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    Chapter One  
 
    “Mira, the headmaster is going to be so disappointed with you.” Azeroth said, shaking his head.  
 
    “Yes, I know. But they shouldn’t have treated me so badly the last time.” I said, trying to block the painful memories of taunting and physical violence I had endured.  
 
    “We all know things at Vampire Academy can get tough...but that’s no excuse to just run away off the grid like that.”  
 
    The funny thing is that no one at the academy cared that I disappeared until they needed me and my secret powers. I have no idea what those powers even are, because they won’t tell me out of fear for my own safety.  
 
    So, they essentially keep me hostage, forcing me to go to this wretched school and train and hone my vampiric abilities.  
 
    That might sound fun, but it really Isn’t. I promise.  
 
    “I just want to live a normal life, Azeroth. You wouldn’t understand.”  
 
    And he wouldn’t. Azeroth has lived this life for the entirety of his existence. He’s been in the vampire game, hunting demons and sending them back to where they came.  
 
    It’s the typical life of a vampire. Although we get a bad reputation, we do serve a valuable purpose to the world. We sweep the Earth for demons and try to keep them suppressed and at bay.  
 
    I mean, if it weren’t for us, the entire world would be teeming with them. And they’d possess humans, kill them, and probably destroy the whole world as you know it.  
 
    So maybe you all should be a little more grateful instead of trying to paint us all with a broad brush.  
 
    “This is the only life I know.” he said in his husky tone.  
 
    The horse-drawn carriage pulled up to the black iron gates, which opened up as we approached.  
 
    The academy was in an incredibly rural area of Massachusetts with nothing but farmland surrounding us. It was quite beautiful and idyllic, the grass and trees rolling in the distance.  
 
    But the realities of the academy were anything but beautiful.  
 
    A lump formed in my throat and my hurt pulsed as I started to get flashbacks of all the things that happened to me. They were so traumatic that I had to use a memory swipe spell in order to suppress them and my entire time at the academy.  
 
    The carriage started to slightly bump as we travelled over the cobblestone road. The road was lengthy and lead towards the academy, a beautiful, yet dark and intimidating gothic structure.  
 
    Probably the exact place you’d be thinking about that would house vampires.  
 
    The school was originally a cathedral patterned after the Catholic church, and it certainly looked like it.  
 
    The large stone tower was grand and swept upwards with height and grace. Surrounding the main tower were flying buttresses that helped to redistribute the weight from the main tower out more evenly. Surrounding that tower were smaller, yet equally impressive gothic stone structures that served as the main academic buildings, each with pointed arch entrances. Colorful stained glass windows created breath-taking sun-rendered effects.  
 
    Obviously, the Catholic church and vampires never quite liked each other. We had gone to war against each other for centuries.  
 
    But after the Great Truce of Rome a couple hundred years ago, we kind of just decided to chill out about all that.  
 
    But I haven’t really paid that much attention in Vampire history classes, so what do I know? 
 
    We pull up right to the beautiful building, and there are other vampires standing around. Class was probably over by now, and everyone was just chatting casually outside on the grounds.  
 
    I took a step out of the carriage, and immediately eyes were on me.  
 
    I heard a gasp.  
 
    “Is that Mira?” a surprised voice said 
 
    Oh great, I didn’t want to attract this much attention.  
 
    Azeroth handed a bag of luggage to me. 
 
    “This is your uniform and everything you’re going to need for school.” he said, giving me a pat on the shoulder, “Good luck. I’m sure you’ll be hearing from the headmaster soon.”  
 
    “Thanks Azeroth.” I said through gritted teeth, taking the black leather bag out of his hand.  
 
    He walked away but his place was almost instantly replaced with a lean blonde guy with green eyes, chiseled face, and a thin nose. His lips were thin and his eyes looked like they could sparkle. 
 
    Austin Moonblood. The hottest guy in the entire school.  
 
    Every girl wants him. And he can have any girl he wanted.  
 
    My heart beats through my chest anytime I see him.  
 
    Oh, what I would do to be his….To be in his arms as he caresses me gently.  
 
    But no...I can’t. 
 
    There’s something about him that’s eating at me. Something really bad, but I cannot exactly figure out what.  
 
    Ah shit, it’s the memory suppression still lingering. I’m not exactly sure what’s bugging me about him, but I get a bad feeling at the pit of my stomach. 
 
    “Austin...how are you?” I ask, blushing 
 
    “Better, now that you’re here.” he said, raising his eyebrow, “I never knew that you were coming back, Mira. When you left, I really missed you.”  
 
    “You missed me?” I said, swooning inside.  
 
    I couldn’t believe a guy as hot as him would actually miss me. Don’t get me wrong. I’m not hideous, but I’m not the most beautiful girl either. I’m kind of a plain-jane. I don’t ever remember getting attention from guys this hot.  
 
    “Austin...forgive me but my memory is kind of fuzzy right now.” I said, laughing nerovously 
 
    He raised an eyebrow and looked at me with a puzzled expression.  
 
    “Wait, did you swipe your memory or something?” he asked 
 
    My eyebrows popped in the air, “Uh...yeah I did. How’d you know?” 
 
    “I could sense the magic on you. I couldn’t tell exactly what it was, but I could sense that something was….off.” he said, his nostrils flaring open.  
 
    He could smell the magic on me. Which isn’t a surprise at all given that magic itself tends to come with a strong scent.  
 
    Depending on which spell you use, the smell shifts. It could smell as lovely as a bouquet of roses or as pungent as dirty socks. By rule, light magic tends to smell good and dark magic tends to smell bad.  
 
    A memory swipe is generally considered “neutral.” So the scent is subtle, usually the smell of freshly cleaned laundry.  
 
    Of course I hadn’t forgotten everything my magic wasn’t that great. But the moment I arrived back on campus, I was smacked right in the face with a bunch of latent memories that were slowly trickling back into my consciousness.  
 
    “You remember where your dorm is, right?” he asked 
 
    “Yeah, Redstone Hall….I do remember….” I said, trailing off and gazing into the distance.  
 
    In front of me walks an older man in his fifties. His face was pale and wrinkled, black hair with grey coming around the edges, lines near the creases of his eyelids giving away his age. He was pretty thin and dressed in a black cloak that flowed in the air. He looked pretty worried as he proceeded towards me.  
 
    Instinctively, I tensed up. I could tell that he’s an authority figure. 
 
    “Mr. Longfang. I’d like to talk with Ms. Parker alone, please.” he said in an authoritative tone.  
 
    “Of course, Headmaster Volkov.” Austin said regrettably, giving me a wink before gracefully departing.  
 
    Volkov’s brown eyes narrowed on me. 
 
    “It’s a pleasure to have you back Mira Turner. It’s been a long month without you.” 
 
    I blinked rapidly.  
 
    “A month? It felt….longer.” 
 
    “Well, when you wipe your own memory, I guess it can mess with your understanding of time.” he said, “You must not remember how grave of an offense that you committed.” 
 
    My heart skipped. I knew this was bad, even though I was unsure of the degree or severity of it.  
 
    I gulped. Before I could say anything, he cut me off.  
 
    “Running away from Vampire Academy can result in a year or more in the dungeons if caught.” 
 
    Damn, what happened to me must have been really rough if I were willing to risk imprisonment to just run away.  
 
    “Sorry Headmaster. I don’t know why I did what I did, but please don’t lock me in any dungeon. I don’t do well without sunlight. I mean, how do you expect me to keep my tan?” 
 
    He took a deep breath and closed his eyes in frustration. 
 
    “Look, it seems like you have forgotten a lot, so let me fill you in a bit. This is your third year at the academy. You haven’t been a stellar pupil to say the least… You dropped out due to personal conflicts you had with the other vampires-in-training. We debated letting you just stay away from the campus until we got notice that demons have started breaching the realm far more often than before. They are getting more powerful, and we need as many vampires as we can get. So we had no choice but to take you back from your cozy life of pretending to be a lazy, videogame-playing human.” 
 
    “Wait...does this mean that I won’t get to play my video games as much anymore?” I asked 
 
    “Sorry kiddo, there are more pressing matters to deal with than your silly little hobbies. Go unpack your bags in the dorm. I assume you forgot where it is.” he said, pointing behind me.  
 
    I turned my head to see a grey, three-story dorm building made of grey brick. It was beautifully constructed and matched the gothic architecture of the campus with stone steps leading up to an arched doorway with a dark brown wooden door. The windows looked worn by years of rough weather, but they had a certain character to them. Green hedges surrounded the periphery with orange-colored roses.  
 
    When I turned my head around, Headmaster Volkov was gone, dust lingering in the air where he once stood, other students staring at me in the background. 
 
    I threw the bag strap around my shoulder and turned around to proceed to my dorm. As I continued walking, I could see the other students whispering? 
 
    What are they talking about? I wondered.  
 
    I knew they were talking about me. I could feel their eyes dagger into my back as I continued walking away towards the dorm.  
 
    Climbing up the stone stairs and stepping inside, can feel a rush of energy crash into my body. The inside of the dorm was simply beautiful. Checker-board patterned black and white marble floors, a sweeping spiral staircase at the back of the lobby that led upstairs. A stunning white stone statue of an Eagle, the school mascot, sits in the center.  
 
    I weave my way through a few students and get some curious stares and whispers. 
 
    I can hear you.  
 
    While walking up the stairs, I feel my body being magnetically pulled into the upcoming hallway. I reach the top of the stairs and begin walking down it. The hallway was dark, with floating candles lighting the pathway. The floors were dark grey cobblestone and the walls were made of chillingly cold grey stone. It smelt like an old church, like I was walking down hallowed grounds.  
 
    Closer. Closer. Closer. I heard in my ear. I couldn’t tell where this voice was coming from, but it felt so...good.  
 
    You know that feeling you get when you’re wrapped in the warm, comforting arms of a loved one or when you’re sitting in front of a plate of your grandmother’s delicious chocolate chip cookies?  
 
    That’s how I was feeling right now.  
 
    My body was just moving, and I couldn’t control it. I was like a fish caught on a hook.  
 
    I probably should be panicking, but I just can’t. Because it feels so right. 
 
    My legs stop.  
 
    I break out of my trance, and I’m standing in front of a dark brown oak door. 
 
    Room 202. 
 
    I place my hand on the doorknob and a jolt of electricity runs up my spine. My eyes widen and the hair on my arm stands up.                
 
    This is home. 
 
    I turn the knob open, and swing open the door to my room. As soon as my eyes lay eyes on it, I start feeling the connection grow even stronger. But I’m still not completely there.  
 
    I scan the room to get a good look.  
 
    It definitely feels like home, even though I’m still processing everything. The white drywall is covered with posters of my favorite boy band. The bed looks comfy, and there are two in the room, which I assume would be for the roommate. My comforter is my favorite color, dark purple. There’s a laptop sitting at the desk that’s placed right in front of the window that overlooks the entire campus.  
 
    But there was something else that caught my attention.  
 
    I could feel myself being internally moved towards a stone, a stone that sits right on top of the desk right next to the laptop, shining green.  
 
    Touch me. Touch me. 
 
    My insides tremble and my eyes water. My body starts moving towards it, and I can feel myself explode on the inside.  
 
    My fingers shake as I reach closer. It’s like a magnet, and my body feels like pure metal. 
 
    My fingertip touches the surface and a ripple of pure energy washes over me. My mouth gapes open as I take in a breath of fresh air.  
 
    Holy shit, that was powerful.  
 
    Colors fly across my eyes, and what looks like a bunch of photographs rush across my sight like a movie. It felt like forever, but I knew it was only a few seconds.  
 
    I snatch my hand back from the stone and take a few steps trembling backwards. A few beads of sweat drop down my forehead.  
 
    Slowly, my memories came back to me.  
 
    “A memory stone.” I mumbled.  
 
    I placed my memories in that stone before I took the amnesia potion and ran away from the academy.  
 
    The stone itself looks like a normal stone to all except the vampire that places the spell on it. So, no one would be the wiser to my use of that illegal magic.  
 
    Using magic to alter or manipulate memories is against the rules for vampires. Well, it’s not the biggest rule. It’s not like I drank blood from a human or anything. Doing that would get me banished from vampire society forever. However, it’s still against the rules.  
 
    It’s not a super-major rule, but it’s definitely enough to get me in some pretty significant trouble with the higher vampires if they ever caught adrift.  
 
    I placed my memories in that stone so I could access them if I ever needed them again. Think of it as an external hard drive for your computer. Pretty smart move by me, if I say so myself.  
 
    “I’m surprised it worked.” I said to myself.  
 
    I mean, I really was. Because, I’m not the greatest when it comes to casting spells. So, it was a risk when I decided to use magic to lock my own memory away.  
 
    But hey, it worked out I guess. 
 
    “Mira, you’re back!” I heard a surprised voice say from behind me.  
 
    I turned around to see a girl dressed in a dark green sweater and a black skirt with high-legged socks that almost hit her kneecaps. She had long, flowing black hair and sharp green eyes. Her face was youthful and innocent, and completely stunning.  
 
    I could tell that I knew her, but her name escaped me. My memories were still settling in. 
 
    “I know you, but I can’t remember your name.”  
 
    “Oh...You must have wiped your memory didn’t you? I told you not to do that, but you kept insisting to learn how. I’m Isadora Mellencamp, your roommate and best friend.” 
 
    A smile crept across my face. 
 
    “I knew I got a good feeling from you.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, the memories should start to fade back in slowly if you touched the memory stone again.” 
 
    “Why did I try to wipe my memory in the first place?” I asked 
 
    “Well….it’s complicated.” she said, crossing her arms, “You were getting bullied so badly by Chase, Ryan, and Austin that you just had to leave.” 
 
    My eyebrows popped up. Bullied? By that hot guy that I met earlier. He was so nice to me, I could barely understand.  
 
    “I met a guy named Austin just a few minutes ago. He was really nice. It’s hard for me to believe that he’s a bully.” 
 
    “Oh man, you really did wipe your memory didn’t you?” she said in disbelief, as she arched an eyebrow. 
 
    “Were they that bad?” I asked. 
 
    I could tell the undertext of what she was saying. For some reason I’ve always been really good at detecting those kinds of cues.  
 
    “They’re really bad.” she said with emphasis, “They are the three biggest bullies in the entire school. But they’re super hot.” she said 
 
    “If they are such notorious bullies, then why are they still students here? Did no one want to kick them out?” 
 
    “When you have as much money and influence as they have, you can do whatever you want…” she said, trailing off. 
 
    Rich boys? They’re the worst. They think that because they have a lot of money they can do whatever they want and treat people however they want. They think they can behave with impunity, hurting and exploiting people.  
 
    But I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t somewhat jealous of them. There must be something nice about having that much power.  
 
    I mean, I’d be much nicer with the power of course. I wouldn’t use it to exploit or hurt others. I’d be kind with it and use if I had the opportunity to. But of course, I’d never have that kind of opportunity. Not all of us are born lucky, and life is deeply unfair. 
 
    “Well, hopefully I don’t run into them I guess.” I said, wondering if they were all as hot as advertised.  
 
    “How much did you really forget?” she asked 
 
    “I feel like the memories are slowly coming back, but it will take some time. I can’t believe I would really run away because of bullying.”  
 
    “They got you really bad. They did some messed up stuff to you, but when they poured yellow paint on your head during your dance recital, it was the final straw.”  
 
    “Yellow?” I said, disgusted. I hate the color yellow.  
 
    “It just feels like my life was a lie. I had a boyfriend and I was playing video games with him only a day ago, and now I remember that I had a secret vampire life that I didn’t even know about?”  
 
    The feeling was overwhelming. It was like the entire room was spinning around me. I just wanted to pinch myself and hope that I was waking up from a truly absurd dream.  
 
    Isadora placed her hand on my shoulder and looked in my eyes with empathy. Man, she had some really pretty eyes. It felt like they were casting a spell on me. 
 
    “You’ll be fine. Trust me.”  
 
    I could feel a sense of warmth come over me as she held my shoulder. I placed my hand on hers and gave her a smile.  
 
    “You really are my friend.” I said, “I can just feel it.”  
 
    “You’re so stupid sometimes, but I really care about you.”  
 
    She leaned in and gave me a hug, catching me off guard. I returned the hug, letting the warmth take over me. It felt good and right.  
 
    This was such a whirlwind of an experience, but I’m glad that there’s someone that I can at least hold onto and trust.  
 
    “I think that the effects of the memory swipe will ware off in a week or so. Until then, you won’t be able to access your entire memory. But I can feel something….You feel different.” She said, looking at me with an arched eyebrow.  
 
    “What…what do you mean?” I said, confused 
 
    “I can’t put my finger on it, but there’s something about you that’s off. I can sense it in your aura.” 
 
    “My aura?” I said, confused 
 
    “Oh dear, you really have forgotten everything. Aura is your magical essence. We all have one, but only those born with the gift to read auras can detect them. Fortunately, I’m one of them.” 
 
    “Oh…I have no idea what any of that means, but it sounds nice.” 
 
    “That’s not surprising, given your grades last term. I mean, you like failed almost everything.” She said, chuckling, “But it’s because you don’t really try. You kept staying up, playing with your spirit orb.” 
 
    “Spirit orb? Like, something that I can use to communicate with spirits?” I asked 
 
    My memory has started to come back a little bit.  
 
    “Yeah, you tried to communicate with your father. He died, remember?” she said, looking at me sadly. 
 
    My father? I could barely remember him, but I could feel a tinge of pain when she brought it up. I had mixed feelings though. I couldn’t tell if the pain was there because I missed him, or if because I had really negative feelings about him.  
 
    But something certainly happened with my father, although I’m not completely sure what it was. There was an event that happened with him that shaped me.  
 
    I feel really strongly about it, like there’s a storm brewing inside me. My heart begins to flutter and I can feel the heat churn inside my system.  
 
    “What was my relationship with my father like?” I ask Isadora 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders, “You never wanted to talk about it. It’s one of the few things you keep from me.”  
 
    I exhale deeply. If I really didn’t want to talk about it, then that must mean that I really had some strongly negative feelings about the man. It had to be sensitive and hurt.  
 
