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To my  firstborn

Adventurer, experimenter, creator.

Fixer,  helper,  inspiration.

You have soared faster and farther

Than I ever envisioned.

I  [image: image]  U
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“There she is!” Luca opened the door and gestured grandly toward the room behind him. “Come in, come in. Your pizza is already here and waiting. We even have a plate and a seat for you so you don’t have to sit under the table.”

“Very funny,” Honey said. Her face felt like it would split, her grin was so big. Luca pulled her into a tight, exuberant hug. She’d seen the guys a couple of times over winter break, but she’d missed having them around all the time along with the school and her witch friends. Her packmates were nice enough now but the guys had always had her back.

“I missed you,” Luca said into her shoulder.

“We just saw her two hours ago,” Nathan said, tugging Honey away from Luca and giving her his own, less suffocating hug. Across the living/kitchen area of her friends’ dorm suite, Liam gave her a two-finger wave from the counter where he was preparing himself a plate.

“Is Charlize coming?” she asked him over Nathan’s shoulder.

“No. She wanted to finish organizing and decorating her room before classes start tomorrow.”

“Decorate?” Honey asked, wondering which holiday she was forgetting.

“It means to clutter up a room with theme- or holiday-based doodads,” Walter said just before he pulled her into his arms and tucked her under his chin. She snuggled closer to his flannel shirt and took a deep breath. Of her four friends, Walter always smelled the best – like her favorite laundry detergent.

After Walter released her, she grabbed a plate and a couple of pieces of pizza from ‘her’ box then plopped onto the couch between Luca and Walter where they’d saved her a seat. “What are we watching?”

“Sherlock Holmes,” Nathan informed her from the chair at the end of the coffee table.

“Did Liam pick it out?” Honey asked.

“No, the birthday boy did.”

“Excellent,” she said, patting Walter’s knee. Other than that weird country movie they’d started but never finished, Walter had good taste. “What did you get for your birthday?” 

“His grandma got him a suit,” Luca volunteered. “It’s green. It goes well with his car. If we were living in the 70’s he’d be quite fashionable.”

“My car is only fifteen years old, and the suit is brand new,” Walter stated calmly. 

“Just because no one else was ever fashion-blind enough to wear it doesn’t make it brand new,” Luca argued.

Outside in the hall there was a thump, then a string of loud, made-up obscenities. A second male voice responded in kind, but his tone was all in fun. 

Luca let out an exasperated sigh and shook his head. “Immature brats. We should get an apartment.”

Honey elbowed him. “Didn’t you do the same thing earlier when you tripped over your own feet and blamed it on Nathan?”

“It wasn’t my feet; it was the strap on my bag.”

“Right.”

“What classes do you have tomorrow, Honey?” Walter asked. 

“Calculus II, Chemistry II, and Psychology. What do you have?”

“Elementary Engineering Design, Calculus II, and Chemistry II, but not the same ones as you unless you switched.”

“No.”

“Did you get your license so you could ride your motorcycle to school?” Nathan inquired.

Now was the time. She still hadn’t told her friends her age. She meant to, but it never came up in conversation and she felt odd just blurting it out after she’d kept it to herself so long. 

She took a fortifying breath and said, “No. I have to wait another year.”

“Why? Did you fail the test too many times?” Luca asked. “That happened to one of my brothers.”

“This is Honey we’re talking about,” Nathan reminded him. He turned to her. “Why do you have to wait?”

“Because I’m only fifteen.”

Walter paused mid-bite and turned his solemn gaze on her. Nathan coughed. Luca gave her a wide-eyed look, then threw his head back and laughed. 

“I knew it. I knew you were a child genius,” he proclaimed when he finally stopped.

“You did not.”

“Well, I thought you were sixteen or seventeen, but I was close.”

“No you weren’t.” 

“You don’t seem surprised,” Walter said to Liam who was settling into the chair on the other end of the coffee table.

“I’m not. I knew she was younger than we thought. She’s a lot like my little sister.”

Honey thanked Liam with a glance. She didn’t want the rest of her friends to feel slighted because she’d told Liam her age months ago and not them.

He caught her eye. “Honey, Walter told you what I was researching, right?”

