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      As my subconscious forcibly led me back to the school late the following summer, I had never been more irritated. For weeks, I had argued with my subconscious, which was not fun, by the way, trying to convince my heart that going back to Shadow Veil Academy was not the right choice.

      Staying as far away from the drama that place had brought into my life sounded like a much better idea.

      But like a stubborn mule, my heart won. With one day to spare before classes started, I was a mere hour’s flight from the place where my true self had been discovered and then torn apart by one psychotic sorceress. Just the thought of her brought out my dragon scales, which were getting harder to control as the days passed.

      As I stood on the edge of a cliff overlooking the Atlantic, I ignored my phone vibrating in my back pocket for the fourth time. It could only be one of two people, and I’d see them both soon enough.

      Jules and Gemma had called every day, twice a day, while I had been gone. Even on the days I hadn’t been able to find a charger, once I’d get my phone powered back on, I’d skim through their messages for anything important. I’d given them no indication of my intentions and had yet to return any of their calls, so as the new school year neared, their calls doubled.

      During my time away, I’d grown more on my own than I thought I had during my nine months at the academy. Scavengers came for me whenever I stayed in one place for too long and every time, I sent them back to whatever hell they came from, just like Enzo had the first night we met.

      My dragon side had become my more prominent race with each opponent I fought, and I didn’t mind one bit. What I did mind were the opponents I couldn’t see.

      At least once a week for the last two months, I had sensed someone following me, my dragon picking up the same scent each time, but they never made themselves known and I couldn’t tell what they were. That alone was scarier than a horde of scavengers.

      The only thing I was happy about was that I knew the stalker wasn’t Enzo. At least, not the versions of him I had known in the academy. My heart still yearned for the backstabbing bastard, but as the days passed, I managed to push him further and further from my mind.

      Spreading my wings, I shook the growing thoughts of him out of my head and took off. Burgundy scales covered my arms and legs, while my nails shifted to talons and my eyes turned to slits. I wasn’t the prettiest sight being unable to turn full dragon, but I was still stronger in the semi-shift than in my human form with only my witch and elven powers to fight with.

      As much as I didn’t like the idea of going back, it was time to face whatever was left for me at Shadow Veil Academy and figure out what came next with Malina. She, too, hadn’t been far from my thoughts, and I wondered what had kept her away from me the entire summer.

      Whatever or whoever it was, I needed them to be my new best friend and help me stop her. I refused to live in fear for the rest of my life knowing that the psycho wanted to use me for nefarious purposes. I would die before I ever let myself be a pawn in her games.

      As I soared through the sky, I double-checked my shield was strong when I passed over Salem. My protective shield also served as a reflective device when I was covered in scales that kept me concealed from the humans. It was a handy perk I was pleasantly surprised to learn about when I flew over a body of water earlier in the summer.

      The other awesome part about my partial shift was that my body didn’t bulk out, so as long as my feet were bare and my wings could extend, my regular clothes didn’t get ruined when I shifted. Tank tops and shorts, along with a fanny pack to keep flip-flops in, had been my best friend while I’d been gone.

      I had tried a backpack first, but my wings got caught on the straps if they weren’t positioned just right, and it wasn’t fun trying to bend my wing back in or shake the bag off after it had been ripped from my back.

      Within another ten minutes, the decrepit building that humans saw if they passed by—where the academy truly was—came into view. My heart pounded in my chest as all my muscles hardened. I knew the moment I walked through the shield and saw the school, the memories of my last day there would slap me across the face.

      I wasn’t sure I was ready to face everything just yet, but if I was being honest with myself, I wouldn’t ever be ready. The hurt ran deep, and moving forward was the only way I knew to get through it. It was how I barely survived losing my parents, and I’d use that strength to tackle what came next.

      I had a small hope I’d be able to sneak into the academy and shower before seeking out Gemma, but that didn’t happen. After I landed just outside the shield, I barely had time to get my sandals on before I was tackled to the ground.

      “Holy shit, Gemma,” I groaned while staring up at the blue sky. “Give a girl some notice before you throw yourself at her.”

      “Shut up and let me have my moment.” She squeezed tighter, and I wrapped my arms around her as well.

      I had missed my friend and didn’t truly realize how much until then, as tears threatened to prick at my eyes.

      “Uh, wanna loosen up?” Gemma barely breathed out.

      “Oops, sorry. Dragon strength has a mind of its own.” I shrugged as I let go and pulled in my emotions.

