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      Supernatural hunks and dangerous secrets—just another day in my not-so-ordinary academy life.

      School is going to be a fun ride this semester, especially with everyone holding onto secrets and I have a few of my own.

      Welcome back to the mystifying halls of Demonbane Academy, where I'm struggling to fit in, but I’m caught in a whirlwind of secrets, desires, and a relentless search for finding out how to access my magic.

      As I navigate the tangled web of relationships with my captivating supernatural suitors—Matthis, a darkly tempting demon; Ashton, a brooding and irresistible vampire; David, a powerful mage and dragon shifter; and Darren, a mesmerizing mage who has been my crush but has never given me the time of day—I must also grapple with my own hidden truths.

      Unraveling the threads of my past, I discover a destiny that will change not just my life, but the fate of the entire academy.

      In the shadows of this ancient school, powerful forces are at play. Old enemies are closing in, forcing me to trust my lovers more than ever. But will their loyalty be enough to protect me, or will their own secrets push me away?

      Can I unlock the secrets that bind me to this enchanted academy, or will my own hidden truth be the key that tears my world apart?

      Get ready for a semester unlike any other at the Demonbane Academy, where the stakes are higher, the love is stronger, and the mysteries are more dangerous than ever before. With my heart torn between Matthis, Ashton, David, and Darren, I'll need to confront my feelings and unravel the secrets that bind us all.

      And the war between demons and witches clashes with everything I’ve been taught and everything my heart yearns for.

      In this bewitching reverse harem academy tale, loyalties will be tested, passion will ignite, and the fight for acceptance will be more intense than ever. Prepare to be captivated by a story where love, danger, and the tantalizing unknown will keep you on the edge of your seat.

      Scroll up and order Dragon Curse, Book 3 in the Blood Curse series.
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      Matthis' fingers hover over my underwear drawer as if he's contemplating. Then, with a devilish grin that I feel down to my toes, he plucks a pair of my panties out. “Nice. These silk ones will do.”

      “What do you have planned?” I lick my lips, wanting him and Ashton to make love to me already.

      His low chuckle reverberates through my dorm room and straight to my sex. He doubles the black pair over, their faint fragrance of lavender from my laundry detergent reaching my nostrils, and ties them securely around my head, covering my eyes and plunging me into a world of darkness.

      Blindfolded, I have no idea what he's doing, yet, it's sexy as fucking hell.

      There's a rustling of clothes and then my shirt is being tugged off.

      "Easy, tiger. You're going to ruin my favorite shirt," I tease, trying to steady my breath. But no idea if it is Matthis who’s doing this or Ashton.

      There’s a clink, sounding like my necklaces being knocked over which I assume is my shirt being tossed away and landing on my dresser.

      Cool air hits my skin and I shiver at the exposure, and my nipples pebble from the temperature change and the fact I know both of them are looking at me.

      From across the bed, Ashton's quick intake of breath has me biting my lip just imagining being with them.

      Next to me, the bed dips as one of them moves closer, the soft creaking sound almost drowned by my thundering heart.

      Matthis’ hand is a feverish brand against my skin and trails down my stomach. Scorching fingertips slide under the waistband of my shorts, grazing lightly against my skin.

      Even blindfolded, I know it's him. His skin is always unnaturally warm, an ember against my flesh, which contrasts sharply with Ashton's cool, vampiric strokes.

      “Do you like that?” Matthis asks.

      “Hmmm…” I answer.

      My heart gallops as his fingers brush underneath my school uniform skirt and trace along the edge of my lace thong. Every nerve is awake and straining, and when his fingertips brush against my sex, it's like electricity—sharp, unexpected, and thrilling. I moan, feeling the wetness dampen between my legs.

      Matthis chuckles low, his hot breath close to my ear. "You're already so wet for me. And this is just the beginning," his voice full of promise and unspoken delights.

      I nod, unable to form words as he continues to caress me. His skilled fingers tease my clit, causing my hips to rock slowly in pleasure.

      Then he stops, leaving me wanting more. "On your hands and knees," he orders, commanding.

      "Only if you promise to behave,” I tease, wanting him in me already.

      "No promises, luv." Matthis licks my stomach and my breath stutters in my chest.

      But I do as he says, my bed squeaking from my movement. As I brace myself on my hands and knees, questions whirl in my head. What exactly are they planning? Will it be as amazing as I imagine? I'm both nervous and excited, the not-knowing and blindfold intensifying my sensations.

      Matthis’ hands gripping my hips as he positions himself behind me. Slowly, he traces his fingers down my spine and my pussy clenches. Expectancy dances with desire in the pit of my stomach.

      “Will Ashton join us too?” I ask hopefully, feeling like I’m on fire with need and want.

      He leans in closer, his lips brushing my ear, and whispers, "You're mine for now.”

      His words send shivers through me. I can feel his warm breath on my neck. There's something about the way he whispers to me that sends an irrational thrill running through me. I've heard him speak a million times, but this... This is different. I’m not sure if it’s being blindfolded and vulnerable, but I want more.

      Ashton's growl cuts through the air, impatient and thick with desire. "Hurry up, demon, I want a taste of her too."

      Matthis' weight presses me into the bed and an airy laugh escapes me. But Matthis doesn't hesitate, jerking my hips back against his groin. His arousal pokes against my thigh and I can’t freaking wait to be with my men.

      Matthis pulls down my shirt and underwear and I can’t stop the teasing smile that plays on my lips.

      “Both of you can have me.” I wiggle my ass and Matthis laughs, lightly slapping me.

      He chuckles, a low rumble near my ear, "Our little witch is eager tonight, isn't she, Ashton?" His words carry a subtle taunt, aimed at my vampire.

      “Hey, what are you waiting for?" I challenge. "This witch is more than ready for both of you."

      “Patience.” Matthis pushes me back onto the bed.

      His arousal is hard and thick, pressing against the back of my thigh, reminding me of the sheer bliss to come. And my body responds eagerly, my desire pooling low in my belly and I arch my back, aching to feel him inside me. He spreads my legs wider and I gasp as his tongue traces over my sensitive nub. 