    Oh well, there’s not much I can do about that now.  
 
    “So what now?” I ask Isadora 
 
    “Well, it’s 6 pm. Dinner’s started, if you want to come.” She said in a cheery tone.  
 
    My stomach was grumbling. I certainly was hungry, as I had left for this trip before putting anything in it.  
 
    “I could certainly use some food. Can you show me the way, I forgot where the cafeteria is.”  
 
    She gestured towards me, as we walked out of the room, through the hallway and down the stairs, weaving through other students and trying not to run into them.  
 
    The faces of the other students seemed pretty familiar, although I couldn’t put my finger on exactly who they were. I could tell however, that I certainly had an experience with each and every one of them. But the vague feelings I had towards some were certainly stronger than others.  
 
    There were some whispers as I walked through the main quad, getting a few stares from others. They were gossiping. My heart sank, as I could feel their judgement pressing upon me. I don’t know why, but I’ve always had a knack for knowing when people were talking about me, and if it was intended to be negative or not.  
 
    Oh God, do I hate gossip.  
 
    To take my mind off of it, I try to take in the surroundings.  
 
    This place was absolutely beautiful. So beautiful, in fact, that I questioned why I’d ever want to leave in the first place.  
 
    There were pine trees on the campus grounds and in the surrounding area, giving a fresh pine-scented aroma in the air that really resonated with me. It was like living in a real-life car freshener.  
 
    Each building had rosebushes in front and beautiful, colorful birds flocked through the air, giving off sparkly trails as they flew by that looked like magic.  
 
    The buildings were of course of gothic architecture, giving off the feeling of being prestigious and classic, making me feel refined and cultured.  
 
    The sidewalks sparkled as I walked on them, causing me to blink my eyes rapidly.  
 
    “What’s in the concrete? Diamonds?” I asked Isadora, semi-sarcastically.  
 
    She giggled. “Oh no, of course not. Those are dark crystals. They keep the vampire hunters at bay.”  
 
    “Vampire hunters?” I asked 
 
    “Yeah, but don’t worry. There are more of us than of them. And we are much more powerful. Anyways, the crystals around campus help to confuse them by not giving us away. Vampires give off dark energy, and these crystals project enough light energy that no one would ever suspect that we are here in the first place.”  
 
    “Hmm…” I said, deep in thought.  
 
    I had like a million questions, but before I could even ask them, we were standing smack dab in front of the dining hall.  
 
    It was large and stunningly beautiful. It was dark grey, made of stone, and had large church-like stained glass windows. It was so beautiful that I could sit there and stare at it for hours. 
 
    There were a bunch of steps that led up to a door that lead up to a bat’s mouth-shaped door.  
 
    Pretty cool and unique.  
 
    Others were filing in to the cafeteria, and I followed Isadora through the door.  
 
    “This jogging your memory yet?” she asked, coyly.  
 
    The insides were a stunning black marble, so beautiful that I felt uncomfortable even walking across it. My shoes made loud clacking noises as I dared to step across something as beautiful as a Mozart painting. The walls were lined with classical paintings of old vampires that I assume were probably important in some way, a lantern fixed next to each, illuminating their faces.  
 
    The orange light of the setting sun, filtered through the stained windows, creating a beautiful rainbow-colored display across the floor and over the oval-shaped wooden tables across the dining hall floor.  
 
    Silver platters of steaming meat, potatoes, and vegetables sat on each of the simply large tables. There were about twenty of them, and each was large enough to seat about ten people.  
 
    There were of course students sitting at them, and the hall was abuzz with chatter. Some more eyes targeted me, as I followed Isadora. I wanted to clutch onto her for some sort of protection, but I didn’t want to be rude.  
 
    A really cute boy with hair as dark as night gave me a wink. I could feel my face redden as I turned away. He gestured with his head towards me, trying to get me to sit next to him.  
 
    Before I could say anything, Isadora protested.  
 
    “No, absolutely not. I won’t let you sit next to Teddy.” 
 
    “What’s wrong with him?” I asked 
 
    “He’s literally a psycho and one of your biggest enemies.”  
 
    But for some reason, I had a good feeling about him. I didn’t get a negative gut feeling that I did when I first met Austin. In fact, I could say that my gut was pointing me in a positive direction.  
 
    “I think I should sit next to him.” I said 
 
    “Are you insane?” Isadora said in an astonished tone.  
 
    She really couldn’t believe what I had wanted to do. But I had an internal instinct that told me that it wasn’t a bad choice.  
 
    Personally, I try to follow my gut instinct. It’s really one of my defining traits, and what my mother always told me to do when I was a child.  
 
    “What did he do to me? I can’t remember.” I said 
 
    “He’s friends with two of the biggest assholes in the entire school.” 
 
    “But did he personally do anything bad to me?”  
 
    “No, but he’s still friends with people you shouldn’t trust.”  
 
    I sighed. I really wanted to go with my gut instinct, but that would probably get me in some deep trouble.  
 
    I’m thinking with my hormones, not my head.  
 
    If this girl who claims to be my best friend says it’s a bad idea, then It probably is.  
 
    “Fine, you’re right.” I said 
 
    We parked at another table away from Teddy and his hot friends. I was still disappointed, because I wanted to meet him and remind myself why I’m not supposed to get along with him.  
 
    And if I’m being totally honest, he’s hot as hell and I could spend a few good hours staring into his adonis-like face.  
 
    The smell of the food infiltrated my nostrils and made my mouth water. I took the meat and cut it open, red blood began to spill out.  
 
    “The meat…is rare.” I said, surprised.  
 
    “Yeah, you do remember you’re a vampire, right?” Isadora said with a raised eyebrow. 
 
    Something about this meat just called to me with an intensity that I hadn’t felt before. My mouth began to water so much, I could swear that it was a waterfall. My nostrils flared and my eyes widened. I could feel a primal urge begin to stir inside me. The hairs on my body all stood up and a lump formed in my throat.  
 
    The red blood looked so….good.  
 
    I felt like a fox looking directly into a henhouse. I was ready to pounce upon it.  
 
    I took a huge chunk of the meat and shoved it in my mouth. I began chewing with a voracious might, and the blood tasted like an intoxicatingly good potion.  
 
    My eyes rolled to the back of my head in total euphoria. I was in pleasure. This felt good. This felt right.  
 
    It was like a part of myself that was missing had been returned.  
 
    I was in a natural state. Things were as they were supposed to be.  
 
    Before I knew it, I put another portion of meat in my mouth, and another. I devoured it with such quickness, that I’m sure that I looked foolish to the others sitting at the table.  
 
    “This is so good...I’ve never had anything like it.” I said 
 
    “Sure you have…but I guess this is what happens when you forgo blood as a vampire. You just can’t help yourself from tearing up your food.” She said, chuckling.  
 
    “You might want this.” I heard a male voice say from my left.  
 
    I looked up and saw a really handsome brown-haired, blue-eyed guy with a perfectly structured face, with thin lips and a perfectly arched eyebrows, handing me a table napkin.  
 
    I felt totally embarrassed.  
 
    “You kind of have a bit of a mess all over your face.” He said.  
 
    “Oh…thanks.” I said, blushing. I took the napkin from him and began wiping my face with it. Looking down, I could see the redness of the blood cover almost the entire thing.  
 
    “I must of looked terrible.” I said 
 
    “Nah, it’s no big deal. It happens to all of us when we go without blood for an extended period of time. You were gone for over a month. And without the blood we’re provided at the academy, there’s not much else you can consume that’s authorized, right.” He said, chuckling.  
 
    “Oh…uh…right.” I said, blushing.  
 
    What did he mean by authorized?  
 
    “So, why did you run away, Mira?” he said 
 
    “Uhm….I’m not sure actually. I….well this is embarrassing to admit….but I wiped my memory and it’s still recovering.”  
 
    He arched an eyebrow and placed his index finger on his chin in deep thought.  
 
    Oh my God, his face is so cute that I want to just scream. I wish I could take his picture and just put it on my wall as a poster.  
 
    Focus, Mira. Focus! 
 
    “She really ran away because of what you and your gang did to her. Don’t act so innocent, Paul.” Isadora said to him in an irritated tone.  
 
    He cringed, “Well look, I’m sorry if I ever did anything bad to you.”  
 
    “If? What do you mean by if?” Isadora said, “You literally spread a rumor around the entire school that she’s dating a werewolf! You know the type of damage that can do to a girl’s reputation!”  
 
    “Hey, hey, calm down there. I thought it was just a joke, and I didn’t even start the rumor.” 
 
    “But you repeated it?” she said in an inquisitive tone 
 
    “Yeah, I mean the rumor kind of got around. And I might of played a part in it, but I truly didn’t mean to hurt anyone. It was just meant to be taken as a joke. I mean it.” He said, trying to sound as sincere as possible.  
 
    I had a tough time discerning whether or not he was being honest or whether he was just bullshitting me. What’s his angle? What’s his game?  
 
    But then again, I’ve always been the absolute worst when it came to dealing with men. They’re just so much harder to figure out for me.  
 
    Guys tend to lie. That’s just what they do. But I don’t want to throw this guy away without at least giving him somewhat of a chance.  
 
    That would be the right thing to do, wouldn’t it?  
 
    “What’s so bad about dating a werewolf?” I said 
 
    Isadora palmed her face and Paul chuckled.  
 
    “Man, I can’t wait until your entire memory is restored.” She said, “Werewolves are our biggest enemies and are like the biggest threat to our existence as a species. They’re totally evil, and we even went to war with them once.”  
 
    “No way. Just like Twilight, or something?” I asked 
 
    “Oh, it’s much more brutal than anything that could’ve ever happened in Twilight.” She said, “But that’s besides the point. Vampires hate werewolves. We just do. So it’s social suicide to be dating a werewolf. Period.”  
 
    She sounded really serious. But if dating a werewolf could cause that much damage to my reputation, then I guess Paul shouldn’t be trusted either.  
 
    Still, he looked at me with his tempting eyes and cocked his eyebrow sexily. I had to stop myself from swooning.  
 
    “I’m a changed man, Mira. In the month that you’ve been gone, I’ve done a lot of growing up.”  
 
    “Hmm…” I said, skeptically, “Let’s just cut to the chase. I’m sure you’re going to give me an apology, and I accept it. Only because my memory’s not working right now, and It’s much easier if I start everyone on a blank slate than holding grudges.” 
 
    “Well…actually I think I’m going to take advantage of your swiped memory.” He said, clearing  his throat, “Mira, would you like to go on a date with me?”  
 
    “A date?!?!” I said in confusion.  
 
    I don’t know this guy. I mean, I know him, but I do not remember him at all. And from what I do know of him, he’s been a terrible person to me and has been a tormentor. Of course I shouldn’t go on a date with him. Who would ever do that? It would be such an incredibly stupid decision. 
 
    But my heart tells me otherwise.  
 
    A lump forms in my throat, as I look at him. He’s absolutely gorgeous.  
 
    His eyes shimmer in the light, and his cheekbones are so defined they look as if they could’ve been carved from onyx. His hair is perfectly tussled on his head, and I could run my fingers through them all day.  
 
    He’s an absolutely perfect man. A man that they only seem to make in fantasies.  
 
    “Absolutely not.” Isadora interrupted 
 
    “I was asking her.” Paul said, annoyed. 
 
    “And I’m speaking for her. I’m not going to let you just try to manipulate this situation to your advantage.” She said 
 
    My instincts were telling me to accept the date. He’s smoking hot, charming, and has a certain allure about himself that’s hard to really put my finger on. But I can certainly say that I have a positive visceral reaction towards him.  
 
    But my brain is telling me not to do it. Like my best friend says, he’s probably trouble.  
 
    “She’s right, Paul.” I had to say regrettably, “Sorry, but I have to turn you down. At least until I get my memory back.”  
 
    He had a disappointed look on his face. He shrugged his shoulders before getting up from the table.  
 
    “I’ll see you again.” He said, his eyebrows arched.  
 
    He turned around and began to walk away. His gait was so incredibly sexy, and his butt was so cute as it bounced in the air as he continued to step away.  
 
    I’m not going to lie. I was totally gawking at this guy.  
 
    “Smart move.” Isadora said, “That guy’s trouble.”  
 
    “A little trouble never hurt anyone.” I said, still internally swooning over Paul’s hotness  
 
    Isadora looked at me with concern.  
 
    “I don’t want you to get yourself hurt. You don’t know what those guys are capable of.”  
 
    She was right. But, to be honest, that’s what was part of their appeal for me. I don’t know these guys. But the danger that they’re capable of just….turns me on. I’ve always been a sucker for the bad boys who break the rules.  
 
    The guys that I used to date were generally nice. And they weren’t bad relationships. But there was something else yearning inside me. I wanted excitement. I wanted drama. I wanted passion. And those things can only be fulfilled by men that are willing to stand up against the status quo and be a bit of a rebel.  
 
    “You know…I kind of like bad boys.” I said, looking longingly into the remains of my food.  
 
    “You’re being foolish. The Elite Vampires are ones you don’t mess with. Paul, Austin, George. They are the ones who will ruin you if they get the chance.”  
 
    I don’t know why, but maybe I should give them that chance.  
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    Chapter Two 
 
    This vampire stuff is a lot harder than I thought it would be. I mean, it’s like high school, but everyone has superpowers. Unfortunately, that doesn’t mean that they’re any more nicer or more mature. Everyone is still a terrible person…just like regular high school.  
 
    And there’s no better example of this than Melinda Van Housen.  
 
    Melinda is a third year vampire, the same year as me. She’s incredibly pretty, thin, and has platinum blonde hair. Her eyes are as blue as the ocean. That eye color runs in her family. 
 
    There’s a rumor that her family’s eyes are so blue because they made a deal with the angels themselves, the protectors of heaven.  
 
    So, she’s basically part angel-part vampire. At least, that’s what the rumors are. She won’t confirm them.  
 
    But even though she’s potentially a partial-angel, you wouldn’t be able to tell by her attitude and demeanor.  
 
    Melinda is a total bitch.  
 
    She’s mean, cruel, vindictive and petty. The worst attributes that you can have as a girl. I mean, they’re bad on everyone, but when you’re as pretty as her you can really weaponize them in ways that others cannot.  
 
    In short, Melinda is the queen bee of the school.  
 
    The moment I set my eyes on her, I could feel an intensely negative feeling in the pit of my stomach. And that’s a bummer, considering that I slept so well last night, my first night back at the academy. 
 
    She smirks as she walks towards me. Her red heels clacking on the marble floors in the hallways. All the other vampire pupils get out of her way as she and her other three friends walk in my direction.  
 
    She has the smuggest look on her face, a look so infuriating that I want to just smack if off her face.  
 
    “What’s up chicken head? Where’s your other half?” she said to me, with a vicious smile.  
 
    “Excuse me?”  
 
    “Oh yeah, I forgot. Your memory is gone. You must not remember me. I’m-” 
 
    “I know who you are, Melinda.” I said interrupting her.  
 
    My memory might have swiped but that was one thing that I certainly was not going to forget. I mean, if I could forget this girl trust me I would. I can’t remember the specific reasons why I hate her, but I just hate her.  
 
    “Glad to see I was important enough for your tiny little brain to remember.” She said, mocking me.  
 
    “What do you want?” I said, trying to sound as mean as possible.  
 
    She chuckled, unnerved.  
 
    “Everyone is talking about how you came back to the school after just disappearing on us. We just wanted to ask why you left?” 
 
    I scoffed at her, and then looked at her with scorn.  
 
    “I’m not going to tell you that.” I said, sternly 
 
    “I’m sure you don’t but I already got to the bottom of it. Paul told me.”  
 
    “Paul?” I said, taken aback.  
 
    “Yeah, we had a little chat last night about it.”  
 
    “Oh, so you and Paul are a couple?” 
 
    She smirked again, while raising an eyebrow, “Our relationship is…complicated. But we still talk to each other everyday.”  
 
    I felt a bit disappointed. I mean, I didn’t really know Paul, and I knew that he was allegedly trouble. But I still kind of had a bit of a crush on him.  
 
    “The bullying made you leave.” She said.  
 
    She looked pretty satisfied.  
 
    “Does that make you happy?” I asked 
 
    “My only disappointment is that you returned.” She said, “I suggest you reverse your decision and leave.”  
 
    My eyebrows popped in the air in surprise. Who the hell is this little bitch to tell me what to do? Who does she think she is?  
 
    “Remind me again, why do you hate me?”  
 
    She had a look of disingenuous pity on her face while her friends chuckled behind her.  
 
    “Mira, everyone hates you. You’re pathetic and a disgrace on vampire society. I mean just look at you. You don’t come from wealth, prestige, or any sort of elite family.” She said 
 
    “Ah, so you hate me because I’m not wealthy or elite. So you’re just a shitty person?” I said, “You know I forgot nearly everything from having my memory swiped, but I still had the gut instinct that you were a terrible person from the moment I laid my eyes on you.”  
 
    She narrowed her eyes at me. I could tell that she wasn’t happy that I was mouthing off at her, but I didn’t care. I was glad that I could just speak my mind to her. It felt so liberating, being able to tell this little bitch off.  
 
    She leaned in close and wrapped her finger around my hair. I was caught off guard, and then swiped her hand away. 
 
    “You have such pretty hair, Mira. It would be a shame if something bad were to happen to it.” She said 
 
    A vague threat? Not surprising coming from her.  
 
    “What are you going to do? Chop it off?” I asked, somewhat nervously 
 
    This is a crazy girl. I can just tell, and I know that. I would not put it past her to do something like that. She gives the wicked smile, subtle one. 
 
    “no, I was just complementing it. And, I've heard that Paul actually likes it as well.” She said 
 
    I blushed when she said Paul's name. Does he really like my hair? Oh no, she has to be lying. I can't trust a word that comes out of her mouth. 
 
    “Do you like Paul?” she asked 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You like him, don’t you?”  
 
    “No way.” 
 
    “Your aura says otherwise.” She said, lifting an eyebrow. 
 
    Oh shit, this bitch can read auras too? I take a step back, pressed against my locker. I feel as unsure of myself as ever.  
 
    “I don’t trust him. He was a bully of mine.”  
 