      She stood up first with her hand reached out to me, and I gladly took it before giving her a proper hug.

      “I missed you,” I said when we pulled apart again.

      “That doesn’t get you off the hook for ignoring the majority of my calls. And the ones from Jules. Not cool at all.”

      “I texted to let you know I was alive when the messages started getting frantic. I needed time. Really, I still do, but I also know that nothing other than facing things head-on is going to make any of this better.”

      She looped her arm through mine and pulled me toward the shield. “It’s your first day back. I don’t want to talk about what happened when you left. I want to know about what happened while you were gone and why in the hell you’re breaking every fashion code I believe in by wearing a fanny pack.” The last two words were said with so much disgust, I couldn’t help but laugh.

      “Remember I have wings? They don’t leave me with many options of being able to carry stuff with me.”

      “Yeah, I saw you land. I just happened to be heading to town for last minute school stuff, and I was cursing you in my head. Then suddenly, there you were. All dragon scales and wings. Kinda scared the piss out of me, actually.”

      Leaning my head on her shoulder, I sighed. “As much as I didn’t want to be here, seeing you now made it all worth it.”

      “Duh. I’m amazing.” She laughed.

      We walked through the shield, and the academy appeared as if Malina hadn’t caused any damage just three months earlier. The gargoyles were all back to their previous spots from having crashed to the ground, and the fallen bricks were placed where they belonged.

      My eyes scanned the gargoyles, wondering if I would still feel their watchful eyes since Malina was gone. Nothing stood out to me, and I breathed a sigh of relief until we were in front of the main doors. The gargoyle who appeared to have moved back when I had been fighting Malina was still there, perched on the railing with its wings spread.

      “Do you ever find those things creepy?” I asked Gemma as I nodded toward the roof.

      “The gargoyles? No, but I grew up knowing them as protectors. How come?”

      I didn’t answer her until we were on the platform headed toward our dorms. “Did you notice how afraid Malina seemed when she left?”

      Gemma scowled. “Unfortunately, I was a little busy trying not to die to notice much of anything else. How come?”

      “Could just be crazy talk, but something tells me those gargoyles scared her. When she saw the big dude by the front door, that’s when she left, but it didn’t make any sense to me. Why would she be afraid of a statue?”

      She smacked me upside the head as we stepped off the platform on our floor. “Raegan Keyes. No more. I just got you back. I don’t want to talk about any of that. You and the headmaster can hash out whatever you need to, but today is for reuniting. Not stressing.”

      As we approached Jules’s door, it flung open and her stormy grey eyes moved from my head to my toes. When she noticed there was nothing wrong with me, she raised a finger in the air. “You have so much explaining to do, young lady.”

      Shrugging, I nodded at Gemma. “She said I’m not allowed to.”

      Ignoring my smartass remark, Jules threw her arms around me as Gemma backed up. I hugged my aunt back with a fierce sense of love and a need to protect. She was hurting, and I could somehow sense it, probably from my dragon side. It reinforced my need to protect them all.

      “I love you, Aunt Jules,” I whispered as I squeezed tighter, “and I’m sorry for leaving you. If I can help it, I won’t ever do it again.”

      “Damn right, you won’t,” she said as she pulled back, tears in her eyes.

      “Okay, enough with the mushy stuff.” Gemma grabbed both of our hands and tugged us toward my room. “We’re going to eat junk food and drink wine and hear about all of the places you saw over the summer. Tomorrow, we can deal with the past and future.”

      “Didn’t you have to go to town and grab some more school supplies?” I teased.

      “Shush. I was more just going to distract myself. Peyton and Finley haven’t been around much, either. Probably because I’ve been bitching about you being a pain in my ass so much.”

      We entered my room, and everything was different. The bed was moved, the walls were painted a pale blue, and pictures of me with my friends from the year before hung on the walls.

      Tears gathered in my eyes, much to my surprise. I hadn’t allowed myself to feel much besides anger while I had been gone. Rage was typically at the forefront of my mind, but seeing what they had done for me touched my heart and I couldn’t help it.

      As my eyes roamed over the pictures, I tried not to let thoughts of Enzo ruin the moment. He should have been in half of the pictures—some of them he even took—but there was no sign of him in my room and I think that’s what they were trying to do. They removed his presence, so I could move forward, which I appreciated, but as thoughts of him continued to force their way through, I wasn’t sure it would happen anytime soon.