      I writhe beneath him, consumed by my arousal. His tongue works magic as he brings me closer to the edge. Then he withdraws, never allowing me to get to the top.

      His hands grasp my hips and he slams himself into me. I moan as he rocks into me, every thrust sending sparks of euphoria shooting through me.

      "Don't hurt our witch, Matthis."

      Matthis pants. “No promises. Fuck you’re so wet, so tight.”

      I gasp out in pleasure, Matthis pounding me, knowing Ashton is watching us.

      The scent of Matthis’ musky cologne, the firmness of his fingers, the heat radiating off his body—it's all so intense, so intoxicating.

      Don't stop..." I manage to plead softly. “Please.”

      Matthis' movements become more urgent, and a delicious tension intensifies in my core.

      “Oh, fuck,” I yell, shifting my weight and moving my ass up and down on him, my pussy swollen with his cock as he pounds me doggie-style.

      "Keep that up, and I might have to get a bit rougher." Matthis slaps my ass, sending a jolt all the way to my toes, cranking up my arousal a few extra notches and I yelp.

      My heartbeat echoes loudly in my ears as I retort with a teasing, "Is that a promise or a threat?"

      "Only if she asks nicely." Ashton’s cool fingers find my nipple, pinching it just right, and I’m breathless in response.

      Tingles and waves of heaven sweep over me. My pussy pulsates with every thrust of Matthis’ cock deep inside of me, hitting all the erogenous centers. Every nerve of mine is alive with desire. His thrusts increase in intensity, pushing me to ecstasy.

      His movements ravish me as each one sends new waves of pleasure radiating through me until I can’t hold back any longer. I’m screaming, the sounds ripping from my throat as I fall off the edge of bliss.

      He follows moments later, his body trembling against mine.

      Once we both recover, Ashton kisses my neck, then nibbles on my earlobe. His lips leave a trail of tingling kisses against my skin, raising goosebumps up and down my body.

      "My turn," Ashton whispers, hoarsely. He flips me over so I'm on my back, then he thrusts two fingers inside me, setting off an explosion of sensations.

      My head is spinning and I'm still shaking from the aftershocks of my orgasm. Desire and hunger burn in Ashton's eyes, and I know he wants me as badly as I want him.

      I try to reach for him, but he holds me down with one hand while his other hand traces down my stomach. Goosebumps form across my skin as he gently runs his fingers along the curve of my breast.

      "Shhh…" Ashton teases, “You’ll alert the whole dorm that we're going to make you come all night."

      "Ashton, please," I moan, unable to keep quiet as his cool touch ignites a fire within me.

      He chuckles.

      Without warning, he plunges his fingers into me, eliciting a loud moan from my lips. He pumps his fingers in and out of me, and my climax rushes toward the edge again. He flicks his tongue over my nipple and another climax surges forward.

      Finally, he moves his fingers and slides into me, filling me with pleasure. His thrusts grow faster and faster, pushing me to the brink again.

      “I want you to look at me when you come,” he says huskily and pulls the panties off my head. His eyes remain locked with mine as he moves, and it feels like he's claiming me as his own.

      I tremble with need and awe and a hundred more emotions I can’t label.

      "Come for me, baby," he whispers, his other hand trailing up to tweak my nipple.

      "Ashton," I scream his name as my body convulses in rapture as he thrusts in and out of me. I scream as wave after wave of pleasure rocks me to my core.

      Then my climax detonates and my breath locks in my chest.

      "Fuck, fuck," Ashton yells and comes as well.

      We both collapse on the bed, both of us panting.

      Matthis smiles at us from across the room, his gold eyes twinkling with delight. "We haven't beat your orgasm limit yet." He inhales deeply. "I can smell your arousal even now." He pumps a hand on his thick, cock.

      My face burns, but he's right. I want them both. There's nothing like having two men fucking me and it makes me climax harder than anything in the world.

      "Well, let's get started then." Matthis grins and my heartbeat speeds up. "I claim that sweet ass."

      His words make my heart pound even faster, an audible thud echoing in my head. My thoughts whirl with the enormity of what's about to happen—Matthis' claim, my heady arousal, the heightened sensation prickling over my skin. A flutter of desire pulses within me at the thought of his claim, the intimacy of it.

      "I’m not done with her pussy yet, so that suits me just fine." Ashton lays down on my bed, pulling me onto him, kissing me. His cock presses against my thigh is already getting hard, making me want him even more.

      I bite my lip as warmth spreads through my belly. He presses his fingers against my sex and I moan. It's overwhelming and enticing all at once, and I blow out a shaky breath. Despite the racing of my heart and the flood of emotions coursing through me, a slow smile graces my lips.

      Matthis, Ashton, the night is still young and I'm ready to embrace it all.

      “God Amber,” Ashton rasps and it sets off a ripple of goosebumps across my skin. “I love the way your body responds to me."

      Ashton grips my hips and shoves his cock into me, and then he pulls out, his hand trailing down my back and stopping on my ass. Then he spanks me and I shriek from the slight sting of pain and intense lust.

      Ashton smacks me again, his cock pushing into me again, and then he pulls out.

      "More," I beg, filthy and desperate. My body is quivering and my orgasm is so close, like I’m going to splinter.

      "Patience," Matthis chuckles, but he lines up behind me, rubbing my juices onto his erection, then achingly pushing into me my ass.

      I groan, pushing against him, as Ashton's cock pulses inside me and he pinches my nipples, turning me on even more.

      They tease me, each one taking turns pressing their cock in, and then pulling out. Both pleasure and pain rush through me, making me lose my mind. My hands move to my breasts, squeezing, pinching my nipples.

      Their thrusts are in sync, pounding into me, both of them working together to make me climax.

      "Amber." Matthis pulls out of me. "Wrap your arms around my neck."

      I do as I'm told and he picks me up and shifts me onto the bed where we’re both on our sides with him spooning me.