All the anger and hurt she’d felt last month after her conversation with Walter about why Liam had been avoiding her came rushing back. She looked down at her pizza, no longer hungry. “Yes.”

“I’ve been thinking, if we could prove you are different from the other hybrids, er...wilfs and wolches that have been born, then maybe we could argue the law doesn’t apply.”

She looked back up at him, searching his face. “You think I’m different?”

“Unless your parents lied to you about what you are, yes. I couldn’t find a single mention of a hybrid who was as normal as you, if they managed to be born at all.”

“How would you prove it?” Walter asked.

Liam shook his head. “I don’t know. The witches must have a way to detect if someone or something has been cursed. They could tell Zavier was spelled. Maybe they could test her.”

“The woman from the counsel could only tell who had cursed him,” Honey stated. “I don’t think she could tell what the spell did.”

“You can smell spells and curses,” Luca reminded her.

“Yeah, but in theory, all wolves and witches are cursed and if I’m cursed, I’ve always been, so I wouldn’t be able to tell the difference.”

“What do you mean we’re all cursed?” Nathan asked.

“The curse automatically shows itself whenever a wolf and a witch get together. You don’t have to touch anything or go anywhere. It’s dormant until it is activated but it’s there, right now.”

“So, for some reason, you and your parents didn’t activate it.” Liam said thoughtfully.

“Maybe or maybe my mom figured out a way to break it.”

“Your mom was a healer, right?” Liam asked.

Honey nodded. 

“Then she couldn’t break it. She wasn’t a curse breaker and there hasn’t been a curse breaker seen for over a hundred years.” 

“True, but charms made by curse breakers still exist.” 

“Really?” Liam asked. “Strong enough to break a curse that affects millions of people and has lasted for hundreds of years?”

“Probably not,” she conceded, “but maybe it would work for one person.” 

“In any event, if we could show, magically, that you are not cursed, maybe we can argue the law doesn’t apply.”

“I don’t know,” Nathan said. “I looked into the law. Positive proof of mixed blood means instant death. You can legally murder someone if they have mixed blood. Maybe though,” he put his pizza down and put on his thinking face, “maybe the law could be amended to include positive proof of curse. People would argue that it’s not needed, but at the same time, they couldn’t argue that there’s any harm in adding it.”

“We’re back to proving she isn’t cursed,” Liam said. He wiggled his eyebrows. “Good thing we know some witches. Honey, let me ask if there is a way to do that so no one has any reason to suspect you.”

“Sure.” She didn’t need to ask. She had a whole magical library at her disposal.

The intracollegiate games were scheduled for the first Friday and weekend after classes started. To prepare, over winter break Honey and many of the other college wolves had spent at least a couple of hours in the huge pack gym every day. She’d focused on climbing ropes to build her arm strength and challenging whomever she could to fight, including some of the pack guards. They mistakenly took it easy on her at first. After she knocked one out with a well-placed kick and took down another with her Black Widow move, they got serious. Alpha Brandon even came out to watch.

Despite being in the best shape of her life, Monday morning was hard. Anyone who wasn’t on a team, meaning her and Liam and about half the other wolves, ran. They did push-ups and sit-ups and chin-ups, practiced various track things like discus and shot put and javelin, none of which she was good at, then ran again. She was okay at the long jump, but until last month she’d never tried it, so there was a lot of room for improvement.

Everyone was dragging when they left the field.

She took her time in the shower trying to loosen her muscles, but still made it to her Calculus class on time. It was the same teacher at the same hour in the same room she had her first semester. To her surprise, he said hello when she walked into the room. He’d never done that before. Blaze was wrong. Giving gifts to your teachers at the end of the semester was a useful thing to do.

She’d signed up for the human chemistry class partially so she could be lab mates with Evie, her human friend again, and partially so she could use her powers in class to explore the molecules without worrying about any witches or wolves detecting her. This semester the lecture class was on the third floor. It was not a pleasant place to climb to after a hard workout. 

