg and ordered an arsenal of brand new, customized weapons and tactical gear. She couldn’t help herself. Greg was an artist, and if she planned to be the best, she was going to need the best gear as well.
“What do you think?” asked Ronnie from her side of the room after walking out of the bathroom she’d been hogging for an hour. Blue turned, and her jaw practically hit the floor.
Ronnie was a vision in forest green that set off her fiery red hair like a burning flame. The green in her eyes shone like emeralds, ringed with kohl black liner that pointed up in the corners like a cat eye. “Holy shit, Ron—you look hawt!”
Her roommate, turned best friend blushed, but she was wearing so much makeup that it was barely noticeable. “Think she’ll like it?” she asked hesitantly.
Blue blinked at her friend, not understanding. “Will who like it?”
Ronnie fidgeted with her hands awkwardly and averted her eyes. She shifted from foot to foot like she didn’t know what to say, or how to say it. She glanced back up at Blue from under her dark lashes. “Promise you won't get mad?”
Blue’s chest deflated as she walked over to Ronnie. “Just tell me what’s going on. Are you seeing someone?”
“I’ve sorta been talking to Harlow…” she whispered.
Blue’s eyes widened and she giggled, causing Ronnie to squint at her in confusion. Blue let out a long, relieved breath. “For fucks sake Ronnie, I thought you were about to tell me you were seeing JJ or something…”
Ronnie looked aghast with her hand to her chest. “Girl, you’re trippin.”
“Thank god, I was about to tie you to the chair and have an intervention.”
Ronnie paused, still awkwardly fumbling with her fingers. “So, you’re not mad about Harlow?”
Blue smiled softly, reaching out and laying a hand gently on her roommate’s upper arm. She squeezed reassuringly. “Hell no, I’m not mad. My best friend and my sister? That’s fucking great, Ron. I couldn’t be happier for you guys.” Ronnie’s eye filled with relief. “But,” Blue started, forcing herself to look stern and serious. “You break my sister’s heart, and you might meet the business end of my whip…”
Ronnie rolled her eyes, shoving Blue away as they both broke into a fit of laughter. “I’m more worried about her breaking mine, she is an older woman after all,” Ronnie muttered. Blue nodded in agreement.
Blue was telling Ronnie the truth. She was happy to hear Harlow managed to find someone she connected with. She’d been alone for so long, and Blue constantly worried about her falling into a depression. Though their exile had been hard on Blue in more traumatic terms, she knew that Harlow was just as affected after being ripped away form a community she grew up in for seventeen years. She lost so much and was old enough to have vivid memories of all the good times that came before. Blue felt a swell of warmth in her chest that Harlow was starting to find her happiness again.
*
In the end she decided not to bring a date to the banquet. Though Jasper asked her back when she first started, she hadn’t been able to give him an answer. Things were to convoluted for her to say yes to just one man, so she decided to go stag.
It ended up being fitting though, as this was the first banquet she’d attended since that final day. She was nervous as she walked the halls, heels clicking against the stone floor of the castle. Butterflies filled her belly as people rushed past her in their formal wear. Everyone looked so beautiful and excited. It was nice to have the chance to share in that excitement for once. She reached the doors to the ballroom, which also doubled as their dining hall. Holding her breath, Blue mentally smacked herself and just bit the bullet...
But she never got through that door. Her back slammed into the stone wall of the dark corridor, knocking the wind from her lungs but Dresden’s mouth was already there to capture hers. She moaned as he  pressed her into the wall with his hips, trying and failing not to grind on him desperately.
She didn’t understand what had come over him, but he’d suddenly gone feral, catching her off guard completely. His lips tore away from hers and traveled down the side of her neck, nipping at her skin as he went until he was licking that small divet on her collarbone. She moaned, throwing her head back as he made his way back up to her lips again.
“Follow me,” he whispered, tugging her along as he abruptly turned and pulled her down the hallway and away from the banquet. She laughed and stumbled as they moved faster. They rounded endless corners until they came to a familiar staircase.
Her heart beat wildly as she was pulled up the steps and into the darkness. Dresden stopped her every time they reached a landing, slamming her up against doorways and walls, devouring her like he couldn’t get enough of her taste. She was ravenous for him, needing him like a drug that she couldn’t get enough of.
Finally, they burst through the top floor doorway that led into their private gym. Dresden wasted no time slamming the door shut with his foot as he pushed her backwards. She laughed and stumbled backwards as he prowled after her. His eyes were practically black with lust as he reached up and undid his tie, pulling it free from his collar. Her mouth ran dry when his shirt fell open, leaving him bare from the waist up—his jacket and shirt discarded on the floor.
Dresden’s lips quirked up and her pulse jumped. “I need you out of that dress,” he whispered. His voice was husky and deep.
Blue shook her head. “Do you know how much I spent on this damn thing?”
Dresden scoffed. “Money means nothing to you now, Ms. Twenty Million.”
She narrowed her eyes through a smirk. “You ruin my beautiful dress and I’ll kill you, pretty boy.”
“Then you have exactly three seconds to get it out of my way.” He stepped closer, but she danced out of reach, not taking the chance that he was joking and peeling the dress form her overheated body. She let it drop to the floor, leaving her in nothing but a pair of high-heeled shoes. Dresden cursed under his breath as he let his dark eyes leisurely roll over her body. “Fucking perfect…” He licked his lips. "This right here has starred in every one of my deams since the second I saw you."
She barely had time to take a breath before he had her in his arms. His mouth consumed her and she couldn’t help but melt like a puddle of goo. His hands wandered, palms caressing every inch of her naked body, memorizing her curves like she was a work of art.
“I need…” she moaned, losing her breath as he kissed it away.
“What do you need, baby?” he asked, skimming his fingers down the side of her ribcage, circling them around until they passed her bare belly button, and descending to her core. “I asked you a question; what do you need? I'll give it to you.”
