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  To my niece Aurora. Uncle Devin hopes you grow up to be a reader.


  



  



  



  



  



  



  CHAPTER ONE


  



  Snow turned the world white, except where it was a dirty gray along the road. The plants were all asleep, and Aiden imagined he could feel them waiting under the earth. Or could he actually sense them with his powers?


  Toby and Tina waved to him from the corner.


  “What classes did you get?” Toby asked.


  It was the start of a new semester, and Aiden was nervous all over again. His good mood faded at the reminder. “I got moved into the intermediate class for Major Magical Control.”


  “Oh, wow.” Toby’s eyes widened. “With the sophomores?”


  Aiden nodded.


  “You must be really good,” Tina said.


  “Normally I’d be excited to get advanced placement, but this is the one class I don’t want it in.” He was also worried about Minor Magical Control. The shift in classes might mean he wouldn’t have it with Maggie anymore, and he didn’t know what he’d do without her help.


  “You’ll do fine,” Toby said.


  The bus pulled up and they got on. Toby slid in beside him.


  “Lemme see your list.” Toby pulled out his, which was crumpled from being shoved in his pocket.


  Aiden took his from where he’d tucked it carefully in the front pouch of his backpack.


  “Oh! We have homeroom together.” Toby smiled, then stuck out his tongue. “Yuck. Math first thing in the morning.”


  “I like math. Numbers always make sense.” Not like magic. Not like the weird life he’d been sucked into.


  Toby leaned his head back. “Math is borrrring.”


  Aiden laughed and shook his head.


  “Do you have any classes with Dylan?” Tina asked.


  “Major Magical Control.” Aiden’s stomach jittered. He’d forgiven Dylan for burning him, but he wasn’t eager to see his friend throwing flames around. “And bio.” They’d compared classes the day the schedules arrived in the mail.


  Tina smiled. “If you got moved to the intermediate class, of course he did. And bio, that’s nice. You know who your lab partner will be.”


  “Yeah.” At least he was starting out the semester along with everyone else, not late like at the beginning of the school year. If he worked hard, he might earn advance placement in one or two classes for next year. English, probably, and maybe math.


  The first two hours were a blur of syllabi, books being passed out, grading systems, and class expectations. Then Aiden walked across the snowy school yard to the annex building. Dylan was already waiting in the locker room, tying his shoes.


  “Hey,” he said with a slight smile. Today’s T-shirt had a grinning skull with the words Five Finger Death Punch written across it. Considering all his other shirts had been music related, Aiden assumed that was a band name. How charming.


  “Hi.” Aiden forced a smile.


  “God, I can’t wait.” Dylan finished tying his shoes and rubbed his hands together. “Matches with the sophomores.”


  Aiden went to his locker. “Oh, goody.”


  “Don’t worry. You’ll do fine.” Dylan slapped him on the back and left.


  When he was gone, Aiden leaned his head against the cool metal. He’d never been afraid of Dylan before. Well, Dylan had never hurt him before.


  He took as long as he could, risking being late. Walking into the gym, he saw Dylan standing in the middle of the floor just like usual, and he felt a little better. Among the unfamiliar faces on the bench, he spotted the fox sisters, and that made him feel better too.


  That all ended when Ms. Yang walked over with her clipboard and said, “Welcome to a new semester. We have a few ninth graders joining us who are exceptionally skilled. Dylan and Aiden, why don’t you start us off?”


  Aiden’s stomach dropped. A match with Dylan? That was the last thing he wanted. “Um… I don’t…”


  Dylan smiled. “C’mon. Let’s give ’em a show.” Fire flared around his clenched fists.


  Sweat broke out over Aiden’s body and he got dizzy. “I don’t feel so good.” He swayed and stumbled toward the bench. His chest tingled where he’d been burned.


  Ms. Yang hurried to help him sit. “Okay, just relax. Are you sick?” She looked closely at his face. “You do look really pale. Sit here for a few minutes, and I’ll have someone take you down to the nurse.”


