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TO JUSTIN,

WHO ALWAYS CALLS ME OUT IN THE NICEST WAY POSSIBLE (AND HAS VERY NICE FOREARMS).
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JOSH

If I ever saw you do anything that wasn’t 90 percent selfish, I’d die of shock.

CHER

Oh, that’d be reason enough for me.

—Clueless
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CHAPTER 1

WELCOME TO RAVEN’S HEAD SCHOOL FOR THE MAGICALLY GIFTED

[image: ]
CONSIDERING EVERYTHING, EMBRY WOODCROSS LIVED A VERY charmed life. She was a witch after all.

But she did have one very specific something that vexed her.

Someone. Repeatedly. Often. And right now.

Rye Knighton.

The boy next door. The brother figure she never wanted. The thorn currently embedded in her Raven’s Head School for the Magically Gifted track and field tank top.

“Didn’t I just help move you into a dorm room this weekend or was I hallucinating?” Rye knitted his brows as he made his way to the burbling espresso machine in her kitchen.

Rye had his own kitchen. His own house, actually. He didn’t even have to share it with anyone—not that she minded sharing with Daddy. Embry would never leave Daddy, even if she did technically live at Raven’s Head during the school year. Which was Rye’s point.

“I spelled my trunks up the stairs,” she reminded him, pointedly levitating the mug collecting gourmet Black Cat Coffee Shop espresso closer to the machine’s spout. “The only thing you moved was the door to hold it open.”

“Checks out—I’ve been known to be a very good human door-stop.” Rye smirked, lowering the cup gently with magic of his own. “Makes sense, too, I suppose, that you’d be standing in running clothes in your childhood kitchen an hour before first bell on the first day of the school you literally live at.”

Out of habit, Embry slapped at Rye, making sloppy contact with the solid meat of his shoulder as he picked up the petite and brimming mug. He nearly spilled it and she nearly grinned, before deciding better of it and returning to her original purpose.

Because that was the thing. Rye knew exactly why she was here. All summer she’d been running three miles every weekday morning with Daddy. She was currently rocking fresh beads of sweat, hair in a ponytail, and sneakers on her feet. One didn’t have to be Sherlock Holmes to deduce exactly what was going on here.

Embry yanked open the fridge and inspected the perfectly straight row of lovingly prepared mason jars. Daddy hadn’t touched them. With a sigh, Embry plucked up the first jar, plus a tub of washed berries, and got to work preparing the most appetizing presentation of chia pudding Lazarus Woodcross would ever see in his life.

“Woodcross, your father is fifty-five years old. The man can make his own breakfast.”

Tipping extra berries atop the gelatinous-but-healthy mass—vitamin C was a must, according to Daddy’s doctor—Embry did a few meditation breaths.

“Knighton, why are you in my kitchen at”—she checked the thin bangle of a watch on her wrist (vintage from her mother’s jewelry box)—“seven eighteen on a Monday morning? Don’t you have a busy day of brooding around your haunted mansion, mainlining sonnets, and draping yourself over various pieces of furniture?”

Rye downed the espresso in one gulp, then stole a raspberry from the open container of washed fruit and popped it in his mouth, green eyes alight. “Is that what you think a gap year is for me? The male equivalent of eating bonbons and avoiding housework?”

“Come on, Rye, you’re more feminist than that.” Embry donkey-kicked backward just hard enough to jab his calf with her running shoe as he belatedly spun away. To his credit, he didn’t yelp. “And we both know you like a good brood.”

“I do,” he agreed, facing her after refilling his drained cup. “But I didn’t take a year off school to indulge.”

He downed the second cup and grinned at her, guileless.

She narrowed her eyes. “Says the man indulging in my espresso like it’s his own.”

“It’s my espresso, and we have more than enough.” Lazarus Woodcross swept into the kitchen with a kiss for his daughter. In the few minutes since they’d returned from their run, he’d showered, shaved, and dressed for the day in one of his many suits. The man was nothing if not efficient. “And Rye is helping me this morning. Don’t scare him away. You know very well how grateful the coven is to have a witch of Rye’s skill set to help modernize our systems.”

Embry read this as: Woodcross Coven of Ravenwood was getting a free (secure) website makeover for the low, low price of Rye’s deferral from the University of Maine.

Rye arched a brow as if he’d won this round. Embry rolled her eyes.

It wasn’t worth it to raise Daddy’s blood pressure over this. So, she agreed with him.

“I suppose tipping him in espresso for free labor is the least we could do.” Then Embry pointedly dipped a spoon into Lazarus’s bowl and handed it to him. He accepted it with a grimace. “Well then, I’m off to school—happy modernizing. I look forward to flashy, technical things at tomorrow’s big coven meeting.”

Rye’s lips quirked. “I’ve got a massive hologram of old Hiram Woodcross ready to go. Very flashy and very technical.”

“Naturally,” Embry snarked as Lazarus attempted a confused “What” through a mouthful of berry and chia. “Don’t worry about it, Daddy. It’s a joke. There’s no hologram.”

Lazarus forced a swallow before hitting the brakes when he noticed the time. “You better get going, Em. Even head prefects can’t be late.”

“I never am.”

And with a farewell air-kiss to Daddy and a wave to Rye, she dashed out the door.

Because Raven’s Head School for the Magically Gifted was literally built upon land once owned by the Woodcross family, all Embry had to do was jog straight down the hill from the estate, through the gates of the Raven’s End Cemetery, and she was on school grounds before Daddy had finished his breakfast. Well, if he’d eaten the rest of it.

By ten minutes before first bell, Embry exited the dorm at Raven’s Head with her best friend and fellow senior prefect Amethyst Oberon in tow, showered and scrubbed to glowing, hounds-tooth blouse paired with her requisite school-branded vest and skirt.

Embry was not only on time; she was early.

But just as soon as the two witches stepped into the morning sunshine, Merlin, Headmaster Martinelli’s pet red-tailed hawk, swooped down from one of the quad’s many towering oaks and deposited an enchanted navy envelope into Embry’s hands.

“Please tell me Merlin didn’t just unload his leftovers,” Ames joked from over Embry’s shoulder. The hawk was rather fond of dropping desiccated carcasses on anyone who could be overheard grousing about how they thought a raven might be a more appropriate companion to the headmaster of this particular school.

Embry waved the envelope. “All business today.”