    “Of course you say that, but I don’t believe it for a second.” She said, “If you want to date Paul, go ahead. He’s yours for the taking.”  
 
    Her friends looked pretty surprised and started whispering to each other.  
 
    I felt the nerves inside me build up. I just needed to get out of there as quickly as possible.  
 
    “I have a class to head to, see you later.” I said, walking past that group of hell harpies as quickly as I could.  
 
    There’s nothing worse than standing around a group of girls that are as outwardly aggressive and cruel as these ladies very clearly are.  
 
    I could hear them whisper and chuckle behind my back as I walked further and further away from them.  
 
    Eyes of the other students were on me, and I could tell that they were listening in on the drama that was going down between me and the group of mean girls.  
 
    I wanted to tell them to stop staring, to leave me alone. But I didn’t want to mess up my reputation when I just arrived back.  
 
    Fresh start. Fresh start.  
 
    I kept saying that inside my head, as I walked up the beautiful, crystal and sparkly staircase with golden rails that lead up to the next floor of the academy.  
 
    The ceiling was dark blue and filled with the constellations of space, shooting stars flying across and sparkling stars glistening in my eye.  
 
    This was the top floor, where they teach the night arts. The night arts are some of the most deadly forms of magic that a vampire can use….if I remember correctly.  
 
    There’s not much I still remember about the techniques, but I can vaguely remember that I’m not supposed to use any of them unless in grave danger.  
 
    I enter room 404, a backpack filled with books and a head filled with not much else.  
 
    The thin teacher with pale skin, pointed ears, and red eyes focused his eyes on me as soon as I entered the door.  
 
    “Mira. Pleasure to see you again.” He said 
 
    “Thank you Mr…” I said, embarrassingly not being able to pull up his name in my memory 
 
    “Blueblood. My name is Mr. Blueblood.” He corrected, “Perhaps it wasn’t the wisest idea for you to wipe your memory clean after all.” 
 
    “Oh yeah…of course.” I said, cringing in embarrassment.  
 
    He gestured towards a large oval wooden table with about twelve kids already seated.  
 
    Oh shit, it’s Austin.  
 
    And he’s hotter than even before…if that were even possible.  
 
    He winked at me, and I turned my head as I blushed.  
 
    There were two seats open. One was right next to him, and the other was across from him.  
 
    Great…two terrible options.  
 
    I decided to sit across from him, wedging myself in between two other girls and sliding in the cold wooden seat. I tried my best to avoid eye contact with him, but I could feel his sexy face grinning at me.  
 
    “Ms. Parker, I’m hoping that you’ve kept enough of your memory that you can remember Intra-dimensional shadow physics.” Mr. Moonblood said 
 
    I laughed nervously. 
 
    “Sorry, but I’m still regaining my memory. It’s going to take a little while.” I said, tapping my forehead.  
 
    He lifted an eyebrow and looked disappointed.  
 
    “Well, you have a bit of catching up to do. You have to make up an exam that you missed, otherwise you will fail the course and have to repeat next year.” 
 
    Repeat next year? Oh boy, these couple of minutes have been enough of the class for a lifetime.  
 
    It’s hard to explain, but this guy was giving off some serious authoritarian vibes. He wasn’t really pleasant at all, and his pointed facial features made him look like he walked right out of a fascist propaganda poster.  
 
    “When do I have to take it?” I said 
 
    “Next week.” He said.  
 
    He then turned his attention to the rest of the class.  
 
    “Is there anyone that would like to help Ms. Parker prepare for the exam?”  
 
    Paul’s hand shot straight up in the air.  
 
    “Excellent.” Mr. Moonblood said. 
 
    “I’m not sure that’s such a good idea-” 
 
    “Nonsense.” Mr. Moonblood cut me off with certainty, “Paul is an excellent student, and you’re lucky that he offered to catch you up.”  
 
    My eyes shifted to Paul, who was smiling at me smugly. I had an ominous feeling inside of me. Why would he want to help me if he were my enemy? What’s he planning? What’s his endgame here? 
 
    There was something about Paul. It’s hard to put into words, but my emotions about him are….complicated to say the least. He has such an attractiveness about him. His face looks like it was carved by God himself. His shoulders are wide and broad, and his pecs pop through his shirt. His arms squeeze the limits of his sleeves. Everything about him makes my insides swoon.  
 
    Paul there’s also this…inauthenticity about him that makes it hard for me to really trust him. He has this look on his face that makes me feel like he’s plotting something, like he’s got other plans for me.  
 
    Damn it, I wish I could remember why he’s supposed to be my enemy. Why am I not supposed to trust him? 
 
    “Okay class, turn to page 207. Today we will be discussing the effects of using dragon stones to project heat into the third dimension.” 
 
    What? I was in utter confusion as he explained something that might as well been a foreign language to me. He went on and on for about an hour, as I tried to take notes and follow along but ultimately found myself incapable of even being able to do that.  
 
    He stood up at the board and wrote a bunch of symbols, doing equations that ended up resembling hieroglyphics. I must have gone cross-eyed trying to decipher all of that.  
 
    The bell rung, and I stood up from my desk, looking disappointedly at the chicken scratch that I took for notes. I had absolutely no idea what any of I wrote actually meant. I closed the notebook and shoved it into my bag, beginning to depart.  
 
    I have no idea how I’m supposed to do the assigned homework tonight. 
 
    “I can’t wait to tutor you.” Austin said, his large, masculine presence right next to me.  
 
    “Maybe I should find someone else.” I said 
 
    He smirked, “Let me help you. I know how to do this stuff.” 
 
    Well, Mr. Blueblood did say that he’s an excellent student. I looked up at his sexy face, his eyes sparkling. But my conscious was telling me that beneath his gorgeous facade there was danger.  
 
    “Well, I don’t want to fail….” I said, slowly convincing myself into the study session 
 
    “Then it’s agreed. Meet me in the library tonight at 9.” 
 
    “Wait I-”  
 
    “I have to get going to baseball practice. See you then!” he said, walking away without even allowing me to respond.  
 
    God damn it.  
 
    I’m going to do this study session with this very dangerous guy. And I like it.  
 
    **************** 
 
    “You’re doing what?!?!” Isadora said in complete shock, “But I told you-” 
 
    “That I can’t trust them.” I said, cutting her off, “Yeah, I know but I don’t have a choice. Blueblood said I had to let him tutor me.” 
 
    “You couldn’t get another partner.”  
 
    “He wouldn’t even let me try.”  
 
    “Well…Fine, but I’m going with you.” She said in a protective tone.  
 
    “These guys must’ve really did horrible things to me for you to feel this strongly against them.” 
 
    “Mira, these guys are the worst. After everything they’ve done….” She said, turning her head and putting her face in her palm.  
 
    “Did they…do mean things to you?” I asked, curious 
 
    “I don’t want to talk about it.” She said in a cold tone.  
 
    I wanted to reach towards her and grab her, but she gave off an instinctual vibe that she wanted to be left alone. I could see her shiver, and wipe at her cheek.               She cleared her throat and then began to talk again.  
 
    “So we are going together.” She said“Fine.” 
 
    Dinner wasn’t as satisfying as it was last night. I suppose it’s because I wasn’t suffering from the blood withdrawals that I endured from earlier.  
 
    I could feel a bit of tension in the air.  
 
    Austin was sitting across the dining hall with Paul and-regrettably-Melinda at his table. There was also another boy who I hadn’t formally met yet, but sat at their table.  
 
    I immediately felt attracted to him. He had hair as dark as the night and his face was tan with dark brown eyes. He wasn’t as muscular as Austin, but he was certainly ripped and in good shape. He gave off a much more demure and mature feeling than most of the other boys at the school. 
 
    “Who is he?” I asked  
 
    “That’s George.”  
 
    George. That name sounded familiar. 
 
    “He’s one of the Vampire Elite?” I asked 
 
    “Yes, his family runs the most powerful blood bank in America.”  
 
    “Hmm…” I said, lifting an eyebrow, “I can’t tell why, but he seems a lot more down to Earth than the other guys.”  
 
    “He kind of is. His parents are really cool people, really humble and they raised their kids to be the same. You remember him?”  
 
    I shook my head.  
 
    “I’m not sure why, but I just get a positive feeling about him. It’s like I’ve forgotten so much about everyone, but I still get a general gut instinct when I’m reintroduced to them that lets me evaluate their character. I guess my entire memory didn’t just go away.” 
 
    “The nudge that you feel inside you is natural. Magic can’t take away the essence of who you really are.” 
 
    “I looked right up at the Elite’s table, heeding her words and tried to get a feel for them. It was…complicated to say the least. I could sense that something was totally off, but I wasn’t exactly sure what it was.  
 
    Then, they all looked at me. And they gave me the most devious grin.  
 
    What are they planning? 
 
      
 
    ********* 
 
    A mixture of emotions whirled inside me as I stood outside the library.  
 
    First, I was captivated by its beauty. Like the rest of the campus, it was designed by gothic architecture, heavily influenced by the church. There was a large tower at the center of a wider building which connected to the main school building. At the front was a sign that said Lunarfang Memorial Library. 
 
    “So this is where I studied.” I said 
 
    “Oh, don’t kid yourself. You weren’t spending much time studying. You were a terrible student.” She said, toying with me 
 
    I rolled my eyes, and walked towards the entrance, opening the large wooden door that lead into a beautiful and quiet foyer with deep red carpet and a large wooden receptionist desk that stretch half the wall.  
 
    A frail old woman with grey skin and totally black eyes looked up at me. 
 
    “Ms. Parker.” She said in a hoarse and raspy voice, “Is a pleasure to see you’re back from your little….vacation.”  
 
    I squinted my eyes to read her name plate. Pricilla Cambridge.  
 
    “Thanks, it’s great to see you again Ms. Cambridge.” I said 
 
    The vibe that I got from her was pretty ominous. There was something about her that seemed pretty dark. I mean, not like she would kill me or anything, but that she could snap me in half if she wanted to try.  
 
    I walked past her through a large arched doorway that lead into a grand library, with ceilings as high as I could never imagine. There were ornate patterns across the ceiling, works of geometric beauty. The floors were made of dark wood, and there were tables wedged between rows and rows of shelved books that went back as far as I could barely see. The light filtered through the stained glass mirrors, painting the room a beautiful medley of colors.  
 
    The library was fantastic, like something out of a movie. It is what anyone would want a library to be like in their dreams. If I could compare it to a place, it would be Hogwarts.  
 
    Near the back of the floor, I could see Paul sitting at a wooden table alone, right in front of a large stained window.  
 
    “There he is.” I said to Isadora.  
 
    She nodded and we continued walking in his direction, trying to not bump into any other students and not run into any of the tables.  
 
    “Hey Mira.” Paul said, looking up from his book, “Oh, and I see you’ve brought a friend with you.” 
 
    “I’m here to make sure no funny business happens.” Isadora said 
 
    He smirked mischievously, not even responding to her comment. Had I made a mistake by coming here? I probably should’ve listened to her advice.  
 
    I sat down on the cold wooden chairs and pulled my shadow physics books out of my bag. Isadora sat at the head of the table between us.  
 
    “I’m pretty much having trouble with…well everything.” I said in a moment of complete honesty 
 
    “Memory not kicking back in?”  
 
    “I mean, I think it actually’s starting to fade in a bit. But even before I lost my memory, I was allegedly bad at this stuff.” I said, chuckling grimly.  
 
    I mean, it’s most likely true. I’ve never been good at science or any kind of equations. It might as well be a foreign language to me. I always envied people that could do math and science with such precision and ease.  
 
    But that wasn’t me. And to be honest, I’ve never been much of a school person at all. Even before I started attending vampire school, I wasn’t any good at regular human school either.  
 
    “No problem, I’m going to make you an expert at this by the time we’re done.” He said with conviction.  
 
    I tried as hard as I could, but I just couldn’t see why I should hate Paul. I mean, I know that he definitely did something to me in my past that should cause me to not trust him at all. But here he is, being really nice to me and trying to help me pull my grade up in a class.  
 
    I looked over at Isadora, and she shook her head in disapproval.  
 
    Damn, she doesn’t like him at all. And she’s not giving him an inch to prove himself either.  
 
    “What I want is to at least pass this class,” I said, “I don’t want to have to take it during the summer or repeating a year.” 
 
    “Well then, let’s get studying.” He said, smiling and showing me his fangs for the first time.  
 
    They were sharp and pointed, yet subtle. They weren’t as big as you’d expect a vampire to have like in the movies. But I’m sure he could rip my neck apart with them if he wanted to.  
 
    I turn my book to chapter four. I could vaguely remember the earlier chapters, although not entirely well. But I was crunched for time, and I definitely didn’t want to have to retake this class again. So, I needed to figure out how to cram as much of this information in my head as quickly as possible.  
 
    That’s what he’s here for.  
 
    I look at the equations in the book, but they are a foreign language to me. I don’t even know where to begin.  
 
    “These are….what are they?” I ask, putting my finger on an equation in the book and turning it to face Paul.  
 
    “That’s an equation detailing the velocity of dragon energy.” He said 
 
    “Dragon energy…right.” I said, trying to sound assured.  
 
    “Want me to show you how to do it?” he said in his trademark sexy tone.  
 
    “Yeah, please do.” I said, trying to keep my eyes off of him.  
 
    He then pulled out his notebook and turned to a blank page where he began doodling some mathematical stuff that looked entirely unreal to me. He then tried to break it down as simple as he could.  
 
    “The heat from the dragon’s spirit collides with the air at a maximum friction point. So you take the derivative of that and use it to find the amount of fairy-dust per gram of dragon heat. Then you use your conversion rates to figure out what speed it’s traveling at.” He said 
 
    I had no idea what he said. I wanted to feel frustrated, but his face was the ultimate distraction. It’s hard to even concentrate when you’re being taught by a guy this hot.  
 
    Wait, what am I doing? 
 
    Focus Mira. Focus. 
 
    I squinted at the problem intensely and tried my best to try to decipher it.  
 
    He then did an example problem for me, of which I was completely and totally lost.  
 
    I even asked Isadora for help. She wasn’t as good of a student as Paul, but perhaps she would be able to explain it better.  
 
    But no. It did not work.  
 
    I was still utterly lost.  
 
    I felt like a complete and total moron.  
 
    “Can I just drop this class?” I asked him, desperately 
 
    “It’s a graduation requirement.” He responded to my dismay.  
 
    I pushed my head into the book and wanted to scream, but of course you can’t do that in a library. A few tears of frustration escaped from my eyes, but I was strong enough to hold them in.  
 
    I was totally in over my head.  
 
    A light, feminine hand clasped on my shoulder.  
 
    “You’ve worked hard enough for today.” Isadora said, “Come on let’s go back.” 
 
    “But I have to learn this or else I’ll fail.”  
 
    “I’m sure that won’t happen.” She said 
 
    “You worked really hard. But we’ve just started. Let’s meet up again tomorrow.” Paul said 
 
    Isadora looked at Paul with suspicion. She still wasn’t trusting him.  
 
    I got up, and grabbed my belongings. But before departing, I wanted to thank Paul for giving me his time.  
 
    “Thanks a lot. Hopefully tomorrow will go better.” I said 
 
    I left with Isadora out of the library and headed back to my room.  
 
    My head was still hurting from doing all of that complex thinking that made me want to jump off of a cliff. Like damn, are we doing rocket science here or something? 
 
    I didn’t even feel like having any conversation at all with Isadora, so I just pushed my face into my pillow as soon as I reached the room.  
 
    Both physically and mentally exhausted, I knew that I needed some sleep desperately. It would replenish my nerves and serve to give me a reprieve.  
 
    And so my eyes closed. 
 
     
 
    ************************** 
 
    Small red orbs gazed at me from the darkness, inviting me to come closer. I could feel myself being pulled in its direction, the magnetism causing me to take some steps forward.  
 
    It was almost involuntary. Almost.  
 
    I certainly was intrigued by whatever it was. But there was also a sense of fear lingering on my back.  
 
    “Come closer.” It said 
 
    Like a zombie, I took a few steps closer. My eyes widened and the hair on my arms stood up with every step I took.  
 
    The closer I got, the more I could feel the danger start to build up. My heart accelerated. My fight-or-flight instincts warning me to get out of there.  
 
    But I’m like a butterfly caught in a venus flytrap. It’s too late.  
 
    “Closer.” The menacing red eyes said from the darkness.  
 
    I take another step closer.  
 
    I can feel the heat of whatever it is radiate on my body. It’s pair of red orbs grow shinier as I take a few more steps forward.  
 
    My heart accelerates into overdrive. My body tells me to get the hell out of there. But my feet aren’t listening. 
 
    I can hear it breathing. I hear it sniffing.  
 
    “Thank you.” It said, bulleting towards me so fast I couldn’t make it out.  
 
    And then….all I see is blackness.  
 
    ************ 
 
    “Are you having nightmares?” Isadora said to me as she chewed cereal.  
 
    “How’d you guess?” I said, grabbing a piece of bacon from my plate and putting it in my mouth to chew.  
 
    Last night terrified me so much that I could barely even sleep, but I knew that it was important for me to get some food in my stomach, so I forced myself to eat something. The bacon here is pretty good. As a growing young vamp, I probably should eat it raw, but I still love it crispy. Nothing is worse than soggy bacon.  
 
    To compensate, I drunk a cup filled nearly to the brim with blood to get my nutrients in for the day.  
 
    “You were tossing and turning all last night. It sounded like you were crying for help, too.”  
 
    I brushed my hair from the front of my face. I looked like a mess, and it’s clear that I had been tossing and turning all night. I woke up multiple times during the night and struggled to put myself back to sleep.  
 
    That dream. I’ve had it before, and it keeps coming back. The beady red eyes. What do they mean? It always freaks me out. And, I always want to get out of there but my body keeps walking towards them in a trance.  
 
    We all have nightmares from time to time. But that one just creeps me out much more than the rest for some reason.               “Are you doing okay?” she asked, concerned 
 
    “Yeah, I think I’m fine.” I said, taking a sip of blood 
 
    “If you don’t pass a class, then it’s not the end of the world.” 
 