      The mattress dips as Ashton follows Matthis’ lead, sliding in and me in the middle, soaking up the lust that covers us.

      "You like it when we're all together." Ashton winks at me, his dark eyes are bright and full of mischief. His slivery-white hair is tied back and out of his face.

      I can't help but smile, then groan as they pound me harder. "I do," I whimper, not sure I can handle too much more.

      Ashton hikes my leg up over his hips, giving him and Matthis better access to me.

      “How many times can we make our witch come?” Matthis pumps into my ass, filling me to the brim.

      Ashton drives in and out of me, deeper, harder.

      "So do I," Matthis growls before diving in and out of me faster and faster.

      I cry out as my orgasm comes crashing over me. My hands grasp them, pulling them closer together as I shudder in gratification.

      My inner walls clench around them. Matthis pulls out, and I squirm, wanting him back inside me.

      Ashton's cock throbs and he pulls out of me too. I whimper with need, my breasts heavy and aching.

      Matthis flips me over. "Come here." He waves a hand, using magic to completely clean his cock and my desire spikes even higher. My mind fills with images of Matthis' strong hands, the intensity of his touch, the forceful tone of his words.

      I climb on top of him; he guides his cock into my pussy.

      "Oh, yes." I moan and he eases into me.

      "That's it, luv."

      I ride him hard, my breasts bouncing in his face. I lean over and he sucks on my nipple. His hands are on my ass and he urges me to move faster. I ache to come and I rock faster on him.

      "Blow me, Amber." Ashton pushes his cock into my mouth and I moan around it.

      "Fuck, you're both so good,” I whisper, tasting my sex on his erection. "I'm so close."

      "Come for us," Matthis says, sounding rougher than before.

      My pussy muscles around him and he pumps into me.

      "Yes, luv."

      Ashton's hand slides around to my breast and I groan, still trembling from their touch.

      Ashton groans and his cum fills my mouth. I swallow him down, blinking away the wetness in my eyes.

      They both move against me and I'm so close to coming. All of me is on fire and I'm shuddering from my orgasm. I want to make it last, but it's too much. Colors go off like fireworks behind my eyelids and my body quakes.

      I scream.

      "Fuck, you're so tight," Matthis yells.

      He jerks me down, crushing his body against mine. Matthis' cock swells, filling me all the way up and my pussy squeezes around his erection.

      He pumps harder and I feel his cock pulse. He growls, slamming into me over and over. My whole body shakes, my mind blanking and I come.

      "Fuck," Matthis growls. "I'm going to come."

      "Come, come with us," Ashton growls. His hand reaches forward and slides over my mound until he finds my clit and tugs it gently between two of his fingers. A rush of warmth floods me as they come inside me, their heat mixing with mine.

      I'm floating, my body limp and my brain fuzzy.

      But Matthis doesn't stop. He continues to thrust in and out of me and my body clenches again, milking him dry.

      Ashton pinches my nipple, making my sex tighten even harder.

      When Matthis climaxes with a roar, I collapse on the bed, taking gasping breaths.

      "Wow," I whisper.

      "You ready for the big finish, luv?" Matthis whispers, his fingers running down my back.

      "Yes." I squirm, my body still sensitive, yet wondering what we’ll do next.

      But I collapse on top of Matthis, my pussy pulsing. We lay there panting, our bodies still joined in the most intimate way.

      "That was amazing." Matthis kisses my temple. “Give us a minute and we’ll be able to fuck you again.”

      “Both of you are amazing." I kiss him back, then kiss Ashton. "I'm the luckiest witch in the world."

      Then a loud pounding sounds on the door and I freeze. If someone discovers I had sex on campus, I could be expelled.

      “Open up, Amber,” Dean Templeton shouts through the door. “I know you’re in there and have two boys in your dorm room. Come out now!”
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      Holy shit! I’m going to be on the express train to Expulsionville. It’s against the rules to have boys in my dorm room much less have sex with them.

      Oh, goddess. I could be kicked out. Nope, no way. That'd be an epic catastrophe. Mom'd have a meltdown. The fam? They'd strike my name off the family tree and I'd be forced onto the streets, mooching for food.

      “Chill, luv.” Matthis trails a hand down my arm, but I pull away from his lazy touch. The thrill it sends through me feels misplaced right now. A knot tightens in my gut.

      "You can't be here." I fly out of bed, diving into the clothes-apocalypse on my floor. The heat of panic is crawling up my back, prickly like a freakin' cactus. "Why didn't I clean this up?" I silently chastise myself as I finally find a pair of undies and step into them.

      My hands are shaky as I tug on my school uniform skirt. Hoping that time will stand still for just a moment. I glance at Ashton who is staring at my door like he can't believe the dean would have the audacity to bang on it so early in the morning. We're screwed.

      In my head, there's this repeating loop: How’d I score this one-way ticket to this disaster zone? "Go," I hiss, snatching a forgotten shirt from the floor. “Hang on a sec, I’m not dressed,” I call out to the dean in the sweetest tone I can muster, considering my heart is lodged in my throat.

      Instead of dressing, Matthis leans back on the bed, naked, and winks at me.

      With a racing heart, I hastily pull my shirt over my head, the soft fabric rustling against my skin. The scent of last night’s perfume lingers on it, a cruel reminder of the fun, rebellious evening that has totally screwed everything up now. I straighten up, my gaze darting between Matthis and Ashton, and the dread drumming in my veins crescendos.

      "Open this door now," the dean barks. “I’ve spelled your dorm to resit any spells to try and hide or remove anyone else in there with you.”

      "Coming," I yelp, trying to straighten my crumpled, sweaty shirt that’s clinging to my skin. Who knew one tiny mistake could get you kicked out of school forever? This can't be happening!

      "Don't worry, love." Matthis' words drift to me like we’re on a cruise and our lives aren’t wobbling on the brink of a black hole. Plus he's stark naked and there's no time to lose.

      "Hide," I whisper, smoothing my hair down and opening the door with a trembling hand.