She walked into the room, glad she’d found it without too much trouble and was immediately accosted by an unwelcome smell. Damien was back. She sniffed the air again, no, maybe not Damien. She didn’t smell diesel fumes or that nasty cologne. Whoever it was looked up and at her like he was as surprised to see her as she was him. She wasn’t buying it. He gave her a nod. She ignored him and sat near Evie who was near the front on the opposite side of the room. 

It was a good thing the first lecture was only about the syllabus and a review. She was too angry to pay much attention.  The anger kept building until she finally pulled out her phone and pounded out a text to Brayton. Of all her friends, and he did feel like something of a friend after all the time they’d spent in the gym together over break, he was the only one who could actually do anything against whichever Meyer creep was at the back of the room.

Brayton immediately texted back to ask where she was. 

Letting off some steam, even by text, made her feel much better. She wrote back that everything was fine and that she was just letting him know.

That’s when the teacher started covering participation points and stated loudly while looking in her direction that anyone with cell phones out during class would have points deducted.

Honey quickly put her phone away.

By the end of class she’d calmed down enough to smile and chat with Evie a few minutes while she waited for the crowd to clear so she could apologize to the teacher. Blaze would tease her for bothering, but Mom had taught her to be polite. Unfortunately, the wolf at the back of the room was taking his time too. Maybe she should have left.

A certain someone’s scent made her stomach flip even before she saw him.

“Brayton, what are you doing here?” she asked when he walked into the room.

He was glaring toward the back corner of the room. “Protecting you.”

“He didn’t do anything.”

“Yet.” Brayton stepped between Honey and the other male who had stood when Brayton walked in and was now approaching.

“What’s going on?” Evie asked, her wide eyes bouncing between the two men.

“A misunderstanding, I hope,” Honey mumbled to her. 

“Hi Brayton. I guess I shouldn’t be surprised to see you here, not after what my brother did.”

“Deacon,” Brayton acknowledged. “What are you doing here?”

“Taking a class.”

“Don’t you already have your degree?”

“In business. I’m taking some science courses so I’ll have a better understanding of what’s going on in some of our pack businesses.”

“And you just happened to enroll in the same class as Honey?”

“It was the class for...,” he eyes flicked to Evie then back to Brayton. “It was at the right time. How was I supposed to know she was in it?” He looked over Brayton’s shoulder toward Honey apologetically. “Maybe you could switch to another class. I would but it’s not just my schedule I’d have to rearrange. I have people scheduled to work in my place while I’m here.”

The anger she’d tamped down came roaring back. “I can’t switch. I’d have to rearrange all my classes and I need this for my major.”

“Oh. What are you majoring in?” he asked brightly.

“What she’s doing is none of your business,” Brayton interrupted. “You are the one who should switch. You already have your degree.”

Deacon held his hands up. “Look, I get it. My brother can be a bit pushy. I’m not my brother. I’m not here to harm you. I’m here to learn, same as you. If it makes you feel better, I’ll stay in the back. You can have the front, all right?”

Unlike his brother, he wasn’t swelling with alpha power to get his own way. She didn’t smell any lies either.

“What’s going on here?” A woman’s voice interrupted.

“Just saying hello,” Deacon replied before Brayton or Honey could.

“That’s not what it looks like,” the instructor said. “It looks like a scene from a teenage love drama. I hate teenage love dramas.” Her gray eyes drilled into Honey’s. “Don’t turn my classroom into one.”

The teacher marched out the door before Honey had a chance to apologize about the phone. Now the teacher probably thought she was one of those love-sick girls who crushed on guys all the time. 

“That’s not good,” Evie said, her eyes on the door. “I heard she picks one student every semester to dump on. Looks like you’re it.”

And it was all Deacon’s fault. She glared at him, although what she really wanted to do was throw him out the door and ban him from the college. “Stay away from me. Far, far away.”

He took a step back like he was afraid, but he looked more amused than anything. “Whoa, angry much? Wrong time of the month perhaps?”

Warm fingers slipped into hers and Honey abruptly realized she was growling. Not enough to make Evie think she was a wolf, but enough that her friend was staring at her in concern. She’d let herself get so angry her ire was like a haze around her. She was surprised Evie couldn’t smell it. Honey shook her head and turned her back on Deacon to smile at Evie.

“I’ll see you in lab.”