  “I’ll do it.” Dylan appeared beside him, frowning with concern. The fire was gone.


  Dylan was the reason he was so afraid. It would be better if he went away, but… his worry was real, and he was Aiden’s best friend. So Aiden didn’t protest when Ms. Yang said, “Okay. Thank you, Dylan.”


  Dylan sat next to him on the bench. “What happened?”


  “I just didn’t feel good all of a sudden.” The lie made him feel worse. But if he said anything, it would just make Dylan feel guilty. It had been an accident.


  “Let me know when you think you can walk. I’m not carrying your ass.” Dylan gave him a slight smile.


  After a few minutes, Aiden took a deep breath. “I think I’m okay.” He felt a little weak, but not dizzy anymore.


  “All right. Come on.” Dylan stood and offered a hand.


  They stopped in the locker room for Aiden’s coat and then walked across to the main building. Dylan was missing out on his favorite class, the only class he cared about. Aiden’s chest squeezed with guilt, and he shivered as the sweat cooled on his skin.


  When they got to the nurse’s office, Dylan waited outside while the nurse checked Aiden over. The nurse found nothing wrong, just like Aiden suspected, and let him go with instructions to come straight back if he had another dizzy spell.


  By the time they got back, class was almost over, so they changed out of their gym clothes and headed to lunch.


  “Is something wrong?” Dylan asked. “I mean, do you know what happened with you?”


  “No.” Aiden kept his eyes on the floor as they entered the lunchroom.


  “Okay. Just… you know, be careful.” Dylan grabbed a tray


  He won’t hurt me. He never meant to. It was an accident. Things will be better tomorrow.


  After a few minutes, Hanna joined them at the table, shaking Aiden out of his worried thoughts. “Hi,” she said, smiling at both of them.


  Dylan gave a grunt that was almost a word.


  “How are your classes so far?” she asked. “I wish I could have classes with you guys.” Hanna was a year older.


  “Fine,” Aiden said.


  Dylan gave him a questioning look, then shrugged and nodded. “Yeah, fine.”


  “What about you?” Aiden asked.


  “Well, on the bad side I have Senses first thing in the morning, but on the good side, it’s not with Conner’s pack. On the other bad side, that means I’m stuck with the ghouls.” She wrinkled her nose.


  Dylan’s eyes lit with interest. “Let me know if he gives you any trouble.”


  “I will.” Hanna cut into her pork chop and scooted a few inches over until she brushed shoulders with Aiden. The contact sent a little tingle through him. “I’m not scared with you two protecting me.”


  Aiden’s face warmed. “Thanks.”


  



  



  



  



  



  



  CHAPTER TWO


  



  The bell rang and Dylan let out a sigh. Freedom. “Hey, you wanna go to the pit?” he asked Aiden. He hadn’t been able to blow off any steam in gym class, and he hadn’t skipped any classes. Well, gym, but he’d been helping Aiden, not actually skipping. He was trying to keep his word about trying harder so they could graduate together. Dylan wondered if they’d let him out even if he graduated and got certified.


  Aiden held his bio book against his chest. “No, sorry. I told my parents I’d be home.”


  “You could call them and ask. Or you could go home and then meet me at the pit.”


  Aiden’s eyes scrunched. “Maybe some other time.”


  They walked out into the hall. “Are you sure you’re okay? You’ve been weird since gym.”


  “I’m fine, really.” Aiden put on a smile that didn’t look convincing.


  A heavy coldness pooled in Dylan’s stomach. “Is it about… the thing that happened?”


  “No! I forgave you for that. I know it was an accident,” Aiden said.


  That hadn’t exactly been what Dylan meant. He leaned close so others wouldn’t hear him. “Did that whole thing make you afraid of magic again?” Aiden had been afraid of his power when he first came to school. Honestly, Dylan was afraid of his own power now, and he didn’t want to see a fear of magic reflected in Aiden. It would make the whole thing worse.