Despite improvements to technology over the past century, Raven’s Head did not care to adopt a PA system of any kind to communicate with its students and faculty. Too crass, impersonal, and, well, basic, for an institution of its caliber. Magically augmented notes from Merlin were standard for communication. Embry opened the missive, and Headmaster Martinelli’s voice shimmered up from the spelled ink, relaying the message in both visuals and audio. “Head Prefect Embry Woodcross to administration.”

Ames checked the Old Main clocktower. “So close to first bell? That can’t be good.”

Embry straightened the cross-body satchel she wore—1999 Chanel once owned by her mother—and ensured her prefect pin was perfectly square. “Save me a seat in calc, will you?”

“Left-hand window side, second from the front?” Ames confirmed.

“Amethyst Oberon, you’re complete perfection.”

Ames fluffed the ends of her shiny black curls, teeth flashing white against her flawless dark brown skin. “I always am. I’ll also save your ass by explaining very nicely to Miss Hemlock that you’re on official prefect business and not simply arriving late for your grand entrance.”

Embry brushed it off. “She knows I’d never do such a thing. Real fashion doesn’t need tardiness to be noticed.”

And with a quick hug scented of rose water and high-end makeup, they parted ways, Ames to the STEM building, and Embry toward administration. It was a brisk walk, seeing as the offices of the Raven’s Head elite were positioned within literal screaming distance of the dormitory in the event that the generational magical scrapping between the Witches, Bitches, Stitches, and Glitches went overboard. It’s not as if anyone had ever died from a little magical misunderstanding, but some factions (cough, cough, Bitches) were mighty territorial by nature and, at least once a semester, there was a screamer. Or two.

At this moment in time, no one was screaming, but Headmaster Martinelli was bouncing on her heels, pantsuit utterly professional but the rest of her body waving like a giant balloon at a car dealership. The hawk glided to the leather cuff on her arm, landed, and proceeded to bob and weave as the headmaster continued to wave. As a demigoddess descended from the line of Freyja, one would think she’d be a little more glamorous and a lot less frazzled, but a hundred years in educational administration could change a person.

“Head Prefect Woodcross, there you are! Your haste is most appreciated.” Martinelli’s makeup-free face was stretched round, her severe bob seemingly straining to keep up. Embry wasn’t sure she’d ever seen the woman so pressed.

Embry schooled her face to be placid and helpful—exactly what Martinelli seemed to need right now—though she’d be lying if she didn’t admit that being addressed as “Head Prefect Woodcross” rather than “Miss Woodcross” would likely never get old. “What can I—”

“I need you to show the newest member of our senior class to her room and first period.” Her voice was businesslike despite her disheveled presentation. “Come, Miss Riddle, we have seven minutes to get you there. A detention warning would be a terrible way to start.”

Martinelli turned and beckoned heartily. Embry blinked in the sun, barely making out three shapes pushed up against the administration building’s exterior. A slim figure separated herself from the mélange of grays and fell in line with the headmaster.

This girl was petite and pale in that full-moon way, hiding under curls fried to within an inch of their life by a blond so platinum it was nearly silver. The effect only made her look more washed out, her kohl-rimmed eyes a colorless black as they watched Embry. And she wore a backpack. Embry had never in her life seen a student at Raven’s Head wear one. Even the freshmen knew satchels, messenger bags, heck, even briefcases, were the only way to go. Yet this girl’s backpack was so full it threatened to send her sprawling. She might have well and truly toppled over if it were not for the fact that she was clutching an entire wardrobe’s worth of school uniform pieces in her spindly arms, one awkwardly managing both the wad of clothing as well as the telescoping handle of a roller bag.

“We have quite the paperwork to attend to,” the headmaster announced, gesturing to the shadowy figures Embry took for the girls’ parents. “Oh! And no need to dress in uniform yet, Miss Riddle, what you’re wearing is acceptable for physical education.”

Embry stifled a gasp. First-period gym? That was shorthand for the world’s shittiest schedule, sponsored by late enrollment. Especially for a senior.

“Thank you, goodbye, and welcome to Raven’s Head, Miss Riddle.” Martinelli all but shoved the new girl down the handful of stairs to the brick walkway before proceeding to charge toward her office. The new girl waved a pitiful goodbye.

Heart tugging, Embry smiled warmly. “Embry Woodcross. And you are?”

The girl stepped forward, the roller bag scraping along, its wheels struggling on the seams between bricks. “Oakley—er, do I call you Head Prefect Woodcross?”

“Not necessary. Only administration does that. Embry’s fine. Nice to meet you, Oakley.” Embry checked the time. Five minutes now. “Let’s get you to the gym.”

Embry offered a hand to take the girl’s luggage, and Oakley looked almost relieved to comply, though that relief was superseded by a hesitant glance over her shoulder toward Martinelli’s office. “I thought I was supposed to go by my room first?”

Embry tapped her watch and began lugging the roller bag away. What’d she have in this thing? A dead body? “No time to get you settled with the dorm wards. So, what we’re going to do is stash your luggage and uniform allotment and get you to class.”

“Wards? Like magical wards?” Oakley asked.

“Right. And each wing and floor is secure to only those allowed in the area by residence or invitation. Safety is of the utmost priority at Raven’s Head,” Embry parroted, using the same language she’d used while assigning rooms at orientation the previous weekend.

At the dorm, the wards immediately released for Embry, recognizing her as a resident. Oakley tried to follow but bounced off the protective magic with a surprised “oof.” After locking the suitcase and all but one uniform in the prefect’s closet, Embry dusted her hands as she flung herself outside. Four minutes. “Come on. Martinelli is serious about the tardy marks. But Heston shouldn’t give you trouble. He’s a meathead but a sweetheart meathead. Now let’s get you across the quad.”

They set off toward the athletics complex, which, luckily for Embry, was right beside the STEM building. Raven’s Head had as many athletic nerds as it did nerdy athletes.

“If this is the quad, why does it have five sides?” Oakley asked.

“Raven’s Head was founded by witches.” Embry decided it might sound a little boastful to mention those witches were her relatives. And that they’d founded the town, the island—pretty much everything from here to the mainland. “The school adopted quad as a generic and welcoming term for non-witches after the Great Reckoning.”

The new girl nodded. Embry was relieved that she wasn’t so out of touch as to not have heard of the Great Reckoning, when all the magical misfits banded together under the governance of the Table. Some of the more sheltered students didn’t know how many magical protections were in place to keep the outside world at bay.

At their current pace, they could make it easily before the bell, but it was the first day, and Embry was popular. With every step they took, students greeted her.