      “Thank you,” I said as I turned around. “When did you guys do this?”

      “Started about a month ago. Gemma thought something new and fresh would be good for you to return to. Was she right?” Jules asked with trepidation.

      My eyes met the bright hazel ones of Gemma boring into me, eagerly awaiting my approval.

      “This was more than I could have ever asked for. Thank you both.” I hugged each of them briefly before heading to my butler box. I had missed this magical perk the most. No offense to the two behind me, but they didn’t feed me and clean up when I was done. The box was priceless, in my opinion.

      Maybe I was overreacting, but it had been weeks since I’d had a proper meal. While I had been gone, I didn’t have any identification or money. I scavenged for what I needed and stayed in the wild when I slept.

      The last time I’d had a satisfying dinner was when I found a twenty-dollar bill lying on the ground in Denver and grabbed it up before anyone could claim it. I ended up treating myself to a steak, and it was the best one I’d ever had. Though, I probably only thought that because it had been so long.

      Standing in front of the box, I glanced back at Gemma and Jules. “Don’t judge me for this, and remember, I’m part dragon,” I said before I began my order.

      When I was done, I added, “I’m going to take a quick shower before I scare you two away with my stank.”

      Gemma plugged her nose. “I was trying to be nice by not saying anything, but thank you. The outdoor smell doesn’t suit you.”

      I flipped her off and headed into the bathroom. As much as I wanted to enjoy a real shower, I was starving. So, I hurried up and was back in the room within five minutes.

      Food had already begun arriving, and as I started devouring everything in sight without offering to share, Gemma decided to chime in about my appetite.

      “Whoa, Bessie. You better watch all those calories, or you won’t be able to fit through the door much longer.” Her laugh was obnoxious, but even still, I joined in.

      “There were only so many chickens I could steal or food trucks I could raid without feeling ridiculously guilty for trying to survive. I’m practically starving right now.”

      “So, where did you go?” Jules asked as she began eating her own food without as much enthusiasm as I had.

      “It feels like everywhere. I just kept flying until I was tired, and then I would land wherever I was. The Carolinas, Oklahoma, Minnesota, Colorado, Oregon, and a few others. I didn’t stay long in one place because of the scavengers, but they were more annoying than an actual problem.”

      “You fought scavengers?” Gemma’s eyes widened.

      “Yeah, they’re not nearly as scary when you know how to disintegrate them. Enz—” The name almost rolled completely from my tongue, and my heart stuttered before I recovered. “I learned it last year in my elven classes.”

      I tried to remain casual, but they had seen my slip and how it hurt me.

      “I know we’re not supposed to talk about it yet, but you should know Headmaster Stone allowed him to stay at the academy and remain part of everything. I tried to fight it, but Alistair said we didn’t have all the facts. When I pressed for them, he also said it wasn’t his story to tell,” Jules stated with a splash of irritation in her voice.

      One, two, three, four… I counted in my head until I calmed my racing heart. It was one thing to come back to the place where I had fallen for him, but it was a whole different situation to be faced with his presence every day.

      Suddenly, I wasn’t so sure I could stay. As much as I loved Gemma and Jules, my heart wasn’t ready to face Enzo, and I was already mentally formulating a plan to flee the school before I ran into him.

      While I had been gone, my mind had thought of a million scenarios and all of the things I would do if I ever saw him again, but none of it could prepare me for the reality of the situation.

      As my mind and heart continued to battle things out, I leaned back against my bed and ate my chocolate cake. I was going to take Gemma’s advice for the rest of the day and deal with the past and future tomorrow.

      Or maybe never.
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      Later in the evening, Headmaster Stone knocked on my door. Gemma and Jules were still with me, so I wasn’t sure how he knew I was back, but he did, and he sure didn’t give me much time to settle in before coming to find me.

      “I’m sorry to interrupt, but I thought we should speak before tomorrow’s classes,” he said when I tried to tell him we were busy.

      My mouth opened to argue with him, but Jules placed her hand on my shoulder, stopping the words from leaving. “I know you’re still hurting, and we’ve avoided the topic for most of the day, but tomorrow won’t be easy. You should be better informed, or it could be worse. I could tell you more myself, but it really should come from Alistair.”

      My chest swirled with emotions: fear, anger, sadness, and annoyance. I could have just left and avoided it all. A small part of me had been thinking of that option ever since I almost said Enzo’s name out loud. The larger part of me refused to be a coward, and the more twisted part of me wanted a chance to see him again.