She raised her eyes to him, flitting her gaze over his face with urgency. “I need you inside of me, Dres. I need you everywhere…”
He groaned, gripping her tighter with one hand, while his other hand covered her mound. He cupped her, and she couldn’t help but buck against his warm palm. “Is this what you need?” he asked, swirling his thumb around her clit and pressing down until her eyes rolled back in her head. He smiled. “I think you need more than that…”
She whined as he inserted two fingers, slipping them in easily now that she was soaking wet for him. She’d imagined this scenario hundreds of times. Since the day he stumbled on her in this every room, covered in sweat, glistening in the light like some sort of god… she wanted him. She craved him. She needed him.
In the next breath, he was scooping her into his arms and laying her out on the mats. She let him maneuver her so that her thighs fell open, allowing his body to nestle between them. He still had his pants on and it was incredibly frustrating when all she wanted was to rip them off and see what she’d been craving all along.
Dresden kissed the side of her neck, soft and slow. His kisses were sensual and his eyes closed every time he made contact with her skin. “I’m going to taste all of you,” he whispered, making her shiver. “I’m going to make you mine, Blue Jay,” he promised.
He kissed his way down her exposed chest, capturing her sensitive nipple between his warm lips. She groaned, rolling her hips. She felt him chuckle against her skin at her eagerness.
When he finally settled between her legs, Dresden looked up and into her eyes. His jaw was tight, and his eyes were molten, blazing with nothing short of absolute adoration and reverence. He looked at her like he was worshiping at the altar of a goddess. She bucked her hips again, and this time, he let his tongue slip out and lick up the center of her, flicking her clit with the tip. She cried out, pleasure rolling over her in waves.
She heard him growl before his lips latched onto her clit and sucked. Her eyes rolled to the back of her head, fingers grasping at the mats beneath her. His tongue flattened, licking her in short bursts that had her hearing colors and seeing sounds. She didn’t know how much more she could take before she exploded into nothing.
Her pussy was stretched as he inserted two fingers once more, moving them in and out of her opening, all the while he sucked at her swollen clit, coaxing tiny, mewling sounds from her lips as she threw her head back and screamed. She was relieved that nobody came up to the tower, because her moans were impossible to disguise.
After she came down from her high, she struggled to catch her breath. Dresden sat back on his heels, eyes eating her up as he began to unbuckle his slacks. She watched him in rapt fascination as he pulled his cock free. Her breath sped up and she couldn’t help but lick her lips. He was perfection. Long and as hard as granite. She ran her eyes over his massive length greedily, already struggling to breath, imagining what it would feel like deep inside of her.
Dresden crawled up her body, his cock pulsing between them as it dragged along her abdomen. She whimpered. Dresden looked her in the eyes, bringing his hand up to cup the side of her face. He had a strange look on his handsome face as his long blonde hair fell around them. Blue cocked her head to the side, unsure of what to say.
The corners of his lips pulled up, and he placed a barely there kiss on her lips. “Before we do this, I need you to know that I’m in love with you, Blue Graves,” his voice came out as a whisper against her lips. Her breath caught. She definitely wasn’t expecting him to say that. She wanted it to be true so badly, and tears automatically sprung to her eyes.
“I’m serious. I’ve never said those words to another person in my entire life, but I’m saying them to you now because I mean them.” He kissed her again. “I love you, baby girl. I don’t care if I have to share you with two others, as long as you tell me you love me back. I need to know—”
“I love you too,” Blue interrupted, grabbing his cheeks in return. “You asshole,” she laughed. “I’ve loved you for a long time, I was just waiting for you to catch up.”
His eyes darkened, and his mouth curled into a seductive grin. “In that case…” Thrusting forward, Dresden filled her with his thick cock, causing them both to cry out as she squeezed around him like a vice grip. He buried his face in the crook of her neck, breathing hard as she let herself adjust around him. In that moment, everything felt right. “I need to move,” he ground out, voice strained as his arms shook on either side of her.
“Please…” she whimpered.
He didn’t hesitate after that. His hips pistoned in and out of her with unrestrained fury. Grabbing ahold of the hair at the back of her head, Dresden pounded into her until she was screaming out his name and clawing at his back. His skin slapped against hers, and every so often he would slow down and roll his hips, grinding his pelvic bone against her clit.
“Harder!” she screamed, making Dresden growl and pick up his pace. He fucked into her like a madman, grunting and cursing every time he bottomed out. Her eyes were rolling back in her head as waves of heat flooded her belly. She was going to come, and then probably come again.
She felt his muscles tighten, and his arms begin to shake. She knew he was close. Blue sunk her fingers into his long hair and pulled, eliciting a groan from his lips. She watched as his eyes rolled back in his head, his hips slowing until they were rolling against each other.
Their movements became more fluid, sensually slipping against each other as sweat coated their bare skin. Tilting her head, she pulled his head lower and licked out at his earlobe. Lightly, she nipped at it, and soon his body was shuddering and he spilled into her center. That’s when she lost all the control she thought she had. Pleasure ripped through her and she screamed his name as she squeezed around his cock, coaxing every last ounce of pleasure she could out of this adonis of a man. This perplexing, angry, thoughtful, kind man.
He came so hard that he was growling, groaning and shaking. He held her in his arms tightly, like he would never let her go. They were spent at that point, both breathing heavily as they fought to catch their breaths. Dresden rolled off of her eventually, but never let his skin lose contact with hers. Her body felt weightless as they laid there in the dark room, staring up at the ceiling. Rain started to batter the window up above, lulling them into contentment as they fell asleep.