    “No…it’s not that. That’s not what I’ve been having nightmares about.”  
 
    “Oh, well then what is it?” she asked 
 
    “I just keep having these nightmares about being in the darkness, and being attacked in an alley by some strange creature…I’m not sure if it’s human…or vampire…or what…” 
 
    “So this has been recurrent?” she asked 
 
    I nodded silently, taking another sip of the blood and trying to get my mind off of it.  
 
    “But there’s nothing that we can do about it.”  
 
    “Maybe you should see the school psychiatrist.”  
 
    “Oh no…Definitely not.” I said, sternly.  
 
    I hate psychiatrists. When I was a child, they had me strongly medicated because they believed that my aloofness was a sign of a mental illness. I’m quite confident that those medications messed me up internally and I’m still dealing with the lingering effects of it.  
 
    Besides, they’re just nightmares. We all have them, and they don’t necessarily have to mean something bad.  
 
    I have bigger issues to worry about, like finally being able to understand the coursework in my classes and not flunking out of the school.  
 
    “So I heard your pathetic attempt at learning shadow physics was predictably disastrous.” I heard a cruel and shrill voice say.  
 
    I didn’t even have to turn around. I knew exactly who it was.  
 
    “What do you want Melinda?” I asked 
 
    I was too tired for this shit.  
 
    “Nothing major, just came to rub your face in it. I thought maybe things changed since the last time you left, but I was wrong. You’re still just as big of an idiot as before.” She said, snidely.  
 
    “If you don’t leave me alone, I will rip your hair out of your head!” I said to her.  
 
    I started getting stares from across the cafeteria. Everyone was starting to whisper, and I just knew right then that I was going to be the center of some new fresh gossip.  
 
    But I didn’t care. The only thing I’m worried about right now is getting this asshole away from my table and being left alone.  
 
    She gave me her trademark grin, and I wanted to just smack it off her face.  
 
    “Well, just so you know, everyone knows that you’re an idiot and a moron. I mean, you couldn’t even do basic demonic vectors. I knew how to do that in middle school.” She said, laughing harshly.  
 
    The anger started to build inside me. I mean, I was never the best student. I won’t lie about that.  
 
    But I despised people treating me like I’m dumb, or that my lack of academic accomplishments justified treating me like I’m less than a person or undeserving of basic respect. There’s no justification for that. None.  
 
    My memories begin to flash in front of my eyes like a movie.  
 
    All the mean things she said about me. The time she stuffed me in a locker. The time she called me a “cunt” in front of the entire gym class. The time she conspired to have my photo photoshopped on a pig’s body for the yearbook.  
 
    After a second, I break out of my gaze. The room around me blurs back into focus, and I feel like I’ve recaptured my bearings.  
 
    This bitch. All the things she did to me that I wiped away from my memory, and now I’m slowly regaining.  
 
    Seeing all this again just makes me angry. I want to pick up my plate and smash it against her forehead, making her gush blood.  
 
    Oh wait, don’t do that. I don’t want to go to supernatural jail. It’s like regular human jail, but much worse. You don’t even want to know the stories that have come out of there.  
 
    So I won’t hurt her….yet.  
 
    I girt my teeth, and I have a look of rage across my face. Nostrils snarled, eyebrows furrowed, mouth scrunched up.  
 
    Control your rage, girl. Control it.  
 
    Melinda is rich and her family’s connected, so if I physically hurt her in any way, they’d have me expelled and thrown in prison faster than my head could spin.  
 
    “Is there something that I can help you with, because I’m about to go.” I said, picking up my backpack from the table.  
 
    She grinned and narrowed her eyes. She had this incredibly infuriating look of pure satisfaction. The pleasure she got from her sadism oozed through her pores. And it was so strong that I could sense it in her aura.  
 
    There’s no beating around the bush. This girl is pure evil.  
 
    “I want you to not just leave this dining hall. I want you to leave the Academy for good.”  
 
    My eyebrows shot up in surprise. I shouldn’t be surprised at anything this harpy does, but I have to admit that this caught me for a loop.   
 
    “Well wouldn’t you miss having someone to torment?”  
 
    “I already have plenty of people to torment. But the best torment for you would be leaving this school.” 
 
    I scoffed.  
 
    “I already left once before, and I was totally fine away from vampire society. Content, even.” I said, “It was hardly torment.”  
 
    “It will be after you’re hunted down by the vampire guard and forced to return. Your punishment will be brutal, and they won’t let you off as nicely as they did this time.” She said, narrowing her eyes again.  
 
    She was plotting the worst possible way to make me suffer. I could read it all in her eyes. She had been thinking about this from the moment I returned back to campus.  
 
    Wait, could it be? Did I leave the academy because of her? 
 
    “You’re the reason I left the first time, aren’t you?” I asked 
 
    Her smirk grew wider.  
 
    “Ding, ding, ding. It looks like you have some brain cells left after all.” She said, “You left the academy because I had Paul, George, and Austin make your life a living hell.” 
 
    I gritted my teeth in rage. It took every ounce of self restraint not to smack the living daylights out of her.  
 
    “So you’re the reason I was bullied? But why?” 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders and lifted an eyebrow.  
 
    “Because I could. Because it was fun. And because I could get away with it.” 
 
    I was stunned with what I was hearing. She was literally saying that she conspired to make another girls life a living nightmare, and that she did it for…fun?  
 
    What kind of sociopath would do such a thing? Looking into her eyes, I see total darkness. Not an ounce of empathy or regret. She was getting a kick out of this, and it was all coming at my expense.  
 
    I guess I shouldn’t be surprised that such a twisted girl would get enjoyment from tormenting people, but I certainly am surprised that she has the gall to say it out loud in a cafeteria full of other students just looking at her.  
 
    But she doesn’t care. She’s above the law and she knows it.  
 
    “I’m not leaving.” 
 
    Her smirk grew wider. She was enjoying this game. Me agreeing to leave would be too easy. Perhaps she wanted me to resist. It made the game even more fun for her.  
 
    “I was hoping you would say that.”  
 
    Damn it. I was right.  
 
    “I’m going to get the guys to bully you again to teach you a thing or two about respect. Peasants like you should respect the elite and wealthy like myself. You’re nothing but pathetic scum from a fourth-tier family.”  
 
    Fuck this. This bitch needs to go down. Now.  
 
    I reached towards the table to grab a glass that to throw in her face, but before I could actually do it, Isadora grabs my forearm to prevent me from finishing the deed.  
 
    I look back at her shaking her head in disapproval. It was like she read my mind or something, knowing that I was going to make this bitch eat her words.  
 
    “Oh, do you want to smash that glass over my head? I’m sure you do.”                
 
    She said, reading my mind. 
 
    “I’m not going to let myself lose control because of you.” I said, gritting my teeth.  
 
    I let go of the glass and straightened my skirt, walking right past her.  
 
    Kids were gossiping like wildfire. It was going on all around me. They were talking about what just went down in the cafeteria, putting their own spin on the events, of course. By the middle of the school day, it was as if the entire events were entirely different.  
 
    Someone said that I put a hex on her. Someone else said that we got into an argument because I slept with her boyfriend.  
 
    Some snot-nosed brat ran up to me to ask me if any of these ridiculous rumors had any merit.  
 
    “Is it true that you gave George a blowjob in Gravedirt Hall?”  
 
    “Oh fuck off!” I said, snapping at him and walking away.  
 
    But that wasn’t even the worst of it. People started gossiping that Melinda’s family was going to make me public enemy number-one in the vampire society. And that they were going to make me infamous to the entire community.  
 
    And we are a small community, so that would definitely hurt a lot.  
 
    All of this is just too overwhelming for me. Everything. My schoolwork got worse today, and that’s saying a whole heck of a lot, because it was bad yesterday. I could barely focus, being the center of all these rumors.  
 
    Thankfully, the day ended, and I could get out of that building. Perhaps I could get a quick nap in before starting my homework.  
 
    I walked across the leafy lawn, the sun still shining in the air and students buzzing around. Girls standing around and discussing the latest rumors. Guys are acting like idiots, like they normally do. Some of them even stare and whisper as I walk past them.  
 
    “Hey, you’re hot!” One yells 
 
    I shoot him a mean look and roll my eyes as he turns back to his friends and they whisper while snickering.  
 
    Assholes. 
 
    I get back to Moonblood Hall, opening the door, and then climbing up the crystal staircase to my floor. Again, I get more stares from kids. And more whispers as I pass by.  
 
    I want to snap at all of them. To put them all in their place. But at this point, I’m just exhausted, and I need to catch a nap.  
 
    Before I turn my doorknob, I something catches my eye. There’s an envelope taped to my door. I pull it off and read the outside.  
 
    For Mira 
 
    “What the hell?” I ask 
 
    Who would give me a letter and why?  
 
    I quickly turn the knob and push myself into my room. After carefully shutting the door, I rip open the contents.  
 
      
 
    Mira, 
 
    Hey, this is Paul. Sorry, I couldn’t contact you any other way because I didn’t have your number, so please don’t think this is weird.  
 
    Anyways, something came up so I won’t be able to do the nine p.m. Meeting that we originally agreed upon. But I’m free at six and will be in the library in the basement doing some research. Please feel free to join me. I really want to help you pass Shadow Physics. 
 
    P.S. I feel really bad about what happened between you and Melinda. If you want to talk about it, I’m all ears.  
 
     
 
    Sincerely, 
 
    Paul 
 
      
 
    My suspicions immediately started to go into overdrive. He’s close with Melinda. Should I trust him? 
 
    Wait, don’t be an idiot. You know that they’re friends and she wants to use him to torment me….again.  
 
    I shouldn’t go. I must not go. Going would be an incredibly stupid thing to do.  
 
    But I’m failing Shadow Physics and really need to pass it. Mr. Blueblood would be furious if I missed out on tutoring.  
 
    What to do? I feel like I’m in an impossible situation.  
 
    I pull out my cellphone to check the time.  
 
    It’s past 4 p.m. Only a couple of hours left until I’m supposed to meet up with him.  
 
    Isadora has a bunch of activities she’s involved with and won’t be back until 7. I check my phone’s contact list to see if she’s on there.  
 
    Nope. I must’ve deleted it all before I swiped my memory. Damn, I was really trying to leave this life behind after all.  
 
    She’d kill me for going without her, but I guess I don’t have much of a choice.  
 
    I take a deep breath and wipe the sweat off of my forehead. I grab my hip and lean up against my dresser drawer, giving myself a pep-talk.  
 
    “It’s okay Mira, you’re a big girl. You can take care of yourself.” 
 
    The thing that I always told myself since I was really young. The thing that I had to tell myself to get through my father’s abuse. My mother’s neglect.  
 
    Oh no. Not those memories. Not right now. 
 
    I take another deep breath and fight back any of those thoughts from coming to the front of my consciousness.  
 
    “Not today. Not today.” I say to myself.  
 
    I had to repress those memories, otherwise I would be a continuous wreck. I won’t talk about them. I won’t think about them. As far as I’m concerned, my parents never existed.  
 
    I throw myself on the bed to try and force myself to get a nap. I have a couple hours until meeting up at the library with Paul.  
 
    Ideally, this time would be used to get some of my homework done, but I’m far too much of a mess right now to even entertain that thought. I’m going to just lay here and try to clear my thoughts.  
 
    I open my eyes, and after what felt like a few seconds, I look at my phone. Holy shit. I had been asleep for quite a while. It was five minutes to six.  
 
    I stretched my jaw open, letting out an epic yawn while stretching my arms out in all sorts of directions. That nap really did me good.  
 
    My hair’s a mess, so I pull out a scrunchy from my backpack and wrap my hair in it.  
 
    Checking myself out in the mirror, I certainly don’t look great. But I look good enough at least. Whatever, it will just have to do for now.  
 
    I grab my backpack and briskly walk out of the dorm, knowing that I was going to be a few minutes late. I walk across the campus to the great library, and then search for the staircase.  
 
    The steps descended down onto a dimly-lit floor, which sent some chills down my spine. There were cobwebs on the railing, and dust on the stone steps going down. A singular flickering light hanging from the ceiling.  
 
    It looked pretty scary, like something from a horror movie.  
 
    I never cared for going down into basements. Bad things happen down in them.  
 
    When I reached the bottom of the stairs, I looked in the distance to see a massive basement that looked like a dungeon. Dark with a mildewy smell. I could hear water dripping from somewhere. The lights were dim, and I could hear tiny creatures scurrying around. There were stacks of books covered in dust, like they haven’t been touched in ages.  
 
    I take a few steps forward slowly, my heart beating hard. The clacks of my shoes echoed in the area. My senses started to tense up and I felt uncomfortable.  
 
    “Hey, Paul. You here?” I asked 
 
    I took a few steps forward. The deeper I got into the room, the more ominous I felt. There was a strong aura here. Something very supernatural.  
 
    “Paul?” I said again.  
 
    Something tiny scurried behind me. I spun my head around, and nothing was there. I took another deep breath.  
 
    Relax, girl. Your mind is playing tricks on you. 
 
    “Mira?”  
 
    I looked up to see him in brown horn-rimmed glasses, looking sexy as hell.  
 
    My body immediately jerked backwards in response to being shocked by his abrupt appearance.  
 
    “Oh, you scared me.” I said 
 
    “Don’t worry, I don’t bite. Well…not other vampires that is.” He said. 
 
    He gestured for me to follow him, and we walked between a stacks of books, where there was a smile pile of books from the ground-up, freshly pulled from the shelves and dusted off. 
 
    “Is this your research?” I asked, gesturing towards the books.  
 
    “Yeah, I’ve been researching some stuff for a dark magic class I’m taking, but I ran into some really interesting information that I think might be of use to you.” 
 
    “Oh…that’s nice, but I thought that we were here to study for my shadow physics final.” I said 
 
    “Let’s be honest.” He said, looking at me sternly, “We both know that you aren’t going to understand that material between now and Friday no matter how hard you try.” 
 
    I was surprised by how forward he was. I wanted to look offended that he would say such a rude thing, but honestly he was telling the truth. That stuff is way over my head, and I was lost in that class even before I swiped my memory.  
 
    “So then what am I here for?” I asked 
 
    “I have a much better idea to help you.” He said with a mischievous grin.  
 
    A lump formed in my throat and my heart skipped a beat. He had the look of someone that was up to no good. And given my history with him, this would likely not end up good for me.  
 
    “Whatever you’re thinking…I want no part of it.”  
 
    His expression did not change. It was almost as if he knew exactly what I was going to say, and he had a perfect counter.  
 
    “Are you sure?” he said in a slightly sultry tone 
 
    I hesitated for a bit. “Yes.” I managed to force out of my mouth. 
 
    There was something about him that was so primal and intense. So raw and authentic. His physical presence towered over me, and I could feel him breath on me as he got a little closer.  
 
    “So you want to fail then? What will everyone think?” 
 
    God damn it. He knew exactly how to manipulate my emotions.  
 
    I hate it, but every time he speaks, pleasure runs down my spine. I find myself becoming more attracted to him the longer I stay around him.  
 
    But I can’t. That would be stupid. He and his friends are dangerous and potentially hurt me.  
 
    Besides, that’s not even getting to the big elephant in the room.    
 
    “You’re friends with Melinda…I don’t trust you, Paul.”  
 
    He took a few steps closer to me, leaning down, propping his hand on the bookcase behind me. I could feel his breath on my neck as he whispered in my ear. 
 
    “Just give me a chance.” He said 
 
    A chill went down my spine and I moved my back to reposition.  
 
    Before I could respond, he pulled away. I could feel myself redden. He was so incredibly hot, and it felt so good to have his body so close to mine.  
 
    A lump formed in my throat, as I wanted more. I wanted to feel his chest pressed against mine.  
 
    But wait, that would be stupid. Because I can’t trust him. I must not allow that to happen.  
 
    “What is your idea?” I said skeptically.  
 
    His grin widens, knowing that he has me wrapped around his finger. Perhaps I’m a total idiot for still staying in this basement. A smart girl probably would’ve gotten the fuck out of here by now.  
 
    He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a vial filled with a shining purple potion. The shining was so bright in this dark room that I had to turn my head slightly to the side to avoid hurting my eyes.  
 
    “What is that?” 
 
    “It’s a memory potion?”  
 
    I had an interested look on my face, one eyebrow in the air. I wanted to know more.   
 
    “What the hell is that?” 
 
    “It’s a potion that allows one to comprehend things much easier. Think of it as putting your brain on steroids. It enhances its performance.” 
 
    “You’re out of your mind if you think I would even drink anything that you gave me.” I said in a snarky tone.  
 
    There was no way on Earth that I could trust him to give me something to consume. Why would I? I’m sure this is a plot that he and Melinda made together.  
 
    That potion would probably turn me into a toad or give me uncontrollable farts.  
 
    “But I thought you’d trust me?” he said, leaning in closer again.  
 
    My heart accelerates as I can feel the heat between us. I was both in fear and deeply aroused.  
 
    His lips looked so soft from here. I fought the urge to lean in and plant a kiss.  
 
    I could feel my subconscious want to slap me.  
 
    What the hell are you doing, girl? Focus. 
 
    He took the potion and slid it into the breast pocket of my dress shirt while biting his lower lip. I could tell that he wanted me to drink it.  
 
    But there had to be more to this potion than some simple magic to help fix my memory. He was trying way too hard to get me to drink it, and my instincts told me so. 
 
    “I think you’d regret it if you didn’t.” He said in such a deeply sexy tone that I could feel panties get wet.  
 
    My heart was beating through my chest, and it’s a miracle that I didn’t submit to my primal urges right then and there.  
 
    Miraculously, I managed to back away from him. In a moment of sense, I said something smart.  
 
    “I know you’re plotting with Melinda to humiliate me, just like you did the first time. You’re the reason why I ran away from here, and why I wiped my memory.”  
 
    I could feel the frustration in me finally start to release in a state of pure catharsis. My memories were gone, and they were taking what felt like forever to return to my brain. I barely knew who I was, let alone the people around me and my surroundings.  
 
    “You wanted to be a different person, to let go of the past, that’s understandable.” He said, stepping towards me again, “But this is your new chance. This is your chance to begin anew, and to let the past go.” 
 