“Hi, Embry!”

“Embry, um, hey!”

“Embry, I love that blouse. Houndstooth? So classic!”

Prefect badge glinting in the morning sun, Embry greeted each call with a personal response yet kept up a brisk pace across the stately brick walkway, her hair streaming behind her in a shiny, endless, golden wave. Her only pause across the quad was when a transfer Frankenstein’s monster, Lydia, jogged over from a group of Stitches—all clutching coffees and looking exactly as aggrieved as any naturally nocturnal being would be at the start of the daytime school year—and thrust her newly mended knuckles in Embry’s face.

“The skin perfector salve worked perfectly. Thank you soooo much.” The girl then wrapped Embry in a hug, capturing her in a vise between her biceps.

“Anytime,” Embry assured Lydia, extracting herself with a wave and the discreet rearranging of her now wayward vest as she pointed herself back en route.

Oakley shuffled to catch up. “Are you homecoming queen or something?”

Embry laughed. “We don’t do queen and king here, just two all-gender royalty winners. Not to mention homecoming isn’t for another month.” It was true, though she was probably a front-runner, even on the first day. Only seniors were elected to homecoming court, and the list of seniors with Embry’s social and political capital was very short. She shrugged. “Just a witch who happens to be good at zapping zits and repairing ragged body parts.”

She tugged three pouches out of her shoulder bag, each embroidered with the name of her top-sellers—skin perfector salve, stink stopper, stain-be-gone—vials clinking merrily within. The potions were marked with a price well below market value. She didn’t need the money, but her time was valuable and her skill better than any other witch on campus. And, honestly, every potion made her school a little more magical—who would have an issue with that?

This was where it would be natural for the new girl to share where she fell in the magical continuum of Witches to Glitches, given that Embry had confirmed herself as a witch. Instead, she just eyed the pouches as Embry returned them to her bag. “Cool.”

Their progress improved as the number of people on the grounds began to dwindle. Oakley’s neck craned as they walked, apparently taking in the buildings’ brick facades as they pressed against the summer green canopy. “Wow, this place is the size of a university.”

It was actually one of the tiniest (and most exclusive) schools run by the Table. Raven’s Head prided itself on its cozy, idyllic setting, and small class sizes while providing the state-required “normie” education to its magical students. “Where were you before?”

Oakley’s pale cheeks flushed. “Oh, at…uh, home. I was homeschooled.”

“Hang on.” Embry clamped down on her marble-cold wrist, halting their procession. Oakley’s mouth popped open as she gaped from Embry’s grasp to her furrowed brow. “You were home-schooled for your entire education…and your parents dropped you off at an elite boarding school and peaced out for your senior year? Your last year in group education is your first and it’s at one of the most competitive and prestigious schools for the magically gifted in the country?”

The girl blinked, eyes wide. “Yeah?”

“Are your parents sadists?”

Oakley shrugged, one side of her mouth flickering upward. “Verifiably?” She laughed, revealing beautiful, bright teeth—a large smile on a small face. She was like a poorly dyed fairy with an addiction to kohl. Not that Oakley was a fairy. The lack of wings was a dead giveaway.

Still, no matter what she was, this new girl was in for it. She’d never attended school. Never sat in a full class. Never dressed out for gym. Never had to find a place to sit at lunch.

Oakley Riddle was a senior in high school and completely, utterly clueless.

In that moment, Embry decided it would be her job to help this poor girl survive Raven’s Head School for the Magically Gifted. She had the status, the popularity, the legacy. If anyone could ensure this girl didn’t get eaten by literal (were)wolves, it was her.

Embry checked her watch. Two minutes.

“Oakley, we’re going to walk through these doors, get you set up with a locker for your backpack with no tardy from Heston, then”—here, Embry again reached into her own bag and slipped out a vial of stink stopper—“you’re going to use a little of this, just in the sweaty places, put on your uniform”—she pointed at it, whispering a wrinkle-release spell—“and arrive to your next three classes on time, making an excellent first impression as you go.”

Oakley bit her lip, glancing from the vial to her newly freshened uniform. “I can’t—”

“It’s my gift. First rule of actual, in-person high school: You only have one chance to make a first impression.”

Oakley gulped.

“At lunch, we’ll get you settled in the dorm. Then I’ll introduce you to my friends, we’ll eat, and you’ll be on your way.”

“On my way to where?”

“To a senior year you’ll never forget. In the best way.” With that, Embry spun the girl around and hauled her into the gymnasium. “Welcome to Raven’s Head, Oakley.”




CHAPTER 2

WITCHES, BITCHES, STITCHES, GLITCHES…AND OAKLEY RIDDLE
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NO MORE COMMUNICATIONS FROM HEADMASTER MARTINELLI were dropped upon Embry via Merlin’s very sharp talons in the next few hours. Therefore she was all but sure Oakley Riddle had survived her first taste of boarding school life.

Still, it was a relief to see the girl’s impish face as she stumbled into the outdoor lunch seating, her pale features going from pinched and anxious to open and sure upon spotting Embry in the middle of the mealtime chaos.

“There you are. How do you feel about panzanella? Ames is grabbing three trays for us.” Then she realized she needed to explain who the Goddess she was talking about. “Ames is my bestie, and she’s extremely excited to meet you, Oakley.”

This was true. Ames took to new blood like a shark. Nothing was more interesting to Amethyst Oberon than anyone or anything that broke up the monotony of her very comfortable existence. Embry had a hunch this was part of the reason Ames and her perfectly matched boyfriend sparred (and made up) so often—it was exciting.

“Cool,” Oakley said yet again. They’d really have to work on her vocabulary.

“Come on, let’s get you settled. Lunch will be ready when we get back.”

Valentina, the dorm manager, met them on the steps and walked Oakley through the building’s wards while Embry retrieved the girl’s things. Then Embry bid them adieu and returned to lunch. She was here to help Oakley get acclimated, not attach herself at the hip.

“Where’s the new girl?” Ames asked as Embry dropped into the seat beside her. “Please tell me someone hasn’t literally eaten her already?”

“No, no. Oakley’s alive and well, just checking into her room.”

“Did you find out what kind of magical person she is? Please tell me she’s not a Bitch. That’d be so disappointing.”

Embry waved her off. “We know the Bitches can’t stop talking about being Bitches. She would’ve told me right off the bat.” This was true. Cultural relevance was a highly traded currency at Raven’s Head, second only to rarity as far as the hierarchies within the school went. And thanks to a recent pop culture resurgence, the shifters, particularly werewolves, made up for their lack of rarity by bragging very loudly. Embry glanced around. “Hey, where are the boys?”