Chapter Twenty Six

The door to their training room was kicked open and Jasper ran in, followed by David and Cole. They barely flinched at the sight of nakedness before them, instead, their faces were pale, and their weapons were drawn. Cole’s hands were partially shifted, and Jasper had blood splatter all over his face. He was holding a pair of Blue’s tactical boots in his right hand.
“What's going on?” Dresden growled as he leapt off the floor and started dressing. Blue shot up, slipping into her gown and straightening it back into place, and David kindly averted his eyes.
“You need to get ready, it’s a mess out there,” said David. She didn’t have time to change into her leathers, so she just reached down and tore off the bottom portion of the dress, freeing her legs from the constraining fabric. She buckled on her holsters she’d laid to the side and snatched her knee-high boots from Jasper’s grip and slipped them on.
Jasper started helping Blue strap on her things, patting her down to lock everything into place. “We're under attack. A massive group of vamps breached the Guardian line and caught us off guard before the banquet ended.” Jasper’s voice quivered. Blue felt her heart sink. He stopped moving for a second and met her eyes. “There could be hundreds…”
She couldn’t quite wrap her head around it. Hundreds? She cursed under her breath as she looked back up to see Cole hovering by the window, shoulders heaving as his claws started to lengthen even more. “Cole—” she called out. He snapped his head around and stared at her. His eyes were no longer human. “Go ahead of us, they’ll need you down there.”
His jaw clenched beneath his thick beard, but he nodded curtly before striding over to where she stood. Dresden and Jasper moved out of his way as he grasped Blue’s face in his palms, careful not to scratch her. He stared in her eyes, flitting his gaze between her brown and her blue. “You watch your ass out there, baby girl, you hear me?” His voice was scratchy, like his throat was beginning to shift. His wolf wanted to come forward, but he was holding back. “If you get overrun, you fucking scream my name, got it? I don’t care where I am, I’ll hear you and I’ll come for you.”
Her heart was pounding, and dread pooled in her stomach. She hated what he was saying—what he was promising, but she knew he would do exactly that. Now that the mate bond was fully sealed, he’d feel her every wound. He’d know if she was in danger, but that made it all the worse. Now she didn’t just have herself to worry about. Leaning in, she molded her lips to his in a fierce kiss, not caring if the others were watching. His hands tightened on her cheeks, shaking against her skin like he was barely holding on. She knew he didn’t want to let her go, but they had no choice. She refused to think this would be the last time…
“I love you, Blue,” he whispered against her lips as he started to pull away.
She caught a choked sob in her throat as she let those words roll over her. Craning her head backwards, she looked into his yellow eyes and stroked his scruff. “I love you too, Mate.”
Cole tore himself from her arms and she almost whimpered. The next thing she knew, he was throwing open the window to the tower level room and leaping right out into the stormy night. She rushed to the ledge, only to watch in fascination as Cole shifted midair into his giant black wolf and landed easily on four paws before taking off into the forest. She could hear howls in the distance, and she knew he was heading towards the rest of his Guardian pack who needed him.
*
In the distance, she could hear the faint sounds of screaming and the clash and clang of silver weaponry, the slash of whips and even some gunfire. How she hadn't heard it just moments before was a testament to how distracting men could be. Once dressed, the four of them left, bounding into the corridor, pushing their way through hordes of frantic Slayers. Every person they passed was armed and dressed for battle or already soaked in blood and ash.
On the first floor, students and instructors alike were battling it out with vamps by the dozens. They came from every doorway and crashed through every window. It was pouring rain outside, guaranteeing heavy cloud cover for hours to come. Blue snapped to action without a second thought, moving with pure instinct and the need to vanquish. Her stakes became like an extension of her own arm as she plunged them through the chest of any bloodsucker she came across. One after the next, they threw their decaying bodies at her, teeth bared, sticking out of their mouths like hundreds of tiny, blood-soaked needles.
Her guys and David fought alongside her as a group, flanking her left and right with David at her back. They held their backs to one another forming a tight circle of four, and Blue found herself scanning the room for a bright head of crimson hair, or a flash of dirty blonde. She didn’t know if her sister and Ronnie had been in the ballroom when the attack kicked off, but she hoped they’d been able to make it to relative safety.
Many Slayers fell around her, unprepared for the realities of a real vampire attack when they weren’t expecting it. Some of them were unarmed as well. Their training simulations and theoretical lessons were one thing, but a fight with a real monster was a whole different ball game. She tried her best to save as many of her classmates as she could by jumping in front of them and shielding them with her body, but she wasn’t able to save everyone. This didn't go unnoticed as she caught the guys glaring at her from time to time. Dresden shook his head. “Stop trying to kill yourself!”
Blue scoffed as she pulled her stake from the chest of a dead vamp just before it poofed into a cloud of dust. “Maybe I wouldn’t have to if these idiots had come prepared!” Several people crawled along the floor, trying to make it to the staircase that lead to the dormitories. She kept fighting.
Eventually, they’d dusted almost every vamp in the castle, because they stopped trickling in through the open windows and she couldn’t hear any gurgling shrieks from inside the structure anymore. They made their way outdoors, fighting the pounding rain and biting wind. Dozens of Slayers were running off into the trees, chasing after the stragglers. Blue ran faster than she ever had before, offing vamps left and right as she weaved through the trees. She knew the guys were somewhere close by because she could hear the sharp snap of Jasper’s whips. They were forced to stop every few minutes when a rogue group of bloodsuckers closed in around them. But they worked swiftly and efficiently, taking out each vampire like four cogs in a well-oiled machine. They watched each other’s backs and made sure they were covered on all sides.
