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    1 
 
      
 
    Perched on the roof of the Crestwood Academy, I watched a few straggler students return from winter break. Classes started back today; they were cutting it close. Since the main gate was currently being staked out by my ex-pack, as they waited to kill me, Principal Blake had to open a portal on the lawn to let the students inside. Blake made sure to let me know what an inconvenience it was, but it wasn’t like I could do anything about it. 
 
    I’m sure that will make me even more popular.  
 
    After the Seb saga, my classmates gave me a wide berth. Can’t say I blamed them, what kind of idiot dates a murderer and doesn’t even realize? 
 
    This idiot. 
 
    It didn’t matter that he tried to kill me too. Or that I was the one who stopped him, well I pushed him through the gate, the wolves were the ones to finish him off. I didn’t exactly go out of my way to try and make friends, but it surprised me how little they seemed to think of me. They probably thought I helped him or at least stood by and let him kill people.  
 
    I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to quell the anger. If I lost control, the wolf would come out and that wouldn’t help at all. 
 
    The image of Seb being torn apart flashed into my mind. It was there every time I went to sleep too. Not that he didn’t deserve what happened to him, but it was still horrible to watch. And all because I fell for his lies. 
 
    Well that was the last time I let a guy ruin my life. Call it my New Year’s resolution, but I was staying far away from them, from now on. I needed to figure out what I wanted in life. The trouble was I kept drawing a blank. How sad is that? Not knowing what you want to do with your life? If Brett hadn’t died, would I have just stayed with him? Wasted my time and energy on a guy who treated me like garbage? 
 
    I forced myself to think about something else because I knew I wouldn’t like the answer to that question. 
 
    Shivering against the cold, I pulled my denim jacket tighter around me. The whole climate control thing in the pocket dimension was a novelty at first and I enjoyed the snow at Christmas, but now I wanted the heat back. Growing up in Louisiana I was used to the humidity. This was way too cold. Plus, it annoyed the wolf. 
 
    I spotted Holly coming through the portal. Where did she spend Christmas? I wondered. 
 
    Pity she came back. I sighed. 
 
    Maybe I should let my feud with her go. She had the misfortune of dating Seb too, although she wised up a lot quicker than I did and dropped his ass. I guess that made her smarter than me. 
 
    Leaning over the edge, I watched as she entered the building carrying shopping bags. Most of the students came from money, but they fled here because something happened in their lives. If she still had access to money, I wondered what she ran from in the first place. 
 
    Someone cleared their throat and I turned to find my mentor, Harry, behind me. Dressed in his usual gray suit, he was the only teacher I could stand. He had helped me a lot when it came to controlling my inner wolf, although I had serious doubts at first.  
 
    “What’s up?” I asked. 
 
    He glanced at the edge, then at me, looking decidedly paler than usual. “Could you come away from the edge, please?” 
 
    “Don’t worry, Harry, I’m not thinking about jumping. I’m just trying to enjoy my last minutes of freedom before class starts.” 
 
    “Still, I’d feel better if you moved away,” he said. 
 
    I noticed the nervous look on his face.  
 
    “Aw, are you scared of heights?” I found it hilarious. He always seemed so in control. 
 
    He tugged at his shirt collar. “Of course not.” 
 
    I deliberately leaned to the side. “Oh no, I’m going to fall,” I mocked. 
 
    Overbalancing, I tipped over the side. “Shit!” I cried, grabbing the ledge in time to pull myself back up. Harry took a few steps forward, then stopped when he saw that I was okay. 
 
    “That was embarrassing,” I muttered, scrambling to my feet, my heart thumping in my chest. I don’t know if the fall would have killed me with my healing ability, but it would have seriously messed me up. 
 
    Harry scowled at me. “I did warn you.” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah. Is that British for I told you so?” 
 
    I headed for the hatch in the roof that led back inside. I hated when he was right, which was most of the time. 
 
    Harry followed me and we climbed down the ladder to the second floor. I immediately started to warm up. For a huge house, it was well heated. I took off my jacket and hung it over my arm. 
 
    Harry dropped from the ladder beside me. “I’m still waiting on your answer. On what you plan on doing? So we can arrange the appropriate classes.” 
 
    Shoving my hands into my pockets, I said, “I’m still thinking about it.” 
 
    “You really need to make a decision.” I heard a hint of irritation in his voice. I’d been ducking him for a while now. 
 
    “I will. God, do you pester your other mentees like this?” 
 
    “You’re the only wolf shifter currently enrolled,” he pointed out.  
 
    “Oh. Right.” The other two, Louis and Aaron, both died because of Seb. “When did Joe leave?” He was the other wolf shifter enrolled. Kind of an idiot, I only ever spoke to him once.  
 
    “Before winter break. He didn’t like the idea of being hunted in a place where he was supposed to be safe.” 
 
    “I’m sure he wasn’t the only one. Did any girls leave? From the dormitories?” Please say no. 
 
    “No, they are still full.” 
 
    Blake already told me that the teacher who owned the room I had, wouldn’t be back until later in the year. He had decided to extend his sabbatical. Which meant I could stay a while longer. I wasn’t looking forward to moving to the dorms, my senses would be in overload. I would have to enjoy every minute in my room before I lost it. 
 
    We headed down to the ground floor. “You could stand to make a few more friends,” Harry said. 
 
    “I have Kol, I don’t need anyone else.” Kol had saved my butt a few times with his potions last term. Fae and shifters were enemies outside these gates, but Kol and I got on. I hadn’t seen much of him over winter break. He hooked up with another student called Toby and they mostly stayed in his room. I think Toby was some kind of half demon or something. Every time I went near his room, they were making a lot of noise. 
 
    “It’s about making connections for when you leave here. You’re going to need them to survive on your own,” Harry said. 
 
    “I think you’re forgetting my entourage at the gate.” I could never leave here while they remained. They had my scent; they could track me anywhere. The only reason they couldn’t get in here was because the gate blocked them. 
 
    “We’ll think of a way to get rid of them eventually.” 
 
    I doubt it. 
 
    Short of wiping out the entire pack, I couldn’t see any way to persuade the Alpha to leave me alone. His son was dead, and he wanted blood. My blood. For a murder I wasn’t entirely sure I’d committed, due to the fact I was in my wolf form at the time. 
 
    At the bottom of the stairs, we parted ways. I was heading for class when an almighty bang shook the entire building. 
 
    A few screams echoed down the hall. Another boom followed a few seconds later. 
 
    It’s coming from outside. 
 
    I raced out after Harry, searching for the source of the noise. 
 
    Several people had already gathered on the lawn and were all looking up at the sky. Another boom sounded and a large crack appeared in the sky. In the freaking sky! 
 
    “What’s happening?” I yelled, but my voice was drowned out by the noise.  
 
    My heart thumped wildly, the wolf wanted to flee, but I forced myself to stay put. Whatever this was, better to face it. Maybe the pocket dimension was breaking apart?  
 
    Blake rushed out of the building as the crack widened and a mass of feathers and naked skin tumbled through the hole and plummeted toward the ground. 
 
    At the last moment, they separated into two half clothed, winged men, one with black wings and the other with white.  
 
    The guy with the black wings grabbed the other before he hit the ground. He landed, sinking to his knees as the other lay unconscious before him. His face was covered in blood. 
 
    Panting, he said, “Please, we need asylum.” 
 
    Then he collapsed. 
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    Once the shock wore off, the teachers rushed forward to help them. 
 
    They have wings! 
 
    I’ve seen a lot of weird stuff in my life, but never a person with wings sprouting from their back. What the hell were they? My mind immediately went to the Fae, but from class, I knew that very few actually had wings and they didn’t look like that. 
 
    I stepped out of the way as several teachers carried them inside, led by Blake. She didn’t look surprised at all, but I imagine it would take a lot to shock her. 
 
    As the black winged one passed me, I got a better look at him. His wounds seemed to be healing rapidly. He was barely conscious. 
 
    Damn, he’s hot, I thought as I caught sight of his naked torso.  
 
    Where did that come from? I’m giving up men, no matter how great a six pack they have. I gave myself a shake. 
 
    Harry followed the others inside, and I ran after him for some answers. If anyone would know, it was him. He was a walking Wikipedia of the supernatural. 
 
    “What are they?” I asked. 
 
    “Nephilim,” Harry replied, his brow furrowed.  
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Uh, a half angel hybrid.” 
 
    I stopped walking. “Whoa, angels?” 
 
    “Half angels. Very dangerous. Stay away from them.” 
 
    Angels are real? How is that possible? 
 
    I could believe all the bad things being a part of this world, but angels? 
 
    “If they’re so dangerous, shouldn’t Blake throw them out?” I asked. 
 
    “They asked for asylum, she’ll have to grant it. Get to class, Jade.” 
 
    I’ve never seen him so flustered; these guys were bad news. As much as I wanted to hang around and see what was going on, I knew I’d never get close. I’m sure I could find out what was going on later. This school was gossip central. 
 
    And I thought this term would be boring. 
 
    My first class of the day was History of the Supernatural World with Miss Kendrick. She was okay, a little boring, but nice enough.  
 
    Taking a seat in the middle of the room, I opened my notebook, ready to learn. If my high school teachers could see me now. 
 
    I did enjoy high school in the beginning, but as time went on the pack pulled me away and I ended up dropping out. I didn’t want the same thing to happen here. Which meant attending classes and really making an effort. From now on, I only focused on myself, otherwise I might as well walk outside the gate and let the pack finish me off.  
 
    Miss Kendrick stood at the front of the room, in one of her sweater sets. This one blue. She had written Fae Hierarchy on the board behind her, but it was clear from the conversation going on around me that the only thing anyone wanted to talk about was the new arrivals. Especially the girls in the room. 
 
    “Today, we are going to take a look at the Fae and the structure of their kingdoms…” Miss Kendrick started. 
 
    She was interrupted when a girl raised her hand. “Miss Kendrick, what do you know about Nephilim?” 
 
    Unsurprisingly, the news had already made the rounds as to what they were.  
 
    “We do have an excellent library here,” Miss Kendrick said. 
 
    A chorus of groans went up. Miss Kendrick sighed. “Very well. I suppose we can take a few minutes to talk about them.” 
 
    The girl who spoke first grinned and bounced up and down in her seat. I rolled my eyes at her. Desperate or what? 
 
    I mean I wanted to hear it too, but I could control myself. 
 
    Folding her hands in front of her, Miss Kendrick started talking. “Nephilim are the offspring of an angel and a human. A few thousand years ago, Nephilim first appeared but any union with an angel was forbidden. The Nephilim were hunted and killed. A few popped up over the years, but their lives were usually short and brutal. What remained went into hiding. As long as they don’t break any laws, they are generally left alone.” 
 
    “Why were they hunted?” someone at the back asked. 
 