    “But what about Melinda and-” 
 
    “Forget about her.” He said, cutting me off, “This isn’t about her. This is about you and me. Right here and right now. Let the past go. Give in and become who you were meant to be.”  
 
    He made sense, in a way. I had left vampire academy to become someone different, to start a new life. Upon my return, I certainly felt different.  
 
    Maybe he is a different guy than he was before. I can barely remember what he was like before, so I have no point of comparison to go by.  
 
    It was all so confusing.  
 
    “Do you promise that you aren’t working with her?” I asked 
 
    He grinned. I probably shouldn’t believe him and be so naive, but it’s hard not to. He’s great at convincing me and breaking down all of my guards.  
 
    “I promise.” He said in a husky tone. 
 
    I reached into my breast pocket and pulled out the vial. I took a second to examine it, taking in all of its magnificent shininess. Tiny little sparkles danced within.  
 
    It certainly didn’t look like it was a hex, jinx, or anything created with dark magic.  
 
    I got all the vibes that it was created of pure goodness.  
 
    My heartbeat stabilized.  
 
    “I need to pass this exam.” I said in a meek tone.  
 
    Passing would mean failure. Failure would likely mean getting on the bad side of the headmaster. The headmaster who already gave me a break once, and would be unlikely to do it again. If he wanted to, he could certainly just get me expelled from the Academy altogether and report me to the Vampire Police.                
 
    “You don’t want to make the headmaster mad, right?” he said in a purring tone, leaning into my ear, “Running away from the Academy is a ten year prison sentence.”  
 
    A lump formed in my throat.  
 
    Supernatural prisons aren’t anything to play with. They’re like human prisons but far worse and more torturous. Imagine being in a jail with all the worst criminals on Earth, but intensify their awfulness by a hundred. That’s what supernatural prison would be like.  
 
    Before I could convince myself to stall even further, I decided to consume the potion, all in one big swig.  
 
    The liquid was cold and tasted like bubblegum and peppermint. I covered my mouth as I burped.  
 
    “Sorry.” I said, humiliated.  
 
    “No problem.” He said, lifting his eyebrow and biting his lip. 
 
    I could start to feel a tingling sensation in my stomach. I felt a surge of energy run through me, my eyes popped wide open and the hair on my body stood up in the air.  
 
    I didn’t feel the same. It wasn’t bad. But I can’t describe what I felt.  
 
    I look up at him, and he places his hand on my shoulder. My knees become weak, and he does his best to help support me from falling.  
 
    “What…what’s going on?” I said, starting to feel light headed. 
 
    “Just relax. Everything will turn out fine.” 
 
    My vision turned to black as I could feel my consciousness start to fade away. I was trying to fight it, but I couldn’t.  
 
    Everything around me became a blur as I lost control of my body, crashing against the ground.  
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    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    I had to be the biggest idiot in the world for ingesting that potion. What the hell did he do to me? 
 
    My eyes flutter open, and it’s the daytime. Sunlight peers through my window, and I wake up in my bed. My head still pounds from last night and I can feel my back aching.  
 
    I have a headache and feel like I was in a car crash.              “What the hell happened?” I asked myself.  
 
    Isadora was brushing her hair in the mirror, getting ready for school.  
 
    “Good morning sleepy head. I hope you got a good rest.” She said 
 
    “How…how did I get here last night?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “The last thing I remember I was in the library.” 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders, “You were here by the time I got back from my meetings. Wait…you went to the library to meet Paul?” 
 
    “Yeah, I visited him.” I said, knowing that I was in for a verbal beatdown.  
 
    She looked like she was upset and wanted to say a lot, but instead of freaking out, she took a deep breath and tried to calm herself down.  
 
    “What exactly happened?”  
 
    “He gave me this potion. It looked fine. But it knocked me out completely.”  
 
    She tensed up. She looked like she had just seen a ghost or something.  
 
    “But I think I’m fine.” I said quickly to reassure her.  
 
    She was right. I shouldn’t have gone there alone, but I did anyways. What was I thinking? I certainly did not know what I was up against.  
 
    Paul took advantage. He never would’ve pulled that shit if Isadora was there. He did that because he knew he could get away with it.  
 
    Crafty bastard.  
 
    “Are you sure? Perhaps you should go to the school nurse?” she said 
 
    “No. I think I’ll be fine. Going to the nurse isn’t necessary.” I said.  
 
    I got up from the bed and quickly got dressed and made myself look presentable for the day. Beneath my glossy exterior, there was a deep sense of brokenness in me.  
 
    What had I just drunk? What happened?  
 
    These questions were eating at me, but I pushed them aside and tried to silence them as I got out the door.  
 
    I’m not hungry. I don’t want breakfast today. I scurry across the campus as quickly as I can and climb into the cafeteria. But not for food.  
 
    I scan the surroundings. Got him. 
 
    I walk up to Paul’s table, brimming with anger. He takes a look at me and grins again. It took all the restraint in the world to not smack that smug look off his face.  
 
    “Paul, can I get a moment with you?” I ask 
 
    He and his friends look at each other and snicker.  
 
    “What are you two bozos laughing about?” I ask 
 
    “Nothing, sweet cakes. Did you enjoy your fall?” George asked 
 
    George was the typical hot douchebag. He thought that he was everything and that everyone was beneath him. His looks gave him the pass to treat people any way he wanted to, and boy did he take advantage of that. 
 
    My memory, starting to come back, revealed some not-so-nice things about him. He would convince girls into dating him and then dump them as soon as he got bored. Sometimes he would openly cheat on them and not care at all about the consequences. He was rich and good looking after all. What’s the worst that could happen to a guy like him? 
 
    “George, don’t you have another one of your bimbos to screw?” I said, rolling my eyes 
 
    “I’m sure you’d like to be one of them, wouldn’t you?” he said, lifting an eyebrow at me suggestively.  
 
    “Please. Not in a million years.” I said.  
 
    That wasn’t entirely the truth. George is insanely handsome, blonde, and fit. But there’s no way I’d date a womanizing douchebag like him. He’s the worst type of guy.  
 
    All three of them are terrible, actually. Their entire existence is a testament to the dangers of concentrated wealth, celebrity, and impunity.  
 
    Paul rose up from the table, still looking at me with his smug and satisfied face.  
 
    “You lead the way.” he said 
 
    He followed me as we walked out of the cafeteria, descended the stairs towards the main school area, and then tucked into a secluded hallway.  
 
    “What the hell did you do to me last night? What was that?”  
 
    “It was exactly what I told you it was. Nothing more. But you couldn’t handle it, so you just collapsed on the ground and then walked home after.”  
 
    “I don’t remember walking home after.” 
 
    “Sometimes you forget things with that potion. It’s natural.”  
 
    He had that smug look on his face, which made me even angrier, because I couldn’t tell whether or not he was just bullshitting me. I wish I could tell, but I honestly could not at all.  
 
    I placed a hand on my hip and tried to look even more intimidating, which probably made him laugh in his own head.  
 
    “I don’t trust or believe you.” I said 
 
    “Yeah, you’ve said that to me like a million times.” he leaned in closer to me, “But we both know you’re still going to do what I want.”  
 
    I blushed and took steps backwards. What the hell is he talking about?  
 
    He said it in such a seductive tone that it implied that he was gesturing towards...intimacy? Right here and right now? Absolutely not.  
 
    “Look, I have no idea what you’re talking about but-”  
 
    “Cut the crap.” he said, crossing his arms underneath his bulging pecs and tilting his head down towards me, “We both see the way you look at me. We both see the way you thirst over me when I’m not looking. It’s obvious.”  
 
    “How dare you?” I say, pretending to be offended.  
 
    I take a step backwards and point my bony index finger at him in rage.  
 
    “I am not attracted to you at all!” I said, trying to sound as convincing as I could. 
 
     I’m sure that I didn’t sound it at all. I’m not good at convincing people at...anything really. If I have to act my way through something, it’s likely to be a disaster, and that’s certainly what’s happening right now.  
 
    “We both know that’s a lie.” 
 
    A lump formed in my throat as I felt the heat of his body radiating on me. His broad shoulders and arms with bulging muscles. His waist was tapered, and I wanted to lift his shirt so badly and feel over his body.  
 
    He was wearing his school uniform, but school was the last thing that I was thinking about right now.  
 
    Focus girl, focus.  
 
    “Tell me about the plans you have with Melinda.” I demanded.  
 
    “What would you like to know?” he said in a dismissive manner, “Would you like to know if she wants me to bully you? Yes. Would you like to know if the events last night were part of that plan? Kind of.”  
 
    My eyes narrowed. I knew she was in on this.  
 
    “What do you mean kind of?” I asked in an inquisitorial manner 
 
    “She wanted me to give you a potion that would turn your skin into green scales. I decided on a different potion. One that would give you what you wanted….but with a few side effects.” he said, lifting an eyebrow in the most mischievous way possible.  
 
    My eyebrows furrowed. Side effects? I demanded to know more now. There’s no way that I could just allow myself to be effectively poisoned by this asshole and be schemed against by an evil harpie like Melinda.  
 
    “What side effects are you talking about? I demand to know immediately.”  
 
    He was unmoved. He still had that unbothered look on his face, which flustered me.  
 
    “You’ll find out soon enough, sweetheart.” he said, “But anyways. My food is getting cold and school starts soon. See you around.”  
 
    He walked past me and back up the stairs to the dining hall. I wanted to chase after him. I wanted to tackle him and demand more answers to the questions that had been rattling in my brain. But there’s no way a little girl like me could boss around a man that size.  
 
    After a few minutes, the bell rung and the school day commenced.  
 
    I found myself sitting in the Shadow Physics class that I despise along with my new nemesis. Paul acted like I wasn’t even there, which drove me insane. I knew that he was thinking of me. There’s no way he couldn’t be after the confrontation that just went down in the hallway.  
 
    “Ms. Parker are you paying attention?” Mr. Moonblood asked 
 
    I shook myself out of my daze and looked right at him.  
 
    “Yes. Mr. Moonblood.”  
 
    “Well, good then.” he said, “Since you certainly weren’t staring Paul, please tell me the velocity of a moonbat hurled at a soulstar at 74 Kelvos during the night?”  
 
    Something clicked in my head. You know those movies where the genius starts seeing a bunch of equations in his eyes and his brain starts working out the solution to the problem? That’s exactly what I was doing right now.  
 
    My brain just started to piece together everything, and it started to make sense. It was like a firework went off in my mind, and my brain explode in an orgasm of information.  
 
    “Seventy-three.” I said 
 
    Mr. Moonblood’s eyes jumped in surprise.  
 
    “Well...that’s correct.” he said.  
 
    I could feel my skin tingling in excitement. My mind was blown by what just happened. I looked right up at Paul, and he smiled at me smugly.  
 
    That bastard. His potion...worked? 
 
    After the bell rang and class was dismissed, I caught up to him in the hallway.  
 
    “Hey, I’m sorry for doubting you earlier. You were right.” I said 
 
    “Do you trust me now?” he asked 
 
    “Well...not really but-”
“Oh look, if it isn’t Moonblood Academy’s resident loser!” Melinda said, weaving between a few people and walking towards us, “What are you even doing here?” she asked 
 
    “I’m minding my own business, and leaving yours alone.” I said, putting my hand up to her face.  
 
    She walked in between me and him, looking me in the eyes while folding her arms.  
 
    “How did that potion go?” she asked 
 
    I had a surprised look on my face, as my eyes darted up to Paul. What just happened? What did she do? 
 
    I grabbed Melinda’s arms tightly, and she looked completely startled. I pulled her in close, and felt an indescribable rage brewing inside me.  
 
    My nose snarled and my eyebrows furrowed.  
 
    “What did you give me?” I asked 
 
    People around us were looking. I could tell that they were whispering about us and gossiping, but I didn’t care. I needed to get to the bottom of this.  
 
    Did she poison me? Did she curse me? 
 
    “Oh, I just gave you a Moon Vex, you silly little cunt.”  
 
    A Moon Vex? How dare she?  
 
    I threw her against the ground, her entire body making a loud smacking sound. She looked up at me in total shock. She wasn’t expecting this. She wasn’t expecting for someone to give her a taste of her own medicine. For someone to treat her the way she treated others. She thought that she’d be able to just run all over me because she has money and a powerful family.  
 
    Not today bitch.  
 
    I looked at her with rage in my eyes. She looked back up at me, stunned. But her expression quickly turned to one of satisfaction. She knew that she just got the best of me, even though she got thrown on the ground.  
 
    Paul immediately helped her off the ground. She gave him a hug.  
 
    “Thanks for all your hard work, Paulie-poo.” She said, looking at him seductively, before grabbing his hand and walking down the hallway. She looked back at me in a taunting manner.  
 
    As I calmed down, I noticed that a group of students had formed around us. They were in complete shock. I wanted to scream at them. To tell them to get away from me and to leave me alone.  
 
    But instead, I ran away. I ran through the crowd and outside the school. I didn’t know what I was running to, but I just needed to get out of there. I needed to be anywhere, but that school.  
 
    The blood in my veins were pumping at a massively fast rate, and my pupils were dilated.  
 
    The smell of the forest gave me new energy. The leaves crunched beneath my boots, as I ran as quickly as I could.  
 
    “Hey Mira!” I heard a voice say from my left.  
 
    I look over, and I look over to see both George and Austin walking towards me. Oh shit, what on Earth do they want?  
 
    Do I remember my defensive hexes yet? Ah fuck, no I don’t.  
 
    “What are you doing out here?” I asked.  
 
    “We knew exactly where you’d be at.” George said.  
 
    I backed up as much as I could, until my back was firmly planted against a brick academic school building. I wish that I could move more, but I was totally boxed in. They continued to walk towards me, and I could feel myself growing more and more anxious.  
 
    “Back up. Back up.” I said firmly 
 
    “We both know that’s not going to happen. Besides, we are about to have some fun.” Austin said.  
 
    I have to get out of here. But there’s no way out. My eyes dart around looking for a way to evade.  
 
    There’s a small gap in between them. I make a run for it.  
 
    My body darts between them, and I run as fast as I can. I drop my backpack to help with that effort.  
 
    I make it about ten feet before, I feel a massive weight push me forward onto the ground. My entire body smacks against the hard, concrete surface. The side of my head hits the ground with utter force, causing a ringing sound in my ear.  
 
    “Please, stop!” I cry in agony as they pummel my face into the ground. I can feel tears stream down my face, and blood on my tongue as they continue to hit and pound me with the might of their fists.  
 
    Fighting has never been my strong suit. When I was a young girl, I would sometimes get into fights with others at the playground. I would talk a tough game, but when it came to physical altercation I was a total wimp.  
 
    I remember when I was seven, a girl in my second-grade class called me a loser and would throw things at me when my back was turned from her. I remember once she threw a water bottle at me, so I smacked her. She then proceeded to punch me in the face, knocking me off my game and then besting me in a fist fight.  
 
    That’s why the altercation that occured with Melinda surprised me so much. I was terrified not only because of her status, but also because I don’t really know how to fight. If she really wanted to hit me, she probably could have.  
 
    And now, I find myself with my face on the ground, two men much larger and stronger than me, totally bulverizing my face into the concrete.  
 
    After a few minutes, this nightmare finally ends. I drag my body up from the ground. Tears streaming down my face and I’m sure I have a chipped tooth, as I can feel the edges of it between my tongue.  
 
    “Do yourself a favor and leave. We can make this much worse.” George said 
 
    “But...why?” I asked, tears coming down my face and voice trembling  
 
    “Because we run this school. And we won’t tolerate disrespect from a nobody like you. You aren’t related to anyone important. You only became a vampire by getting bit. You have no bloodline.”  
 
    He was right. I had no bloodline. My entire existence as a vampire is by mistake, by luck. By being bitten by a vampire gone rogue. And here I am, sitting in a pool of my own blood, beaten by people who will never accept me into their society as one of their own.  
 
    Snap. 
 
    The memories flood back into my head. They wash over me, like they are a movie playing in my head. All of the torment, torture abuse.  
 
    The time they pushed me down the stairs. The time they poured paint over my head. The time they photoshopped my head over a naked body and sent it around the school. All of that they did to me. All because I didn’t come from a pureblood vampire family.  
 
    My head still rings as I force myself up on my legs. Everything around me looks blurry. Those two had just left, so I didn’t have to worry about getting hit...for the time being at least.  
 
    I limp away from the school building, a mild pain in one of my legs that seems like I pulled something.  
 
    But I can’t go back. I have to leave.  
 
    I don’t care what the consequences are. But, I’m done with the Vampire Academy. It’s not a place where people like me can ever be accepted.  
 
    No matter how hard I try.  
 
    Somehow, I manage to run. I run past my dormitory, and through the forest. I try my best to not trip over anything, tree roots and plants wrapped around the forest floor.  
 
    The birds flock furiously in the air, becoming scared by my presence. The scent of the earth fills my nostrils and the sunlight dopples through the leaves, creating a beautiful effect on the ground.  
 
    Although the forest seems so majestically beautiful and tranquil, my vibe right now was anything but. I was a total mess.  
 
    I felt the same way now that I did when I left this place for the first time. The memories finally went through my head again.  
 
    The bullying pushed me to the edge. An edge that I never wanted to feel again. It made me snap.  
 
    I packed my bags and ran for the exit as quickly as I could, hitching a ride on the nearest bus away from this supernatural hellhole.  
 
    I didn’t care about the consequences. I didn’t care if I made the headmaster upset. I didn’t care if I wound up angering the Vampire Police in the process.  
 
    Because this was about me. It was about doing what I had to do to ensure my safety and my state of mind.  
 
    Never again would I ever allow myself to be put in a position where I am the victim. Where I feel helpless and weak.  
 
    And so, I did what’s forbidden. I ran away from Vampire Academy before graduation.  
 
    The last few vampires that did that were never heard from again. And so it was such a surprise that the headmaster allowed me to live or didn’t report me to the authorities to send me to prison.  
 
    I continue trekking through the forest, my head still dull with pain and swatting against the mosquitoes buzzing around me.  
 