  Aiden sighed. “I don’t know. I think I just need some time. It’s not like I can talk to anyone about this.” Aiden had promised to stay quiet about Morgan’s escape— for Dylan’s sake.


  Dylan had never been comfortable talking with others, but… “You can talk to me.”


  Something crossed Aiden’s face, and then he plastered on the smile again. “I know.”


  



  * * *


  



  Dylan woke with a gasp, yanking off the blankets to make sure there was no fire. Taking deep breaths, he looked around his room. A dream, just a dream. Sunlight filtered through his curtains. A glance at the clock showed it was just past noon.


  It had been three weeks since he burned Aiden. The dreams didn’t come every night, but they came often enough. The look on his friend’s face when fire slammed into him, the panicked feeling, wondering how bad he’d hurt him. It happened in different ways in the dreams, but it always came down to Dylan losing control of his power and hurting Aiden.


  Sometimes he dreamed about Morgan cheering him on as he did so. Sometimes Morgan hurt Aiden instead, but it was always Dylan’s fault.


  Dylan ran a hand through his sweaty hair and stared at the wall. Aiden might have forgiven him, but Dylan hadn’t forgiven himself. He’d been willing to do anything to be free, right up until the moment he burned Aiden.


  He could have killed him. His only friend, the one person who hadn’t been afraid of him even when he found out what Dylan was. Over the few short months they’d known each other, Dylan had gotten used to having Aiden around. They’d made up after that fight, after Dylan had released Morgan from the fae realm. But there was a distance between them now.


  Dylan didn’t like it at all and wondered if they could ever go back to the way things were.


  Getting up, he walked to the window and pulled back the curtain. Bright sunlight bounced off the snow and he blinked, squinting at the yard. It had happened out there, deep in the woods.


  His stomach felt like he’d swallowed a ball of lead. God, he’d been so stupid. The worst of it was that part of him still wanted it. His dragon side ached for freedom, to stretch his wings. To watch the world burn.


  Dylan rested his head on the cold glass.


  



  



  



  



  



  



  CHAPTER THREE


  



  Much to Aiden’s relief, Ms. Yang didn’t call on him to face off against Dylan. Instead, she called up one of the sophomores. Dylan’s face lit up like someone had given him a present. As they took their places, Aiden wondered what the older boy was.


  “Go!”


  A sharp crackle rose and the older boy shot a blue bolt of lightning at Dylan. For just a second, his friend looked surprised, then he brought up his hands, blocking with fire.


  Aiden’s stomach lurched, the spot on his chest aching, and he had to look away. He remembered just how much it hurt. It can’t get through the wards. It’s just like watching TV. Harmless. Aiden took long, slow breaths. Farther down the bench, his classmates gasped and cheered as the match went on. Aiden glanced up a few times, but he couldn’t watch for long.


  It’ll get better. It’s just too soon.


  Ms. Yang called for an end to the match, and a moment later Dylan joined him. “Did you see that?” he panted. “He’s as good as the fox sisters.”


  “Great match,” Aiden agreed. He spent the rest of the class nervously awaiting his turn.


  Ms. Yang called him to face off against a girl with chin-length black hair, two bright pink streaks framing her face. He remembered seeing her in the lunchroom a few times. The streaks had been purple at the beginning of the year.


  “The changeling boy. I’ve heard about you.” She gave him a wicked grin. “Let’s see what you got.”


  At the start of the match, she didn’t lift her hands but left them clenched at her sides. The grin became a smirk. The air between them shimmered with a faint hint of blue, and then Aiden was knocked off his feet. He hit the floor with a grunt, the air rushing out of his lungs.


  “Give him a chance to get up,” Ms. Yang warned.


  “It would suck for the match to be over so soon,” the girl said.


  “Kick her ass, Aiden!” Dylan yelled from the bench.