    “Because they have tremendous power, more than any creature should possess. Even angels cannot match them.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t being part human make them weaker?” I asked. I knew my human side affected what I was and what I could do. Humans were definitely bottom of the totem pole. 
 
    “In theory, yes, but they are pure concentrated power in a human vessel. It can make them unstable and volatile. I would advise you all to stay as far away from them as possible. I’m sure they won’t be here long.” 
 
    “They asked for asylum,” I said. 
 
    Miss Kendrick swore under her breath.  
 
    “What is asylum?” a guy asked. 
 
    “Anyone looking for asylum from dangerous forces can stay at the school indefinitely until that danger has passed. They cannot be touched while in the grounds.” 
 
    “How’s that different from sanctuary?” I asked. 
 
    “Because Principal Blake doesn’t have to accept a student under sanctuary laws.” 
 
     We sat in silence, digesting the information. Miss Kendrick moved on to the lesson, but I barely heard a word of it. Despite her warning and Harry’s, I knew staying away would be impossible. And not just for me. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Harry 
 
      
 
    “Nephilim, Janine,” I said, still in shock. “Bloody hell.” 
 
    We were in the corner of the nurse’s office, while she tried to treat their wounds. Their wings had retracted, making them look almost normal. Normal apart from the intense feeling of magic pulsing from them. I’ve never seen one myself, but I did visit a site in Canada once where one of them decimated a small village. Even decades after the event, it was still a crater, the land around it dead. I wondered what stories could have been told about the Nephilim responsible, if anyone had survived to tell them. 
 
    “They asked for asylum, under the law, I have to grant it,” Janine replied.  
 
    “I understand that, but it is putting the other students at risk. You know what will happen when…” 
 
    “I’m well aware, Harry. For now, we will treat them, find out their story, then we can decide what to do.” 
 
    I knew when she said we, she meant her. Janine had the final say when it came to the school and no one would persuade her to change her mind. But at the end of the day she would do what was best for the students and that was all that mattered. 
 
    “What would you like me to do?” I asked. 
 
    “They’ll need a room. Go and open one of the rooms on the far side of the school, as far from the students as possible. Then, I want you to put some feelers out, see if you can find out why they are here. Then we can see if their stories match.” 
 
    Nodding, I left the room. Some of the female students had already started to gather outside. 
 
    “Back to your classes,” I said. They headed off down the hall but lingered at the end, probably waiting for me to leave. They wouldn’t be the last. 
 
    I headed to the west wing of the school. Most of the rooms were locked, since we didn’t have the numbers, there was no need to open them.  
 
    Removing an ornate gold key from my pocket, I unlocked one of the rooms. It was a magical skeleton key which would open any room in the building. Only a few teachers had them. 
 
    The room used to be a lounge, complete with several sofas. I removed the dust sheets from the furniture sending up a cloud of dust. This would have to do them. Hopefully they wouldn’t be staying long, just to recover from their wounds and make plans. 
 
    Throwing back the curtains, I opened a window to air out the room. I could see the gate from here. The wolves that normally lingered there were gone and, in their place, stood a man in his fifties, with gray hair. He had a rifle slung across his back. 
 
    Hurrying downstairs, I moved to the gate. Using a spell, I made myself visible to him, while keeping the barrier in place.  
 
    “State your business,” I said.  
 
    “I’m looking for a couple of strays that might have come through here.” He spat on the ground, reaching out a hand to test the barrier. It sparked at his touch. 
 
    “You’ll have to be more specific.” 
 
    The man was clearly a hunter of some kind.  
 
    “Nephilim.” 
 
    “What is your business with them?” 
 
    “Business? I aim to kill them and hang their heads on my wall.” He smirked at me. 
 
    “I’m afraid that won’t be possible. They have asylum here.” 
 
    His eyebrows shot up. “I don’t think you know the kind of danger you’re in.” 
 
    “I know what they are capable of. But until we speak with them, they will remain in here.” 
 
    He moved closer. “Unless you want blood on your hands, you need to send them out here now.” 
 
    “Are you threatening me?” I asked. 
 
    “Not me. Them. They’ll kill you all.” 
 
    I glanced back at the school. “What is it that they are supposed to have done?” 
 
    “They killed five men, plus two hunters who tried to take them down.” 
 
    “Do you really expect to take them down on your own?” I asked. Nephilim were incredibly hard to kill unless you had the right weapons. 
 
    “Who says I’m alone?” he said. He stepped back and I saw the other hunters standing in the trees. Quite a few of them. All armed to the teeth. 
 
    “I’ll get back to you when I hear their side of the story,” I said, blocking them from view. 
 
    I was inclined to believe the hunters. While they have been known to go after innocent people if a bounty is at stake, I trusted them far more than I did the Nephilim.  
 
    Time to hear their side of the story. 
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    The second class ended, I hurried from the room. I didn’t run, I didn’t want to look desperate, but I walked at a brisk pace to the nurse’s office, hoping for a glimpse of the Nephilim. 
 
    There’s no harm in taking a look. 
 
    As I reached the hallway, I found that I wasn’t the only one. A crowd had gathered outside, all women, as they tried to get into the room. A handful of male teachers were trying to keep them at bay.  
 
    I tried to get closer to the door, elbowing a few people along the way. I tried to shove past the next girl, but she turned, and I realized it was Holly.  
 
    “Trolling for a new boyfriend?” she sneered. 
 
    “Get lost, blondie, like you have a shot.” 
 
    She shoved me, knocking me into the people behind me.  
 
    “You bitch!” I slammed my hands into her chest, sending her into the wall. A crack appeared in it, but the elemental brat was stronger than she looked.  
 
    As she was about to retaliate, several teachers rushed forward. “Enough fighting. You will all go back to your rooms now,” Mr. Hurst said. He was one of the more imposing teachers, but right now, no one cared about anything but the Nephilim. 
 
    The nurse’s office door opened, and everyone surged forward, knocking the teachers aside. I caught a glimpse of the white winged one for just a second, before the door closed. He was awake. 
 
    “Go back to your rooms!” Mr. Hurst bellowed, but it fell on deaf ears. 
 
    I was shunted to the edge of the crowd. A hand closed around my wrist and pulled me out of the chaos.  
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    I looked up to find Kol, my Fae BFF. Well, we probably weren’t that close, but he was the only friend I had. I know Harry wanted me to make more friends, but it wasn’t something I was good at. People tend to rub me the wrong way. Shifters are argumentative by nature.  
 
    “I see you’ve drunk the Kool-Aid,” he said, narrowing his eyeliner ringed eyes at me. 
 
    “What are you talking about?” I asked, glancing back at the nurse’s office. If one of them got in before me, I’d kill them. 
 
    Kol clicked his fingers at me. “Jade, focus.” 
 
    Scowling, I slapped his hand away. “I am.” 
 
    “Really? Which one is better looking?” he asked. 
 
    “They’re both gorgeous, how could anyone choose?” I gushed. 
 
    Kol raised an eyebrow. “See what I mean?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “You’re obsessed with them, just like all the rest. Nephilim are like catnip to female supernaturals. Come on, I imagine the further away you are, the less they affect you.” 
 
    We stepped outside and I did feel a little clearer headed. “Wow, that was weird.” 
 
    “Yeah, they’re giving off some kind of pheromone.” 
 
    “How do you know that?” 
 
    “There’s a lot of stories among my people about them. We used to get grouped together because of the whole wing thing.” 
 
    “Well they can’t stay, there’ll be a riot.” 
 
    “Worse, what if it triggers the wolf in you?” 
 
    I groaned. “I didn’t think about that. I’ve gotten good at controlling it, but I was ready to kill Holly just now.” Not that I needed much of a reason to do that, she could aggravate anyone. 
 
    “Speak to Harry, maybe he has something that can block it out or something.” 
 
    “I don’t need this. I’m supposed to be focusing on getting my life together.” 
 
    Kol smirked at me. “Well look at you, being all responsible.” 
 
    “Shut up. Don’t you have something that could help?” 
 
    “I could give you a potion that would send you into a coma. Would that be helpful?” 
 
    I glared at him. “Ha-ha. I should get to class.” 
 
    I turned to the door, then stopped. “I’ll take the long way around.” 
 
    “Good idea,” Kol said. 
 
    Cutting around the school, I took a shortcut through the gym. I stopped short when I found the guy with the black wings already in there. The wings were hidden at the moment and he had donned a shirt, but it didn’t make him any less hot. 
 
    “Hey, what are you doing in here?” I asked. 
 
    He smiled. “Taking a break from the attention. I’m sure everyone knows about us by now. I’m Elijah. The other guy is my brother, Gideon.” 
 
    Brothers? 
 
    “Jade. I’ve never seen a Nephilim before.” 
 
    “Not many people have. We don’t venture out much.” 
 
    I took a step toward him, my heart thumping. I wanted so badly to touch him.  
 
    “And what are you?” he asked. 
 
    “A wolf shifter.” 
 
    “Oh. I’ve heard your kind are quite…vigorous.” 
 
    I moved even closer. What would it be like to kiss him? To have his body against mine? 
 
    He smiled as I placed a hand on his chest. I could feel his muscles beneath the shirt. He leaned down to kiss me. 
 
    Mr. Hurst came running in. “Out now!” he ordered, shocking me. I backed away, feeling my face grow hot. The wolf was practically salivating. 
 
    Mr. Hurst glared at me and pointed to the door. I sloped toward the exit, glancing back the whole way.  
 
    I need to figure out a way to spend time alone with one of them. Or both. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Classes were cancelled for the rest of the day, since no one could concentrate. I was supposed to have a meditation lesson with Harry, but he sent a message to say he had something to do for Blake. 
 
    I couldn’t sit still, not after my encounter with Elijah, so I walked the grounds for a while. I considered going for a run, in wolf form, but I was worried what she would do if released.  
 
    I distracted myself by trying to figure out what I was going to do with my life. Back in the trailer park, the female pack members didn’t have many jobs. Most of them were raising kids. The ones that did work relied on waitressing and jobs like that.  
 
    I still liked the idea of being some sort of investigator, but I didn’t want to say it out loud. It sounded dumb considering where I came from and what I was. Who would trust me to work for them? 
 
    I took a seat on a bench near the lake, wondering briefly what the mermaids did in the cold weather. Or maybe it didn’t bother them like it did me. Harry said one of them was badly injured by Seb when he was pulled into the lake, but he was recovering. I felt guilty about that. They did save me that night. 
 
    I asked Harry if there was anything I could do to make it up to them, but he said to stay away. They would get over it in time. I hoped I would.  
 
    My mind kept drifting back to Elijah, though I tried to fight against it. Even without the pull, I admit I was still curious about them. 
 
    Glancing up, I could see the marks on the sky where they had broken through, although Blake had tried to repair it. 
 