      More because I wanted to punch him in the face than anything else.

      At least, that’s what I kept telling myself.

      “Fine.” Glancing back longingly at my second piece of chocolate cake I’d only taken one bite from, I waved goodbye to Gemma and Jules before following Headmaster Stone down the hallway.

      We stayed silent as we passed by other students. Their stares were unnerving, because I had no idea how much they knew about me and what had transpired at the end of last school year. Was I going to be ridiculed for my part? I didn’t even really know what my part was, but I felt to blame for Malina’s escape.

      Just by being alive, I’d made her stronger. Every day I had stayed at the academy and grown in my abilities, so had she. Somehow, we had been connected, and I still needed to figure out how deep that connection went. I no longer sensed Malina within my mind, but that didn’t mean she didn’t have a hold on me for future use.

      The question that swirled through my mind most often was, If I had the chance to kill her, if there was a way without a Doyen, would I also be killing myself? And more importantly, was I okay with that?

      I didn’t have the answers yet, and she hadn’t made contact with me, so I hadn’t been pressured to figure it out. Though, since I was back at the academy, I really needed to.

      Headmaster Stone opened his door and gestured for me to go in first. Fear slammed into me at the thought of being set up, causing me to hesitate before entering, but a heavy breath released from my chest when I saw the empty office. No Enzo in sight.

      “Take a seat.” He gestured to the same chair I had sat in so many times before, but this time felt different.

      When he was settled behind his desk, our eyes met, and the stress he’d been through was evident in the deep wrinkles and dark circles on his face. His fingers stroked his beard as he seemed to choose his words carefully.

      “How was your summer?” he asked.

      “No offense, but I’d rather not make small talk. Though, to ease your worries, there were no huge developments on my end while I was gone. No Malina sightings, and she didn’t reach out mentally like before.”

      “Well, that’s good to hear.” Pausing, he leaned back in his chair. “I wish I had better news for you, but I’m afraid we’ve made little progress where Malina is concerned as well. As much as I was hoping you had avoided her, I was also hopeful she had made contact.”

      My hand instinctively went to the replacement necklace I still wore. The one I told myself I only still wore because it kept Malina out, but deep down, I knew that wasn’t true. It hadn’t been recharged in months, and I wasn’t willing to ask the only person I knew who could do it to do so.

      “I haven’t heard from her since the day she got out. I think her mental connection to me was only good when she was imprisoned. Not sure how or why, so maybe I’m wrong, but I would think if she could, she would have contacted me by now.”

      He nodded in agreement. “We kept her in a spirit form while she was locked away to weaken her. When you entered the dungeon, she likely attached a part of her spirit to you, but when she broke free, that connection was broken as she became whole again.”

      “So, you have no leads as to where she might be? You couldn’t get either traitor to talk while I was gone?” I refused to say Enzo’s name out loud. It hurt too damn much, so I had decided “traitor” was a good substitute for the time being. Much more appropriate than all the other names I had mentally called him over the last few months.

      “Desmond has been a problem. He gave us just enough information to bargain his way into a comfortable holding cell, but none that told of Malina’s plans for the future. Most of what he divulged just helped us piece together how we got to the point we did.”

      He paused, seeming to gauge my mood, but I was hopeful my face gave nothing away. The headmaster didn’t need to know how much his next words were going to gut me.

      “Enzo, on the other hand, has been invaluable with his cooperation. Though, he was out of the loop from Malina’s plans at the end, so the tips he gave us mostly led to dead ends.”

      A growl rumbled in my chest. “Maybe there’s a reason they led to nothing. Why would you even trust him?”

      “Because I’m the headmaster of this school, and Enzo is my student. It’s my job to give him the chance to explain. There are magical ways to make sure I’m not being lied to, and Enzo told me the truth. More than he needed to, actually. He is on our side.”

      My eyes rolled so far into the back of my head at that last statement, I was surprised I didn’t get a glimpse of my brain. “Easy for you to say,” I grumbled.

      “I understand why you’re angry. You have every right to feel the way you do, but I hope one day, preferably soon, you’ll give him a chance to explain. The only thing Enzo asked of me when he explained himself was that he was the one to tell you why when you were ready.”

      Fury bubbled near the surface of my skin. I would never be ready to hear what he had to say. Regardless of his excuses, I couldn’t risk my heart again. The pain he put me through was too great to experience again.