  Gasping, he scrambled up and summoned a shield. He’d gotten pretty good at it and could make one even when he was scared. Although he hadn’t been able to block when Dylan attacked him… His stomach tightened and his heart pounded in his ears.


  The girl shifted her feet slightly. Another blue shimmer filled the air, and something slammed into his shield. He held it, barely. Breathing fast, he tried to think of a way to counterattack, but he didn’t even know what she was using against him.


  What he wanted to do was run. If he did, everyone would wonder what was wrong. They’d question him, maybe call his parents. Eventually he’d crack and tell someone he was afraid of magic, and what if they kept pressing? Would he tell them what happened with Dylan?


  He couldn’t tell, he could never tell anyone, or they might put Dylan in jail. They might kill him.


  For several minutes, Aiden stood with the shield up while the girl hurled magic at him.


  Ms. Yang blew the whistle. “All right, that’s enough.”


  Aiden made it back to the bench on shaky legs.


  “Hey, you all right?” Dylan asked.


  “I’m okay,” he lied, telling himself to relax because it was over. At least for today. But what about tomorrow and every day after that? If Aiden failed Major Magical Control, he wouldn’t graduate, and that meant he wouldn’t get certified. He’d be stuck in Shadow Valley forever.


  “I guess I let it get to my head that they’re a year ahead.” Aiden flinched on the inside. Lies on top of lies.


  Dylan clapped him on the back. “Don’t think like that. You’re just as good as any of them. We can practice if it’ll make you feel better.”


  Practice, meaning going out to the pit and watching Dylan throw his fire around. “No, I’ll be fine.” Even if he told Dylan the truth, his friend couldn’t do anything about it. It would just make Dylan feel bad.


  



  * * *


  



  Hanna pressed close to Aiden at lunch again. It made him almost as nervous as gym class, but for a very different reason. Should he say something?


  She’d been chattering away about the book she had to read for English. After taking a few bites of her chicken sandwich, she fell silent, frowning. Hanna cast a guilty look at Dylan. “Conner’s saying you stole me from him.”


  “Oh really?” he snorted.


  “I guess it sounds better than me leaving him. People saw that fight you had with him and the pack, so the story fits.” Faint pink colored her cheeks.


  Something tightened in Aiden’s chest. But Hanna was sitting next to him, not Dylan.


  “So people think I’m your boyfriend?” Dylan laughed and took a swig of his pop.


  “Um, I guess.” The blush deepened and the tightness in Aiden’s chest grew worse.


  “Is that what you want them to think?” Aiden asked.


  “No. Maybe. I don’t know.” She glanced at him, then dropped her gaze. “I just want to be safe.”


  He laid a hand on her arm. “You are safe.”


  She took a deep breath, shoulders rising and falling. “I don’t know if you can understand. You’re not werewolves. I need a pack. I need to belong.” Another quick look. “I know it’s a bad idea, but sometimes I think about going back to him so I have a place where I fit.”


  A spark of green lit in Dylan’s eyes. “Stay away from him.”


  Aiden squeezed her hand. “We can be your pack.” He knew what it was like to feel lost, to not fit in.


  “I don’t know if that will work, but thank you.” The corner of her mouth turned up.


  “Why wouldn’t it work?” Aiden asked.


  “Because you’re not werewolves.” She shrugged. “You don’t understand what it means to be a pack, the kinds of things a werewolf needs.”


  Was that what the touching was? Not a sign that she liked him, but some kind of werewolf need to be physical? Was he just, well… more touchable than Dylan? “Maybe you can explain it to us.”


  Hanna frowned, looking down at her tray. “I don’t know.”


  If she got lonely enough, would she go back to Conner? “What about the other pack?”


  Hanna’s face scrunched up like she smelled something awful. “No way. A pack with a ghoul and a vampire? That’s disgusting. And my parents would kill me.”