After what seemed like hours, it was becoming harder and harder to find any more vamps. Every so often, though, they would stumble upon the body of a fallen Slayer, killing her inside more and more with every body they found. She couldn’t help but feel guilty, though she knew she was being an idiot. She knew, though, that these vamps had likely come from that nest below the streets of Portland. There had been hundreds of bodies down there in those sewers and they should have gone back. She stupidly left it up to the Conclave to cover up, but she should have known they wouldn’t finish the job. She felt every single death down to her aching bones as she passed more and more of their fallen classmates. Sometime ago she’d lost track of the guys.
Breaking into a clearing, it took only a moment for Blue to realize that she was in her graveyard. All was quiet save for the rain battering the thick mud and plastering her hair to her face. She turned back to look for the guys when a sudden wail of terror sounded out through the night. Her head snapped in the direction of the voice and she could vaguely make out a splash of orange through the dense rain.
Over the tops of the older headstones against the edge of the tree line—crouched on the muddy ground was Ronnie, bent over something, her orange hair glowing in the darkness. Ronnie sobbed again, loud and so filled with grief that Blue felt like she could vomit right there. There was only one reason Ronnie would make a sound like that... she almost didn't want to look.
Blue ran as fast as she could towards her roommate, desperately seeking out her sister’s blonde hair but found something else entirely. She’d lost track of the guys for only a few moments, but a few moments was all it took. Blue screamed when her eyes landed on David’s corpse, staring blankly up into the sky—skin white as a sheet and mouth agape in a silent scream. She ran to his side and fell to her knees beside him, throwing her arms over his torso and sobbing into his chest. Ronnie curled in on herself next to a headstone, sobbing into her bloody hands.
“No, no, no!” she cried desperately as she tried and failed to resuscitate him. She pushed on his chest with bone breaking force, breathing air into his open mouth but it was no use. Black veins were creeping over his pale arms, making their way towards his heart. He had a massive chunk ripped out of the side of his thigh which was already starting to clot.
She knew it was only a matter of minutes before David re-awakened as a vampire. The venom was changing him from the inside, and there was nothing she could do to stop it, save for putting him down before it happened. Her throat was closing up as she readjusted her grip on her stake. Her weapon was never meant for him, and she felt like screaming and screaming some more until the rage overtook her completely.
The sounds of battle died down, and the ominous Guardian howls sang through the forest, telling her the battle was pretty much over. In the end, she knew they outnumbered the vampires ten to one, so it had only been a matter of time really. But all she could focus on was David’s cooling skin, and the way his jaw began to tremble and bleed. Inside his mouth, his teeth were elongating, and his fingers were curling into talon-like claws. It made her sick watching it happen. She was shaking on her knees, soaked from head to toe in graveyard mud and vampire blood.
"How does it feel!?” Jewel shrieked as she stormed into view, crashing through the underbrush. All eyes turned to the furious brunette as her voice echoed throughout the graveyard. Blue hadn’t realized there were others in the graveyard, she’d been so focused on David. JJ's hair was matted with blood and it whipped in the frigid wind. She seemed to be limping badly. “How does it feel knowing that everyone around you dies!”
Through her haze of grief and confusion, Blue tried to focus on her childhood friend’s words, but all she could hear were Ronnie’s wails and the sound of blood rushing through her ears. Jewel came into focus as she stopped ten feet in front of her, clutching her side as she bled through her dress. "What did you just say to me?" Blue asked in disbelief. 
Jewel laughed—of all things to do at that moment. She laughed in her face as David, a boy she grew up with her whole life lay cold and dead on the ground with his blood seeping into Blue’s hands and into the soil. She laughed, and there was something hysterical about it. "You bring death wherever you go, Blue! It follows you, no matter how fast you run, or how well you hide… people around you die, and I tried to warn you before you brought it here!" She let loose a sharp sob that contradicted the crazed, angry look in her eyes. "You and your family are cursed, and you should never have come here!"
She let those words sink in and noticed that all was quiet around her. Dresden, Jasper and Cole stood off to the side near the Graves mausoleum, watching Blue with sad eyes as she mourned for her friend. She didn't remember them arriving, but she was relieved to see them alive and unscathed. Cole was dressed in a pair of ripped shorts he probably stashed nearby, and on his chest were fading wounds as he proceeded to heal himself. Dresden’s hair was matted with dark blood, and he had a gash under his right eye, but otherwise he looked alright. Jasper looked fine, only shaken and angry as he watched Jewel hurl insults at Blue. A few dozen other Slayers had congregated nearby, sitting on tombstones, or leaning against mausoleums—looking lost. 
Blue rose to her feet, trying hard to not step on David's body. The others just watched the spectacle while someone cried softly in the distance, probably Ronnie still. Blue stepped towards Jewel; her fists clenched at her sides around her stakes. "My family’s cursed? What the fuck are you talking about, Jewel; what fucking family?” she raised her arms to her sides and looked around. “In case you haven’t noticed, my family is gone too, just like yours!" 
"And whose fault is that?" Jewel asked though her tears. Her eyes were alight with grief.
Blue slapped her palm to her chest two times. "Not mine!” she snapped. “You want it to be my fault so badly and I don't know why! Do you not realize that I was nine years old?" She was choking on her words… stuttering as she stepped closer and rounded the headstone that separated her from her childhood friend.