      But what if the love you could experience is too great to miss out on? my bitch of a subconscious chimed in.

      I needed to change the direction of my conversation with the headmaster before I lost my cool in front of him.

      “Are you alright, Raegan?”

      Apparently, I was too late.

      Scales began to creep up my arms, but I counted to ten in my head and they receded. “Yes, it’s a little harder to control the partial shifts, but I’m working on it.”

      “You reversed it rather quickly. I must say, I was concerned what would happen when you fully embraced all three races, but you seem to have handled it like a seasoned supernatural.”

      I shrugged at the compliment. “I didn’t really have much of a choice.”

      “We always have a choice,” he reminded me.

      “So, what now?” I asked, needing to know why it was so important he speak with me.

      He pulled a vial from his desk, one filled with a clear crystallized liquid I remembered from when he masked my dragon side. “You may have broken through the block on your shifter side, but it didn’t completely go away. If you promise to work with Jules to learn more about shifters, then I would like to give this to you.”

      He dangled the glass tube between his fingers, and I briefly wondered how much more could have still been restrained from the previous potion he gave me. Not really caring about the consequences, I snatched the vial from his hand. “I promise.”

      As I chugged the liquid down, all I could hope was that there was an ability I had yet to discover that would keep my heart whole when I had to lay eyes on Enzo. I knew it was only a matter of time, and I’d need every possible advantage if I was going to make it through without losing my shit.

      “I’m also going to need a favor from you tomorrow,” he added.

      Panic swelled in me at the thought that he would ask me to interact with Enzo in some way, and I was two seconds from vomiting up his magic concoction and saying, “thanks, but no thanks.”

      “Calm down. It’s nothing you can’t handle. We’re simply hoping you can speak with Desmond. He’s asked about you several times, but never really says why. We hope it means he has something to tell you that might help us with Malina.”

      Desmond I could tolerate. Plus, there was something about him that bothered me whenever he was around, something I felt like I should know, but I could never quite grasp the thought or make sense of the feeling.

      “Sure, I’ll come by before classes tomorrow. I’m assuming my schedule is on my tablet like before?”

      “Yes, but I’m going to make adjustments to it now that we’ve spoken,” he stated before reaching for his computer. “I should have it updated shortly.”

      A part of me wanted to ask why he was changing it, but it didn’t really matter. My only hope was that it had more to do with my dragon abilities than it did with Enzo.

      “Can I go back to my dorm now?” I asked, feeling like a child talking to their parent.

      “Yes, but don’t hesitate to come see me anytime. I want you to still feel at home here, Raegan. You thrived last year and did more work than any other student to catch up with your peers. I want you to continue to grow and not be weighed down with the past.”

      I nodded in understanding but didn’t agree. “Easier to do when there’s not an evil sorceress out there somewhere, hoping to use me as her personal well of power.”

      He didn’t have a response to that, and I said my goodbyes. It was time to get back to my best friend and aunt. It was safer with them and all the junk food a girl could wish for. The following day would be a problem for future me, and I chose not to worry about it as I slipped back into my room, pretending like our evening hadn’t been interrupted.
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      The following morning, I was up early after having slept six uninterrupted hours. It had been months since that had happened, and I was happier than I’d been in a long time.

      I was the only one who could make my day bad. I didn’t have to let the worries of others get to me, and I needed to make the most of being at the academy. There were a lot of positives in my life, and I needed to focus on those. Not the heartache Enzo brought me.

      My class schedule was a replica of Gemma’s, with the exception of two classes: Elven Advanced Magic and the time I was scheduled with Jules to work on my shifter side. Even though she wasn’t a dragon, she agreed with Headmaster Stone’s decision to have us work together, seeming confident she could help me with the sudden appearance of my scales when my emotions went wild.

      She also had a slight concern about me feeling my dragon but not hearing her. Apparently, I was also supposed to have voices in my head. After what I had gone through with Malina, I couldn’t say I was disappointed there were none.

      Once I was dressed in my black leather pants, knee-high boots, and standard white, collared shirt with teal tie, I grabbed my bag and headed out the door. It was time to see what Desmond wanted, and he would hopefully have some insight to help me move forward.

      As I passed by other students, I waved and said, “Good morning.” Tension I hadn’t even realized I’d been holding onto released from me when they didn’t ignore my attempts to be social. I noticed more than a few other women wearing black pants as well, varying in fabric. I’d have to ask how that happened when I saw Gemma again.