  Aiden dared to touch her hand again. “I just want to help in any way I can. Tell me what I can do, and I’ll do it.” Anything to keep her away from that girlfriend-beating asshole.


  She smiled and squeezed his hand back. “I know. You’re so sweet.”


  Maybe she did like him.


  



  



  



  



  



  



  CHAPTER FOUR


  



  As soon as the last bell rang, Dylan turned to him. “Hey, want to go to the pit? It’s a little warmer tonight.”


  Aiden’s stomach tightened. How long could he keep turning Dylan down before his friend figured out what was wrong? At least today he had a suggestion for something else. “It’s still too cold, but how about dinner? If your parents are okay with it. I’m sure mine won’t mind. I… want to talk to you about something.”


  Dylan’s brows drew together and worry flashed across his face. Or did Aiden imagine that? “What?”


  “Just… something.” Embarrassment made him warm, and he hoped he wasn’t blushing. Maybe this was a bad idea. But who else could he talk to?


  Dylan looked at him for a moment. “Sure. Let’s go ask my mom.”


  Dylan’s mom was happy to have him over, so Aiden called his parents. They were fine with him going to Dylan’s if he didn’t stay out too late. Late had a whole new meaning here. School didn’t let out until after his old bedtime, and dinner was in the middle of the night. Aiden had adjusted over the past few months, but not entirely.


  Aiden told Dylan’s mom she didn’t have to do anything fancy for dinner, but she insisted she enjoyed cooking for company. Considering what Dylan had told him about how afraid everyone was of dragonkin, she probably didn’t get much chance. Dylan’s dad came in from his workshop to help, and Aiden followed Dylan up to his room.


  “So what is it?” Dylan asked as soon as the door was closed behind him.


  Aiden sat on the edge of the bed, then almost immediately got up to pace. “You know some stuff about werewolves, right?”


  Dylan shrugged. “Some, yeah.”


  “Are they really physical? Like with each other. Do they touch their packmates a lot?”


  Dylan arched an eyebrow. “You mean how Hanna keeps touching you all the time?”


  “So you noticed?” Aiden crossed his arms and kept going from the wall to the window. There was a lot more room to pace in Dylan’s room than in Aiden’s own.


  “Yeah. She likes you. I think she’s waiting for you to catch a clue.” Dylan smirked.


  “Really? Cause sometimes the way she looks at you… I think maybe she likes you. But then she sits next to me and brushes up against my shoulder. But then I wonder if maybe I’m just a friend to her, and she doesn’t sit next to you because you’re all intimidating and stuff—”


  Dylan held up a hand. “Hey, relax. She likes you.”


  Aiden took a deep breath, trying to calm his jittery stomach. “Okay. But my other problem is I’m not sure if I like her back. Sometimes I think I do, but then I don’t know, and it’s weird because she’s a werewolf, but then I’m a changeling, so it’s really not that weird.”


  This time Dylan held up both hands. “Dude, I am not the person to give you girl advice.”


  “I don’t know who else to talk to. Not my parents, that’s for sure.” It would be weird enough in normal circumstances. All the worse when the girl he might want to go out with was a werewolf.


  “You could talk to my parents. I bet they’d like to help.”


  Aiden shook his head. “No parents.”


  “What about that girl that helped you in Minor?”


  “You mean Maggie?” Aiden almost said no, but he stopped to think about it. That might not be a terrible idea. “I guess so.”


  “Or Toby and his sister?”


  “Nooooo. If I said a word to them, half the school would know in like, ten minutes.” They weren’t malicious gossips, but God, they loved to talk.


  “And then Conner would come kick your ass.”


  That made Aiden go cold. He hadn’t considered that. If he decided to go out with Hanna, unless they were very sneaky, Conner would find out and come after him. But then another thought occurred to Aiden and he smiled. “No. You wouldn’t let him.”