Evie looked between Honey and Deacon uncertainly, then nodded. “Okay, although,” she leaned forward to whisper in Honey’s ear, “I want the scoop.”

“Later,” Honey promised.

Brayton squeezed Honey’s fingers and released her hand. She almost wished he hadn’t. Not because she wanted to hold his hand, but wolves like contact. She turned to him, blinking so she wouldn’t have to look at Deacon as her head swiveled. “Thanks for coming Brayton.”

“Sure. Do you have another class or would you like to escort me to mine?”

“I’ll escort you.”

Maybe if Deacon thought she and Brayton were good friends he’d leave her alone.

“You okay Honey,” Brayton asked once they were outside. “I thought I was going to have to protect Deacon from you for a little there.”

She shivered. It was much cloudier and colder than before class. “Yeah. It’s just, the nerve of him saying I should switch classes! And then he got me in trouble with the teacher because I texted you during class. I wouldn’t have if he wasn’t there. Why can’t those two leave me alone?”

Brayton put his arm around her shoulders and squeezed. “Because you are something special and they can’t help themselves.”

“You don’t seem to have a problem.”

He laughed bitterly, “No, I only tried to kill you.”

“It wasn’t your fault.”

“Yeah, but I hurt you in other ways too. I’m lucky you even talk to me.”

She pulled away to look up at him. “I never thought I’d hear that coming from you. What changed?”

He shrugged.

She stepped closer as another gust of wind tore at them. Oddly, he put his arm around her again. It should have felt weird. It didn’t. 
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As soon as Brayton saw some of the other pack members, he gave her another squeeze, then dropped his arm.

“See you later Brayton.”

“Where are you going now?”

“That was my last class today. I’m going to the library.”

“Maybe you should stay with me.”

Maybe he was maturing. He didn’t demand she stay like he would have only a few months ago, but she had plans. “No. I’ll be fine. Besides, I don’t want to get you in trouble with your teacher.”

“Text me when you get there then.”

“Yes, dad.”

He shook his finger at her. “And you better be home in time for dinner young lady, or there will be consequences.”

She rolled her eyes but couldn’t keep the smile off her face when she turned away. 

The library was more crowded than usual, at least on the lower floors, but by the time she got to the top floor, there was hardly anyone around. She fully expected the library door to have moved again, but it was still in the closet. She formed an air shield and stepped through.

There were more people inside than she’d ever seen. Most of them didn’t even glance at her when she passed. She worked her way around the walkways and stairs to the librarian’s office on the ground floor. The librarian – whose name was Lila Carrier according to the ‘This book belongs to’ stamp in the book, wasn’t there. Honey wanted to return the librarian’s book in person, so she started reading the titles of the books on the ground floor, knowing that would get her attention. 

Like magic, which it probably was, the librarian appeared, nearly running at Honey from a door at the end of the narrow room.

Honey stepped back reflexively when the woman tried to grab her arm. The librarian didn’t try again, but pointed at the door. “Go. Now. You can’t be here!” 

It was the most animated Honey had ever seen her.

“What’s wrong?”

“Just go.”

“Okay,” Honey offered her the book she was carrying. “Here’s your book. Thank you.” 

The librarian reached for the book, but a sharp, commanding female voice behind her had the librarian pushing the book toward Honey instead.

“Ms. Carrier, we don’t have all day.” 

The librarian’s shoulders sagged slightly, then she shot Honey a look that demanded she stay quiet, and resolutely turned to the people behind her, keeping her body in front of Honey’s. 

“I apologize. It’s always a little hectic the first day of the semester. The tree is right over here.” 

Ms. Carrier made a shooing motion behind her back with her hand, then marched toward one of the shelves by the wall. Honey was curious, but by the way the librarian was acting, the two old women and thirty-something man must be important. She didn’t want Ms. Carrier to get in trouble because of her. Besides, she could watch them from above as long as they didn’t duck into a room. 

“You there, what’s your name?”

Honey let her foot fall and turned. She should have moved faster. A set of bright blue eyes bored into her. The old woman had to be in at least her 80’s. Her short hair and the sharp way she was dressed screamed leader though, instead of granny, and she emanated power; not magical power, more like force of will. The woman with her was younger, perhaps in her 60’s, and softer in hairstyle, dress, and face. She had kind eyes, but there was a general feeling of sadness around her.