      The door to the headmaster’s office was already open when I arrived, and another student was standing at his desk when I walked in.

      My body froze on the spot as my mind tried to process what to do next. I needed to run. I wasn’t ready. I wouldn’t ever really be ready, but I definitely wasn’t okay with facing him on the first day.

      Headmaster Stone stood and smiled at me. “Good morning, Raegan. I was just finishing with Professor Melnier, so come on in.”

      The guy finally turned around, and I wanted to smack myself. It wasn’t Enzo. Just someone who looked a hell of a lot like him from the back; not so much from the front. His skin was much lighter, a complete contrast to his darker hair that fell long around his face.

      “Hello, Raegan.” The teacher reached a hand to me, which I shook hesitantly. “I’m going to be your instructor for the advanced elven class.”

      “Nice to meet you,” I replied.

      “I need to get to class, but I’m sure we’ll catch up later,” he said to Headmaster Stone.

      “Yes, very well. Let me know how the first day goes.”

      The two men shook hands as I moved out of the way so Professor Melnier could exit. In an attempt to get my pulse back to normal, I took several deep breaths and waited for the headmaster to let me know where I needed to go to see Desmond.

      “Are you well this morning?” he asked with a pinched face.

      “Yeah, I’m great.” I forced a smile, trying to get back my earlier cheer. “Where is Desmond?”

      “He’s in the dungeon. We can head there now if you’re sure.”

      “Yep. Let’s do this. I’d rather not be late to my first class on the first day.”

      He eyed me skeptically but nodded in agreement.

      When we stood in front of the previously forbidden door, I anticipated feeling some sort of anxiety, but none came. I was actually eager to get to explore the area without having to sneak around or get attacked by Malina.

      “We have him in a room built specifically for his powers. There is an illusion that makes a wall appear complete on the inside, but from the outside, we can monitor everything he does. You won’t be alone when you go in. I’ll be right there if you need me,” Headmaster Stone said as we traversed down the stairs.

      “I’m not worried about him, but it’s good to know in case something does happen.”

      When we approached the cell, I took in the two-way wall and my eyes landed on Desmond sitting chained to a chair inside the room.

      “Being a little cautious?” I asked.

      “We don’t keep him like that all the time, only when he has visitors.”

      My brow raised. “Is that often?” I wouldn’t think so after his betrayal, but it could have been possible for someone to still give a shit about him.

      Headmaster Stone shook his head. “Mostly just someone from the council.”

      “Makes sense.” I continued toward the door and waited for the headmaster to do his magical thing on the locks so I could open it.

      When I walked in and Desmond laid eyes on me, a smirk appeared on his lips that grated on my nerves, but I kept my face neutral. He wouldn’t get another moment of satisfaction from screwing with my life.

      “Nice to see you again, Raegan,” he mused. “What brings you here after all these months? I had hoped I’d see you again, but alongside Malina with me free, not chained like an animal.” His voice was casual, as if we were longtime friends catching up.

      Not answering, I took a seat about ten feet away from him and stared, really taking his appearance in. Gone was the haggard look of a man who had been fighting for the good of his people. Instead, before me was an unsympathetic piece of shit who got off on others’ pain.

      “You’re going to ignore your elder when asked a simple question?” He tsked. “How unbecoming of you.”

      Crossing my ankles, I leaned forward and leveled my glower at him. “I’m not the same girl who entered this school a year ago, Desmond, partially in thanks to you. So, don’t piss me off, because those chains won’t protect you from my wrath if you do.”

      The grin on his face only grew wider. “You are so much like your creator.”

      “I’m nothing like her. I would never harm innocent people just for power,” I spat.

      “You think this is about power? Oh, child, you have so much to learn.”

      “Well, why don’t you teach me? What was your part in all of this before she threw you under the proverbial bus? Why did you help her? And more importantly, why are you still helping her by keeping what you know to yourself when she hasn’t once tried to come for you?”

      He leaned back, seeming uninterested in my plethora of questions. His eyes roamed the room before a spark lit within them and met mine again. “I’ve already told the council everything I’m going to say about Malina, but if you do something for me, then I will tell you about the day Enzo disappeared.”

      My breath hitched and I regretted it immediately, because I had given away my feelings. Based on the growing gleam in his eye, he knew he had me. I had lost hours of my memory that day. I never figured out what had happened between the times I was supposed to meet Enzo for lunch and when I awoke in my bed, missing my original necklace.