    Thank God they didn’t come through the gate or the wolves would have followed. 
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    Harry 
 
      
 
    Janine called me into her office to discuss what we had learned. According to the Nephilim, they did kill those men, but only in self defense. 
 
    “Do you believe them?” I asked her. 
 
    She poured herself a cup of coffee and took a seat at her desk. “I don’t know. They seem convincing and they could have lied about having any involvement with the men.” 
 
    “True, but there are a lot of hunters out for blood.” 
 
    “Hunters who will get a hell of a lot of money if they take them out.” 
 
    “Then what do you want to do?”  
 
    “For now, we’ll keep an eye on them.” 
 
    I couldn’t believe she was letting them stay. Whether they were guilty or innocent, it was unnecessary danger that the school didn’t need. Not after Sebastian and what he did last term. 
 
    “How is Jade shaping up?” Janine asked. 
 
    “She’s doing well. She’s attending classes and seems to be settling in.” 
 
    Janine pursed her lips. “Hm.” 
 
    “What is that supposed to mean?” 
 
    “She’s a loose cannon. I think we should look at getting rid of the pack as soon as possible.” 
 
    “You’re going to kick her out?” She already told Jade she could stay after everything with Sebastian. Why change her mind now? 
 
    “No, but if something happens, she will be able to leave safely. If she wants to.” 
 
    “I am looking into it, but it could take time to find a workable solution.” 
 
    She nodded. “I trust you. Do whatever is necessary.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    When the school quietened down for the night and Blake shooed the girls back to the dorms, I sneaked out of my room to the library. The teachers were focused on the dorms, I guess they forgot about me. 
 
    The library lay at the far end of the school, away from prying eyes. Not that I was doing anything wrong, I would be encouraged to use the library, but I didn’t want anyone to know what I was up to. I wanted to read up on the Nephilim, to see what else I could learn about them. 
 
    I entered the library, to find it empty, which I was expecting, but they never locked the doors. Guess they had nothing worth stealing in here.  
 
    There was a smaller room next door which held the dangerous books, mostly old spell books. It was kept locked at all times. Harry mentioned it to me once, but like everything magic related, it held little interest for me. I can’t perform magic as a shifter, only magic wielders and a few other supernaturals can. Like the Fae. But Kol sticks to potion making, he rarely uses actual magic. He says its because it always comes with a price. Doesn’t everything in life? 
 
    Making my way through the stacks, I searched for books on the Nephilim. I wasn’t even sure where to start. I doubt they have their own section.  
 
    A creaking noise made me jump and I spun, thinking a teacher had caught me. There was no one there. 
 
    It’s probably just the building settling.  
 
    I couldn’t help being jumpy though. Seb trying to kill me made me a hell of lot less trusting and I trusted no one before. The quicker I got back to my room, the better. 
 
    Now where would I read about angels? The obvious answer was the Bible, so religious books seemed like a good place to start. Two rows over, I found the right section, but the shelf was almost empty. Did the teachers remove the books? Or were they checked out by the students? 
 
    Sighing, I was going to leave, when I spotted a book in the dim light. It had fallen between the shelves. Pulling it out, I found that it was a book on angels. I flipped it open and checked the index. There was a section on Nephilim, but it was only two pages long.  
 
    Better than nothing. 
 
    I took the book back to my room to read in peace. I usually liked the school when it was quiet, but recently, after everything that happened, I had started to hate it. I asked Mrs. Moscovitch if it would be possible to get a radio or something for the room, just so there would be some noise, but like everything else, the pocket dimension interfered with the signal.  
 
    Settling on the bed, I had switched on all the lights and made sure I had a clear view of the door. Opening the book, I turned to the page on Nephilim. 
 
    It didn’t offer much more than what Miss Kendrick already said. Nephilim were the offspring of male angels and human women. They possessed great power and were considered dangerous. The way the book spoke of them though, it seemed like they were only dangerous because of what they were, not what they had done. There was no mention of them murdering anyone. I’m sure some of them had over the years, but if they really wanted to, they could easily take over the world. None of them had tried.   
 
    People would fear me if they knew what I was. I would be considered a monster by most humans. So would most of the people here.  
 
    Maybe this is the best place for them. They seem to be looking for the same thing the rest of us are. Somewhere to belong. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Rolling over in bed, I bumped against a solid mass. Opening my eyes, I found a smirking Elijah beside me, naked to the waist. I lifted the blanket to check if the bottom half matched the top. It did.  
 
    Wow. 
 
    “What are you doing here?” I whispered.  
 
    “You want us here,” he said. 
 
    “Us?” Glancing over my shoulder, I found Gideon on the other side, equally naked.  
 
    Desire flooded through me. Both of them, naked in my bed? This couldn’t be happening.  
 
    You’ll never get another opportunity like this, just have fun. 
 
    I pulled Elijah toward me, kissing him, while Gideon’s hands roamed across my body. Closing my eyes, my skin tingled at their touch, every nerve ending came to life. Right before it got good, someone started yelling. 
 
    I jerked awake. Come on! That was a dream? 
 
    If it was, it was more real than any I’d had before. I closed my eyes, trying to go back to sleep, but the noise from outside distracted me.  
 
    Throwing the blankets back, I hurried to the window, hearing the book I borrowed hit the floor. A crowd had gathered outside on the grounds. What were they doing? Getting dressed, I hurried downstairs to see for myself. 
 
    Searching for a familiar face, I didn’t see any, so I stopped one of the students, a guy with dark hair.  
 
    “What’s going on?” I asked. 
 
    “A bunch of hunters have surrounded the school. They want the Nephilim.” 
 
    Hunters? I doubted they would be able to get in, but if they were here, it must be for a reason. 
 
    Blake marched past me, looking murderous. I guess she didn’t like the attention. I searched for Harry, but he and a group of teachers were heading for the woods. Everyone seemed on high alert.  
 
    “Students, inside now!” Blake bellowed. 
 
    We went back inside; it wasn’t like there was much to see from here. I wondered what the wolves thought of all this. I doubted they would run; they’d probably join the hunters and pretend they were part of them.  
 
    Elijah and Gideon appeared from the back of the house and headed into Blake’s office. I felt that pull again. Remembering my dream, I felt my legs move of their own accord toward the office. 
 
    “Nope,” Kol said, appearing beside me. He took my arm and led me outside. 
 
    “What are you, my babysitter?” I said. 
 
    “Sure, if that’s what it takes.” 
 
    Groaning, I followed him to the other side of the building and outside.  
 
    “I’m surprised you’ve even bothered to leave your room,” I said. “Won’t Toby miss you? You two seemed joined at the hip.” 
 
    He rolled his eyes. “Toby knows that the holidays were just us having fun. I don’t do relationships.” 
 
    “Does that mean you’ve finished with him?” 
 
    He shrugged. “Nothing to finish.” 
 
    “Doesn’t that ever get lonely?” I asked. Wolves were usually monogamous, but that was mostly because they were so jealous, there was no way they would share. 
 
    “Why would I be lonely? We’re surrounded by dozens of people at all times.” 
 
    “Plan on sleeping with them all?” 
 
    “I only have a few months left here, I’ll give it a good try,” he said, grinning at me. “There’s a cute blonde in one of my classes. I might invite her back next.” 
 
    “I thought you were into guys?” 
 
    “I’m pansexual. Most Fae are.” 
 
    That wasn’t something they taught in class.  
 
    We walked toward the botany section, as I felt my head start to clear. The witches grew their herbs there and the nurse used some of them for healing. I’ve seen it from afar, I don’t have a green thumb myself.  
 
    “Let’s go in here,” Kol said, shivering against the cold. He opened the door to the greenhouse. 
 
    “I don’t need to be chaperoned, you know,” I said. “I feel better now.” 
 
    As we entered the greenhouse, the smell of burnt flesh hit me. 
 
    “What is that?” I asked.  
 
    Kol sniffed the air. “I don’t know.” 
 
    I moved forward searching for the source. Lying on the floor was one of the students. I didn’t know her name, but I saw her earlier in the crowd of girls. 
 
    As I moved closer, I found the reason for the smell. Her eyes were burned from her skull.  
 
    “Well that’s not good.” 
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    “What the hell did this?” I asked. What the hell happened to her eyes? I looked around for a clue, some sign of who had been here. There were a few broken flowerpots and some withered plants which looked like they had been left in the sun too long. There may have been a struggle, but not much of one. It was hard to pick up any scents with the burned flesh and the various plants. I kicked aside some of the pots that lay on the floor and noticed something silver lying amongst them. I picked it up. It looked like the broken blade of a dagger. Why would there be a dagger? Did it belong to the girl? 
 
    Kol shook his head, as he surveyed the room. “I don’t like this, let’s head back to the school and tell Blake.” 
 
    He grabbed my arm, as I pocketed the dagger blade and we ran back to the school to report it. 
 
    Another body.  
 
    For a terrifying moment, my mind went to Seb, but he was dead, and he didn’t burn people’s eyes out. Although given the chance, he would probably enjoy that.  
 
    The other obvious culprit was one of the Nephilim. Did we let murderers in? I didn’t want to believe it, but that could be the control they had on me. 
 
    Blake opened the office door when we knocked.  
 
    “There’s a body,” I panted. 
 
    She looked annoyed rather than shocked. “Show me.” 
 
    We led her to the greenhouse and the body. I avoided looking at her this time. It wasn’t an image I wanted imprinted on my brain. I had too many in there already. 
 
    Blake examined the body. “Any number of powers could have achieved this, but you can guess who my number one suspect is.” 
 
    I could guess who number two was too.  
 
    “Are you going to kick them out?” Kol asked. 
 
    “First I need to prove that they are responsible.” 
 
    Once the body was moved inside, Blake made her way to a room on the far side of the school where the Nephilim were staying. It was easy to find with the crowd of women outside. 
 
    Blake walked down the hallway, with me trailing behind her. Kol had headed for class. 
 
    The crowd parted for her, but I could see them watching her closely. One wrong move and there would be a riot.  
 
    The door opened before Blake reached it and Elijah stepped out. The women went mad, screaming his name like he was a pop star.  
 
    “I would like a word,” Blake said. 
 
    Elijah nodded. “Of course, Principal Blake. Come inside.” 
 
    She stepped into the room and I quickly hurried in too. I wasn’t being left out, I wanted to know what was going on. 
 
    Once the door was closed, Blake spoke. “You understand that your asylum in this school is on the condition that you don’t cause any harm to my students?” 
 
    Elijah nodded. Gideon sat in a chair in the corner. With a look from Elijah, he nodded too. 
 
    “A girl is dead. Her eyes were burned from her skull. Do either of you know anything about it?” Blake asked. 
 
    “I assure you, we do not,” Elijah said. 
 
    “The student’s name is Rose Mitchell. Light brown hair, short? Ring a bell?”  
 