    “What am I doing?” I said in exasperation 
 
    The choice was made in total desperation and impulse. There’s no way that The Academy will let me get away with escape….again.  
 
    They’ll have my head on a pike for sure. Or they’ll torture me with holy water.  
 
    Dropping my back against a tree, I slide down to the ground to the ground. Tears erupt from my eyes, as I can no longer hold them back. I cover my face in shame.  
 
    Tears from the bullying. Tears from the pain. Tears from the parents I left behind. Tears from knowing I’ll never be accepted as a vampire, but will never get to live a normal human life.  
 
    “It doesn’t have to be this way.” I strong male voice said from in front of me.  
 
    I look up to see a tall, handsome man with pale skin and white hair. He has shimmering green eyes, and the most delicate features you could imagine. He’s wearing an entirely-white uniform. Slacks, button-down shirt, and even a cape.  
 
    There was a very strong magical aura about him that sent a chill down my spine and overwhelmed my senses.  
 
    My eyes widened, and I felt my body tense. I jerked back upon seeing him, because he caught me by surprise.  
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    “Oh, pardon me. Allow me to introduce myself. My name is Roxas, and I’m a member of the Order of the Fang. We have been watching you.” 
 
    I lifted an eyebrow, confused. 
 
    “What the hell is the Order of the Fang?” I asked 
 
    “I cannot go too far into detail, but we are a secret organization that has been keeping an eye on you for quite a while. And I was sent here to unlock your powers.” 
 
    I was confused again. I got up on my feet and took some steps towards him.  
 
    “Unlock what powers? I was never gifted with any special powers.” I said 
 
    He chuckled.  
 
    “Oh, that’s what you think.” he said, pressing his index finger on my forehead.  
 
    My body shook and I started to feel dizzy. Everything around me felt like it was shaking. My insides were rumbling. 
 
    “What did you do to me?” I said, jumping back.  
 
    “You’ll thank me later. Now, don’t run away from the academy. They need you. And you need them more than you know. That’s all I can tell you for now.” he said in his sultry tone.  
 
    He waved at me, and his body seemingly disintegrated into thin air. I rubbed my eyes, making sure what I saw wasn’t a mirage. 
 
    Picking up my backback, I decided to return back to the academy.  
 
    “Let’s give it one more try.” I said to myself 
 
    I’m not sure who that stranger was, or what the hell his organization is. But, he sounded really serious about the need for me to return to the Academy.  
 
    “I can’t let them take me out this way.” I grumbled 
 
    I wasn’t just going to let those goonies bully me into submission and into nothingness. I had to  
 
    I immediately felt different. I couldn’t put my finger on what it was….but I could tell that I wasn’t the same person that I was a few minutes ago. I had changed.  
 
    My body felt more energetic. There was a new swagger to me.  
 
    I’m not sure exactly what happened. However, one thing is for certain.  
 
     
 
    There’s no way I would ever let them treat me like that again.  
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    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    I spent all night tossing and turning in my bed. Shaking, sweating. I woke up, and my blouse was drenched in sweat. Walking to the mirror affixed to my wall, I can see my eyes glowing…purple? What was going on here?  
 
    The rumbling inside me did not go away. It was like there was an earthquake happening at the core of my body, making me convulse on the inside of my body. There was something getting ready to erupt from me, but I didn’t know what it was.  
 
    The sun came over the precipice of the sky, gliding up into the air and signaling the beginning of the day.  
 
    Isadora hadn’t gotten up yet from bed, and I made sure not to freak out loudly as to not wake her up. Last night, I we had a long conversation about the fight that went down and I didn’t want to worry her any more than she already was.  
 
    My heartbeat continues to pulse rapidly, and I brush the hair from the front of my face as I struggle to piece together what’s happening.  
 
    “We’ll figure it out.” I grumbled to myself quietly.  
 
    But I didn’t have time to just sit around, contemplating about it. I quickly walked to the bathroom to take a quick shower, washing the sweat off my body, put on my uniform, brushed my teeth, and fixed my hair before leaving my room.  
 
    “I wonder what people are going to say about my eyes.” I wondered.  
 
    Walking across campus and into the dining hall, I was weaved between students already there to find a table to sit at. I already put Isadora through enough and decided that maybe it was time to branch out a bit. I wanted to give her poor, sweet soul a break. She’s put up with enough of my craziness.  
 
    I scanned the room, looking for a place to sit. My eyes locked upon a student I recognized from around campus but didn’t really have a relationship with. She had long, brown hair with tan skin and . There was a certain cool about her demeanor that made me want to sit next to her. I couldn’t remember her name, but it was at the tip of my tongue. 
 
    “Hi.” I said, walking up to her.  
 
    “Oh, hey. Mira, is it? Pleasure seeing you here. Wait, you have purple eyes?” she asked 
 
    I placed my hand behind my neck in awkward embarrassment.  
 
    “Well that’s kind of a long, weird story.” I said 
 
    “Please sit, I’d love to hear it.”  
 
    Phew. I didn’t have to do that awkward thing where you ask to sit with someone, and they usually say yes but they don’t actually mean it. I felt relieved.  
 
    I took her up on her offer and sat down in the chair, sliding my body on the cold, wooden seat.  
 
    “Thanks a lot, Charlotte.” I said. 
 
    I think her name is Charlotte. Isn’t it? I’m not sure. But she looks like her name would be Charlotte. It’s such a pleasant name that rolls of the tongue and sounds pretty sophisticated. 
 
    “I’m McKenzie.” She said 
 
    Ah fuck, I really butchered it. I felt embarrassed and tried to laugh it off.  
 
    “Oh, you’re right. I’m sorry. I knew that. You just look like this girl from back home I know. Her name was also Charlotte.” I said, lying completely.  
 
    “ 
 
    The smell of oatmeal, biscuits, gravy, eggs, and bacon filled my nostrils. I was certainly hungry, so I made sure to scoop them in my plate. However, I didn’t want to look weird to my new acquaintance, so I was careful about eating like a normal person.  
 
    “Thanks. I appreciate it.” I said, giving her a warm smile, “I just kind of ran into this guy in the forest who said I have some secret powers, so he claimed to unlock them for me. Crazy story, I know.” 
 
    She looked pretty surprised at the story and her mouth was slightly agape.  
 
    “Wow, that’s really intense. And that made your eyes turn purple? I’ve seen vampires with red eyes, but never purple.” 
 
    She was right. In my short couple years as a vampire, I never saw anyone with eyes like this. Usually, eye color can signify a certain kind of power.  
 
    Red-eyed vampires are typically the ones that have the ability to transform into bats, teleport, shape-shift, and read minds. However, they also are by far the most blood thirsty, and they need to feed a lot more to replenish their energy levels that fuel their powers. Becoming a red-eyed vampire is considered the highest state a vampire can possibly be at.  
 
    Some vampires are lucky and are born with special powers. Like, for instance, I know vampires that have orange eyes and can project energy beams and manipulate the energy around them. Those kinds of powers can only come through genetics.  
 
    Most noble vampire families have some sort of special traits running through their veins.  
 
    But most of us commoners are stuck with the “normal” vampire genes. Not that there’s anything wrong with that, but it’s just kind of…well…boring. I could never fly, teleport, see into the future, control minds, or any of the other super cool stuff that the most gifted vampires can do.  
 
    Everything about my life has been pretty boring. I’m essentially just like a human except I feed on blood and get burned by holy water.  
 
    Not much upside to being a vampire if you’re like me. I’m pretty much all the worst parts about being a human with the annoying side-effects that come along with being a creature of the night.  
 
    “So what powers do you think you have?”  
 
    “I’m not sure. But I certainly feel different.” I said 
 
    She looked like she had something on her mind, but she did not want to say it. Feeling bold, I decided to push her on it.  
 
    “Do you have something so say?” I asked 
 
    “Oh…no It’s not a big deal.” She replied.  
 
    She looked down at her food again, using her fork to play with it. Her eyes were in a gaze, deep in thought.  
 
    Is she thinking about me? What is she thinking? There’s definitely something going on in her head.  
 
    I could tell that she was holding it back, that she didn’t want to actually address it, so I decided to push again.  
 
    “If you have something to say, just blurt it out.” I said strongly.  
 
    She looked uncomfortable, but after a few seconds of introspection, she finally decided to come out with her thoughts.  
 
    “So…I wanted to apologize to you about what happened the other day. No one deserves to get beaten up.” 
 
    My eyebrows raised in surprise. She knew about it? How? Wait, did they tell everyone?  
 
    “They told people?” I asked in astonishment.  
 
    “Melinda told everyone. She had been plotting against you from the moment that you arrived back.”  
 
    I was taken aback. 
 
    “How do you know this?” I asked 
 
    She chuckled uncomfortably. 
 
    “Melinda is a friend of mine. Well, kind of. We aren’t on the best of terms. I don’t really want to say why. But we’re still in the same social circle of friends and gossip gets around, as you know.”  
 
    She was right. Gossip does get around at this school. And Melinda has never been one to be subtle. She’s well known for saying exactly what she wants, regardless of the consequences or implications. Planning far ahead has never been her strong suit.  
 
    “You and her still share the same friend network…those girls that tag along with her nearly everywhere she goes? Hmm…” I said, deep in thought.  
 
    “What do you mean?” she asked, picking up on my intrigue.  
 
    “I just have something really interesting that I just thought about. A plan, if you will…” I smiled mischievously  
 
    “Revenge, you’re thinking?” she asked 
 
    Smart girl. She picked up on that fast. She’d be a good ally to have in the fight against Melinda and her evil army of hot vampires.  
 
    There’s no reason why I should have to do this alone. Isadora is nice, but she doesn’t have the social and friend network necessary to get back at the evilness that I would call Melinda.  
 
    I need someone that I can trust to help penetrate that inner circle and cause discord and mayhem. 
 
    “You’re right. How smart you are.” I said, trying to flatter her and soften her up.  
 
    I turned my back to look at Melinda’s table. She was sitting with the other elite vampires, all of which were chatting and whispering. Probably about some meaningless gossip that was trashy and pointless. Each and every one of them made me completely angry. 
 
    Don’t get me wrong, the guys are completely hot but, they need to be taught a lesson. They need to be cut down to size and be put in a position that makes them feel weak, needy, and alone.  
 
    Because that’s what they’ve done to me. That’s what they’ve done to so many that attended this school.  
 
    They think they run this place because of who their families are. Because of their last name and their bloodline. And they think they can treat people anyway they want with impunity.  
 
    Ah, the entitlement.  
 
    “Hey, aren’t you in Advanced Dark Magic?” I asked McKenzie.  
 
    “Yeah, why do you ask.” She said, putting down her cup of blood.  
 
    I shot her a look, which she was able to decipher quite quickly.  
 
    I wanted to unleash some gnarly dark magic on Melinda and her trio of douchebags and I was going to need McKenzie’s help in making it happen.  
 
    “You want me to….oh no. We can’t.” 
 
    “We must.” I said, trying to convince her. 
 
    “That’s against the rules.”  
 
    “Just think of what Melinda did to you. I’m not sure what it was, but I know it hurt you. I know it makes you upset.”  
 
    She looked down at her food with a dejected expression. I could tell that my words were cutting deep with her, getting to the core of her emotions. There were some pent up feelings that she had suppressed for quite a while, that were beginning to come to light.  
 
    She looked conflicted. But I knew in this moment that through appealing to her base emotions of rage and resentment that I could sway her to my side.  
 
    “I don’t want to get in trouble.” She said 
 
    “But aren’t you so angry.” I said, “I know Melinda has made you feel pain. She made me feel pain, too. I know how difficult that can be. Don’t you want her to feel a fraction of what she’s made us feel.” 
 
    She looked back up at me, her mouth agape. She was still wrestling with the idea of turning against her former friend and using dark magic to do it.  
 
    And for good reason. Dark Magic should only be used for defensive purposes, and if one actually chooses to use it for any other reason, they could face severe consequences.  
 
    “You’re…..you’re right.” She said, a tear falling down her cheek.  
 
    “Yes…Yes…” I said, “Just think about how much fun it will be to make her suffer. Think about how much happier you will be. Think of the emotional release of finally getting revenge. The school will be better off with a more humble Melinda.” I said with a smile.  
 
    She looked around for a few seconds in internal contemplation, wrestling with the actual morality. But then she looked up at me and nodded.  
 
    “You’re right.” She said, “Melinda needs to be knocked down a peg or two. But I don’t want to get expelled.”  
 
    I reached across the table and clasped her forearm in an attempt to comfort her.  
 
    “Trust me. You won’t have anything to worry about.”  
 
    For some reason, I felt confident about this. And I felt more confident than usual.  
 
    It was as if I weren’t even talking at this moment, but there was someone else pushing me to say these things. I felt more bold, more aggressive in my approach.  
 
    Normally, I wouldn’t be plotting revenge against a sworn rival and trying to utilize a stranger’s skillsets to make it happen. But this was a different case.  
 
    “What exactly do you need from me.” 
 
    I smiled.  
 
    Thanks McKenzie. 
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    “A dash of dragon spice should do it.” McKenzie said, pouring a bit of the grey powder from the can into the frothing brown solution.  
 
    Her magic boiled over the brim of the black iron cauldron. Normally, dark magic gives off a pretty strong odor, but McKenzie was knowledgeable enough to cast a deodorizing spell in the basement so no one could sense what we were doing.  
 
    The basement of the school is a pretty cool place. There’s all kind of forbidden equipment down here that we aren’t allowed to use, and this area is off limits, but it’s a rule that’s not strictly enforced.  
 
    I mean, if they caught me down here, I’m sure I’d get a tough talking to by my dorm prefect. But it’s not like they’d kick me out or anything. At worst, it would probably be a detention. And although detentions aren’t fun, they’re really a slap on the wrist compared to the more draconian forms of discipline that take place here.  
 
    The basement was pretty dimly lit, with tiny creatures scurrying in the distance. There weren’t many, but I could sense there were a couple. Kind of like rats, but they’re magical and native to this place.  
 
    The basement leads to dungeons in the depths of the underground, places were students are explicitly told we will face the harshest punishment if we dare try to explore. So of course, I’d never go down there. But even if I wanted to, they’re guarded by some pretty tough magic to get around.  
 
    “Can you hand me the celestial sauce?” she asked gesturing to a vial of glowing blue liquid with sparkling diamond bits floating inside 
 
    “Sure.” I said, handing it to her.  
 
    She took the vial from my hand and poured about a drop into the liquid, turning it a bright blue.  
 
    “That should do the trick.” 
 
    “Powerful stuff.” I said covering my face.  
 
    The liquid shined even brighter and let out a strong odor that smelled similar to bleach.  
 
    “We’re done.” She said with a satisfied look on his face.  
 
    “Now that you’re done, can you tell me exactly what you’re making.”  
 
    “It’s a Serpent Curse.” She said, impressed with herself.  
 
    “I’m going to need an explanation of what that is.”  
 
    “It’s a curse that will turn skin in serpent skin.” She said 
 
    I lifted an eyebrow, both intrigued and creeped out by the thought of turning someone’s skin into that of a serpent.  
 
    But, I won’t lie. I do find it quite fitting and appropriate that her skin would match that of a snake.  
 
    Much like a snake, she’s duplicitous, manipulative, and sneaky. She has a killer instinct and should not be trusted.  
 
    “How does it work? Does she have to drink it?”  
 
    “No, this potion doesn’t have to be consumed. All you have to do is get it on her body.” 
 
    She poured the potion from the cauldron into a small metal canister. She affixed a plastic lid on top, removed her gloves and handed it over to me.  
 
    “Be careful. You don’t want to get any of this stuff on your skin.” 
 
    “Does it have an antidote?” 
 
    “All you need is concentrated fairy dust to get rid of the effects.” She said 
 
    Fairy dust certainly isn’t easy to get around here. One would have to go into the market into town in order to attain some, and it certainly isn’t something that someone can get on the typical student budget. But, as we all know, Melinda isn’t the typical student. If anyone could afford fairy dust, it would be her.  
 
    Secretly, I wish there was a more potent kind of potion that we could use. Something with permanent effects that would really make her pay the cost for what she did to me.  
 
    But, I suppose I shouldn’t get carried away. Giving her a permanent curse would probably land me in deeper trouble than I’m willing to get into. And, I don’t need to really make her life hell. I just need to scare her a bit.  
 
    I placed the potion in a compartment of my backpack, making sure the lid was firmly enough attached so that it wouldn’t spill out and cause a massive mess.  
 
    “That bitch has no idea what’s coming for her.” I said. 
 
    I wanted to let out an evil laugh, but that would be a little too cartoonish, like a villain.  
 
    “I hope she really feels the pain that she put on others.” McKenzie said to me.  
 
    We were doing a good thing. We were doing the right thing. We were doing the thing that would benefit the school.  
 
    Everyone needs to see that Melinda is just a person like the rest of us, and that she needs to be knocked down a peg or two. Seeing her finally crash to the ground in humiliation would be the sweetest pleasure.  
 
    McKenzie and I climbed out of the basement, being careful so that we weren’t seen and then walked down the halls joining the rest of the students. We blended in naturally, although I got some stares from students.  
 
    They were still gossiping and whispering about the fight between me, Austin, and George.  
 
    “Why didn’t you just leave?” someone rudely said 
 
    “Oh, you’ll see.” I said, turning my head to respond.  
 
    And, oh he will.  
 
    I was feeling so much more emboldened, much more empowered than I ever have before. And I have to say, I do believe it has a lot to do with Roxas’s magical touch or whatever it was.  
 
    I certainly do feel like something has been unlocked inside of me, even though I’m not sure exactly what it was.  
 
    I feel more confidence and bravado. I walk with much more swagger than I did before. With my head held high and my shoulders back.  
 
    The blood pumped through my veins and it was like I was on top of the world. There was an adrenaline that coursed through me as if I were on Mount Everest. There’s nothing or no one that could stop me at this point.  
 
    I walk up to my locker and change out my books from supernatural biology to magical history of the United States.  
 
    I have an exam coming up in that class, and I think I’ll do better in it than the past one. I only got a C+ on that exam, but I’ve been studying harder, and my memory has rapidly improved.  
 
    Maybe it’s the new powers? 
 