Honey couldn’t have said why, but she knew she did not want any of them to know her name. She gave them the name she and her mom had come up with a long time ago. It was easy to remember because it started with the same letter as her real name and said what she was trying to do, hide. 

“Heidi.”

“What family? What branch?”

What was she talking about? To hide her lack of knowledge, Honey threw a question back. “Who are you?”

The woman’s eyes flashed and she stepped closer. She was nearly the same height as Honey and definitely the scariest old lady she’d ever met, but Honey had faced down alphas before. She lifted her chin and prepared to defend herself. Somewhere in the back of her head, three words floated by in her mom’s voice: ‘Honey’, ‘vinegar’, ‘flies’. 

Right, the woman wasn’t a wolf. It wouldn’t be right to beat her up and she’d probably notice if Honey froze her. She gave the woman a deferential little nod. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to offend. I’m just really curious who you are. You are clearly someone with great power.”

Her complement worked. The woman’s eyes shifted from Honey to one of the larger pictures on the wall. It was an oil painting of an older lady in a long dress that looked like a mixture of velvet and silk with long sleeves and a bustle at the back.

“I am Adelia Wixx, granddaughter of Elinor Wixx, creator of the blood and bone rejuvenation potion, and great-great-great granddaughter of First Mistress Victoria Wixx, a founder of this school.”

“Oh,” Honey said, finally recognizing the woman in the portrait. “That’s Victoria when she was older. I saw her in the founders’ photo.”

The woman snapped her fingers under Honey’s nose. “You do not call her by her first name! She is First Mistress Madame Wixx, Matriarch of Magic to you.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“What is your family name?” the woman asked again.

“Here it is,” the librarian interrupted. She was carrying a small but realistic-looking tree about eight inches high made entirely of metal. It even had tiny little leaves.

The old woman immediately turned her attention from Honey to follow the librarian to a small, round, ornate wooden table in the middle of the room. The old lady’s companions followed. Honey took advantage of their distraction and slipped toward the stairs and the shadows around it. She should just leave, but she really wanted to see what the tree was for. As quietly as she could, she went two flights up and found a spot on the balcony where the lights from the lamps didn’t meet.

By the time she got there, the tree had grown big enough to shade the three people below her. No, that wasn’t right. The metal tree was still the same size, but now there was a translucent version that stretched out over their heads, like a hologram. 

The oldest lady touched the base of the metal tree. “Show me my granddaughter, Madeline Wixx.”

A light started from the old woman’s finger and shot up the middle of the trunk, then along progressively smaller and smaller branches. It finally zipped along the edges of a single leaf, leaving behind a faint golden glow. 

The younger woman grabbed her chest and covered her mouth. “No.”

“She’s dead?” the man asked.

“I’m sorry,” the librarian said with a wobble in her voice. 

“Show me how she died,” the older lady commanded. 

The leaf turned black.

“She was murdered?” the younger of the old women gasped. “My poor baby.”

“Hush Rachel,” the older lady said. “Your caterwauling is not helping.” She took a deep breath and let it out as a sigh that Honey could hear even from where she was hiding. “Let’s try a finding spell again. Whatever she was using to hide herself might be gone now.”

“Would you like to use the globe and maps,” the librarian asked.

“Yes, that would be appreciated,” the older lady replied firmly. She and the man followed the librarian toward her office. The other lady remained weeping under the tree.

A few minutes after they were gone, the woman reached up and touched the leaf which was glowing golden again. Honey didn’t think the woman could physically touch it since it was made of light, but the woman held her finger up to it for several moments. Her lips moved but Honey couldn’t tell what she said from where she stood. Suddenly, there was a little flash of light next to her mother’s leaf. A glowing twig unfurled and a leaf opened right next to Honey’s mother’s leaf. This one glowed green.

Her grandmother – Honey was pretty sure that’s who Rachel was – covered her mouth again with one hand and stuck out her arm to flap her other hand in the direction of the office, but didn’t say anything for several seconds. She finally took her hand away from her mouth and yelled, “Mother! Mother, come quick!”