      My heart's doing a techno rave in my chest as I take in the dean's harsh expression. Swallowing the fear stuck in my throat, I slowly open the door and take in the dean’s stern face. His gaze shifts over my shoulder and I block his view keeping the door snug against my side.

      Behind him, a few bleary-eyed students peek out from their dorm rooms. Great. I’m sure this will be all over the school before breakfast.

      And the dean doesn't even bother with a greeting before launching into his rant.

      "I received a tip that there were two boys in this dorm last night. I need to search the premises." His tone is accusatory, and my anxiety skyrockets.

      "Nope.” I angle myself, all human shield style, between the door and the fiasco behind me. "Just me here," I toss out, going for that whole 'calm and collected' vibe.

      "Then why were there noises coming from within this room all night?" He fires back.

      "I, uh, I was watching a movie,” I lie, praying that he won't sense my deception. And hope Matthis does his demon mumbo-jumbo stuff to hide him and Ashton without triggering the dean’s gotcha-spell.

      The dean snorts, taking in my disheveled appearance. Then he lifts his wand, magic pushing me back and out of the way. There’s disgust in his expression as his gaze settles on the rumpled bed.

      The dean prowls the room. He halts at a pair of boxers on the floor. Heat flushes my body, flooding me with embarrassment as he picks them up, careful to only use two fingers.

      "Seems like your movie night got a bit rowdy." He sneers at me, and nausea rises in my throat.

      "Those are mine...I...uh, wear them to sleep in," I protest weakly. "They're super comfortable."

      "Save it, Miss Krieg. I will perform a magical spell in my office on these to reveal the true owner.” He flicks his wand and the incriminating underwear vanishes. “Then the evidence will speak for itself."

      My chest is doing this weird heave-ho thing, like I'm on some mad carousel ride. The room's whirling around me and I plop down on the bed's edge. Funny, just a few minutes ago, this same spot was my slice of cloud nine.

      The dean continues his search, making his way to my closet.

      "Am I interrupting something?" Ashton asks from my doorway, fully dressed, his silvery-blond hair slightly damp as if he'd showered in the brief moments he and Matthis had disappeared from my room.

      Definitely Matthis and his demon magic, which I'm starting to really appreciate. The school teaches that all demons and black magic are evil, but I've discovered that there are many shades of gray.

      The dean regards him with thinly-veiled contempt.

      "Ah, Mr. Harris," he says icily. "Stay out of this unless you have information on Miss Krieg breaking school rules by entertaining two boys in her dorm room?"

      Ashton doesn't cower but meets Templeton's gaze. "The school board and parents will frown upon you accusing an innocent student."

      The dean clears his throat, a hand rubbing at the base of his neck. "It appears there's a chance Miss Krieg may have crossed a few lines in our school policy. Rest assured, I'll take the required steps to safeguard the integrity of our institution."

      "Do you have any witnesses?" Ashton continues. "Or maybe it's rumors started by bullies who wish to tarnish Amber's reputation."

      I open my mouth, then quickly close it when the dean glances over his shoulder at me.

      "Something doesn't add up,” the dean says. "I have evidence that will show if she is guilty or innocent. And expect consequences for your actions, young lady."

      Tears sting my eyes, a hot, angry rush as he storms out. The door slams shut, echoing my humiliation through the room. I feel the red-hot fury simmering in my gut, and it's joined by the acrid tang of embarrassment. With a harsh exhale, I bury my face in my hands, my palms catching the slick of my tears.

      "I'm totally screwed." It didn't matter that I was almost twenty. The school had ridiculously strict rules about having sex. Not that dozens of colleges everywhere didn't have the same rules and students broke them anyway.

      Ashton hits me with this 'sorry' smile, but it's like patching a shattered mirror with duct tape. Doesn't really help the heartbreak.

      "Matthis magicked us out of here."

      At the sound of his name, my demon lover pops up in the room, a puff of sulfur trailing him before it disappears in a snap.

      Matthis' gaze lingers over my body, lust glowing in his dark eyes. "Come on, babe. Let's go somewhere else, leave this place. Have some fun and forget about this nonsense." His hair's a dark waterfall, framing his forehead. There's this crazy urge I have to reach out, smooth those strands back, and just say 'yes' to whatever he's selling.

      But I just can't. My head's shaking, going all 'nope, not happening'. And jeez, it’s like I’m the last person left in the freaking universe.

      "No. He has Ashton's underwear."

      "Kinky." Matthis grins, his dark eyes shifting from the demon black to the amber-glow of his wolf form.

      "This isn't a joke.” My words sound hollow as I try to keep my emotions in check. "When the dean does the magical test, it will get me and Ashton both expelled." I hiccup a sob.

      My pulse races, a frenzied beat in my head. Even my hands are clammy, my skin prickling with a cold sweat. Each shallow breath feels like I'm inhaling needles, not air. That's fear — raw, unfiltered, and coursing through my veins. The full weight of my situation slams into me. I'm not just in a pickle; I'm in the middle of a blazing dumpster fire.

      I swipe at my face before the tears can drop. "I'm really sorry, Ashton. We should've been more careful."

      Ashton shrugs with his hands in his pockets. "The board won't kick me out. My family's practically funding this place."

      I feel bitter, like an open wound being exposed to the chill wind, and bile burns the back of my throat. At his callous response, tears threaten to spill again, but I bite them back, forcing myself to harden my heart against his rejection.

      It’s just a steaming pile of troll dung, isn’t it? Some people can flash cash and skip the mess, while the rest of us get slammed for every minor slip. And what can I do? Zip. Nada. Except bite the bullet and hope to high heaven that this stays off the parental radar.

      And there's only one play left in my book.

      "Matthis,” I say, balling my hands into fists. "I need your freaky demon magic."

      "About time," Matthis replies with a nonchalant shrug. "Although, Ashton, your abilities could have come in handy earlier. I thought vampires were supposed to have some stealth skills."