"I was nine fucking years old! I lost both of my parents and my grandparents that night! I know your dad is dead, and it's my parents’ fault, but Jewel... they were turned! It wasn't even them anymore. There's nothing anyone could have done, and you know that." 
Jewel’s eyes blazed. The others in the graveyard watched the two of them, each carrying their own judgement in their eyes. Dresden, Cole and Jasper were latched onto Blue with single minded focus. They were ready to step in at any moment, she knew that. But she didn’t need them to protect her. She never needed someone to keep her safe, she could do that perfectly well herself and had done so for her entire life.
Jewel stepped into her space, shoving Blue backwards with the palms of her hands. Blue’s feet slipped in the mud, but she managed to remain upright. Her hair was plastered to her face and her dress hung it tatters as the wind still bit against her skin. "How dare you show up to this place, walking around here like you're some sort of prodigy while everyone suffers around you!" she spit. "How!" Push. "Dare!" Push "You!" she screamed in her face. Jewel shoved her into the trunk of a tree and her head hit with a thud. 
Fat tears dripped down her right cheek and the wetness there felt foreign despite the rain. Her hands were shaking, and every latent, pent up emotion she’d worked so hard to suppress seemed to be swirling around inside of her at once. Grief, anger, betrayal... hysteria. It was all there and now it was coming out like an avalanche. Blue pushed Jewel back just as forcefully, almost causing the girl to lose her balance. "You want to know what happened that night, JJ?!" Her old friend winced as she caught herself on a headstone.
"They never told you, did they?" She laughed through her grief and memories. Jewel froze and cocked her head to the side in confusion. In fact, time seemed to stand still as everyone waited for her to finish. Blue laughed. "They never fucking told you how it all actually went down that night, did they… Well let me fill you in because unlike you, I was still there!" She approached Jewel; finger pointed right at her. “You were whisked off to your cozy mansion while I was stuck in that hellhole alone!”
Blue could no longer hold anything back. It was all coming out, and there was no stopping it now. “I’m so fucking sorry your father was killed that night, JJ. He was like family to me, and if I could trade places with him I would in a heartbeat, but I just can’t!"
Jewels eyes shone with angry tears, but Blue had more to say. “I wish I could scrape that night from my memory, but it replays in my brain over and over no matter what I do or how far I run… no matter how many vampires I dust. I’ll always remember the moment I was forced to end it.”
Jewel reeled back as if slapped. "What are you talking about, ended what!?" 
Blue looked into her friend’s glossy eyes and let her see the ghosts there. The memories that haunted her every waking moment. She knew her men were watching with rapt attention too, soaking in every word. She’d never told a soul what she was about to tell everyone at once. 
"Everything, JJ!” she sobbed. “My life, my world… my fucking family!” She tapped her chest again with the palm of her right hand as she took a step forward. “I staked both of my parents that night!” Several people nearby gasped, and she saw Dresden take a step forward from the corner of her eye, but Cole held him back with a hand on his shoulder.
“At nine years old I was forced to stab them through their hearts one by fucking one, turning them both to dust in my own bedroom!" Her knees buckled and hit the muddy ground. "I watched my whole world disappear... and every time I close my eyes, all I can see is my mom’s face when she knew it was over—wondering if she knew it was me that was killing her…." Jewel stared at her in silence, chest heaving and shaking her head in disbelief. Nobody ever heard that part of the story. No, the Conclave chose to leave those details out.
“Do you even understand what that feels like? Do you? You got to bury your dad and tell him how much you loved him! You had the luxury of knowing his spirit could rest, and you got to say goodbye when I never did.” Her eyes were wild. “Our people cast me out like I was a monster. You turned your back on us when we needed you, and you have the audacity to call me cursed?” She laughed hysterically and shook her head. “Fuck, maybe I am cursed! Maybe it’s me, JJ!”
Jewel lost control of her emotions then. She was sobbing into her hands, her body heaving. Her weapons dropped to the ground and she shook her head back and forth like she was trying to make it all go away. Blue had the strongest urge to pull her into her arms, but now wasn’t the time for comfort. Now was the time for realization. She was tired of being walked on. She was tired of getting blamed. She didn’t deserve it, and it was high time people fucking knew it.
A shriek pierced the silence and Blue felt like all the blood had drained from her body. Turning around with her weapons at the ready, she almost didn’t move quick enough before David lunged for her. Blue screamed, as did several others as they grappled. Somehow, her stake had been knocked out of her grasp, and she was forced to hold his face back by his hair while his newly elongated teeth snapped for her flesh.
There was a commotion around her, but suddenly David was ripped off of her, so she rolled to the side and grabbed her stake. David was thrown against a nearby headstone by Cole, who was still partially shifted. “No!” she screamed as he went to swipe his claws out at David. Cole craned his head and frowned at Blue.
“Let me do it!” she begged him. Cole’s eyes softened as she moved closer. She approached David as he was pinned against the stone by Cole’s claws. He thrashed and writhed, slobbering black drool all over the place. His eyes were blackened, and his face was stretched and barely recognizable. Her heart ached at the sight of him, wishing there was a way to turn back time and save him.
He never stilled as she brought her stake up and laid the tip of it over the spot where his heart used to beat. She shook her head sadly and whispered, “You deserved so much fucking better, my friend.” Then she plunged the silver tip into his heart with a scream of agony, and seconds later he went still, before exploding into a spray of black ash.