“Café line.”

Embry relished in the idea of imminent caffeine. She was accustomed to midday java—it just wasn’t worth jostling with grumpy Stitches first thing in the morning on campus and, unlike Rye, she didn’t mooch on Daddy’s espresso. “Knights in shining armor.”

“When they want to be,” Ames agreed. Then, her vision snagged on something, her silverware hovering over her plate. “Oh, that’s got to be her, yes?”

Embry shifted in her seat. She tried to ignore the fact that everyone else seemed to be turning, too, while accepting the phenomenon’s confirmation that, yes, Oakley Riddle, newly minted senior, was walking across the dining courtyard.

“Correct,” Embry answered, stretching an arm high to guide her in.

Oakley waved back…and tripped over her own feet in the process.

A collective gasp went up and Embry shot from her seat, reaching out a hand to help the poor girl, who’d crumpled into the grass in front of the entire senior class.

“Oh, so embarrassing,” she muttered as Embry half carried her to standing.

“Or memorable,” Embry coached. “Come on, my best friend can’t wait to meet you.”

Ames well and truly could not wait because she was already right there.

“Hey, Oakley, I’m Amethyst.” Ames went by her full name with anyone not wholly integrated within the Witch crew. And no matter how excited she was to meet this new girl, she’d be Amethyst until she deemed a person worthy of using her nickname.

“Nice to meet you, Amethyst—like the crystal?”

Ames laughed. “Yep. And Oakley like…the tree?”

“Um, well, yes, but actually like Annie Oakley? My parents adored her.”

Embry winced but decided it was best to keep to herself the fact that Oakley wasn’t the famed sharpshooter’s actual last name. (The correct answer was Mosey or Moses but never Oakley.)

“Oh, she was a witch.” Ames narrowed her eyes. “But something tells me you aren’t?”

Oakley gulped, clamped her mouth shut, and shook her head.

Ames sized the girl up. “Not a Witch, so…” She ticked off the cliques on her well-manicured fingers. “Bitch, Stitch, or Glitch?”

Oakley’s bloodless lips dropped into a little O. “I’m sorry, what?”

Embry smiled while Ames laughed at herself.

“Oh right, homeschool. None of the usual cliques, I’d imagine? Let me show you.” Ames grinned and hooked an arm around Embry’s shoulders. “First and most exclusively, you have the Witches. We’re the best, obviously.”

“Obviously,” Embry echoed with a laugh.

Ames waved an arm across the dining courtyard, moving from left to right.

“Over there you have the Bitches—shifters like werewolves, kelpies, selkies, et cetera, basically all the big animal energy. And there are the Stitches, aka zombies and Frankenstein’s monsters, and ghosts when we have them, but you know how that goes—ghosts are always busy trying to fulfill their final tasks and usually that task is way bigger than high school.” Ames laughed. “The Glitches are basically a catch-all group for everyone else.”

Oakley mouthed all the names of the groups again. Witches. Bitches. Stitches. Glitches. “So in the Witches is it just the two of you or…?”

“Oh no. There are at least a dozen of us,” Embry assured her. This was part of the reason the Witches were an elite group at Raven’s Head—they held major pop culture cachet and their numbers were low enough to be considered exclusive. “Fairfax and Alistair and all the baby witches from the coven, too.”

As if on cue, the boys appeared a few steps away, balancing lattes and lunch trays.

“Alistair is technically a Glitch because he’s a diviner but he’s hot, so it works,” Ames amended in a whisper. And when she caught Embry’s smirk, she added in a rush, “Look, just because I have a boyfriend doesn’t make me oblivious to how fine that transatlantic piece of magic is. And, honestly, Fairfax is probably admiring him right along with me.”

The boys sat down; introductions were passed around.

Tall, dark, and totally suave, Fairfax Mirza was Ames’s longtime boyfriend with the unfortunate ability to make any interaction seem like flirtation. He was the type of witch who didn’t need to spell anyone to like him; he had charm in spades, and exactly no interest in turning off that charm ever. Which was a problem if you were the one dating him. Embry was half-certain Fairfax had a spell that gave his Desi James Bond vibe an invisible boost. Especially because he was actually from Texas.

Meanwhile, Alistair Elton-Bentley was exactly as his name implied at face value. Old money, well-groomed, exquisitely mannered, and, as Ames had said, totally hot. Soft hazel eyes, aristocratic features, and a body built by hours of laps in the pool, which Embry could appreciate even though they were just friends. His out-of-school activities included gallivanting about Europe, blowing the oodles of cash his moms sat upon, using their skills as diviners to place bets on everything from the newest technology to racehorse stock, because why not?

“So, are you two a thing?” Oakley wiggled a finger between Embry and Alistair.

“Oh, us? No!” Embry waved her hands so dramatically she almost knocked over her iced cardamom latte. “That’s a common mistake because we’re together all the time.”

“And we look extremely good together, too, of course,” Alistair told Oakley with a wink for her, and a shoulder nudge for Embry.

“Embry isn’t interested in dating high school boys,” Ames clarified, unfolding her napkin. “It’s a nonstarter and everyone knows it.”

Alistair smirked. “As unobtainable as possible, our Raven’s Head queen bee.”

“That’s me,” Embry agreed with a self-effacing shrug.

She’d spent three years here already and had never once been tempted. No mess of gossip was worth that—and for as high as she sat on the pecking order at Raven’s Head, the whispers alone would be deafening. Most especially as a senior, it made no logical sense. Setting people up, however? That was another matter entirely. Embry thrived on giving couples a shove in the right direction. Successful matchmaking was its own magic.

Ames grinned expectantly at Oakley over her cold brew. “Sooo, not to be rude, but…”

“But what am I?” Oakley asked, brow raised. “Well, I’m a vampire.”

“A vampire? Seriously?!” Ames squealed, maybe a little too hard. People were suddenly staring again. “That’s so cool! Why didn’t you just say so?”

It was cool. Very cool. As far as Embry knew, Oakley might be the first vampire ever to attend Raven’s Head. They were a very small, very secretive magical sect. The only one Embry had ever heard of was the old guy who represented them on the Table—and he’d been in that seat for two hundred years at least, without a single vampiric apprentice or aide. Now the homeschooling totally made sense, even if the sudden attendance at boarding school didn’t.