    Gideon sniggered. “They all kind of blend together after a while.” 
 
    I sniggered too, quickly covering my mouth with my hand. Why did I do that? It wasn’t funny. 
 
    “Do you think this is funny?” Blake said sharply. She shot me a glare too. It wasn’t my fault; it was their damn power. It was hitting me full force now. 
 
    He winced at her voice. “No, of course not.” 
 
    “If I find out that either of you had anything to do with this, I’ll hand you over to the hunters personally.” 
 
    With that, she marched out of the room. I went after her, glancing back at Gideon. He seemed annoyed at the visit, unconcerned that a girl was dead. But so hot in that shirt. 
 
    Blake had already reached the end of the hall. I paused in the doorway, lingering near Elijah. 
 
    “Did you tell her the truth?” I asked Elijah. It almost hurt to ask him, but I had to know. 
 
    He raised an eyebrow at me. “Why would I lie?” 
 
    “You tell me,” I said, moving closer to him. 
 
    One girl, I think her name was Claire, grabbed me by the shirt. “Who the hell do you think you are? Accusing him of things he didn’t do. I’ll kill you.” 
 
    She punched me in the nose. My head snapped back and hit the doorframe behind me. 
 
    The crowd surged forward to get their hit in too, but quickly backed off when I let out a roar. My body was shifting and it was too late to stop it.  
 
    Tearing past them, I ran for the stairs. I needed to get outside before it was too late.  
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    I may love the outdoors, but waking up in the woods, in January, is not something I recommend. Especially when you are buck naked.  
 
    Stretching, I discovered I was lying at the base of a tree. At least I made it to the woods. Shivering, I wrapped my arms around myself. The last thing I needed was more people seeing me walking around naked. Not that it was anything new. 
 
    “Jade?”  
 
    I glanced over my shoulder to find Harry, purposefully looking in the opposite direction. He laid a pile of clothes on the ground and walked away. 
 
    “Thanks,” I called. I grabbed the clothes and quickly pulled them on. An oversized shirt and some shorts. He probably grabbed them from the front office. I guess my control still needed some work.  
 
    I’m never going to hear the end of this. 
 
    “Are you decent?” Harry asked from behind a tree. 
 
    “Never. But I am dressed if that’s what you mean.” 
 
     He moved to my side and held out a gold chain bracelet. It glimmered in the winter sun. “To counteract the effects from the Nephilim.” 
 
    Taking it from him, I fastened it around my wrist. “I don’t know, Harry, you keep giving me jewelry and people are going to talk.” 
 
    He gave me a bracelet when I started, to call for him if I changed inside the school, so he could stop me from hurting anyone. I stopped wearing it over winter break, thinking I finally had control. 
 
    “Well then you’ll be disappointed to know that you’re not the only one who got one. We have distributed them to anyone who poses a threat, while we work on making more for the rest of the student body.” 
 
    “Now I don’t feel special anymore,” I joked.  
 
    “I’m sure you will get over it. You should head back inside.” 
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
    “We have to keep a check on the perimeter, make sure none of the hunters have found a way in.” 
 
    “Is that possible?” 
 
    “Anything is possible.” 
 
    I followed him deeper into the woods, not ready to return to the school yet. If the bracelet didn’t work, I wasn’t looking forward to turning into a drooling idiot again. 
 
    “Are bounty hunters magic wielders?” I asked. 
 
    “They can be any kind of supernatural being.” 
 
    “Even shifters?”  
 
    “Shifters make some of the best bounty hunters.” 
 
    Was I actually considering it as a job option? It did sound bad ass. Better than anything I could think of. I wondered how you actually became a bounty hunter. I doubted there were any formal qualifications, but maybe you needed a license or something. That would require money, something I didn’t have. 
 
    The woods were quiet, and some patches of snow still lay on the ground. I kept an eye out for anything strange. Although at this point, strange didn’t mean what it used to.  
 
    “How did you know you wanted to be a teacher?” I asked Harry.  
 
    “I didn’t, not at first. I was a student here and when I graduated, I worked with shifter packs for a couple of years. Then…something happened, and Janine offered me a place here.” 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    He avoided my gaze. “My fiancée died.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m so sorry, Harry.” I wondered what happened to her, but I wasn’t going to ask. I could tell from the look on his face it was still painful to talk about.  
 
    “It was a long time ago. I take it you are thinking about what you want to do?” 
 
    “Yeah, not teaching obviously, but I guess I’m hoping something will just click.” 
 
    “Most of the time it doesn’t work that way.” 
 
    I sighed. “I know, but I can dream.” 
 
    Harry stopped walking. I followed his gaze; something was glowing up ahead. We rushed forward to check.  
 
    A blue strip of light hung in mid-air. “What is that?” 
 
     “A tear in the fabric of the dimension. Not good.” I circled it for a better look, but I couldn’t see anything through the tear, other than darkness. 
 
    “Should we get Blake?” 
 
    “No, I should be able to close it. Take a look around, make sure no one has come through.” 
 
    Nodding, I moved off, sniffing the air for a scent. I wasn’t picking anything up except Harry and a weird rubbery smell. I paused, listening for anyone moving around. All I could hear was Harry muttering a spell to close the rift.  
 
    I returned to his side. “I think we’re good.” 
 
    He nodded, continuing the spell, holding his hands out on either side of the breach. It slowly began to close up, like a wound healing. 
 
    Just before it sealed up all the way, something small and black burst from the center. It struck Harry in the chest, knocking him to the ground. 
 
    “Harry!” 
 
    I rushed forward to help him. The black thing was about the size of a puppy, but this was no puppy. For one it was covered in slime and more closely resembled a slug. It launched forward toward Harry’s face. 
 
    “Watch out,” I cried, but I didn’t get to him in time. It crawled into his mouth and disappeared down his throat. 
 
    I gagged at the sight. Harry thrashed around on the ground, then went still. 
 
    “Harry? Are you okay?” I asked, shaking him by the shoulder.  
 
    He wasn’t moving, was he even breathing? Leaning forward, I tilted my head to see if his chest was moving, terrified that thing would reappear. I breathed a sigh of relief when I saw it move.  
 
    Harry moaned and I leapt back. He got to his feet, looking confused. 
 
    “What the hell was that, Harry? Are you okay?” 
 
    He turned toward me, drool running down his chin. “Shifter,” he hissed. 
 
    I backed away. 
 
    That’s not Harry. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    7 
 
      
 
    I faced Harry, or what used to be him. “Come on, Harry, I don’t want to fight you.”  
 
    “Harry’s not here anymore,” it replied in a creepy voice. It made a weird chittering noise, then ran at me. Dodging right, I tripped him.  
 
    It may have been Harry’s body, but it didn’t seem to know any of his moves. He was a black belt, this thing had trouble walking in a straight line.   
 
    It got up, chittering louder now.  
 
    “Harry, please,” I said. I had no idea if he was still in there, so I couldn’t risk hurting him.   
 
    It ran at me again, catching me around the waist, we both hit the ground. Before I could recover, Harry’s hands closed around my throat and squeezed. 
 
    I didn’t have a weapon, just my fists. I started hitting him, trying to break his hold. I couldn’t breathe. 
 
    The wolf reared up and I watched my fingernails turn to claws. I jabbed them into Harry’s side, drawing blood. 
 
    He jerked back, letting go of me. I sucked in a breath, before shoving Harry hard. Getting to my feet, I looked for a rock or something to knock him out with. Then I could go get Blake and hopefully help him. 
 
    Harry poked at the wound of his side. He brought his fingers to his lips and licked the blood from it. 
 
    “That is so gross,” I muttered. Harry would never live this down and I was sure I would have nightmares about it for months. 
 
    He ran at me again, stopping abruptly before he reached me. He dropped to the ground as if hit and lay still. 
 
    Elijah stepped forward from the trees. “It appears your friend has a hitchhiker.” 
 
    Dropping to Harry’s side, I checked that Elijah hadn’t killed him. “What do you know about it?” 
 
    “They are magic sucking parasites, they attach themselves to places of power, like the pocket dimension we’re in. It must have jumped to him to survive when it fell through the hole.” 
 
    “Can you get it out of him?” I asked. The bracelet seemed to be working, the attraction had waned, but wasn’t gone completely. I was more worried about Harry right now.  
 
    “Stand back,” Elijah said. 
 
    Getting to my feet, I moved back as he stood over Harry. He held out his hands and started speaking in another language. After a moment, he dropped his hand by his side.  
 
    “Well?” I asked. 
 
    “Patience.” 
 
    Something moved in Harry’s throat, bulging against the skin. A moment later, the slug emerged from his mouth.  
 
    “Don’t let it get away,” I cried. 
 
    Elijah lifted a large rock off the ground and dropped it onto the slug. Black goo oozed out onto the ground. 
 
    Elijah dusted off his hands. “Problem solved. And now that you owe me a favour, I need your help.” 
 
    “What makes you think I want to give it?” I muttered.  
 
    He looked surprised, probably that I wasn’t jumping at the chance to serve him.  
 
    “Don’t look so surprised, did you really think Blake wouldn’t find a way around your weird…sex power.” 
 
    He laughed. “Sex power? Really?” 
 
    “Well what would you call it?” 
 
    “I’m afraid it’s not something we can control. I still need your help.” 
 
    “Help with what?” I kneeled beside Harry to check his breathing. Who knows what kind of damage that thing could have done when it was inside of him. 
 
    “To prove that Gideon is innocent, that he didn’t murder that girl.” 
 
    “I don’t know how much help I’d be,” I said honestly.  
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “I’m not the kind of girl you want in your corner. I might have killed someone myself.” 
 
    He stared at me for a moment. “No.” 
 
    “What do you mean no?” 
 
    “You haven’t murdered anyone.” 
 
    “How would you know?” 
 
    “Because if you had, there would be a stain on your soul. There isn’t one.” 
 
    “You can see my soul?”  
 
    He nodded.  
 
    “Well what if I was in my wolf form at the time?”  
 
    “It wouldn’t make a difference.” 
 
    So I didn’t kill Brett? Is that what he was saying? Relief flooded me. I’m not a murderer. Which meant someone else in the pack killed him.  
 
    “I don’t know that I can do much, but I can try,” I said. 
 
    “For now, let’s get back to the school.” 
 
    “What about Harry?” 
 
    Sighing, Elijah hoisted Harry up and threw him over his shoulder like he weighed nothing. “Let’s go.” 
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    We arrived at the infirmary, where Elijah dropped Harry onto an empty bed. The nurse came rushing toward us. “What happened?” 
 
    “Some huge slug thing crawled inside of Harry. It’s gone now, but he won’t wake up,” I said. 
 
    She looked at me like I was insane. “A slug?” 
 
    “It was an interdimensional parasite,” Elijah said. 
 