Chapter Twenty Seven

The memorial for the fallen Slayers was beautiful. A mausoleum was constructed by the next week, fashioned out of glimmering marble. It was a massive building, housing the remains of the thirty-six Slayers who lost their lives that night.
The mausoleum stood proudly beneath the starlight and Blue still couldn’t bring herself to leave its side. She’d sat vigil every night for the last week, unable to leave it vulnerable. She must have read and re read every name carved on every plaque dozens of times, trying to memorize them so that their sacrifice would never be forgotten. So, every night she spent her time of solitude among the ghosts and memories. Jasper had tried to convince her to let him keep her company, but for some reason, she just wanted to be alone during her watch.
Arcane went back to business as usual in the days to follow, but it was like a dark cloud was hovering over the heads of everyone on campus. The halls were strangely silent, and people pretty much buckled down and started taking their training more seriously than ever. She supposed the sudden and unexpected attack was enough to whip those slayers into shape, and to remind them that they were never truly safe.
Weirdly enough though, she’d noticed a change in the attitude of those around her since that day. No longer did her classmates shy away from her or taunt her in the halls. Occasionally, she even received a smile or a wave. She supposed it had something to do with those she’d shielded with her body in the heat of battle. Perhaps they were simply showing gratitude to her for saving their lives, but whatever it was, she was grateful for the reprieve.
The guys had taken to guarding her like she was a precious jewel. They barely left her side, taking turns babysitting her to the point of suffocation. She’d never ask them to back off though. She finally knew what she wanted from each of them, and it was for them to love her and work as a team.
Most nights, she had one or two of them sleeping in her bed, holding her throughout the nights when the nightmares would sneak in to wrack her body with grief. Cole was called away more often now to train the newer Guardians as he prepared to ascend the role of Alpha. Gareth was retiring later that year, and Blue was incredibly proud of Cole’s willingness to step up to the plate.
Dresden warmed her bed most nights while Cole was away, and Jasper was tired from training. Sometimes he and Jasper shared her bed, and those times were becoming blessedly more frequent as they got used to each other. She’d begun to see another side of Dresden since her confession in the graveyard. The way he looked at her though, wasn’t one of pity. It was one of respect. He sympathized with the horrors she faced, and now that he was aware of how much she’d suffered, he made promises to never let her suffer alone.
Many nights still, she could hear Ronnie whimpering in her own bed, crying out in pain after losing David in such a horrible way. Sometimes Blue crawled into bed with her and wrapped her friend in her arms while they both cried.
Harlow kept Ronnie company too as they grew even closer than before. Blue later found out the reason for Harlow’s absence during the battle. Apparently, she’d been busy barricading Headmistress Merriweather in her office, guarding the door with her life as she staked over sixteen vamps on her own. In thanks, the Headmistress invited Harlow to live and work at Arcane as a teacher aid in one of the freshman Team Building courses. Harlow was over the moon and accepted immediately.
Things were looking up around Arcane, but not everything could be healed so quickly. She had yet to return again to the Graves estate, which was now rightfully hers. She knew she’d eventually have to face it and figure out what she needed to do next regarding its restoration. Dresden had talked to her about possibly selling the house to the Conclave and building another elsewhere, but she just couldn’t do it. Though that home held horrifying memories, she knew she could never bring herself to get rid of it. It was her home… her legacy.
*
She was sitting on the edge of the Graves mausoleum, dangling her boot-clad feet over the edge with one hand idly stroking the head of  a stone raven perched on the corner, when she felt a presence at her back. Turning abruptly, Blue was startled to see that Jewel Hobbs had climbed the building and was plopping herself down next to her.
“You've been out here for days,” Jewel broke the silence.