    I’m not sure, but I have some confidence goin in that I will do just fine.  
 
    I feel a tap on my shoulder, and spin around. I hope it’s that bitch Melinda so I can douse this potion on her.  
 
    Oh, it’s Isadora.  
 
    “Whoa, what’s with the eyes?” she asked 
 
    She hadn’t seen them since they transitioned overnight. So I guess that would be a surprise for anyone.  
 
    She seemed in awe of their beauty. And I was, too. But I was more interested in the potential power that they welded.  
 
    “Well, you know that weird guy that I ran into yesterday. I think, this is his work. Strangely colored eyes are a sign of power, you know.”  
 
    “But, which-” 
 
    “I don’t know which powers.” I said, cutting her off.  
 
    I wasn’t trying to be rude, but I knew exactly where she was going with that question ,and I didn’t feel like having to listen through it.  
 
    “Haven’t seen you all day. How are you?”  
 
    “Oh…” I say kind of disappointed to see her, “I’m doing fine.” I say, sliding the backpack on my back carefully as to not cause the potion to spill.  
 
    “You haven’t had any trouble today have you?” she said in a lowered tone as to not arouse the attention of everyone around her. 
 
    “You don’t have to act so secretive about it. Everyone knows what happened. I got my ass kicked.” I said shrugging my shoulders, “But to answer your question, I haven’t even talked to any of those assholes today.”  
 
    “That’s good.” She said, nodding her head, “Just stay away from them and you should be fine. I’m so glad you decided to stay.”  
 
    “Isadora….I don’t plan on staying away from them.” I said with a cocked eyebrow and a wicked grin.  
 
    She could sense that I had plotted something, and her expression changed to one of worry.  
 
    “What do you mean?” she said, narrowing her eyes and cocking her head.  
 
    I looked around before leaning into her ear to whisper. I told her my plan and about the potion. I giggled and leaned out expecting her to reciprocate. Instead, I saw that her eyes were beaded out in horror.  
 
    “You can’t do that.” She said.  
 
    “Why not?” I said, confused.  
 
    “Do you know exactly how much trouble you’d get in? Not just with the school, but with Melinda and her friends? They’d make your life even harder than it already is.”  
 
    I scoffed and rolled my eyes, “As if that’s even possible.” I said, “That girl is going to get a taste of her own medicine. And it’s long past due.”  
 
    She gulped. There was an aura of nervousness around her.  
 
    “Her father is the wealthiest man in vampire society. They will get you.” She said ominously.  
 
    I shrugged my shoulders again, feeling totally confident. In reality, it was probably a reckless and dangerous mentality to have, to believe that I could just get away with cursing a spawn of one of the most prestigious vampire families on Earth. However, for me, I was more worried about getting back at her, finally feeling some sort of satisfaction and having the upper-hand in our dynamic.  
 
    “Izzy, I really like you…” I said trailing off, “But sometimes life requires making bold choices. And this is a bold choice.” I said with a lot of conviction.  
 
    I leaned in and gave her a hug. I was grateful for everything that she gave me. She was a rock for me to lean on, a great support system when I felt alone and desperate.  
 
    But I had to do this. There’s no way that I was going to let her stand in my way and stop me.  
 
    “You seem…different.” She said 
 
    I nodded my head.  
 
    “You’re probably right. I feel different. See you back at the dorm.” 
 
    I departed from her, giving her one last glance back. She placed her hand over face in worry and leaned up against the lockers. It really pained me that I was putting her through this kind of mental anguish, but I felt so lucky to have a friend that truly cared about me.  
 
    Threading in between the students, I made my way to the stairs.  
 
    Melinda’s locker is on the third floor, along with the other popular kids. Usually, lockers are assigned randomly, but the cool kids bullied the others into agreeing to swap lockers so they could all be next to each other.  
 
    I strolled up through the hallways, my shoes making loud noises against the brick floors. Kids cleared the way for me, moving out of my direction as they could sense my power.  
 
    There they were, standing right in front of Melinda’s locker, all surrounding her as she spoke about whatever meaningless bullshit she wanted to. They were all ears for her as she rambled on.  
 
    Just look at them, like minions looped around her ring. How pathetic.  
 
    I took a deep breath. Now or never.  
 
    “You got this, girl.” I whispered to myself.  
 
    I unzipped my backpack and pulled out the can filled with the curse that I knew would totally humiliate her and make her out to be the pathetic lowlife she is.  
 
    Walking towards them, one of her friends tugged on her shoulder and nodded in my direction. Melinda’s eyes set on me, as she gave her trademark wicked smile.  
 
    “Oh, look what the cat dragged in. I see you haven’t learned your lesson, haven’t you, peasant?” she said, snidely.  
 
    “Hello, Melinda.” I said giving her an insincere smile, “No, I didn’t leave. You can’t get rid of me that easily.” 
 
    One of her friends, named Jane, stepped towards me and gave me a look down. 
 
    “What’s with the eyes?” she asked, raising an eyebrow 
 
    “Oh, they’re new. I’m not sure where they came from, though.” I said, lying.  
 
    I didn’t want them to know about the powers that I newly gained. It was in my interest that they knew as little as possible about what I was doing or what my plans were. Because, as far as I’m concerned they’re the enemy and would use it against me.  
 
    I admit that it would be tempting to just let them know about my new powers and make them jealous. But now’s not the time. I wanted them to have absolutely no knowledge of it.  
 
    I was going to keep this a nice secret as long as I could…at least a secret from the wrong people.  
 
    “Well, one thing’s for sure. You look like a total freak!” another one of her friends, Penelope, said.  
 
    I smirked, hiding my rage. This girl is lucky that I haven’t already earmarked this curse for someone else. Otherwise, it would be doused right on her.  
 
    “What’s the matter, buttercup.” A strong male voice said. I looked up and saw Austin looking at me with his trademark cocky demeanor.  
 
    I became infuriated that he was so content, standing there like everything was fine. He looked at me with smugness written across his face as if he was totally satisfied with beating me into a pulp.  
 
    My heartbeat accelerated and I could feel myself fight the urge not to jump on top of him and rip him to shreds. Of course, I could never because he’s so much bigger than me, but the urge is definitely there.  
 
    He and George whispered to each other while Paul looked at me, leaning on the locker next to Melinda’s.  
 
    “So, what are you doing here, you peasant? We have actual clubs to go to instead of just sitting in our room all depressed and moody like you.” Melinda said with a tinge of hate. 
 
    I couldn’t tell whether she help me with contempt or whether she actually thought of me as a joke. She bullied many other kids at this school, but it seemed like she held me with particular ire.  
 
    That smile. That damned smile.  
 
    She had a smile that gave off nothing but a sense of superiority and condescension. I knew that she looked down upon me and didn’t see me as an equal at all.  
 
    Suddenly, the words of my late mother rang in my head.  
 
    “Mira, always treat others with kindness, even if they don’t extend that to you.” 
 
    I felt my heartbeat slow down. What am I doing? 
 
    There’s no way that I can allow myself to become this person, the person that seeks out revenge and hurts others. I don’t want to unleash that upon anyone, even Melinda.  
 
    But does she deserve to be humiliated? Yeah, probably. Does it say more about me, than it does about her if I went through with the plan? Likely. 
 
    I will give her one last chance. Not even for her, but for my sake.  
 
    I closed my eyes and took a deep breath through my nose.  
 
    “Melinda, what you encouraged Paul, George, and Austin to do was wrong. You know that.” I said, as she crossed her arms and looked at me unfazed, “I’m going to give you one chance to apologize. If you apologize we can start over anew.”  
 
    She looked at her friends and they all began bursting out in laughter. Melinda nearly dropped her purse as she held her stomach in total laughter.  
 
    “Is that supposed to be a threat?” she said through her laughter.  
 
    “Well…yes. Yes, I am threatening you.” I said with confidence.  
 
    Paul narrowed his eyes on me. He took a step back, sensing that something was about to happen. He then whispered something in George’s ear, as George waved him off. He was watching, interested to see what was going to happen next.  
 
    Melinda wasn’t going to back down. She looked at her friends, as they gave her non-verbal cues to go forward with her teasing. She swiped her hair from her face and then set her eyes on me.  
 
    “You’re nothing but a poor loser with dirty blood and a heritage of nothing but humans. Who are you to tell me, Melinda Elderblood, what to do? If I want to bully you, then I will.” She said, stepping towards me and pushing her finger in my torso. 
 
    That’s it. This bitch asked for it. 
 
    I tore open the lid of the canister and splashed it up at her face, causing her to cover her eyes while stumbling backwards.               “What the hell?” she said in shock. 
 
    Her friends gathered around her, as one shrieked in horror. The other turned towards me with fury in her eyes.  
 
    “What did you do?” she asked, pointedly 
 
    I was stunned at myself for actually doing it, for actually standing up for myself. I felt like taking a victory lap.  
 
    Paul ran up to Melinda, pushing her two friends out of the way, to take a look at her.  
 
    “Whoa.” He said, taking a few steps backwards and looking at me with some fear in his eyes.  
 
    “What’s happened to my skin?” Melinda asked 
 
    Her skin was turning from white to green with scales. Slowly, the green scales crept up from her torso towards the extremities of her body.  
 
    “You freak! What kind of fucking spell is this?” she asked 
 
    I walked up towards her, giving her the same smug look that she gave me since we first started interacting.  
 
    Her skin had turned a complete different color. Her eyes turned yellow with diamond-shaped pupils. For all I know, she could be growing a tail.  
 
    But if there’s one thing for certain, it’s that McKenzie really meant it when she said she said this stuff would make her look like a serpent.  
 
    “I wouldn’t be calling anyone a freak if I were in your position. You look like a reptile.” I said, with a smug smile still plastered across my face.  
 
    Jane looked at me in the eyes with daggers, “Tell us what the antidote to this is. Now.” 
 
    “Figure it out yourself.” I said 
 
    “Listen here you poor little loser, if you don’t give us exactly what we’re looking for then-” 
 
    “Then what?” I cut him off. I then picked up the canister filled with potion, shaking it in her face, “You know I have more where that cam from.”  
 
    She backed up, looking at me with some apprehension.  
 
    Melinda looked like a total mess. Her entire body was green and scaly, making her resemble the snake that she truly is on the inside.  
 
    Perhaps I shouldn’t have done it. Perhaps, I should’ve been much more forgiving? 
 
    But, I wasn’t going to allow her to get away with this ever again.  
 
    A slight smile spread across my face, proud that I was making her feel the pain that she inflicted upon others. Even if only temporary.  
 
    Paul reached his hand out to me.  
 
    “Mira, I-” 
 
    I put my hand up to his face. I wasn’t hearing any of his nonsense right now. 
 
    “I don’t have time for it, Paul.” I said, strongly 
 
    But he wasn’t going to just let it go.  
 
    “Mira,” he said, walking up to me, in my face, “What on Earth have you done?” 
 
    I looked him right in his eyes. I probably should’ve splashed some of the potion on him too, but he’s far too hot for me to do it. 
 
    “I did what I had to. It’s called payback.” I said with pride.  
 
    I could feel his body radiate heat on mine, and it felt really good. My heart started to accelerate, being so near to him. I really wanted nothing more than to throw him against the locker and lock lips with him, making out in front of a distressed Melinda.  
 
    Ah, that would be so amazing.  
 
    What am I thinking? It’s so irrational.  
 
    Shut up. Just do it! 
 
    It was like there was another force inside my body, pushing and compelling me to do things that weren’t in my best interest. Going against my better judgement and acting on my base impulses.  
 
    There was a certain level of confidence and courage that I felt right now, that although exhilarating, is also very much dangerous.  
 
    He leaned in closer to me.  
 
    “Can we go talk, in private?” Paul asked 
 
    I shouldn’t do it. It wouldn’t be smart. He can’t have good intentions.  
 
    “Yes.” I said 
 
    He grabbed my hand and whisked me away down the hall.  
 
    “Paul, what are you doing?” I hear the shrill call of Melinda, which is music to my ears.  
 
    I look back and smile at her, as she becomes smaller in my view.  
 
    Paul took me up a spiraling staircase up through the interior of a dimly lit, cobblestone tower. The smell of dust and mildew filled the air, and there were cobwebs lining the walls. Although it certainly looked creepy, I did feel a sense of comfort with him, that I did not expect to.  
 
    The staircase led all the way up to a platform, with a old, creaky wooden door. He opened the door, which lead out to a beautiful balcony. It was deceptively large, with black-painted iron fencing and overlooked the entirety of campus grounds.  
 
    The sun was beginning to set and painted the sky a beautiful strawberry tint.  
 
    The immense beauty of it all overtook me. It was almost surreal, as if it were a painting.  
 
    “What did you bring me up here for?” I asked, forgetting that I was supposed to be mad at him 
 
    “What you did down there was-” 
 
    “I’m not going to apologize if that’s what you’re looking for.” I said, crossing my arms underneath my breasts 
 
    I was doing my best to give him a mean glare and let him know that I wasn’t going to back down. I was pissed with his entire crew of friends and their outright cruelty towards others, and I was going to let them know it.  
 
    “I wasn’t looking for an apology.” He said, standing in front of me and looking in my eyes, “I wanted to tell you that I thought what you did was pretty cool.”  
 
    My eyebrows shot up in surprise. I was taken aback by his comments. I shifted them around, trying to formulate the right response.  
 
    “You did?” I asked  
 
    I wish there was something more substantive that I could shoot back with, but my mind was coming up with nothing.  
 
    “Melinda’s a pretty rotten person. It’s kind of good to see her get a taste of her own medicine.” He said to me, moving in a little closer.  
 
    I crossed my arms tighter, trying to look defensive. A lump formed in my throat as I tried my best to fight off my blushing.  
 
    “If you think she’s so rotten, then why do you hang out with her?” I asked 
 
    He let out a deep sigh and looked contemplatively out into the distance.  
 
    “I would get killed if anyone found out I told you this, but I’m arranged to be married to Melinda.”  
 
    My jaw dropped, as I was taken aback by this revelation.  
 
    “Married? To Melinda? Did your parents set this up?” 
 
    He nodded his head. Before I could ask more questions, he continued talking.  
 
    “It’s not exactly something that I wanted, but a lot of the elite vampire families arrange marriages between their children to keep their bloodlines high quality.”  
 
    He sounded pretty miserable as he said this, and his face seemed like he had given into total resignation.  
 
    I couldn’t imagine what that’s like, to have no say in who you marry.  
 
    “You don’t like her, do you?” I asked 
 
    The glance he gave me told me all I needed to know. There was just so much that he needed to let go. A total catharsis, if you will.  
 
    “She’s so controlling and manipulative.” He said, letting out a bit of frustration that he had buried inside him.  
 
    “You’re right.” I said, surprised that he had the feelings that I had about her as well, “But I’m surprised that you feel the same way about her. I think she’s evil.”  
 
    He let out a slight chuckle, “You wouldn’t be entirely wrong.” 
 
    I took pleasure in this moment that we had together, a chance to get to know each other with our boundaries down and with no pretense.  
 
    “You know,” he said, continuing, “It felt really good to see her get knocked down for once.” 
 
    “I think the entire school will be better off with a humbled Melinda.” I said, leaning on the railing.               “You’re right.” He said, turning from me and staring off into the distance. 
 
    “The only thing is that I’m worried about what her revenge will be after she inevitably finds the cure for the potion. I know that she’s not just going to let me off the hook.”  
 
    He stared in deep through for a second before taking a deep breath and turning his face to me.  
 
    “You know, I’m not sure what the future holds exactly. But I’m not certain it will be with her.” 
 
    “So…what does that mean?” I said, one eye lifted in the air.  
 
    “It means that I’m tired of doing her bidding, of being her minion.” He looked me closer in my eyes. 
 
    I could feel the physical tension between us begin to build up. My heart started beating even faster, and I could feel myself fall under his sexy gaze, blushing and getting all worked up. I felt like a school girl with her first crush. It felt so natural and so right.  
 
    “Good.” I said, “It looks like both of us have learned to stand up to her.”  
 
    I broke my eye contact with him, trying to hide my quickly reddening face.  
 
    “You don’t have to hide. It’s okay.” He said in a sultry tone, “Just let yourself go. Embrace your feelings.”  
 
    I suddenly became light on breath as I looked into his face once more. The hairs on my neck stood up, and time around me felt like it was going ever more slowly.  
 
    This was so, so good. It felt like one of those romance movies in which you fall in love with a dreamy guy that’s way out of your league.  
 
    But that couldn’t be what’s going on here, could it? 
 
    “I don’t know you’re talking about.” I said, brushing my hair behind my ear 
 
    “I see the way you look at me.” He said 
 
    My heart skipped. Damn it. I thought that I was much craftier than that.  
 
    “I uh-” 
 
    “And I see the way you look at my friends.” He said, before I could get out another lie.  
 
    Damn it, he caught onto me. He looked at me with complete seriousness, that showed he wasn’t going to fall for my obvious lies.  
 
    I’d consider myself a decent liar, but he saw right through my bullshit. And he saw into my heart. A heart that was yearning for love, yearning for conquest and to be taken. Taken by a strong man that knows what he wants.  
 
    “You’re right.” I said 
 
    “There’s so much power….radiating from you.”  
 
    I blinked rapidly in surprise of what he said, but I forgot that he had the ability to read power auras. It’s an ability that’s pretty rare among vampires in general, but pretty common among noble vampire families. He had this look in his eye that twinkled with hunger and passion. His pupils dilated. And I knew that he wanted me.  
 
    “It came from…some random dude in the forest.”  
 
    A look came across his face that showed he had a revelation at my statement.  
 
    “A member of the Fang?” he asked 
 
    “How…How’d you know?”  
 
    “Oh, you sweet naive thing, there’s so much that I know. So much that would probably shock and stun you. My family is one of the elite, after all. Nothing gets past us.”  
 
    “Yeah, he found me in the forest and said I had some unlocked powers. And he unlocked them for me, which turned my eyes purple. But I don’t know what the powers might be.” 
 
    “Purple?” he said, narrowing his eyes and looking deeply into me, “The color of royalty.” 
 