      "Well, if you had managed a vanishing trick on my briefs when you zapped us out of the room, Amber wouldn't be in this shit, would she?" Ashton rakes a hand through his silvery hair.

      The tension between my demon and vampire is a heavy, oppressive presence forming a lump in my throat.

      “So what's the game plan?" I cut in, hoping to cool things off before these two try to rip each other apart

      Ashton's piercing gaze finds mine, worry etching its way across his features. "You're messing with demon magic." His deep voice is laced with concern.

      I gulp down a breath, trying to calm my shaking nerves. "We gotta figure out how to get around this magic test. Matthis, can you hack its enchantments?" I whisper like some eavesdropper is hanging around outside my door. The tight knot of fear and frustration in my stomach ratchets up another notch.

      Matthis scratches his chin, glancing around the dim, cluttered room that smells distinctly of burnt herbs and old books before he replies. "It's not going to be easy. There's a reason the dean's test is so foolproof."

      A gnawing, scalding irritation starts burning in my core, prickling up like sparks in a bonfire. My teeth grind in a futile attempt to cage the annoyance.

      "Listen," I say, my words cutting the tension in the room, "we're barely clinging to a monstrous abyss. One false move, one mistake, and it's a free fall into oblivion.”

      A sardonic laugh bubbles up, but it's edged with a trace of desperation.

      "So, let’s gamble. Even if our chances are as slim as a frost sprite surviving in the Firelands, we need to take the leap." I shudder at the grim reality—the nightmare alternative. A future bleaker than a cursed wasteland, my life devoid of prospects. The words leave a sour residue in my mouth. "Otherwise... well, my life's a total bust. Job opportunities? A promising future? All dead ends, if we don't pull this off."

      Thoughts of my family zip through my mind, images of them swirling with scowls like a violent storm, all their old-school honor and tradition. They'd totally freak out if they knew I was even considering bending the rules. This will leave a permanent black mark on my family’s name—one they'll never forgive.

      Getting expelled doesn't just go away; it sticks around, a mark as permanent and visible as a tattoo, screwing up everything from friendships to job opportunities.

      And the respect I'd lose? It's like trying to clutch at pixie dust with bare hands—once it's gone, good luck getting it back.

      “There has to be a loophole, something we can do,” I say, catching the smirk that starts to play at the edges of Matthis' lips.

      "Fine." He grins, a spark of mischief in his eyes. "But remember, you'll owe me one."

      Despite the gravity of our situation, I roll my eyes. Matthis would always make a bargain out of everything. And desperation leaves no room for negotiations and we’re on a time crunch. "Deal."

      Ashton's all zipped up, arms folded like a steel wall, face a total mystery. He's obviously not having a good time, but hey, who can blame him? But right now, I need him with me on my witchy broomstick more than ever.

      "Ashton," I start barely above a whisper, heart doing a sad little twist. "I need you to have my back on this."

      His sigh echoes around the room like a mournful ghost and something flares in his eyes. It's like this silent 'I gotcha' moment between us. Then, bam, he's back to that stony-faced look. "I do trust you, Amber. It's just... this is dangerous. If the dean gets wind about Matthis..."

      "I know," I admit, swallowing hard. "But we're fresh out of options."

      He nods, finally conceding. "Okay. Let's do this." Then he snarls, flashing his fangs at Matthis. "Screw this up in any way that causes Amber pain, and I will end you."

      "Try it, vamp-boy, and I will crush you."

      "Enough." I push in between them. "We can't risk any more attention. Let's just get this over with."

      Matthis' expression softens, and he nods. "I can make you a potion that will mask any DNA or reside on the underwear from the dean's spell so that it won't trace back to either of you."

      He steps back a bit and does his hand-wavy thing, and next there's a cauldron of steaming, nasty-smelling black goo in front of us. Then he begins chanting in a language I can't understand. The goo starts to froth up and I take a step back, fear and anticipation colliding within me.

      I glance over at Ashton, and he gives me this reassuring nod, the usual stoic expression in his ice-blue eyes replaced with a tender softness. He's trying to comfort me despite the turmoil undoubtedly raging within him.

      He takes my hand while Matthis does his dark sorcery thing. The cauldron's doing this crazy swirly motion, and its power like is welling up and making my hair go all static-y.

      “Just another moment,” Matthis coos. “And you can take this to the dean’s office and problem solved.”

      “Me?” I balk. “You’re the demon. Why can you teleport there, snag Ashton’s briefs, and poof it out of there?”

      Matthis looks up at me for a split second before returning to the potion he’s making. “Because luv, the dean, and most of the staff have extra demonic protection in their offices. If I use demon magic or teleportation at all, they’ll be on us like hellhounds on a new soul.”

      I wince. “Great. Guess we’ll have to do this the old-fashioned way and get to the dean’s office on foot.” Cause neither I nor Ashton had the ability to teleport. Though Ashton’s vamp speed could get us there than me running so that was one thing in our favor.

      "There." Matthis waves his hands over the cauldron, and it shrinks into a small vial. “Finished."

      "Wait." I frown, watching the vial float over to me. "How do we use this to stop the dean's detection spell?"

      Matthis gives me this 'seriously?' look. “Pour it on the underwear."

      "Oh, my goddess." I snatch the vial from the air. "And we break into his office? What if we’re caught.” This whole thing is making my stomach churn. I’ve got a bad feeling about this.

      “See? Shoulda listened to me about trusting demons." Ashton lounges against my dorm room dresser, a relic of hand-me-down furniture against the stone-cold wall of the centuries-old college.

      "Are you kidding me?" My voice bounces off the walls, rising. "I can't sneak into his office."

      My demon-bae throws me this spellbindingly smug grin, the one he's been wearing ever since the first time he showed me his demon form. Then he casually flicks his hand like he's swatting a fly.

      "No sweat, you don't have to,” Matthis says, a sinister chuckle punctuating his words, his dark humor shining through.

      "Whew, talk about a load off,” I say.

      "All you have to do is stand guard while I go on a panty raid in his office and apply the potion."