    The nurse glanced up at him and giggled. “If you say so.” 
 
    “My word isn’t good enough?” I snapped. 
 
    She ignored me, moving to check Harry. He still hadn’t opened his eyes. What if that thing had leaked poison into him or damaged organs?  
 
    “We should go,” Elijah said. “He’s in good hands.” 
 
    That comment made the nurse giggle again. Is that what the rest of us were like? If so, I was never taking this bracelet off. 
 
    Elijah took my arm and tugged me toward the door. I shook him free. “Okay! Stop being so impatient.” 
 
    “My brother is being accused of murder; we don’t have any time to waste.” 
 
    I turned to leave and that’s when I spotted someone in the bed across the room. It was Toby and Kol was by his bedside. 
 
    “Kol? What happened?” 
 
    Toby had a huge bruise on his forehead and his eyes were closed. 
 
    Kol glanced up, saw Elijah and glared at him. “He got caught up in the hoard outside their room. When they tried to go after Elijah, Toby got knocked down the stairs.” 
 
    “Oh, no. Is he going to be okay?” I asked. 
 
    “No thanks to him,” he said. I guess he cared a little more about Toby than he let on. 
 
    “My apologies for what happened. I’m sure your friend will be fine,” Elijah said, trying to usher me out the door. It was my turn to glare at him. 
 
    Sighing, he faced Kol. “I am sorry. We will try to stay as far away from the other students as possible. I’m sure the nurse is taking excellent care of him.” 
 
    Another giggle floated across the room. 
 
    Kol’s jaw was tensed, but he didn’t say anything.  
 
    “I’ll check on you guys later,” I said. 
 
    I followed Elijah from the room. Now students were being hurt indirectly. It didn’t matter where they went, the girls would hunt them down. This place was only so big. 
 
     We headed to the roof where Gideon was waiting and we wouldn’t be disturbed.  
 
    The bracelet appeared to be working, I mean the desire was still there, but it wasn’t overpowering. I did feel a jolt when Elijah touched me in the infirmary, but nothing like it was before. The wolf certainly hadn’t changed her opinion though. She was eyeing them like they were a couple of rare steaks. 
 
    I wondered if that would change, being in close proximity to both of them.  
 
    One way to find out.  
 
    Gideon stood at the ledge, silently brooding.   
 
    “Start talking,” I said to Elijah, keeping a respectable distance.  
 
    “Like I said, my brother is not responsible for that girl’s death. We need someone familiar with the school, who can help us find the real culprit.”  
 
    “Why me?”  
 
    “You aren’t affected by us and you have other abilities that will prove useful.”  
 
    I scoffed. “Like what?”  
 
    “Your heightened sense of smell, strength, speed. We believe the killer is one of the bounty hunters.”  
 
    “How would one of them get inside?”  
 
    “The same way the slug did. They tore a hole and sneaked inside. That was not the first breach and it won’t be the last. We even think we know her name.”  
 
    “Her name?”  
 
    “Yes, Jessica Holden. About 5’7, blonde hair. She has a tattoo on her upper arm of a swallow. She is a powerful fighter, more than capable of carrying out a grisly murder.”  
 
    “How do you know it’s her?”  
 
    Elijah glanced at Gideon. “She was Gideon’s girlfriend, until about six months ago. She did not like getting dumped and now she wants revenge.”  
 
    “Hold on, so you dumped this chick and her reaction is to murder an innocent girl?” If she was under Gideon’s thrall, I guess I could understand why she wouldn’t like the idea of being replaced by another girl. Look at how we behaved with each other. 
 
    “She’s crazy,” Gideon muttered.  
 
    “I’m sorry, but I need a bit more proof than that.”  
 
    Gideon headed toward me, towering over me. “Our word isn’t good enough?” 
 
    “No, it isn’t.” I swallowed; I could practically feel the power radiating off him.  
 
    Elijah stepped between us. “I’m sure if you told her what Jessica did, Jade would be more willing to listen.” 
 
    Gideon backed off. He placed his hands on his hips and sighed. “Jessica was a rookie bounty hunter when I met her. She liked to walk on the wild side and the thought of sleeping with me really turned her on.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “I really don’t need all the gory details. Stick to the facts.” 
 
    “She was with me to gather intel, so she could sell it to the highest bidder. Plenty of people want us dead, but there are others who would love to capture one of us, so they could use our power for themselves. Jessica set up a sale and a trap.” 
 
    This Jessica sounded resourceful and kind of a bitch. “What happened?” 
 
    “We killed the men sent to capture us. It was self defense, I’m sure you’d agree. Once news got back about their deaths, Jessica tried to cover her ass by telling the other bounty hunters that we had broken the rules. They formed a posse and came after us. They beat us, used specialized weapons against us. We were nearly killed.” 
 
    “That’s how we ended up here,” Elijah said. 
 
    They just admitted to me that they were murderers, but if someone tried to lock me up, I couldn’t pretend I wouldn’t react in the same way. If the men who came for them had been successful, who knows what they would have used that power for. I wondered briefly if I was defending them because I wanted to or if they still had power over me. 
 
    No, I can walk away right now. I know I can. 
 
    “What happens if I find this Jessica? You can’t kill her,” I said. 
 
    Gideon’s jaw tightened. Elijah patted his brother on the back. “Of course not. We will hand her over to the proper authorities. We just want to make sure she doesn’t kill anyone else.” 
 
    It wasn’t an unreasonable request, and better I find her than Gideon. I didn’t think he had it in him to handle this properly. I knew what it was like to be used by someone, for them to try and kill you. An image of Seb flashed through my mind again. 
 
    Sighing, I said, “Okay, I will check the grounds for her.” 
 
    “Excellent,” Elijah said. “We’ll leave it in your capable hands.” 
 
    Capable hands? They really had no idea. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Harry 
 
      
 
    Why does my throat hurt so much? 
 
    Opening my eyes, I reached for the glass of water I kept by my bed, only to realize I was in the infirmary, not my room.  
 
    “Hello?” I croaked, trying to sit up. What on earth happened? 
 
    Nurse Bobbins came bustling over. “Don’t try to move.” 
 
    “What happened?” I asked. 
 
    “According to that shifter girl, some kind of parasite attacked you. It’s gone now.” 
 
    “Parasite? What about Jade? Is she okay?” I asked, looking around to check the other beds. The only one occupied lay across the room. Kol sat beside it. 
 
    “Jade? What’s happened?” I said, getting to my feet. Is she okay?  
 
    Right before my vision blurred, I realized that it was a man in the bed, not Jade. I took a deep breath.  
 
    Nurse Bobbins helped me lie down again. “She’s fine. She went off with that dreamy Nephilim. Elijah, is it?” 
 
    “What? Why?” Why on earth would she go off with him? Did she take the bracelet off? 
 
    Nurse Bobbins shrugged. “Who knows. Now you need to stay put while I finish making the potion to heal you.” 
 
    When she moved away, Kol came over. “You okay?” 
 
    “Yes, I’ll be fine.” 
 
    “Jade seems to be helping the Nephilim with something. God knows why,” he said. 
 
    “Is she wearing the bracelet?” 
 
    Kol nodded. “Yeah, don’t worry she’s not under their spell.” 
 
    I closed my eyes for a moment. That didn’t explain why she went off with him. They were told to stay away from students, especially the female ones. 
 
    When I opened my eyes, Kol had returned to the other bed. I turned my head, looking for Nurse Bobbins so I could get the potion and get out of here. On the far side of the room, I noticed a blue door on the wall. Except there was never a door there before. It seemed to blur like it was some kind of a hologram on the blink. 
 
    Nurse Bobbins returned with the potion. “What is that?” I asked. 
 
    She made me open my mouth and dropped some of the potion in. I gagged at the taste. “What’s what?” she asked. 
 
    “That door over there,” I said, pointing. 
 
    “What door?” 
 
    I turned to look, only to find that it had vanished. “I…” 
 
    “Perhaps you hit your head harder than I thought,” she said. 
 
    I sat up. “No, I’m fine. Forget it. I need to get back to work.” 
 
    The potion was already taking effect. In a few minutes I would be fine. Now I needed to find Jade and see what trouble she had gotten herself into. 
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    I must have circled the grounds three times, but still saw no sign of a hunter. Maybe the Nephilim sent me on a wild goose chase. 
 
    Although Elijah did genuinely want to clear Gideon’s name. Now that I wasn’t drooling over them, Gideon seemed like kind of a tool. A hot one, but a tool, nonetheless. I imagined that Elijah spent a lot of time cleaning up after him. I couldn’t imagine growing up being hunted, worried that hunters would come for me at any moment. I guess they only had each other. 
 
    Glad I don’t have any brothers or sisters. 
 
    Of course, it was entirely possible that I did. My father wouldn’t have settled on one kid, he probably had half a dozen by now. Full werewolves because I doubted, he would want any more half-breed mistakes. 
 
    Maybe I was being unfair to a man I’d never met, but he’d never come looking for me. I know Mom was always on the move, but packs talked, he could have tracked me down somehow.  
 
    Assuming he even knew about you. 
 
    That was another possibility. Mom could have skipped out before telling him. A lot of what she told me, often contradicted her sober self. On the rare occasion when she was sober. I think she liked to play the martyr, the loving mother who raised me when my father didn’t want to know.  
 
    Urgh, when did this turn to daddy issues? I had a job to do.  
 
    I was out here in the freezing cold, looking for someone who probably didn’t exist, or at the very least wasn’t in the pocket dimension. 
 
    Why did I agree to do this? 
 
    I did owe Elijah for saving Harry, but as far as I was concerned, I only had to look for this Jessica. One more go around and then I was calling it quits. 
 
    I shoved my hands into the pockets of my jeans to warm them up. I really needed to get some gloves. I wondered if Mrs. Moscovitch could get me some. I’d never owned gloves before, never needed them. 
 
    I reached the end of the woods. That’s good enough. I turned to head back, ready to tell Elijah that he was wrong, when I noticed some footprints in the snow. Not mine, but small enough to be a woman. They could be old, but I could feel the hairs stand up on the back of my neck. Someone was watching me. I turned slowly, searching for her. 
 
    Something dropped from a tree behind me. I turned and was met with a fist in the face. 
 
    Stumbling, I stayed on my feet. A blonde came toward me, armed with an axe of all things. But that thing was not for cutting firewood, it looked medieval.  
 
    “Let me guess. Jessica?” I said. 
 
    She paused. “Who the hell are you?” 
 
    “The brothers sent me to find you.” 
 
    “I bet they did. You’re under their thrall, girl. Do yourself a favor and get out of my way.” 
 
    I raised the arm with the bracelet. “Actually, I’m not. Magical protection.” 
 
    She pulled a face and held up her own arm to reveal some runes tattooed into her skin. “Same. So why are you helping those psychos?”  
 