When Oakley began to blush, Ames cuffed the vampire’s wrist and leaned in, suddenly horrified. “I know you have to be secretive out there—we all do—but the school’s protective wards are top-notch, and everyone here takes magical secrecy very seriously. We would never out you and not just because of the oath of silence.”

“Oh, no, I mean, I know. The headmaster made me take the oath, too. And even if she didn’t, this school is the best and most discreet on the East Coast. It’s just…”

“It’s what?” Ames prodded.

“It’s just that whenever I tell people what I am they make a face.”

“This face?” Ames asked, pointing to her own concerned expression.

“No, the one you had before…” Oakley’s gaze scanned the dining area. “Oh, that one.”

She nodded to someone over Fairfax’s shoulder. Actually, multiple someones—an entire table of Stitches, falling to literal pieces, everyone either openly staring at Oakley, mouths agape, or whispering the word vampire among themselves.

“Don’t worry,” Oakley assured Ames, and then, well, the rest of the table. “Your surprised look was way more subtle. But it’s that reaction that keeps me from being super candid about being a vampire until I absolutely have to. People are weird about blood.”

Ames’s face dropped. “Oakley, did we just offer you an entire lunch tray you can’t eat? Do you need blood? I’m sure the kitchen will do blood. We can take care—”

“Oh, no, not necessary. I eat,” Oakley answered, flushed-to-embarrassed over her bread-and-tomato salad. “Just usually not, er, vegetables…”

Her dark eyes skipped mournfully across the table, where Fairfax was savoring a huge bite of his big, juicy burger. Oh. Vampires were carnivores. Embry elbowed Alistair.

“Ow, what—”

Embry nodded meaningfully to his pristine sandwich. Though a diviner, sometimes Alistair wasn’t the best spontaneous mind reader, but Ames was just as attuned to what Oakley didn’t say as Embry was.

“Fairfax, give the girl your burger.”

Fairfax’s eyes widened over the top of the bun. Which was exactly when Alistair caught on and nudged his tray toward the vampire. “No. Oakley, I haven’t touched mine.”

“I couldn’t—”

“Please, I insist.” Alistair flashed his most handsome smile. “It’s no trouble at all.”

Oakley still hesitated, and so Embry took it upon herself to make the first move for them both, switching the trays with ease. “There we go.”

Ames waved her hands. “Wait, but you’re young. I thought turning vampires under the age of consenting adulthood was outlawed by the Table.”

Oakley blushed and pushed a few strands of that fried hair behind her ear. She did know “living dead” didn’t have to apply to her locks, right? Embry itched to cure it with a cuticle-sealing spell. “It’s illegal to turn someone under eighteen. But it is possible to produce a vampire child. I grow at the normal rate of a human until maturity and then I’m an adult for three hundred years.”

Though she thought herself very well-educated on matters of magical people, this was news to Embry, and apparently everyone else. Ames and Alistair were nodding like twin bobbleheads over their matching plates of panzanella. Fairfax made it look as if he were in the know, of course, but he was wielding his brightest grin, which was always used as a sparkly deflection. The harder he smiled, the less he knew.

Oakley continued. “And in my family? I’m it as far as non-turned offspring. Just me, my parents, and a dozen really, really nosy aunts and uncles. I needed some fresh air.”

Well, now boarding school made sense.

“You know what that means?” Embry asked.

That hesitant quirk tugged at Oakley’s lips. “That I literally can never pee without fourteen people knowing?”

“No, silly. You’re very rare and extremely culturally relevant!” As far as the internal hierarchy of Raven’s Head went, this girl was sitting on a pile of gold bars and had no idea. “Which means you get your pick of clique.”

Oakley was incredulous. “I thought cliques picked you…not the other way around.”

“That’s just because that’s what most people would face. But you? You’re an amalgamation.”

“Total amalgamation,” Ames parroted proudly. “Good word, Em.”

“Thanks, girl.” Embry leaned in. “My point is, you fit anywhere you want to. Undead? The Stitches would take you in a heartbeat. Bloodthirsty? The Bitches would totally be all over that. One-of-a-kind? The Glitches are frothing at the mouth. Magically inclined?”

Oakley shyly confirmed this by wiggling her fingers just enough to levitate her burger.

This made Embry grin. “Witches get that like no one else.”

Oakley nodded but seemed unsure, so Embry decided to prove that they would take care of her. Witch or not, the rare vampire should totally stick with them. Which meant Embry needed to figure out who the school thought Oakley might vibe with. “Who’s your roommate?”

Oakley scrunched her nose. “Magda…er…I don’t know her last name yet.”

“Magda Vulcovic—revenant in four oh one?” Alistair asked, his knowledge of the dorm assignments as fresh as Embry’s own. They’d been paired together in handing them out at orientation. Playing up Alistair’s status as a diviner, Embry convinced him to magically read the pairing envelopes without opening them, much to the delight of their fellow students. Alistair didn’t always have the best memory, but Embry had to agree Magda was hard to forget. He leaned in, a mischievous grin crossing his handsome face. “Buzzed hair, black clothes, gray skin. Looks like the Cure played an encore just to bring her back to life?”

“I actually haven’t met her yet. But four oh one is right.” A hopeful smile crossed her face. Oakley was rather pretty when she smiled. “Are you all on the fourth floor, too?”

Ames started giggling. “Oh no. Top floor only for these witches!”

Her hand thrust out for a high five, and Embry had to oblige.

“We were the ones handing out the assignments, and we would’ve helped out a senior in need if we’d known.” Embry gestured between herself and Alistair. “We could’ve cleaned up your living situation for you.”

Embry had, in fact, rearranged a few rooms magically before Alistair read them. And, in one case, she paired two sobbing shifters together so that one of them in particular could avoid rooming with Magda, who was a notorious loner. Apparently in doing so she’d unwittingly handed Oakley the short end of the stick. Whoops.

“You—you can do that?”

“Well, I would have.” Embry swallowed her guilt. “Why weren’t you at orientation?”

“I didn’t make it Saturday because my mother got cold feet, so to speak. Her feet are always chilly.” Oakley gave a little self-conscious shrug and laugh. “Um, so here I am. Two days late and a roommate intervention short, I guess.”

Even if she was a Woodcross, Embry probably couldn’t tamper with the roommate assignments at this late date. But that didn’t mean she couldn’t help this poor, clueless girl blossom into what she could be.