      My jaw drops.

      "Any second the dean can run that test." Ashton shakes his head.

      His words are like a ton of bricks on my shoulders. This could be the twist that alters our lives for good—or nails our coffins shut.

      One thing is certain: there's no hitting rewind now.

      We're about to belly-flop into the great unknown. And all I can do is hope we won't end up with too many battle scars, and futures that aren't totally in the toilet. But there's this nagging little gremlin in my mind whispering that we're messing with stuff way above our pay grade, and I've got this gnarly gut feeling that we're about to get seriously burned.
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      We slink through the corridors and Matthis darts ahead, his demon senses attuned to danger. Ashton follows closely behind, his vampire hearing picking up even faint sounds. The vial of potion feels heavy in my hand, its fate intertwined with mine.

      As we reach the dean’s office, Ashton hesitates and gently grazes my elbow. "Are you sure about this?”

      "There's no alternative," I mumble, determination steeling myself. “If we don't see this through, it's game over. Expulsion city, life as we know it—kaput.”

      “So?” His eyes hold a weird spark, kinda like he's in on a secret nobody else knows. The dean's office isn't helping, bathing everything in this gloomy, mysterious light that makes his smirk seem all kinds of ominous. Really sets the stage for a Halloween movie, not that I need any more spooks right now. “It's not like we're condemning someone’s soul to hell for eternity. We're just making sure the dean can't ruin her with his little test."

      I nod, silently agreeing even though my stomach is a bundle of nerves. A lingering taste of my bile coats the back of my tongue.

      The sound of two women talking has my nerves skyrocketing. “They’re coming this way.” So much for standing outside and being a lookout.

      With a wave of his hand, Ashton unlocks the door with his magic, and we slip inside. Apart from the faint ticking of a hidden clock, the office is deathly quiet.

      The scent of musty books and a cup of coffee on the dean’s desk fill my nose. Oh shit, it’s still steaming and I bet he’s going to be back super soon. “Hurry,” I say.

      We quickly spread out in the dean's office. Ashton starts combing through filing cabinets while Matthis and I flip open desk drawers

      The distant rhythm of footsteps gradually grows more distinct, increasing in volume and my freaking luck, it’s probably the dean. A cold sweat prickles across the back of my neck.

      Ashton scans the shelves, his eyes narrowing. "We could swap it out for a decoy pair, right? No DNA, no problem.”

      Matthis snorts. "And risk the dean finding out we tampered with his precious evidence? No thanks. Besides, I doubt he keeps spare underwear lying around. My spell will remove everything including his memory of finding—”

      “Found them.” I spot the pair, lying on the dean's desk next to a parchment detailing the spell he intends to cast. Before I can pick them up, a chill runs down my back. Ashton's underwear is already glowing faintly.

      "We're too late," I gasp.

      Ashton rushes over and sighs. "He’s already attached a spell to it."

      "So that's it then?" I clutch the vial of potion in my hand so tight the cap digs into my palm.

      "Not entirely," Matthis shrugs a shoulder. "It's not ready yet, but will reveal our secrets within minutes."

      "There's no time," I breathe. Panic nips at my nerves like a rabid dog on steroids. "We need to use the potion now."

      The sound of approaching footsteps grows louder. We have mere seconds before the dean discovers us.

      With shaking hands, I unstop the vial, pouring the invisibility potion onto Ashton’s briefs. The fabric absorbs it quickly, the glow fading as the potion takes effect. Yet, as the glow fades, I can’t shake off the feeling that things can’t be this easy.

      The potion does its thing, making the underwear go like it's part of some magic trick. One minute they're there, the next—poof! It’s like they've up and vanished.

      "We need to bail.” His eyes mirror the terror that claws at me. The dean is on his way back—right now.

      Every footfall sounds like a cannon and I press my arms tight to my sides. As shadows loom larger, a coil of dread tightens in my gut, a premonition for the impending shitstorm coming, and I clutch the potion-soaked underwear tightly.

      "Matthis, get us out of here!" I hiss, panic gripping me.

      The office door handle begins to turn, and I hold my breath, praying.

      He nods, grabbing my hand as Ashton takes the other. In an instant, we're gone, a haze of sulfur and brimstone marking our escape.

      We reappear in my dorm room, but the demonic scent lingers, leaving a damning trail that leads straight to us. Alarms shrill throughout the school, their deafening wails echoing in my skull. I exchange a terrified glance with Ashton and Matthis.

      Pounding footsteps and clamor of raised voices intensify outside my door, signaling that our pursuers are drawing nearer.

      “Shit!” I pant. “They'll be hot on Matthis' tail, sniffing out any whiff of demon magic."

      Ashton squeezes my hand, a gleam in his eyes. "Then we'd better ensure they don't discover us here in your room."

      "What are you thinking?” I ask, my fingers nervously clutching my skirt.

      "Attend class. Pretend everything is normal."

      "Are you serious?" I gape at him. "That's the demon alert system. They'll be scouring the place for Matthis." My words falter, choking on the realization that discovery will mean certain death for him—no chance for a trial, no opportunity for explanations.

      Matthis enfolds me in his arms, sealing our lips together in a passionate kiss that steals my breath away. "Worry not, luv. I've some business to handle anyway. I'll be back within a few days."

      Even though it totally sucks that he has to go, I get why he needs to be away for a bit. Pushing down the rising tightness in my throat, I nod in agreement.

      Ashton leans in, whispering, "I'll stay with you, ensuring your safety."

      I nod again, relief washing over me. At least I won't be alone.

      “Guess what? I’m a fucking demon. Shunned by both the human and celestial world, I'm basically their ultimate black sheep. But hey, someone's gotta do it, might as well be me." Matthis cups my face in his hands. “And you’re my redemption.” He bestows one last toe-curling kiss before vanishing, leaving only the faintest whiff of brimstone.

      Footsteps outside grow louder, signaling that we're out of time. A low thrum of anxiety starts to radiate from the pit of my stomach. Ashton's hand wraps around mine, steady and reassuring. With a squeeze that sends shivers up my arm, he guides me out of the dorm room and straight into the bustling, noisy halls.