  Dylan laughed. “True.” He pulled out his computer chair and sat backward on it. “But you could kick his ass yourself. You’re strong enough.”


  Aiden dropped his gaze to the floor.


  “I know you wouldn’t like to. That’s not your thing. But there’s nothing wrong with defending yourself. Or defending Hanna.”


  Maybe a month ago he could have accepted the idea, but that was before what happened in the woods. It wasn’t just Dylan he was afraid of. Aiden worried he could panic and hurt someone the way Dylan had hurt him. He’d been afraid of his powers even before he knew what they were. Everyone kept telling him he was as strong as Dylan, so he was capable of doing the same amount of damage. What if while trying to protect Hanna he accidentally hurt her instead?


  The silence stretched. Dylan stood. “Hey, wanna play some Call of Duty?”


  He couldn’t stomach that kind of violence right now. “What about that racing game we played last time?”


  Dylan shrugged. “Okay.” He went to pull the game from his large, well-stocked shelf.


  After a few laps and some friendly trash talk, Dylan asked, “If you were still mad at me, you’d say something, right?”


  Aiden swallowed past the lump in his throat. “Yeah.” Mad, no. Afraid, yes.


  



  



  



  



  



  



  CHAPTER FIVE


  



  Thanks to his promise to Aiden that he’d seriously try to graduate, Dylan had to drag his stupid books and notebook with him. Pulling out his gym clothes, he jammed his bag into the narrow locker.


  “Hey, good match yesterday.”


  Turning, he saw the tall kid he’d faced off against. “Thanks. You too.” Dylan liked to be challenged, and being put in with the tenth graders was promising so far.


  “Hope we can do it again soon.” He smiled and headed for the door.


  Aiden came in and passed the boy with a nervous nod. “Who is that?” he asked Dylan in a whisper.


  Ms. Yang had said his name yesterday but Dylan hadn’t been paying much attention. “I don’t remember.”


  Leaning close, Aiden asked in an even quieter whisper, “Do you know what he is?”


  Dylan nodded. “Impundulu.” The scent of his power tingled in Dylan’s nose. The sharp ozone of lightning and the soft, light smell of feathers.


  “What’s that?”


  “A bird with lightning powers.”


  Aiden frowned. “Like a thunderbird?”


  The boy had been doing his monster research. “A little bit, yeah. Not as big. They’re human-sized, even in bird form.”


  “Hmm. Impa… What did you say it was again?” When Dylan opened his mouth to answer, Aiden held up a hand and set his books on the bench. “Wait. Let me write it down.”


  Dylan wasn’t sure how to spell it, but he sounded it out. “Im-pun-du-lu.”


  “Okay. I’ll look it up after school.”


  “Remember that most of what you read online is crap.”


  “I know, but what else am I supposed to do? Asking him directly would be rude.”


  Dylan shrugged. “If you say so.” He changed and headed out while Aiden was still dressing. Walking in, he saw the targets set up and made a little noise of disappointment.


  “We can’t have matches every day, Dylan,” Ms. Yang said with a note of amusement.


  With a sigh, he sat on the bench. Aiden came in a moment later and a look of relief crossed his face. At least someone was happy. When Ms. Yang told them to line up across from the targets, Dylan expected him to choose one next to him, but Aiden went down to the other end. Dylan moved to follow him, but the impundulu met his gaze and gave him a challenging grin.


  If he couldn’t fight, at least he could show off a little.


  Trying to do more and more elaborate things with his fire while the impundulu did the same with lightning was enough to distract Dylan during class. But when it was over, he caught up to Aiden as they left the gym.


  Dylan opened his mouth, got self-conscious, closed it, then forced himself to ask, “Why’d you pick a target so far away?”


  Aiden glanced over, not quite meeting his eyes. “I thought maybe I should meet some new people. I mean, I don’t know anyone in this class except you and the fox sisters.”


  First Hanna and now this. Dylan supposed he couldn’t keep Aiden all to himself. “So who did you meet?”