    “Elijah seems to think that you are the one who killed a student here. Out of jealousy over Gideon.” 
 
    A hysterical laugh burst from her lips. “Are you serious? God, they will say anything.” 
 
    “So you never dated Gideon?” 
 
    A dark look crossed her face. “Once, when I was young and an idiot. That was before I found out what they were.” 
 
    “Nephilim?” 
 
    “No, monsters. Get out of my way. I’m going to finish this right now.” 
 
    I stepped in front of her. “I can’t let you do that.” 
 
    “If you think you’re going to run off into the sunset with one of them, dream on. They use women, then cast them aside. And when they’re really bored, they kill them for fun.” 
 
    “I’m not trying to defend them. I’ve seen how strong they are, a fight is only going to get more students killed.” 
 
    She glared at me. “Move, now.” 
 
    I stood my ground. She was definitely angry, but angry enough to kill a student? She was magically protected and to be honest, from what I’d seen of Gideon, he really wasn’t worth the effort. 
 
    I didn’t know what kind of supernatural she was, and I regretted not asking now, but I was certain I could take her.  
 
    Jessica swung her battle axe at me, which I easily ducked. I got in close and swung my fist at her head. The blow barely fazed her. I hadn’t learned a lot of moves in Harry’s classes, not yet, but I could do this. 
 
    She kicked me in the gut and swung the axe again. I barely made it out of the way as the blade nicked my arm. 
 
    That pissed me off. I ran at her. We collided, trading blows. Everything I threw at her, didn’t seem to make a difference. 
 
    “What are you?” I asked, backing off to catch my breath. 
 
    She smirked. “Wouldn’t you like to know. I’m guessing you’re some kind of shifter?” 
 
    “Come closer and find out,” I snapped.   
 
    “Look, I am not here to hurt anyone except them.” 
 
    “They’re Nephilim. I’ve seen how powerful they are. What makes you think you can go up against them?” 
 
    “Certain weapons can kill them. Like this axe.” 
 
    “What’s so special about it?” 
 
    “The blade is made from a special kind of metal. Tell me where they are, one swing of this and they won’t be a problem anymore.” 
 
    I wondered what metal could kill a Nephilim. “That’s not up to me.” 
 
    She rolled her eyes. “Well who is it up to?” 
 
    “Principal Blake. She runs the school.” 
 
    “Fine, take me to her. Maybe she will see sense.” 
 
    “I could take you in unconscious?” 
 
    She heaved a sigh. “Why waste time fighting, and the inevitable ass kicking you’d get, when you could just take me to this Blake? I’ll make her see the truth.” 
 
    It was the sensible choice. If she did manage to knock me out, she’d go after them anyway.  
 
    "Fine, but there is a hell of a lot of supernaturals between you and them, so don’t try anything funny.” 
 
    “I’m not scared of a bunch of schoolchildren.” 
 
    “We’re not schoolchildren. This place is a sanctuary.” 
 
    She looked around. “From what I’ve seen so far, it looks like a fancy prep school to me.” 
 
    “Well looks can be deceiving. Follow me.” 
 
    I started walking back to the school, glancing back to see if she was following me. She had the battle axe resting on her shoulder as she ambled along.  
 
    “How’d you get into bounty hunting?” I asked to break the silence. 
 
    “How does anyone get into anything?” she replied. 
 
    I shot her a look. 
 
    “I wasn’t exactly suitable for any other jobs. At least I’m my own boss.” 
 
    “Is it a good job?” 
 
    “The hours are long, pay is lousy and there’s a good chance you’ll be killed, so no, not really.” 
 
    “Then why do it?” 
 
    She stopped walking. “Because it beats being put into a box based on what I am. You’re a female shifter. So you’re expected to marry into the pack and follow your Alpha. I’m guessing since you are here, that’s not something you want?” 
 
    It’s not something I could have even if I did want it. “No, it isn’t.” 
 
    “I know what the packs are like, how they stay away from the rest of us. You are in for a real shock when you go out in the real world. There aren’t many places for anyone who won’t conform.” 
 
    Maybe that made bounty hunting the only option for me. A shifter with no pack, no one to back me up. It was a scary prospect.  
 
    No wonder Harry told me to make more friends. He was right, I would need all the help I could get.  
 
    “Well I have a couple of years before I have to worry about that. Come on.” 
 
    We headed for the edge of the woods.  
 
    “What was it like dating a Nephilim?”  
 
    “Mind blowing for a while. Gideon has that bad boy thing going for him, emphasis on the bad.” 
 
    “You really think he killed that girl?” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    She seemed really sure about it, but Elijah seemed sure she was a jealous ex. I didn’t know who to believe. 
 
    I turned to look at her, just in time to see Gideon land behind her. In one swift movement, he snapped her neck, letting the body fall to the ground. 
 
    Guess she wasn’t lying. 
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    Jessica’s face was twisted into a look of surprise, the last expression she would ever make. I looked up at Gideon. 
 
    “Did you kill the other girl too?” I asked, slowly backing away from Gideon. 
 
    He shrugged. “She was a whiner, I hate whiners. Poor Elijah thinks I’m reformed, I can’t have him finding out the truth.” 
 
    Before I could move, he raised his hand and a bolt of energy flew toward me. I twisted through the air, but it caught me in the shoulder. I screamed in pain as my skin was seared.  
 
    Gideon came toward me, a sick grin on his face. “Are you a screamer? I like it when they scream.” 
 
    I glanced at Jessica’s body. The axe lay beside her, if I could get it, I could use it against him. 
 
    I made a grab for it, but Gideon grabbed the waist band of my jeans and tossed me away like I was a rag doll. 
 
    “I can’t believe she still has this old thing,” Gideon said, lifting the axe. “She found it at some magical market. It’s supposed to be able to kill anything. It will definitely kill a nosy shifter.” 
 
    I wasn’t sticking around to let him try. I got to my feet and started running. I knew every inch of this forest; I could get away from him. Or at least hide until help arrived.  
 
    Glancing back, I could see that Gideon wasn’t behind me. I felt relief until I realized it was because he was above me instead. I could hear his wings flapping overhead, but at least the branches provided some cover.  
 
    I need to find somewhere to hide. I can’t outrun him. 
 
    Leaping over a fallen tree, I dropped low, crawling into a hollow at the bottom of another tree.  
 
    Gideon passed by overhead. I took the chance to catch my breath. Peeling back the fabric of my top, I winced in pain. What the hell did he hit me with? 
 
    It looked bad, but a small patch of new skin was already forming on the edge of the wound.  
 
    New rule. Never trust a man ever again. They’re all lying bastards. 
 
    With the exception of Harry. And Kol. But everyone else couldn’t be trusted.  
 
    Peeking out of my hiding spot, I tried to judge how far the school was. If I left the cover of the trees, Gideon could find me easily.  
 
    Why do I keep getting myself into these situations? Even if Blake or somebody did know where I was, what could they do? The only ones with a shot at stopping them were the hunters. 
 
    What I wouldn’t give for another portal to open. Preferably without anymore of those parasites.  
 
    I moved out of my hiding spot, staying low. The woods were quiet. Where was Gideon? 
 
    From what he said, Elijah didn’t know about this. Did that mean he was on our side? 
 
    Why would he choose strangers over his own brother? Or even believe me if I told him what Gideon did? 
 
    “I’m really starting to hate this school,” I muttered to myself as I moved from tree to tree, ears straining for the sound of wings flapping. 
 
    The wolf was ordering me to run for the school, but I couldn’t give into that instinct. Even she had to know it wasn’t smart to take on a Nephilim. 
 
    Should I go back? Take another route? I wondered. It might confuse Gideon to double back.  
 
    A branch broke to my right. Whirling around, I raised my fists. There was nothing there. 
 
    Taking a slow step forward, my body was completely tensed. Where is he? 
 
    “It’s like being in a horror movie,” Gideon said from behind me.  
 
    Letting out a scream, I turned to face him. He swung the axe at me. I ducked it and it became lodged in a tree. 
 
    That could have been me. 
 
     “Look, Gideon, you don’t have to do anything stupid. I’ll tell Elijah you had nothing to do with that girl’s murder. We can blame the whole thing on Jessica.” 
 
    He spread his wings out either side of him. Cocking his head, he stared at me for a moment. 
 
    “What are you looking at me like that for?” I stammered.  
 
    “I’m wondering how much of a stain you’ll make, when I drop you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    He lunged forward, lifting off the ground. He grabbed me under the arms and I was yanked up into the sky. 
 
    “Gideon, stop!” I screamed, but he laughed and climbed higher. I chanced a look down and my head spun. 
 
    If I live through this, I’ll never make fun of Harry and his fear of heights again. 
 
    Gideon came to a stop, hovering in the air. I clung to his arms. 
 
    “Please, Gideon,” I begged. 
 
    He leaned in close. “Have a nice trip.” 
 
    Then he let go. 
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    I screamed all the way down, seeing the ground rush toward me, I knew this was the end. I closed my eyes. No amount of healing would stop my head from splitting like a cantaloupe. 
 
    Strong arms encircled me, catching me right before I hit the ground.  
 
    Elijah set me down. 
 
    “Oh my God, thank you,” I sobbed. 
 
    “What is going on?” he asked. 
 
    “It’s Gideon. He killed Jessica. He’s gone crazy.” 
 
    Gideon swooped down behind him. 
 
    “Gideon?” Elijah said. 
 
    He stalked toward me, looking pissed off.  
 
    “What are you doing, Gideon?” Elijah asked, stepping in front of his brother.  
 
    “Having some fun. You remember that, don’t you? Before you turned into a preachy douche.” 
 
    “One of us has to be responsible. We are facing extinction, you’ve seen the hunters,” Elijah snapped. 
 
    I took a few steps, hoping to sneak away, but Elijah’s hand closed around my arm. “I asked Jade to help us. She was on our side.” 
 
    “So? She’s just another bitch, out for what she can get.” 
 
    “You did kill that girl, didn’t you?” 
 
    Gideon shrugged like it was no big deal. “What does it matter? Jessica is dead, all we need to do is get rid of the shifter and we are in the clear.” 
 
    “Like always, brother, you live in a fantasy world. If Principal Blake hears about more dead students, they will make us leave to face the hunters.” 
 
    “Make us!” Gideon cried. “Make us? No one makes us do anything. We are Nephilim. We could wipe them all out in one go.” 
 
    Gideon stepped toward me. Elijah let me go to block his path. Since I was trying to pull away from him, I fell when he let me go. Scrambling to my feet, I moved slowly away, hoping neither of them would notice me. 
 
    “And what would that achieve? More hunters would come for us, we can’t make ourselves targets,” Elijah said. 
 
    “We’re already targets!” 
 