“Revenants can be a little touchy about vampires,” Oakley continued. “It has more to do with the constant comparisons and far less, um…”

“Social capital?” Embry guessed. Revenants were rare, but in that off-brand sort of way that didn’t amount to popularity at Raven’s Head or anywhere else. Even if she wasn’t working hard to be a loner, Magda could never compete with Oakley’s gobs of potential.

“Yes, that. Vampires are pretty big in the wider world. Revenants are not.” Her face paled even further at a new thought. “You don’t think Magda will hate me on sight, do you?”

“Don’t be offended, because Magda kind of hates everyone on sight,” Ames answered.

Embry cuffed the vampire’s shoulder gently. It was like palming a doorknob. “How about you come hang out this afternoon with us? We can do some hair masks and make a plan for our syllabi.”

The girl lit up.

“My room at three—I’ll get you sorted with the fifth-floor wards.”




CHAPTER 3

OH, THE DRAMA (ACT 1)
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THAT AFTERNOON, THE SENIOR WITCH CREW MET ON THE QUAD, just outside Marlow Theatre, the brick walkways leading them toward one another like a preordained collision.

Fairfax was glued to Ames, his school vest undone in a way that only he could make look cool and not sloppy. He marginally detached himself as Alistair swooped in from an adjoining walkway with a fist bump to Fairfax, a wink for Ames, and an air-kiss and arm-drape for Embry. The diviner leaned down toward her ear. “Embry Woodcross, you are the only person in the world who could’ve convinced me to take drama as a class, and I still can’t believe I’m enrolled.”

“The theater needs more dudes,” Embry exclaimed. “Plus, we all know you can sing, and this is a musical. You’re musical, and you’re a dude. This makes you the best of dudes.”

“Excuse me,” Fairfax butted in, faux indignant. “I’m the best of dudes because I joined sophomore year when you recruited me. Elton-Bentley put you off for two whole years.”

Ames poked her boyfriend in the sternum with one very sharp nail. “If you were the best of dudes, we wouldn’t have had to recruit you. You would’ve just intuitively done it.”

Rubbing his chest, Fairfax coughed, then laughed. “Maybe I didn’t want to seem like I was stalking you before I got up the guts to ask you out.”

“You asked me out on the first day of freshman year.”

“That’s why it took guts to do it again sophomore year. You’re terrifying.”

“I’m also the only person who has ever told you no.”

Embry was the reason Ames had finally relented and said yes, actually. Her first true matchmaking win. And these two were great together, even when they were having one of their more dramatic tiffs before the inevitable kiss-and-makeup session.

Ames booped Fairfax on the nose, which put her grinning face within inches of his and suddenly they’d resumed their canoodling while aimlessly progressing toward the theater steps. Again, Alistair leaned into Embry’s ear. “Do you want to start making out right now just to see if they can actually do that and enter the building without us guiding them? You know, for science?”

Laughing in answer, Embry grabbed Alistair’s hand and skipped ahead to navigate the steps for their indisposed friends, all the while gazing up dreamily at the building. “I cannot wait to see what this semester’s production will be.”

“Does it really matter?” Alistair asked. “I’m sure Miss Jones has something picked just for you. You’re her favorite student.”

Though a newbie, Alistair was right—Jonesy had a penchant for playing to the strengths of her class, and she knew she had a stellar group of seniors. Led by Embry, of course.

There was drama in drama class.

“Where are my girls? Why aren’t there more girls?” Jonesy looked as if she might actually cry. Medium brown face deepening to the shade of a ripe plum, she scanned her newly amended enrollment for advanced stage performance with absolute horror and disbelief.

Embry and Amethyst were the only two girls in the class.

Typically, twenty people were enrolled. Her entire Raven’s Head career, Embry had never been in this class with more than five guys/masculine-presenting people. Ever.

Something was definitely up.

“August Bell.” Embry waved her hands at the senior two rows over. He was a neckless shifter with the personality of a freight train, but that made him unfailingly honest. He simply didn’t have the patience to beat around the bush. Shifters made excellent private security in the “regular” world. “Where’s Felicia? She’s always in this class with you.”

Felicia Clawson was August’s girlfriend. He did everything she told him to do—including attending this class, which, considering Alistair’s and Fairfax’s enrollment, may not be that strange.

“Powder-puff class with Heston.”

Jonesy blinked owlishly. “But Julius knows nothing about makeup application. Why—”

August barked out a laugh so loud and, well, nearly feral, that it snapped her question in half. “It’s a new gym class. Girls’ football. It’s this hour. Heston recruited all the shifter girls.”

“Football?!” Jonesy nearly shrieked, the sound careening into a wail. Tears welled in her chocolate-brown eyes and suddenly she looked both much older and much younger than her twentysomething years.

Oh no. Embry shot straight from her seat and toward the now-sobbing teacher.

“Are you gonna teach us to cry on command like that?” August asked, completely serious. “That could be really useful.”

“Shut it, Bell,” Ames warned as she caught up to Embry. The pair of them blocked Jonesy from view, an acute triangle of the only double-X chromosomes in the theater.

“Don’t cry, Jonesy,” Embry whispered as the woman’s shoulders shook, the enrollment paper crinkling in her hands. Technically a Glitch, Jonesy was an empath whose personal emotional reservoir was vast, deep, and prone to flooding. Telling her not to cry was like telling the moon to divorce the tides, yet Embry knew if she tried a calming spell, it would only make Jonesy jolt with panic at her detaching emotions and sob harder.

“That dumb fairy did this on purpose,” she snuffled into one tearstained hand. Fairy was not a terrible euphemism—it was his magical designation. The gym teacher and football coach was fae. “To punish me. And now I can’t do Into the Woods like I wanted!”

“Why would Heston punish you?” Embry asked carefully, setting aside the fact that she loved that particular musical. She’d watched both the Broadway recording and the movie many times with Rye on the worst of Maine’s winter days and may have written her own two-person spin-off at age thirteen. Embry glanced over the top of the teacher’s bent head at Ames, who looked just as baffled as she felt.

Jonesy wiped her nose, an entire smear of cinnamon-hued foundation rubbing onto the back of her hand. “We were engaged. I broke it off, and even though it was the right thing to do, I’ve been so lonely for weeks, and now he’s punishing me!”

Engaged? To be married? Embry supposed the teachers were about the same age. Midtwenties, nice-looking, and, well, shoehorned into this boarding school together for nine months of the year. The faculty stayed in cottages past the lake, but the setup was a glorified dorm situation for adults. Though living within spitting distance of your ex and working on the same campus would definitely not be the best of outcomes.