  “Paige, the girl I had a match with yesterday.”


  “You mean the one that kicked your ass?”


  Aiden cleared his throat. “Uh, yeah. Her.”


  “I thought you liked Hanna.” He pushed open the door to the locker room.


  “What? No! I mean yes.” Aiden held up his hands. “It’s not like that. I just wanted to meet her. I don’t like her.”


  Dylan shrugged. “Okay.” He considered teasing him just to see the reaction, but being in the locker room was always a little awkward.


  Dylan used to have a row to himself. Being the scariest kid at school had benefits. After becoming friends with Aiden, he’d asked him to use his row. Aiden had said no at first but eventually agreed. When they changed, he turned away from Dylan, looking at the walls, the lockers, the floor… anywhere but at Dylan. He understood not wanting to look at another guy’s junk, but Aiden did that even when Dylan just had his shirt off.


  They changed in silence, Aiden doing it with his usual super speed. A day without matches meant they didn’t need to shower, so they were spared that awkwardness at least. Even Dylan didn’t like showering in public.


  “Did you say something to Hanna yet?” Would having a girlfriend mean that Aiden spent less time with him?


  “No.” Aiden blushed. “I like her, but I’m not sure if I want date her, and I don’t even know if she likes me that much.” He shook his head. “It’s confusing and complicated.”


  The way she looked at Aiden and kept finding excuses to touch him didn’t seem confusing to Dylan. Those were the kinds of things Indira had done just before they went out. Of course, Indira had been a bit more… direct. And she’d taken it badly when Dylan dumped her.


  Dylan wondered about that sometimes. The only girl in school who wasn’t afraid of him— well, except for the fox sisters— and he’d dumped her. But Indira was just so full of herself he couldn’t stand it. Listening to her talk about herself got old real fast. That and the way she hung all over him.


  When they got to the lunchroom, Hanna was waiting for them at their usual table. That was another perk of being the scariest kid in school. Nobody sat at the table unless Dylan wanted them to. They took their seats and Hanna practically cuddled up to Aiden. Could she be any more obvious about liking him?


  “Hi.” Aiden smiled at her.


  Had he ever looked that dopey with Indira? Dylan tuned out while they chatted about school. For some reason they stared poking each other and giggling. Dylan sighed and rolled his eyes.


  Aiden caught her hands and the giggling stopped as they stared at each other. Dylan could practically see the tension crackling between them. Hanna leaned closer. Aiden leaned closer.


  Then a deep growl rumbled through the lunchroom and the other noises faded as everyone turned to look.


  Conner ran between the tables, his packmates right behind him. “Get away from her!”


  Dylan got up so fast he banged his knees, turning to face the werewolves with his fists clenched. “Try it. I dare you.” Anticipation hummed through him.


  Conner, several inches taller, leaned down and glared. “He almost kissed my girlfriend. I won’t—”


  “She’s not your girlfriend anymore.” Dylan wanted to fight, right there in the middle of the lunchroom. Where everyone would see. Yes. But he wasn’t going to start it. He was going to wait for Conner to touch him or try to hurt Aiden or Hanna. Let everyone see that too. Dylan wouldn’t start fights, but he would damn sure finish them.


  Conner’s eyes shone bright yellow as his teeth lengthened into fangs. This would be even better if he wolfed out. “She’s mine. I won’t stand by and let that scrawny elf bastard touch her anymore.”


  Dylan watched the other werewolves too, making sure they didn’t sneak around to attack from behind. “Oh, but you will. Unless you’re desperate to get your ass kicked.”


  “You got lucky last time,” Conner growled.


  Dylan laughed. “Is that what you think?” Please, please take a swing at me.


  “Dylan, please don’t,” Aiden said in a shaky voice. He sounded terrified.


  “Don’t worry. I can take all of them.”


  Conner lifted a hand, his fingers tipped with sharp claws.
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