“You're correct,” Blue snapped. Cold washed over her as the wind picked up. She wasn’t sure why Jewel had tried seeking her out, or what exactly she was supposed to say after everything they went through. “Not sure why you care,” she added.
Jewel let out a long, tired breath, picking at the leaves that lay strewn around the roof of the mausoleum. “I deserve that.” Jewel hung her head, brunette curls falling around her shoulders and peeking out the hood of her sweatshirt.
“Yeah, you kind of do,” Blue agreed, shaking her head.
“Look…” Jewel started, then stopped, seeming unsure of how to begin.
“Just spit it out, JJ. I’ve known you since we pooped our diapers, you can say what you want.” She laughed quietly, causing JJ to giggle. Hearing that sound was like a physical blast from the past.
“I’m sorry, Blue Jay.” Blue sucked in a breath. She hadn’t heard her best friend call her that in ten years and it was doing something wild to her heart. Her chest ached with homesickness. “I’m so sorry for the way I treated you. You didn’t deserve any of it and I’ll understand if none of this means anything to you, but I needed you to hear it.”
“You didn't speak to me for ten years, Jewel. I sent you letters, called you I don’t know how many times. I even took a bus once when we were twelve and tried to sneak into your house, but your mom threw me out on my ass.”
Jewels eyes widened. “She never told me that.”
“Would it have mattered?” Blue asked.
Jewel sighed. “Probably not. But Blue, I get it now. I may have had my head up my ass before, but I get it. I’m so sorry for making your life hell this year. I know it might take me weeks, months… even years to try and convince you to give me another chance to be your friend, but I’m going to try.” Blue felt her anger leave in waves. Jewel sighed again. “None of what happened was your fault. Not my dad, not David or anyone else who we lost.”
“How can you say that? I know your father’s death wasn't on me, but the rest?” She shook her head sadly. “If it wasn't for me, David would still be here.”
“Oh, shut up, Blue, you self-loathing sad sack,” Ronnie’s voice suddenly cut into their conversation. The redheaded girl plopped herself down on Blue’s other side, dangling her feet to match. “Nobody blames you for what happened. Honestly, it was bound to happen eventually. The Conclave made us believe we were untouchable for so long; I think we forgot what the real world was actually like out there.”
“She’s right, you know,” said Jewel as she nudged Blue’s shoulder with hers. “Some of the others are calling you a hero. The way you jumped in front of people... saved them? That’s some prime Slayer shit right there.”
They all laughed. Blue’s chest warmed, and so did her cheeks. She didn’t think she was much of a hero, but she’d take it. It was much better than being labeled a monster.
The girls fell into a companionable silence. They relaxed in the calm night air, waiting the moonlight play out over the sea of headstones as the spirits roamed between them. For the first time in what felt like forever, she felt a sense of peace. She had her best friend right beside her the way she dreamed of for years. She’d made brand new friends, lost a special one but laid his spirit to rest, and gained three of the most amazing men who she could finally call her own. Temporary peace settled deep into her bones. It had been such a long time since she could really say she had someone to watch her back, someone she trusted beyond the shadow of a doubt.
They remained on top of the Graves family mausoleum until the morning sun came up over the far-off horizon. The three of them laid back on that roof all night long, gazing up into the fading starry sky as the horizon began to turn pink and orange. They talked about everything under the sun and more, catching each other up on everything they missed while they were apart. Everything was right in her world at that moment in time, even if it was just for a little while. Even if it was just these few moments and nothing more, she was grateful for the peace.
One moment they were laughing about something nonsensical, and the next, JJ turned her head and faced Blue with a mischievous grin. “By the way,” she drawled. Blue held her breath, knowing what was coming next and felt her cheeks turn pink. Jewel’s eyes sparkled with humor. “How the hell did you manage to snag three guys at once?”
Blue just tilted her head back and laughed deeply. “Guess I’m not so cursed after all.”