      We merge with the other students, striving to act normal despite the surrounding chaos. I have to bite down hard on the inside of my cheek to stop myself from glancing back at my room, to get a last look at Matthis. But I know he's already gone. The empty hollow feeling in my chest tells me so.

      As we head to our first class, I feel like I can’t breathe right.

      Inhale. Exhale. Simple, right? Yet every breath feels like a battle. The grip I have on Ashton’s hand is nothing short of ironclad. His fingers, strong and firm, keep me grounded in a silent pack between us—we’re in this together.

      Encountering the demon authorities is the last thing I want. Yet the academy will be crawling with them as they hunt for the demon that set off the alarms.

      The hallways are a total mess, everyone's just freaking out and running around like headless chickens. Those darn alarms won't shut up, and it's next to impossible to hear my thoughts. I swear my heart's about to jump out of my throat, and my hands won't stop shaking.

      But hey, I’ve got to keep it cool and act like it's just another day on campus, despite the gnawing worry for Matthis that is chewing me from the inside out.

      “Ashton,” a female says behind us.

      Turning, I find a demon enforcer, her eyes narrowing with suspicion and the blood in my veins freezes.

      "Ashton," she says sternly, "what are you doing here? This is the girls’ dormitories.”

      "I was just heading to class like everyone else," he replies smoothly like he’s unfazed by her questions.

      The demon enforcer studies him for a moment, her eyes flashing with doubt. “Right. We need everyone with a teacher.” Eventually, she nods and proceeds down the hall to the dean's office.

      We make a beeline for my first class, Ashton's hand still holding on to mine like a lifeline. The close call really drives home how screwed we actually are. The demon police aren’t gonna be fooled so easily. They're gonna be on our tails like some never ending nightmare.

      Ashton scans for danger. My heart hammers against my ribcage—we need a plan, and fast.

      Ashton turns, his expression grave. "We need to leave immediately. It's not safe."

      I agree, my mind racing. "But where can we go? We can't roam the city; they'll find us. And fleeing will only scream to everyone that we’re guilty.”

      Ashton falters, his brow creasing in thought. “Fuck! I hate that Matthis left you in such a vulnerable position."

      "Hey, don't blame him.” I withdraw my hand. "He got out before the dean saw either of you. You can't fault him for not foreseeing an inspection." The dean mentioned complaints, but my dorm is at one end of the hall.

      But the list of potential informants, however, includes everyone who saw Ashton and Matthis enter the girls' dormitory with me, which effectively means the entire school.

      "What's on your mind?" Ashton asks, interrupting my spiraling thoughts.

      I offer him a watery smile and shrug. "I just wish it were the weekend and we had a safe house—somewhere we could relax without fearing who might betray us." I sigh. "And I'm concerned about the dean remembering the underwear and the test. What if—" My voice hitches, and Ashton envelops me in his embrace.

      "Shhh," he soothes, rubbing my back as I inhale his musky scent. "We'll figure something out."

      "But what about Matthis? What if they uncover the truth about him? I couldn't bear it if he got hurt because of me." They'd execute him on sight, without asking questions or granting him a trial.

      Ashton's eyes harden. "Matthis knows what he's doing. Okay?"

      I exhale shakily but don't respond.

      "One step at a time, Amber." He plants a gentle kiss on the tip of my nose. "We don't know if the potion worked. Until proven otherwise, let's assume it did. Maybe the demon alarm is a blessing in disguise—it throws the dean off our sex-capades."

      Despite our dire situation, I can't help but giggle at his playful euphemism. For a fleeting moment, I feel a warmth inside. Yet, everything was hanging on Matthis staying away and the dean not figuring out about the demon magic we used to cover our trail.
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      Demon fucking balls! I can't believe I was so careless that I fucked up. The academy is on the verge of having the wards fractured enough for my brethren to lay vengeance on Apollyon for all his atrocities. But now, I've jeopardized that.

      In the aftermath of the alarm, demon enforcers, mages, and other witches trained to kill my kind are swarming all over the place.

      Worse, I've left Amber vulnerable. I couldn't care less about Ashton or even David; they could die, and I wouldn't shed a tear.

      But Amber—she means everything to me. I won't let her get hurt or caught in the crossfire when demons wage war on her school.

      At the academy's edge, I pace in my wolf form, my four paws slowly carving a distinct groove in the ground, reflecting my growing unease.

      Even now, I sense the prickles of magic as demon enforcers frantically sweep through the halls, searching for any sign of me or any other demons that may have infiltrated the academy.

      I need to get back to Amber and ensure her safety, but I can't risk being caught, not when everything is so close to collapsing.

      As the wind ruffles my fur, a low growl rumbles from my throat, echoing the frustration increasing beneath my fur.

      This academy is the only thing separating us. Amber, my sweet, fierce witch, remains inside, torn between her love for me and her duty to the academy. The sensation of her presence courses through me, igniting every nerve.

      My paws press into the damp earth, leaving behind a trail of my longing as I continue to pace. The scent of her lingers on the breeze, teasing and taunting me with its tantalizing allure. The rustle of leaves in the distance catches my attention, and my ears perk up, my senses on high alert. I know I can't risk breaching the wards to reach her, but the temptation is maddening.

      I snarl against the ragged rhythm of my breath, relentlessly circling the perimeter, challenging the edge of the barrier that dares to keep me from Amber's embrace.

      Energy crackles in the air, a constant reminder of the power that divides us. A sense of urgency pulses through my veins, pushing me to challenge the wards, to defy the unseen barrier that divides us.

      But she appears within my peripheral vision. There stands Amber, illuminated by sunlight, poised at the boundary of the academy's territory.

      Her auburn hair ripples like a bright red cascade, her eyes are filled with what I can only guess is determination and fear. Her lips part, and a single word escapes her: my name.