“Oh, he’s not trying to punish you, Jonesy,” August shouted, making it very clear that despite the wall o’ witch in front of the teacher, they weren’t soundproof. Should’ve tossed up a sound shield spell. “Heston told us to enroll to keep your class numbers up.”

Embry arched an eyebrow at him over her shoulder. “Us who?”

August gestured to the mass of muscle surrounding him. “The football team.”

Goddess help us.

Another sob burst from Jonesy’s lips. She pressed a quivering hand over her mouth a moment too late. “He stole my girls and stacked my class with boys who’ve never acted a day in their lives. I’ve been begging for masculine-presenting people for years and now I’ve got a windfall. A windfall! Good Goddess, I’m going to have to get rights for Newsies.”

Embry patted her shoulder. “Slow down, there’s no reason to change your plans just yet.”

Jonesy’s gaze raised, incredulous, furious. “We can’t do Into the Woods with two girls! Sure, I’ve got my Witch”—here she motioned to Embry—“and my Little Red Riding Hood” —and now to Ames—“but the cast is half and half. We could get creative with the gender roles in casting, of course, but it’s a musical and it is far too much to hope a half dozen of these boys can carry a tune.”

Jonesy was going to make the head Witch of Raven’s Head into the Witch in the show? That was more than Embry could’ve even imagined—how tongue in cheek and—

“Newsies is a musical, too,” Ames pointed out gently (for her).

“Oh, no, it is. Maybe if they’re all singing and dancing, it’ll sound okay?” Jonesy was the picture of downtrodden. It was as if she’d been tackled by the football team instead of infiltrated by them. “Why would he do this to me? Julius Heston knows my budget and how I already blew it on the rights and don’t get me started on the costumes—”

“Don’t change a thing; we’re going fix this, Jonesy.”

If anyone was good at solving problems, it was Embry Woodcross.

The teacher raised her eyes but didn’t seem emboldened by Embry’s confidence. “That’s sweet, but even the most talented of witches cannot magically make it all go back to how it used to be.” She grimaced. “And as much as I wish that man an everlasting hemorrhoid, there’s nothing I can do.”

A witch like Embry could technically give Heston an everlasting hemorrhoid, but she wouldn’t need to. “We’ll just balance out class enrollment if you give us a few days—no magic time travel needed.”

Jonesy sighed. “I appreciate that, but it’ll take me a week to get Martinelli to sign off on emergency funding to purchase a new show, which means casting will be in two weeks instead of one and that only gives us a month before opening night. I just don’t think we have the time.”

“We do. Just give us until the end of the week.”

Embry and Ames both nodded confidently, hands on hips, ready to get shit done.

They weren’t acting, though Jonesy had taught them well over the past few semesters. They were seniors, prefects, and popular. If anyone at this school could change the entire makeup of a class in just a couple of days, they could.

And Jonesy, bless her, knew it.

“Okay.” Jonesy shook out the sleeves of her adorably hippie-ish dress and pushed back her shoulders until she was standing tall again against the stage apron. “I suppose we could start by introducing the football team to the wide world of theater and go from there.”

Embry nodded, hoping her enthusiasm was revitalizing Jonesy’s internal empathic core. “Maybe they’ll surprise us in a good way.”

Jonesy smiled weakly as the girls returned to their seats in the very front row of the theater. “I don’t want any more surprises today if that’s not it.”

As if on cue, because it was that sort of day, a surprise walked into the theater.

Rye Knighton.

Jogging down the center aisle, artfully destroyed tennis shoes drumming on the onyx carpet, his customary button-up cuffed to the elbows and undone, a graphic tee from his massive collection layered beneath. He flashed both an apologetic smile and a brand-new lanyard.

“Sorry I’m late, Jonesy,” he called as he approached. “Guest pass shenanigans.”

“Oh, Goddess, really? They should know who you are! It’s only been three months since graduation!” Jonesy exclaimed, then pulled Rye in for a quick hug, because that’s just how she was. “I’m so glad you’re here. I needed some good news!”

Rye’s smile fell into true concern as he asked gently, “What’s going on?”

Jonesy immediately launched into a low-toned, hand-waving explanation of her very sudden and terrible enrollment problems.

“So, should I know who that is?” Alistair asked the front row group in a whisper. “Other than another guy when we already have about ten too many of those?”

Sometimes for a person who could literally look into the future, Alistair was really terrible at remembering anything he’d learned in the past.

“Ryszard Knighton,” Ames stated flatly. Rye’s big brother act was not her favorite because she did, in fact, already have three big brothers and didn’t need another, especially in her coven away from home. “He’s the broody beanbag next door.”

Alistair’s brows pinched. “That man is not from Miami.”

“Rye,” Embry corrected, because calling Rye by his dead father’s name was a bit harsh if accurate. And then because she couldn’t believe Alistair didn’t know, given how long they’d been friends, and the fact that he’d been to her house many times and thus seen Rye’s house through the trees many times, she added, “He’s my neighbor. Last year’s salutatorian.”

“Ah,” Alistair said, latching onto one of those two statements. “The orphan.”

Embry’s heart squeezed. “Yes.”

“And Macbeth,” Fairfax amended.

“Yes,” Ames agreed. “And our Scottish king. Oh! And he was Hamlet the year before. All the tortured kings, that broody beanbag.”

Embry sighed. “Please don’t let Rye hear you call him royalty; his ego doesn’t need the encouragement—especially if he’s going to be in charge of us in some way.”

“Now his shirt makes way more sense,” Alistair commented.

They all squinted to read the wording scrawled across his tee between the brackets of his open button-up. TO QUOTE HAMLET, ACT III, SCENE 3, LINE 87: “NO.”

Had he been wearing that shirt this morning? Embry wasn’t sure. She just knew that apparently Rye’s gap year had spread from the coven to his alma mater. And the context clues indicated his presence wasn’t a surprise to Jonesy, nor was it temporary.

A fact the teacher confirmed by clapping her hands together, dark eyes nearly as large as Oakley’s under glasses she only wore half the time, as she leaped to her feet on the stage. Then she proceeded to lavish Rye with compliments while introducing him to the class as the musical’s assistant director.

And, of course, because he was Rye, an hour later he couldn’t let Embry leave class without catching her eye. He held up his hands in a stage combat version of self-defense. “Before you say anything, Jonesy knew I was around, could play piano, and would volunteer if asked, so she reached out. Not to mention I adore Into the Woods—you know I do. How could I not?”