    I took the opportunity, while they were distracted, to slip away. I found a spot to hide but didn’t make a run for it. I wanted to see what happened and I was worried if Gideon saw me run, he would go after me again. 
 
    My wounds were healing, I just needed to buy some time. 
 
     “When did you get so boring?” Gideon scoffed. “Don’t you remember the fun we used to have? Hunting these lesser creatures for sport.” 
 
    Lesser creatures?  
 
    “I understand that you are bored, Gideon and I know what happens when you get bored. The hunters are not going to stay there forever. We can wait them out and then we’ll leave the country. Go somewhere new. What about Paris? You always loved Paris.” 
 
    Elijah wasn’t going to win this argument, Gideon seemed determined to kill people. At least they seemed to have forgotten about me, for the moment. 
 
    I moved from my hiding spot and started jogging back toward the school. Once I told Blake what was going on, she was bound to have a plan. I hoped. 
 
    My shoulder throbbed and I leaned against a tree to check it. It was still healing, but it needed more time. I glanced down and noticed something lying in the snow. 
 
    Is that my jacket? 
 
    It looked like the one I was wearing before I changed. Lifting it up, something dropped out of it. The broken blade from the greenhouse. I forgot about that. 
 
    Tearing a strip off my shirt, I wrapped it around the end of the blade. It might not do much against the Nephilim, but I felt better having a weapon.  
 
    Gideon’s angry voice carried through the air, prompting me to run.  
 
    “Where is the bitch?” I heard him yell. 
 
    I ducked down behind a tree. Where the hell were they? Leaning forward, I peeked out to see them coming my way. 
 
    “You shouldn’t have let her go,” Gideon snapped. 
 
    “It’s one shifter,” Elijah replied.  
 
    Has he changed his mind? 
 
    They stopped walking, only a few feet away. Pressing myself against the tree, I prayed they wouldn’t see me.  
 
    “What are we going to do?” Gideon said. “She will run to Blake and she has an army behind her.” 
 
    “They are a bunch of frightened children. None of them have any angelic weapons, we could take them.” 
 
    Great, he is on his side. 
 
    “Glad to see you’re coming around.” 
 
    “What choice do I have? Right now, Blake and her misfits are the lesser of two evils.” 
 
    “They’ll fight us every step of the way.” 
 
    “Then I guess we’ll have to kill them all, won’t we? Then we’ll have this pocket dimension to ourselves and the hunters will never get to us.” 
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    Elijah’s words echoed in my head as I ran. One murderous Nephilim was bad enough, but both of them? They could kill all of us without breaking a sweat. Taking the pocket dimension was a good idea, it had kept the hunters out so far. 
 
    Crashing through the front door, I raced into Blake’s office. Harry was with her. He rushed toward me. 
 
    “Are you okay?” he asked. 
 
    “Nephilim. Kill us.” I bent over, trying to catch my breath. I spent too many years sitting on my ass in that trailer. 
 
    “They’ve killed someone?” Blake asked. 
 
    I shook my head. “No, coming to kill…us. Now!” 
 
    Blake called Mr. Hurst in. “Get everyone in the gym and lock it down, we’re in danger.” 
 
    He rushed off to do that. I wondered if anyone was left outside, even though Blake didn’t want anyone out there after the girl was killed, that didn’t mean that someone hadn’t sneaked out. I got out and no one noticed. I just hoped that if someone was out there, they had the sense to lay low until all of this was over.  
 
    Kol came rushing into the room. “Harry told me what’s going on? Is it true?” 
 
    Blake nodded. “I think you better raid your potions and see if you have anything useful.” 
 
    Kol looked sheepish. “You know about that?” 
 
    “That you’re selling illegal potions on school grounds. Yes. Now hurry up.” 
 
    He ran off to the dorms. 
 
    I checked the window, only to see Gideon and Elijah rising up over the trees and heading our way. 
 
    “Blake, they’re coming in fast.” 
 
    She pushed me back and held out her hands, saying an incantation. Whatever it was, I hoped it would work against them. 
 
    Blake finished the incantation and I watched from the window as a white energy field spread around the building. A second later, there was an almighty bang as Elijah crashed into the energy field. It held. 
 
    “What the hell, Janine?” Harry muttered. “How is that keeping them out? You don’t have that kind of power.” 
 
    She shot him a dark look. “We need to figure out a way to get rid of them.” 
 
    “What about the hunters? We could let them in,” I said. 
 
    Blake shook her head. “Absolutely not, we can’t have a battle inside the school, it would be torn apart.” 
 
    “Then we need to get them outside the gate,” I said. 
 
    “How do you propose we do that?” Harry asked. 
 
    “If we could get them in front of the gate, they could be blasted through,” I suggested. 
 
    “It’s not big enough. But I could open a portal,” Blake said. 
 
    “Great, then we just need to lure them to it,” I said. 
 
    They glanced at each other. 
 
    “And…since it was my idea, I guess I’m it.” 
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    I stood just inside the doorway, psyching myself up. One wrong move and they would fry me. Kol had a few potions, but he didn’t know how effective they would be against the Nephilim. 
 
    “I just need you guys to keep them off me, long enough to send them through,” I told him. 
 
    He nodded. “Will do.” 
 
    “Jade, you don’t have to do this,” Harry said, taking my arm.  
 
    “I’m the fastest. I can do this.”  
 
    I hope. 
 
    He sighed in frustration. “It’s too dangerous.” 
 
    “Can you guarantee that forcefield will hold? Because if it doesn’t, they’ll kill us all.” 
 
    “Then I should do it,” he said. 
 
    “Thanks, Harry, but I can’t have you falling and breaking a hip.” 
 
    “This isn’t time to joke,” he snapped. 
 
    I grinned at him. “Seriously, I appreciate the offer, but I can do this.” 
 
    I couldn’t watch anyone else get killed, this was the best way. The Nephilim wanted me dead anyway, they would definitely go after me. 
 
    Blake came up behind us. “She’s right. Are you ready to do this?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Good If you go to the edge of the lawn and wait for them to get close, Harry will open the portal and I’ll blast them through.” 
 
    “Okay.” It sounded simple enough, in theory. 
 
    She opened the door wider, creating a gap in the forcefield for me to step through. Taking a deep breath, I started running. 
 
    Gideon and Elijah were up near the roof and didn’t see me at first. I reached the correct spot and started waving my arms at them. 
 
    “Hey! Idiot twins, come get me.” 
 
    They exchanged a look before swooping down on me. I screamed, “Now!” to Blake and Harry. Gideon and Elijah were almost on me. I could see the portal sputter, but it seemed to struggle to open. Gideon and Elijah closed in. 
 
    They’re going to kill me. 
 
    Something exploded on the side of Gideon’s head as he was reaching for me. Kol had thrown a potion. It bought me an extra second for the portal to open. 
 
    I saw the energy surge from Blake just as Gideon reached for me again. The blast hit them and they both flew through the portal. Gideon grabbed my shirt at the last moment and I was yanked through after them.  
 
    I just had time to see the faces of the startled hunters, before they opened fire on us. 
 
    Hurling myself into the undergrowth, I crawled to safety, then got up and ran. 
 
    I was in the woods outside the school, but I had no idea how far I was from the gate. Running blindly, I hoped it wasn’t far. And that they hunters did their job or this was all for nothing. 
 
    The sound of gunfire faded and I stopped to catch my breath and get my bearings. Coming form the cold into the warmer climate was a shock too. I stripped off my jacket and tied it around my waist. 
 
    There was a rustling in the bushes and Carl stepped out. “Well lookie what I found. At long last.” 
 
    “Fuck. Let me guess, the rest of you are hiding from the big, bad hunters?” 
 
    If it was only Carl, I could probably take him. 
 
    “They’ll come when I call. Don’t know what the hubbub is at your fancy school, but it’s not our concern.” 
 
    Something swooped down behind me. I turned to find Elijah behind me. Carl looked stunned to see the wings, I doubted he knew what a Nephilim was.  
 
    “If you want me, you’ll have to go through my bodyguard first,” I said to Carl. 
 
    His eyes narrowed. “No problem.” 
 
    He shifted in mid-air, leaping at Elijah. I didn’t wait around to see what happened. I ran. 
 
    Pained yelps rang through the air. That’s the last I’ll see of Carl. 
 
    Running full tilt, I spotted the gate up ahead.  
 
    Ten feet from it, Gideon leapt out and grabbed me around the throat. He spun and we came face to face with the hunters, all aiming their weapons at us. 
 
    We’re surrounded. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Harry 
 
      
 
    Rushing down the steps, I came to a halt where the portal had closed. I started reciting the incantation to reopen it. 
 
    “Harry, what are you doing?” Janine snapped. 
 
    “We can’t leave her out there, they’ll kill her.” 
 
    “We can’t open the portal again either. They’ll get back inside and kill us all.” 
 
    She was right, but I could go through the gate instead. I just hoped Jade had the sense to run for it. 
 
    Moving to the gate, I placed a hand on the barrier to open it. “Open sesame.” 
 
    Nothing happened. 
 
    I turned to find Janine holding her hand out toward it.  
 
    “Janine? What are you doing? Open the gate!” 
 
    “I meant what I said. Those things cannot get back inside. I won’t risk everyone’s safety to save one girl.” 
 
    How could she be so callous? “If she hadn’t warned us, we’d be dead already. She made herself bait! I’ll go out alone, you can close the gate behind me.” 
 
    Janine crossed her arms. What the hell was going on with her? This wasn’t the woman I knew. And the power she had, where did that come from? 
 
    “Janine,” I growled.  
 
    “If she can make it back to the gate, I’ll let her in. But not until I know everyone is safe.” 
 
    “Then she’s as good as dead.” 
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    All the weapons were trained on us. I struggled against Gideons’ grip but couldn’t break free. His fingers were digging into my throat. From the look of the hunter’s weapons, there wouldn’t be much of me left if they started shooting. 
 
    “It’s over, Nephilim,” one man said. He carried a shotgun, but I could see the barrel was covered in symbols. They looked similar to the ones on Jessica’s axe. They must be what made it possible to kill the Nephilim. 
 
    “Wouldn’t want to shoot an innocent girl, would you?” he asked, pulling me tighter and making me gasp as he squeezed my throat. 
 
    “That’s a shifter. Innocent or not, we’ll happily shoot a wolf to get to you,” a woman sneered. 
 
    “What? You can’t do that?” I cried. They are going to shoot me! 
 
    Gideon stiffened as he looked for a way out. I wasn’t going to be blown to bits so they could get to him. 
 
    Reaching into my pocket, I searched for the broken blade. Gripping it, I swung it at his thigh, but the blade shattered on impact. What the hell was this guy made of? Steel? He didn’t even notice. 
 
    Shit. Now what? Guess there was only one thing left to try. 
 