A few moments later the old lady stormed into view with the librarian and the man close behind her.

“Rachel, what are you, ten? Why are you yelling in the library?” the woman’s mother, Honey’s great-grandmother, asked.

“Look.” Rachel pointed to the green leaf. “Madeline had a child and it’s still alive.”

The old lady moved closer to inspect it herself. 

“How can that be?” the man asked.

“Surely I don’t need to explain to you about the birds and the bees,” the older woman snapped.

“No, I meant why haven’t we seen this before? Did she just have it recently?”

Honey’s great-grandmother touched the base of the tree. “Show me the information on Madeline Wixx’s child.

Small lights zipped across the green leaf as it grew. Honey could tell there were now glowing letters on the leaf, but she couldn’t read them.

“He or she just turned fifteen in December,” the old lady read. 

“There’s no name?” the man asked.

“No. She must have never formally named it,” the old lady said.

“Fifteen. What is that, a freshman in high school,” her grandmother asked. “We need to find the child. It could be in danger.”

“We don’t even have a name,” the eldest woman said. “We have nothing to focus the spell with.”

“If the child is still in high school, there’s a good chance it’s close to where Madeline died. It will at least give us a place to start,” the man said. “But again, why haven’t we seen this before?”

“Madeline must have found a way to hide the child from the magic,” Honey’s great-grandmother said. “She was always a smart one. I wonder who the father is.” She looked at the man. “Is it yours?”

“No. We never... I’m just as surprised as you are, but it might explain why she disappeared.”

“I guess it does,” the old lady said. “Did you ever suspect she was seeing someone else?”

He shook his head. “No. We didn’t see each other that often. She was busy with school, and I was trying to establish myself.”

“Did she ever mention anyone?”

“No.”

“Hmm. Let’s see if we can find Madeline, then we’ll go from there.”

As soon as they were out of sight, Honey raced for the exit. Even from that brief meeting she had a feeling that if her great-grandmother discovered who she was and that she was part wolf, it wouldn’t be a happy ending.
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Chemistry lab was her first class on Tuesday. There were two lab sections for the class but guess who was in hers. If Honey hadn’t been sure before, now she was doubly sure the Meyer boys were targeting her, but why?

There were only four people in the room so far: Deacon, the TA, a human Honey didn’t know, and herself. Just in case Deacon tried to sit next to her, Honey picked a bench in the middle back where she didn’t want to sit. While she was arranging her backpack, Deacon dropped down on the stool next to her.

“We meet again,” he said, all friendly-like.

“I thought you were going to stay away from me.”

“You were the one who sat in the back of the room.”

“So I did.” She grabbed her backpack and slipped away. He stayed put. Ha. That worked. She sat at the bench in the front near the door. Evie came in a few minutes before class was supposed to start and slid into the space beside her. Deacon’s eyes felt like lasers on the back on Honey’s head but she pretended she’d forgotten about him. The other benches filled up fast, although no one sat next to Deacon. Right before class officially started Honey caught a familiar whiff of body spray. She looked up at the same moment Brayton walked through the door studying a piece of paper in his hand. 

“Brayton?”

The smile that spread across his face when he looked up and saw her made her chest feel strange.

“Ah, I found the right class.”

“What are you doing here?”

“I’m taking Chem II now. I needed another science elective and this one fit my schedule.”

He’d switched into the class for her.

“You didn’t have to do that.”

“Someone has got to keep an eye on you. Besides, I figured you could help me if I get lost.”

“Sure.”

He jerked his head toward the back of the room, “Looks like I get to sit next to Deacon. This should be fun.”

“Watch your temper.”

“Says the girl who growled at him yesterday.”

He gave a two-fingered wave to Evie and casually sauntered to the back of the classroom.

Evie watched him go, then turned to Honey with questions in her eyes. “Okay, you’ve got two really good-looking guys drooling over you. What’s going on?”

The TA stood up and clapped his hands a couple of times. “Class, let’s get started.”

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
LISA LAGALY

T N






d2d_images/image001.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png
Wolf

Cunseaf the d{(%w&
Bwak 3

LISA LAGALY

[EIElrunussianc





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