      All I crave is to break free from this damned form and envelop her, savoring the warmth of her skin against mine. Still, I know that right now, that dream is out of reach.

      Right now, the fucking truth that our touch is unattainable, that the wards persist as an unyielding barricade to our love. But even as my body remains trapped outside, my heart, my very soul, everything I am or ever will be belongs to her.

      In the stillness of the forest, I make a fucking vow, one that comes from the very core of my demon soul: I'll find a way to be with her, no matter the damn cost or danger. I'll beat the odds, give those ancient laws the finger, and tear down these suffocating wards that keep us apart.

      Because Amber, my beautiful, powerful witch, is worth it. And our love, a love that defies the very laws of nature, will prevail.

      "Matthis," she coos, and I shake the thoughts away.

      The temptation of her is overwhelming. I take a step forward, yearning to touch her, to kiss her, to make love to her for an eternity.

      A roar sounds in my ears, but I sprint toward the academy. I run with all the speed I can muster, dodging demon enforcers as they launch magic spells at me.

      My wolf form is twice as fast as they are. Before they can even shout, I'm across the open courtyard. The water fountain gurgles as I dart to the women's dormitory.

      Then a sharp pain hits my sides like I've been stabbed with a thousand holy water-dipped daggers all at once.

      It’s pure, unadulterated agony, an inferno that squeezes my breath into ragged gasps. I’m torn off the ground, flying through the sky, with the academy’s courtyard getting smaller by the second.

      I blink. What the holy hell just happened?

      Scaled talons grab me, yanking me higher into the sky. A screeching sound fills my ears as a dragon takes off into the night sky.

      "David," I snarl, baring my teeth and locking eyes with him. "What the fuck?”

      He remains silent, but a rush of pure loathing surges from his grip. He doesn't say anything, but man, he doesn't have to. He's been seething for this moment ever since I arrived—a demon hiding amongst an academy teaching supernaturals how to kill demons. Ironic, isn’t it?

      "You're screwing this up for everyone.” He hisses and as his talons dig deeper into my fur, but I don't give him the satisfaction of a wince."Especially Amber."

      His words cut deep, and my heart cracks open. Fuck him.

      His badass dragon wings slice through the air, dragging me farther from the academy.

      A ferocious growl vibrates in my throat, and I thrash against his hold, but he's just too physically powerful compared to my wolf form. I try to tap into my demon abilities, attempting to break free, but it's as if they've been shackled, refusing to work.

      “Let me go,” I bellow. “Amber—”

      He snorts, smoke billowing from his nostrils as he glares down at me. “That was a magical trap and you almost jumped right in it. And they wouldn’t have killed you immediately, they would’ve wanted details on how you got in…if anyone helped you.”

      His words freeze my demon blood. Damn, I thought I knew all the Apollyon tricks, but I nearly cost Amber her life. They’d kill her too. Didn’t matter that she was one of them.

      "We'd all be better off if you'd died the first time I bit you.” His mind-speak in my head vibrates.

      Good thing I'm still in wolf form, in case some nosy academy folks are sky-gazing. Though there aren’t many dragon shifters around anymore and someone will recognize him.

      "Now, now, David," I snicker. "You know damn well Amber wouldn't have forgiven you if she hadn't figured out how to heal me."

      David's talons instantly loosen, and I'm free-falling faster than a banished demon from heaven. The ground zooms up like it's trying to high-five my face, and the wind straight-up steals my snarl.

      I try to force-shift back to my charming human self, but no dice. My inner wolf's acting like a stubborn mule.

      The ground's getting awfully close now, and my heart's drumming a solo worthy of the greatest rock concert. But just as I'm about to plant a wolf-shaped kiss on the earth, who should swoop in but our favorite party pooper, David.

      “Thanks for the joyride, asshole.”

      His claws snap shut around me like a vise, yanking me back up like I'm some sort of yo-yo.

      I wrestle against his death grip, letting out a deep growl that the wind just carries away like it's nothing. "Amber—"

      David interrupts with a guttural snort, a cloud of acrid smoke churns from his nostrils. “Didn't know you were the type to fall for amateur tricks, man. You seriously thought they'd just knock you off on the spot?"

      With a scoff, he continues, "Nah, they'd have milked you dry first. Got every bit of intel about how you pulled off your little stunt... Who was foolish enough to help you..."

      “Thought you'd just stroll in and stir shit up?" he snarls, his hot breath blasting against my fur. "You're just like all the other demons the academy warned us about—arrogant, impulsive, and ultimately foolish."

      "Flattery won't get you anywhere, dragon." I struggle to get free again, but his talons dig into my wolf flesh. Somehow, he's blocking my ability to shift and access my demon power.

      "And that's why I'm going to do Amber a favor. Without you in her life, she won't be in danger."

      As David carries me away from the academy and Amber, my resolve hardens. But this ice-cold dread wraps around my chest, constricting it.
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      Stay away from Amber? David’s four words strike me like a hammer to the chest, jarring the air out of my lungs. She’s the best thing that’s happened to me, my personal kick-ass flashlight in this shitstorm of my life.

      "Not happening, asshole," I growl, a primal snarl escaping my lips as David’s dragon grip tightens against my ribs, piercing into my flesh. I hiss out a breath from the pain lancing my sides. But I won’t give him a hint of how much it hurts.

      Amber’s face flashes in my mind. I have to save her. Isn’t that was this love crap is all about? Playing the martyr? Even if it means turning into dragon chow. Not that I plan on giving in any time soon.

      “What can you do except bring her down?” David asks, his voice carrying the cool detachment of a debate club member, something that irks me.

      “I’d rip apart the damn cosmos and spit fire at the devil himself to keep her safe. Screw the consequences."

      "Exactly," he responds in my mind, cold as ice, and simply, "Your death will free her."

      His scales scratch against my fur, a nasty reminder of that time his poisonous bite almost turned me into a corpse. If it hadn't been for Amber's quick thinking and the healing properties of Ashton's vampiric blood, I wouldn't be standing here today. And I still hate that I owed the prick.
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OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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