Okay. When he put it that way, Embry herself had a really hard time coming up with why he shouldn’t. So, instead she asked, “Why didn’t you tell me that this morning?”

Rye knocked her gently on the shoulder. “So I could see that look on your face.”

Then he plunged his hands in his pockets and walked away.




CHAPTER 4

MAKEOVER!!!
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“OAKLEY RIDDLE, CAN YOU SING?”

The vampire had just crossed the threshold into Embry’s single suite on the fifth floor and was gaping at the massive size—a privilege of head prefect status—when Ames volleyed the question straight at her from her comfy spot on the love seat.

Embry and Ames had worked it out while running laps in Heston’s seventh-period gym class. Jonesy’s advanced stage performance still had ten spots until the enrollment cap, which meant instead of replacing the football team, all they needed to do was convince seven girls/femme-presenting people to join the class to fill the open roles.

And the brand-new vampire with an unfortunate schedule was an excellent candidate.

Oakley was so startled her answer came out as a question. “Yes?”

Ames grinned and Embry took the baton from her spot curled up on the ottoman opposite the love seat. If Embry had learned anything from dorm life, it was that the first step in creating community was to make sure everyone had a place to sit. “Fantastic. We’re going to get you into sixth-period advanced stage performance and out of that monstrous early morning gym class while we’re at it.”

When Oakley’s lips dropped open but no sound came out, Embry laughed at herself. They’d just plowed over the vampire with the welcome wagon. Such was the pair’s particular single-minded determination when they wanted something.

“We just totally pounced on you, didn’t we?” She prodded the empty spot next to Ames with a pedicured toe. “Come, sit, tell us about your first day and then we’ll go down to admin and hit up the registrar after she’s had her four o’clock boba. It’s imperative that we catch Paloma at her best if we’re going to get that schedule fixed easily.”

The vampire blinked at Embry as if she’d spoken at the speed of light as she sank into the velour cushions next to Ames. Embry smiled and pinned the girl with her complete attention and prodded, “What did you learn today?”

Oakley fiddled with the buttons on her Raven’s Head vest. “One thing I learned is that I’m not the first vampire to go here. But I’m the first one in a while, it seems.”

Ames grinned. “Hannah Crawford was the last, graduating in 1943. I looked it up.”

A sudden pang of envy stabbed Embry in the heart—she had yet to have the time to research the history of vampires at Raven’s Head or the magical species at large. She definitely needed to hole up in her home conservatory and learn more about Oakley and her kind. She’d consistently researched her classmates since freshman year, learning about their magical proclivities, customs, cultural nuances, and needs. As head prefect, it was important to be knowledgeable about all Raven’s Head students. As a friend? Even more so.

Ames dabbed Oakley on the wrist. “Do you know her? Vampire circles are small, right?”

“No, I don’t know a Hannah Crawford,” Oakley replied immediately before glancing away. She didn’t answer the second of Ames’s questions. “But anyway, people are…excited? They keep asking me so many questions, like if I can turn into a bat and stuff, or they want to see my fangs.” Her eyes lifted like the full moon rising. “You were right—I don’t really fit with all the groups. The shifter girls were the ones that asked me if I could turn into a bat. I mean, I can. But it was like a test or something? This girl Skye asked me like four times.”

“Skye Wolverton,” Ames growled, rolling her eyes about the senior class president. Fairfax was good friends with her, which did not help Ames’s opinion. “Ugh, that Bitch is so aggressive. I’m surprised she didn’t just bite you, so you’d have to join her pack.”

Embry did agree that Skye, the most popular shifter at Raven’s Head, was intense. That said, it wasn’t as if her personality veered into being an actual bitch. Gently, Embry cuffed her BFF’s upper arm. “Amethyst, you know perfectly well werewolves can’t turn other magical people. Don’t stereotype.”

“How many magical people were bitten before they figured that out?” Ames arched a brow. “Empirically speaking?”

Embry smirked. “Skye’s harmless. What else happened?”

Oakley tried to regain her train of thought. “And then some zombie girl followed me into the bathroom and asked me if I’d been born or made, which was, like really forward.”

Any breathing student or faculty at this school probably had the exact same question in their head, but certain members of the undead seemed to skimp on the social training before shipping their young off to boarding school.

“I was born, and I’m proud of it—it’s very rare, especially these days. But, like, don’t accost me in the toilet about it, you know?”

Yet another thing Embry would need to research—because every subset of magical beings had its own nuances regarding population addition.

Oakley scrunched her nose. “I’d never confront a zombie, demanding they tell me if they’d been bitten or purposefully gone zombie with a dose of black-market brain or whatever. That’s just crass.”

“The Stitches most definitely have their divisions,” Embry replied, rather diplomatically she thought—until she realized exactly how it could be construed in the very moment Ames snorted so loud Oakley flinched.

“Was that joke at the expense of our local population of Frankenstein’s monsters, Em?”

“A Freudian slip at best. It’s been a long day.” She waved a dismissive hand at herself and returned her attention to Oakley. “What else happened?”

“Well, I met my roommate, and, um, she is weirdly nice for a revenant? Which freaked me out so much I just waved and then ran until I hit the fifth-floor landing.” Something dawned in her eyes. “Wait—do you think she followed me?”

Embry shrugged, wiggled her fingers, and the door to her room closed with a delicate click. She typically liked to leave it open, because again, she was all about community and approachability, but Embry also didn’t want Oakley to feel uncomfortable.

“Thanks. Magda’s just being nice—they all are, even the bathroom stalker. It’s just a lot.”

They both nodded sagely. Embry placed her hand atop Oakley’s. Her skin was strikingly cool. “Right now, you are the most interesting person in this school.”

“Maybe,” Oakley conceded, mouth scrunched to one side. “But not for long—I’m not the only new senior. The headmaster told me there’s a transfer kid who got delayed coming back from a family trip in Romania and missed orientation, too.”

Yet again, Embry felt irritated that she hadn’t known this fact. Just as she hadn’t known about Oakley or the powder-puff class or even Rye’s role as assistant director. Usually, she knew everything at Raven’s Head before anyone else. Another benefit of being a Woodcross—or so she’d thought. Shoving that annoyance aside, Embry focused on the one thing she could control.

“Forget about that—you are the current talk of Raven’s Head.” Embry brushed the girl’s parched hair back behind her ears and tipped her chin up, inspecting her admittedly excellent bone structure
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