    I swung my fist at his groin. He grunted and let me go. Nephilim or not, every man has the same weak spot.  
 
    I threw myself to the ground as gun blasts went off around me. Covering my head, I could feel debris hitting me, where bullets struck the dirt. Something thudded to the ground beside me. 
 
    I chanced a look – it was Gideon’s body, he was dead. His body ripped apart by bullets.  
 
    “Noooo.” The scream cut through the air as Elijah saw his fallen brother. He crashed down in front of him, creating a shockwave which blasted the hunters off their feet. I was knocked backward, toward the gate.  
 
    Screams filled the air as Elijah started tearing the hunters apart with his bare hands. They fell, one after the other in bloody messes. 
 
    I crawled toward the gate, if I could get inside, I would be safe. 
 
    But for how long? 
 
    Elijah wasn’t going to stop. When he finished with the hunters, he would turn his attention to us. He broke through before; he could do it again. Unless he was stopped now. 
 
    I searched the ground for a weapon that I could use on him. There were plenty to choose from, but which ones would actually kill him? 
 
    I found a knife, but there was no way I was getting that close, not after the last one broke. Tossing it aside, I looked for something else. 
 
    One hunter had almost been decapitated. Trying not to look, I removed a shotgun from his hands. It was covered in the symbols too. When I lifted it, they started to glow. I hoped that was a good sign. 
 
    Checking it was loaded, I got to my feet and aimed at Elijah. Luckily, Brett loved guns and let me shoot a few times. It wasn’t something I enjoyed, but right now I liked that I could keep my distance. 
 
    Elijah snapped a hunter’s neck and tossed him into a tree. There was a loud crack as bones broke on impact, but he couldn’t feel anything anymore. 
 
    “Hey, Elijah,” I called. My heart was hammering in my chest. If I missed, he would kill me in seconds. 
 
    So don’t miss! 
 
    Elijah turned to face me. All traces of civility were gone, he wanted everyone dead. 
 
    He didn’t even seem to see the gun as he stepped toward me. I squeezed the trigger, not expecting the kick back. I stumbled back. 
 
    The bullet grazed his shoulder. He paused, looking down at the wound. I could see a small chink of light through the wound. 
 
    He threw his hand out and a bolt of light shot toward me. I closed my eyes, waiting for it to strike. Nothing happened. 
 
    I opened my eyes to find a glowing blue forcefield around me. Confused, I glanced at the gate to find Harry there. He put up the forcefield to protect me. 
 
    “Take the shot,” he yelled. 
 
    Elijah barrelled toward me. I raised the gun and aimed for his chest. I squeezed the trigger, this time the bullet hit him squarely in the chest. Light erupted from the wound and he fell to his knees, screaming. His body seemed to break apart. 
 
    Harry grabbed my arm and dragged me back through the gate as the light exploded out of him.  
 
    When it faded, we peeked out through the gate. Elijah lay on the ground, dead. 
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    The smell of smoke hung heavy in the air, as we gathered on the bank of the lake while the hunters cremated their fallen comrades. I wondered why they didn’t transport the bodies home, but I guess it was possible that none of them had anywhere to go. Bounty hunting seemed like a lonely job.  
 
    And when you die, you get put on a pyre and turned to ash. 
 
    Most of the teachers were present and a few students. The girls seemed to be going through withdrawal now that they Nephilim were gone. I was thankful I had the bracelet.  
 
    Of the hunters left, a man in his fifties seemed to be in charge. He had an ugly scar running down the left side of his face. He used a torch to light each of the pyres in turn, then he faced the rest of us. 
 
    “We come here today to honor the dead. For those that gave up their lives to protect against a great evil. Though they knew the risks, it is never easy when we lose one of our own.” 
 
    So the hunters were their own family. How would that work when they went after the same bounty? Or maybe it was more about respect for a colleague. Either way, I couldn’t see anyone doing this for me if the Nephilim had succeeded in killing me. That thought made me sad.  
 
    I wondered which of the pyres held Jessica’s remains. I couldn’t help feeling guilty over her death. Maybe if I’d believed her…what? Gideon still would have killed her. 
 
    Harry stood nearby, dressed in a black suit. I didn’t have anything black; I had chosen a pair of jeans and a dark colored top. I didn’t think to ask for funeral clothes from Mrs. Moscovitch.  
 
    Blake allowed the hunters inside the grounds, once the danger had passed. With nothing to hunt, they were no threat. I counted seven of them left, out of maybe twenty before. They had some mettle going up against the Nephilim, I kind of admired them. 
 
    Harry glanced at me. “Are you okay?” 
 
    “Yeah. I just can’t believe that all of this goes on. The pack really kept us cut off. Who would believe there is so much suck in the world?” 
 
    “There is…a lot of suck. But there are a lot of people trying to do something about it too.” 
 
    “Yeah, I guess.” 
 
    The truth was, I wanted to be one of them. The alternative was sitting back and letting it happen. I couldn’t do that.  
 
    The lead hunter spoke a few words, before they all dispersed. Everyone headed back inside. I took a few moments, to say a silent goodbye.  
 
    There were a lot less bounty hunters in the world now. They could use help in replenishing their numbers.  
 
    Returning to the school, I knew what I wanted to do. Now to tell Harry.  
 
    As I entered the foyer, I heard angry voices from Blake’s office. Moving closer, I listened at the door to Harry and Blake arguing.  
 
    “I want to know where it came from,” Harry said. 
 
    “I think you forget, I’m in charge here. I don’t have to tell you anything,” Blake said coldly. 
 
    “I’m concerned about you, Janine. I know you had to…bend some rules to keep this place open and I understand that. But the power you had, that was beyond anything I’ve seen.” 
 
    Blake was silent for a moment. Should I go in? I didn’t want them to know that I overheard their conversation. 
 
    Then she spoke, “I suggest that if you want to keep your position here, you keep your concerns to yourself.” 
 
    “I don’t know what you’re up to, Janine, but I’ll find out.” 
 
    Why is she threatening him? What is going on? 
 
    The door opened and I jumped back as Harry emerged. I forced a smile. “Hey, there you are. I wanted to talk to you. About the classes?” 
 
    He composed himself. “What? Oh, yes. Have you made a decision?” 
 
    “I think so. But I don’t know if it’s the best idea.” 
 
    He motioned for me to follow him as we headed to the common room to talk. We settled in the chairs by the fire. Most of the students were in their rooms now, so we were alone. 
 
    “I was leaning toward…bounty hunter.” 
 
    Harry would be an awesome poker player, because he barely reacted at my suggestion, even though I’m sure he wanted to say plenty. “You understand the dangers that come with that?” he said finally, going with the diplomatic answer. 
 
    I nodded. “I know it’s dangerous, but I don’t know, I like the idea of doing some good. Especially now that I know the kinds of bad that are out there.” 
 
    “In that case, why not consider joining the SPA as an investigator?” 
 
    The Supernatural Protection Agency was our version of the police. They made sure supernaturals stayed in line and that they were punished for any crimes.  
 
    “Would they take someone like me?” 
 
    “Of course. We can tailor your courses to suit. Bounty hunting can always be your backup plan.” 
 
    A cop? I resisted the urge to laugh. If the Alpha ever found out that I had turned to the dark side, he’d pop a blood vessel. Which wouldn’t be a bad thing in my opinion. 
 
    I kind of like that idea. 
 
    “Okay. But the only way I’m going to have a shot is to figure out how to get rid of the wolves, for good.” 
 
    “I have some ideas about that.” 
 
    “Want to share?” I asked. 
 
    “You are the daughter of a werewolf, most likely one with a pack.” 
 
    “Yeah, so?” 
 
    “So, what if we try to find him? It is possible that he could use his pack to scare off the one outside?” 
 
    I laughed. “Yeah, I don’t think so. I have no idea who he is, and I doubt he would want to help his half breed daughter.” 
 
    “You don’t know that.” 
 
    I shook my head. “Knock yourself out, Harry. But don’t get your hopes up.” 
 
    While some packs had higher status than others, the chances of my father coming from one of them was extremely unlikely. I knew the kind of guys my mom liked to hook up with.  
 
    I left Harry to it and headed out to find Kol. Toby had been released from the infirmary, but Kol stuck to his guns. He had already moved on to the next conquest. I thought that was kind of sad. He was going to be leaving in a few months, I didn’t like the idea of him being out there alone. 
 
    You mean you don’t want to be alone when he leaves. 
 
    Okay, that was true too. I would miss him when he left. Good thing I had until the summer before that happened. 
 
    I found him in the cafeteria, grabbing some food. Joining him at the table, I swiped some of his fries. 
 
    “You’ll never guess what Harry plans on doing?” I said. 
 
    “What?”  
 
    “He wants to find my father. He thinks that his pack might do something about the other one. Can you believe that?” 
 
    “What’s wrong with that? It sounds like a good idea,” Kol replied, biting into his veggie burger. 
 
    “It’s stupid. He’ll never find him.” 
 
    “Harry’s pretty resourceful. Sounds to me like you don’t want him to be found.” 
 
    I stared at him for a moment. “That isn’t true,” I said finally. 
 
    “No? If he is from one of the bigger packs, your pack won’t have a choice but to do as they say.” 
 
    I knew that, I also knew he was right. I didn’t want to find him. What if he did know about me all along and did nothing about it? Or he didn’t know, but had no interest in getting to know me?  
 
    I shrugged, trying to act like it didn’t bother me. “Does it matter. He’ll never find him.” 
 
    “We’ll see.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Harry 
 
      
 
    After Jade left, I headed down to the infirmary. I didn’t tell Jade, but I had already started searching for her father. She seemed sure I wouldn’t find him, but it didn’t hurt to try. The key lay with her mother. If I could figure out where she was and what packs she interacted with, it should be easier to find him.  
 
    I still had contacts in some of the biggest packs on the continent. We kept in touch, even after Marion died. If anyone could track him down, they could. 
 
    Nurse Bobbins wasn’t in the infirmary when I arrived, so I had the place to myself.  
 
    Moving to the far wall, I ran my hand along it. There were faint traces of magic, but the whole school gave off a similar signature thanks to it being in the pocket dimension. I convinced myself that I imagined it, but now, I had to be sure. 
 
    A hidden door meant a hidden room. But what could be inside? Janine never revealed what she had to do to keep this school open, at the time I didn’t give it much thought. I was grieving and glad to have her support. She came from money, but she couldn’t fund this place by herself. Which meant there had to be something she was using to get it. Something she was selling, perhaps? But what? And to whom? 
 
    There were spells I could use, to try and break through, but they would draw attention. Nurse Bobbins would report everything back to Janine. I needed to move carefully, bide my time. I couldn’t trust anyone with this, not yet. 
 
    Janine wanted to be evasive, let her. I knew that something was going on and I planned on finding out exactly what it was.  
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