The Not So Bitter End











More by K.M. Raya

Angel, The Brotherhood Book 1
Devils, The Brotherhood Book 2


The Witching Hour, A Reverse
Harem Vampire Romance


Kindred, Into the Darklands, 
A Reverse Harem Fantasy


Lament, 
A Contemporary Bully Romance


Boys of Summer, Man of Fall, 
A Contemporary Reverse Harem Romance


Hayzed n Confuzed, 
A Contemporary Rockstar Romance


Feral Skies,   Zombie Apocalypse Urban Fantasy

 





cover1.jpeg
BLOODED

ARCANE ACADEMY SLAYERS





nav.xhtml

    
  
    		Title Page


    		Copyright


    		About Blue Blooded


    		Prologue


    		Chapter One


    		Chapter Two


    		Chapter Three


    		Chapter Four


    		Chapter Five


    		Chapter Six


    		Chapter Seven


    		Chapter Eight


    		Chapter Nine


    		Chapter Ten


    		Chapter Eleven


    		Chapter Twelve


    		Chapter Thirteen


    		Chapter Fourteen


    		Chapter Fifteen


    		Chapter Sixteen


    		Chapter Seventeen


    		Chapter Eighteen


    		Chapter Nineteen


    		Chapter Twenty


    		Chapter Twenty One


    		Chapter Twenty Two


    		Chapter Twenty Three


    		Chapter Twenty Four


    		Chapter Twenty Five


    		Chapter Twenty Six


    		Chapter Twenty Seven


    		The Not So Bitter End


    		More by K.M. Raya


  







plugininfo.kte
{"kepub_output_version": "3.6.5", "kepub_output_currenttime": "Tue Sep 19 16:11:36 2023"}