      “I can’t give you whatever it is that you want,” I finally said. He was going to want something ridiculous, like me letting him out, and knowing what transpired that day wasn’t more important than keeping him locked up.

      “Oh, but you can. I only want to see my family. Explain to them why I did what I did. While I have no regrets, they deserve answers, and the council refuses to let me see them. Get them to change their minds, and I will tell you what you want to know.”

      Well, that was nothing. They couldn’t deny him his request if it meant more answers, right? Desmond wasn’t demanding to be let out. He had accepted his fate and wanted to say goodbye. I didn’t see anything wrong with it and stood to go confirm with Headmaster Stone that it wouldn’t be a problem.

      Desmond’s arms crossed over his chest as he watched me walk from the room.

      When I opened the door, the headmaster was already waiting for me, shaking his head at me. “We can’t offer him that. He’s asked for it before, and his wife refuses to see him,” he said once the door was closed behind me.

      “Shit, seriously?” My hands ran through my hair, trying to figure out another solution. “Did you ever tell him she refused?”

      “No, we didn’t want him to act out even worse. We just pretended to deny his request instead.”

      “What if I tell him you agreed, but he has to talk first?” I asked.

      He nodded his head. “If you want to try it, you have my permission, but something tells me Desmond will get more enjoyment out of spilling whatever he knows than you will hearing it.”

      I sighed. He was probably right. I had gone all these months without knowing what happened that day. It really shouldn’t matter now, but the curiosity was eating away at me.

      “I’ll be fine. I’ve been through worse.”

      Turning around, I went back into the room. Taking my same seat, I chose my words carefully. I didn’t want to lie to Desmond—he would sense that—but I could omit and hopefully get what I wanted in the process.

      “Headmaster Stone said he would grant the request only if you talked first. So, tell me what happened that day?” I requested.

      He shook his finger at me. “How do I know you’re telling me the truth?”

      I quirked a brow at him. “Are you telling me a powerful sorcerer like yourself can’t tell when someone is lying to him? Maybe we overestimated you.”

      Glaring at me, he sat up straighter in his chair. “Will the headmaster contact my family and tell them to come to see me?”

      “Yes, he will.” They wouldn’t say yes, but Desmond didn’t need to know that.

      He paused, weighing my answer before finally nodding. “Very well, but first, I want food. Real food, not the crap they’ve been shoving in my cage. Have someone bring me my regular order and you can have your information today.”

      Ugh, this guy was a pain in my ass. Once again, I stood up, but Headmaster Stone was already entering the room. “It’s been ordered, but you’ll begin talking first before you receive it. No more demands, Desmond.” He slammed the door closed, and I took my seat for the third time.

      “The headmaster doesn’t seem very happy today.” Desmond gleamed. “That makes me happy, so I’ll tell you what you want to know.”

      “Who took me from the commissary the day Enzo was taken, and what happened between that time and when I woke up in my room?” I asked, getting straight to the point.

      “I took you to Malina, so she could syphon enough power off you to keep Enzo captured. We knew we were losing his alliance, and he needed to pay. Once she was done with you, I erased your memories and dropped you in your bed while Malina had her fun with your boyfriend.”

      Son of a bitch. I was going to kill him.
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      Scales pushed through my skin in rapid succession as my ire rose. Desmond had pretended to help me time and time again. Yeah, I had known he was a little weird, but never once did I suspect his betrayal. My skin crawled at the thought of him having access to my unconscious body.

      “There’s the dragon. I’ve been dying to get my hands on one of those scales since you first arrived at the academy, but Alistair had insisted on that part of you being restrained. Don’t you see why I chose Malina?” His voice had begun to rise. “The council will only try to control you if you don’t get away from here and find Malina. Only she can set you free!”

      “I’m already free, you worthless piece of shit.” I almost felt bad for my next move considering he was chained up, but I needed to let some of my anger out before the shift continued, and I couldn’t control myself.

      My fist slammed into Desmond’s face, not once or twice, but three times before Headmaster Stone and Fiona rushed into the room.

      “That’s enough, Raegan,” the headmaster said with a firm voice as they pulled me away.

      Once we were out of the room, Fiona went back in to deal with Desmond as Headmaster Stone continued to pull me toward the stairs.

      No words were shared between us until we arrived back in his office, with the door firmly
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