    I chuckled at his comment, “Well we all know that’s not the case.” I said, waving my hand in dismissal. 
 
    “Mira, you smell so….intoxicating.” He said 
 
    My face got as red as a tomato, as I struggled to even pretend to play it cool. I managed to pull myself together to respond.  
 
    “Thanks. You smell good too.” 
 
    “Kiss me.” He said, leaning into me.  
 
    His lips hit mine, and I felt like melting. It was the best feeling ever. Kissing Paul is like eating fresh chocolate chip cookies from the oven.  
 
    His tongue danced in my mouth, taking time to explore every crease and crevice. I could feel his hand move down my back, sending a chill up my spine in total pleasure.  
 
    I used my hands to explore his body, going from feeling up his muscular back, all the way up to running my fingers through his gorgeous mop of hair.  
 
    He regrettably pulled back from me. I wanted that moment to last forever. It was too quick and fleeting.  
 
    I was lost in a state of utter euphoria. My face had to be redder than I ever thought possible.  
 
    Why on Earth would I kiss my bully and sworn enemy? 
 
    But I cannot lie, it felt so good. It felt like I finally did something that I was destined to do, that felt like it was meant to be.  
 
    “And what about your relationship?” I asked 
 
    “I’m going to call it off. There’s another girl that I’m interested in.” He said, raising an eyebrow to me and causing me to blush even harder. 
 
    Good. Melinda doesn’t deserve him. There are only so many attractive, strong vampires out there, and she shouldn’t have one. She probably feels entitled to him because of who her family is and her last name, but that doesn’t mean we should all bow down to her whims and wishes.  
 
    “But what will your parents say?” I ask 
 
    “They won’t be happy. But they will have to deal with it.”  
 
    He rubbed his hand on my shoulder, causing me to internally melt. Every touch he gave me sent waves of pleasure through my body. It was like he was the missing piece to my puzzle.  
 
    “Hey what are you two doing up here?” 
 
    We both turned around to see George and Austin standing in the doorway, walking towards us.  
 
    “Nothing. I just wanted to talk to her about the conflict she had with Melinda.”  
 
    George lifted an eyebrow, walking closer. He was suspicious and could tell that something was off. 
 
    “I can smell lust in the air. You two were up here hooking up, weren’t you?” he asked with a grin.  
 
    I scoffed, “Absolutely not.”  
 
    I turned my body away from him in pretend disgust at his suggestion that I was kissing one of the most attractive men in the world.  
 
    “Nah, I can tell.” He said, “You don’t fool me for a second.” 
 
    “George, what do want?” Paul asked him with a bit on annoyance in his undertone.  
 
    I could tell that Paul was enjoying the time that we had been able to get, and he didn’t like that his two friends had just barged in to break it up.  
 
    “Melinda’s gone into town to find an antidote for that potion.”  
 
    He then looked over at me.  
 
    “Don’t tell her I said this, but that was such a badass move.” He said, smirking even harder and leaning against the railing.  
 
    “Oh…well thanks, George.” I said 
 
    George was wildly attractive himself, but in a different way. He was your typical high school athlete and jock. Not at all like Paul, who was more of an academic. A hot academic, but an academic nonetheless.  
 
    George played lacrosse and hockey for the vampire school league and was the captain of the team. He was one of the best players even in the entire country and travelled to camps across America to play other vampires.  
 
    But academics weren’t his strong suit. He struggled in a lot of his classes, but he was able to get his family to pay off the instructors to raise his grades.  
 
    So, he’s slated to be the class valedictorian. And that’s totally unfair and complete bullshit, but he gets away with it because of who he is.  
 
    That’s just the way things work in the vampire realm. Who you know means so much more than what your actual accomplishments are or what your personality is like.  
 
    He adjusted his backwards baseball cap so it fit firmly atop his brown-haired head. His blue eyes shimmered like a swimming pool.  
 
    “You have a boyfriend yet?”  
 
    “Excuse me?” I said, taken aback by the boldness of his comment 
 
    “It’s just that you’re pretty cute, and I never see you walking around with any guys here.”  
 
    I cleared my throat to calm down and not let myself get worked up.  
 
    “Well, I think that’s kind of a private question. But to answer it, I’m not dating anyone right now.” 
 
    “That’s a shame.” He said with a faked sad face 
 
    “Are you dating anyone?” I asked back 
 
    He chuckled, “Come on. You know I have vampire babes knocking at my door at all hours of the night.”  
 
    He was such a douchebag. George was also known for dating girls and then leaving them after he found someone else who captured his attention more. He gets bored with girls. Even if they’re really pretty.  
 
    He uses them for their bodies and then discards them as soon as they are of no more use to him. He’s a total lothario. Being a typical guy, he hooks up with as many girls as he can.  
 
    And since he’s both very attractive and very wealthy and well-known, he has no shortage of girls willing to sell out their self-decency and self-respect for the chance to say they slept with George Longfang.  
 
    I could tell by the look on his face that he wanted me to be the next conquest on his list.  
 
    “Yeah, I know that you’ve been with many girls. Probably fifty or something.” 
 
    “Add another zero on that, and you’re probably closer.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes and shook my head in disapproval.  
 
    “I’ve never met someone that was incredibly forward with you are about your romantic life.”  
 
    “That’s because no one has as good of a sex life as I do. And I can show you why all the vampire girls can’t resist me.” He said, lifting his eyebrow and biting his bottom lip and exposing his sharp fangs.  
 
    My heartbeat started to stutter. I’ve heard things about him in bed.  
 
    I mean, girls gossip right. We all do it.  
 
    Last semester Katie Samuelson slept with him and told us all that he had a huge cock and that he fucked viciously. She told us that he banged her so hard that she saw stars in her eyes and could barely walk right the next day.  
 
    That rumor got around school and it eventually got back to George himself, who of course approved of it and got a lot of credibility with the other guys in his year.  
 
    Ever since then, he’s been known as the most popular guy in the entire school. All the other guys wanted to be him. Or they were jealous of him. All the girls wanted to date him.  
 
    Even I wondered for a moment what it would be like to be on the arm of the most popular guy in the entire school. To be in a relationship with someone so wealthy and respected? That comes from a powerful noble family? What it would be like to become popular by association?  
 
    It wouldn’t last long, of course. Eventually, he’d find someone else to be with. Even if it only took a couple of weeks to get there. But what a fantastic couple of weeks that would be. 
 
    “If you’re thinking about asking me out on a date, the answer is no.” I said 
 
    “Hmm….I like a challenge.” He said 
 
    He then turned his attention to Austin, 
 
    “Yo Austin, what do you think about this fine piece of meat right here?” he asked 
 
    Did he just refer to me as a piece of meat? What an asshole. He definitely needed to be humbled.  
 
    “She’s pretty cute, but she might be out of your league, man.” Austin said, in a joking manner. 
 
    George looked surprised but then taken a bit back by his response, but he wasn’t upset at all.  
 
    Austin was just joking. He was known around the campus to be a funny guy, not one that you take seriously.  
 
    His parents were traders of exotic bloods, and ran a company that traded all kinds of rare blood types from animals all over the world. They managed to monopolize that market, and needless to say they became fabulously wealthy.  
 
    In fact, the courtyard at the school is named after his family, the Greyskulls. 
 
    Austin was a bit shorter than George, which is to be expected, because he wasn’t an athlete, but he was still solidly over six feet. He had a leaner build but was still toned. But his most defining characteristic was his color-changing hair. His hair changed with his mood. Turning fiery red when angry, deep blue when depressed, and brown when feeling neutral. 
 
    Austin looked up at me and took a couple of steps forward, extending his hand for a shake. I stepped back, still angry and well aware of what happened the days before. 
 
    “Look, I know that I fucked up. We all did, but I’m sorry we were kind of forced to do so.” 
 
    “Forced?” I said in astonishment and disbelief, “No one forced you to do anything. And don’t even blame Melinda, it was still your choice.” 
 
    “Look, I get what you’re saying, but there’s more to it than you are aware of. Trust me.” 
 
    I wanted to burst out in complete and total laughter. Why on Earth would I believe anything that he had to say?  
 
    “So, I should put faith in my bullies?” I said, “You must really think I’m a total idiot.” 
 
    George interjected. 
 
    “If it counts for anything, I’m actually sorry too.” 
 
    I didn’t believe them. I mean, I couldn’t believe them. The apologizes seemed sincere and earnest. They claimed to have done what they did because they were coerced into doing so. But even then, you’d have a hard time convincing me that a trio of vampires from well-known families are just helpless.  
 
    “Mira, if it makes you feel any better, then we can just decide to leave you alone.” George said 
 
    I shook my head. No, that would not be enough. As the old saying goes, it’s best to keep your enemies close. Because, although I may not ever actually trust them, it’s a good idea to keep contact with them.  
 
    They’re also my potential direct link to Melinda and her definite plotting. Without a doubt, Melinda is coming back at me with full force, and I need someone to keep me updated on her machinations.  
 
    I looked out into the sunset-soaked campus. Everything was so incredibly stunning, so beautiful and calm.  
 
    It was a sharp contrast to my experience here, but it was still amazing nonetheless.  
 
    Seeing this made me realize that I needed to take more control of my own life, of my own happiness and destiny. That the surrounding world is only what I make it, and that there’s no way to make a better life for myself through running away from the past.  
 
    “You three are very important to me.” I said, “Because you are my only real connections to the inner workings of the vampire society.” 
 
    “Hmm…” George said narrowing his eyes.  
 
    He then turned to Paul, “Are you sure that she’s not a gold digger?” while laughing  
 
    “Well, see that’s the thing…I don’t need you to dig for gold. I’m looking into digging something else.” 
 
    He looked at me, befuddled. And I knew that I had him wrapped around my finger.                
 
    These boys love to play games. But they aren’t the only ones who can play them. 
 
    *************** 
 
     
 
     
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
     
 
    The waves crash against the shore. The wind whips against my body harshly as I stand on the beach, raindrops pummeling me.  
 
    The wind has made my hair a total mess, flying in all sorts of directions.  
 
    The sky is bleak and black, grey clouds moving in frantic directions, lighting striking the ocean and thunder so loud my eardrums could pop.  
 
    I don’t know how I got here, but I have to get out of here. I have to get home. I have to get back. 
 
    By any means necessary. 
 
    Looking at the ocean in front of me, I feel hopeless. How am I ever going to get across that?  
 
    It’s like a beast, waiting for me to foolishly decide to challenge it.  
 
    A lump forms in my throat as I take a deep breath and work up the courage to do it.  
 
    The smell of the salty sea invades my nostrils and gives me a temporary sense of calm before I take the biggest risk I ever could.  
 
    Reaching into my pocket, I grab a scrunchie, and wrap my hair in a bun.  
 
    I narrow my eyes on the roaring ocean and set my feet firmly on the ground in a sprinter’s position.  
 
    “You got this.” I say to myself 
 
    I sprint towards the violent ocean, with waves at least fifty feet high moving quickly to the shore.  
 
    I skip across the water.  
 
    Skip.  
 
    I can feel the power coursing through me, as I use this ability that I didn’t even know I could have.  
 
    Fear builds up inside me as a massive wave descends upon me, big enough to swallow me whole.  
 
    I extend my arms out, stopping the wave in its tracks. My body, taken over by a force I don’t recognize mumbles a spell that causes the wave to fall apart into the water again.  
 
    I mumble another spell.  
 
    The entire water around me stops moving. Everything is silent. The sky still whirls ominously with lightning strikes in the distance.  
 
    In the far out reaches of my vision I can see an island with a fuzzy structure I can’t make out from here reaching up towards the sky.  
 
    I glide across the eerily still water for a few minutes until I reach the coast of the island.  
 
    A beautiful, tropical island with palm trees and coconuts. There are beautiful flowers and natural foliage covering ground. I could feel an intense magical presence.  
 
    My eyes drifted up to see a…..castle? 
 
    Right in the center of the island. Large and grey, made of cinderblock with flying buttresses and pointed towers. The windows were entirely lit. There was definitely some activity going on in there.  
 
    Before I could make my way there, I heard footsteps behind me. My eyes glowed even stronger, my power becoming more concentrated in the presence of a potential threat.  
 
    “You’ve done so well.” The strong male voice said.  
 
    He was pretty imposing, over six feet, and covered head-to-toe in a hooded white cloak.  
 
    “Who are you? And where am I?”  
 
    He didn’t respond to my question. Instead he giggled, and lifted his hood.  
 
    I squinted my eyes. I recognize him from somewhere, but I’m not sure exactly where.  
 
    He was older, probably in his fifties. But he was still pretty handsome with a large square jaw and black hair that was greying.  
 
    “You’ve always been so….to the point.” He said 
 
    There was a tinge inside me that told me “You know this person.”  
 
    I narrowed my eyes even more intensely.  
 
    Think.  
 
    Think. 
 
    Think. 
 
    “Tell me who you are!” I said in frustration. The power inside me grew even more intense and my nostrils flared. I felt like a weapon getting ready to pop at any second. I could barely control the force that was inside of me. Only holding on by a thread.  
 
    He smirked. And then he disappeared into the air like dust.  
 
    Wait. No!” I yelled, getting even angrier.  
 
    My head turned around, looking for the man. And then my vision turned into total whiteness. 
 
    I was drifting away. To where? I have no idea.  
 
      
 
    ******************* 
 
    “Mira, no matter how many times you tell me this, I won’t believe it.”  
 
    Isadora was still in shock about the story I told her. She couldn’t believe that I was making out with Paul on the roof of the school.  
 
    “It’s too much like a romance movie. I feel like I’ve seen it a thousand times.” She continued 
 
    I smirked, because I felt the exact same way.  
 
    “The sunset was in the background when he kissed me. I never wanted it to end.” I said 
 
    “That’s just so…unbelievable. And why on Earth would George and Austin just be fine with you putting a curse on Melinda? I mean, I get what you said about them all being manipulated by her. But damn, that was cold.” She said with a smile.  
 
    The rumor that I splashed Melinda with a curse spread around the school like wildfire. Everyone was talking about it and gossiping about it.  
 
    Of course, they put their own spin on the events to make it seem even more dramatic than what it was, but the end result was largely the same.  
 
    I looked like a bad ass, and Melinda looked like she finally got her just desserts.  
 
    Rumor has it that she returned back home and is under some emotional distress. Or, at least that’s what I heard from some members of the cheer squad she’s a part of.  
 
    I just know that she’s going to hit back at me for some revenge. That’s just her way of doing things.  
 
    But I’ll worry about that when it comes to that point. Right now, I feel happy that I knocked her down a peg or two.  
 
    Isadora was so proud of me when she heard the news. And that kind of surprised me, because she had been like a motherly figure, encouraging me not to get into any fights or provoke the wrath of the popular kids.  
 
    “It would’ve been cool if you were there to see it.” I said 
 
    “I would’ve been sitting there with a bucket of popcorn. But I’m shocked you pulled that off. Who helped you make that curse?”  
 
    “Oh….I made it myself. I just followed a tutorial from a spell book.”  
 
    I didn’t want to incriminate McKenzie. Using dark magic is strictly against the rules, as I said earlier. And besides, McKenzie might come in useful again, and I don’t want to make her upset with me.  
 
    “But you’ve always been terrible at casting spells.” She said with a skeptical tone and look 
 
    “I’ve been practicing.”  
 
    “So tell me about what you plan on doing once she gets back from home. I know that Melinda won’t be happy.” 
 
    I let out a sigh.  
 
    “If she tries to pull anything, I’ll have some more curses ready for her.” I said 
 
    Although I would love nothing more than to curse her again. Maybe next time I’ll turn her into a frog. Maybe next, I’ll push her into another dimension. Or maybe I’ll turn her hair into worms.  
 
    All of that is so tempting to think about, but it would be absolutely terrible in practice.  
 
    I can’t get in the habit of using magic to settle scores with people. It could easily backfire.  
 
    I heard a sound coming from the door, and I looked behind me to see a letter slid under it.  
 
    I picked it up and read it.  
 
     
 
    Attention, Mira: 
 
     
 
    The disciplinary committee would like to see you immediately. 
 
      
 
    Sincerely, 
 
    Max Wittock. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, fuck.” I mumbled to myself. 
 
    Max Wittock isn’t someone that you want to hear from. The disciplinary committee sucks. Big time. And they will likely punish me with so much severity.  
 
    “Shit.” Izzy said. 
 
    I turned around, and I could see that she was already looking over my shoulder at the letter. 
 
    She could sense that I was worried and inside I was in a total state of panic.  
 
    “Don’t worry. I’m sure they’ll give you a slap on the wrist.” She said 
 
    “I’m already skating on thin ice, here.” I responded 
 
    “Yeah, but they are getting much better about how they treat the students.” She said, trying to reassure me.  
 
    That was a lie. This place has always operated like a prison. A beautiful prison, but a prison nonetheless.  
 
    There are even rumors of those going to the disciplinary committee not ever returning.  
 
    “I’ll walk you there.” She said in a soft tone to me.  
 
    I took a deep breath and nodded my head, accepting her offer.  
 
    Without a word, she followed me out of the room and across campus.  
 
    I was still on the receiving end of stares from other students, gossiping about me. 
 
    “You’re gonna get what’s coming to you.” A female student, a friend of Melinda, said to me as I walked past her.  
 
    I gave her the middle finger as I continued my trek towards the administrative office.  
 
    She was angry. Good.  
 
    This has to be the work of Melinda. It just has to. Or maybe, they’re finally coming after me because I’m not playing by their rules, that I’ve decided that I want to be my own vampire and not just go by what the Academy wants? 
 
    Let me not get too ahead of myself.  
 
    We stop in front of the administrative building, large and imposing, looking like a rectangular, stone structure from hell.  
 
    Izzy pulls me in for a hug and grabs me tight.  
 
    “No matter what happens, I’m always going to be here for you.” She said 
 
    “Same here.” I said 
 
    I felt so grateful to have her by my side. Inside, I was a nervous wreck, but it was so nice to have a dependable friend to hold me up. Even if figuratively.  
 
    I pulled away from her, although I wanted that embrace to last forever. But I made sure to draw it out as long as I could, because I wasn’t sure if it was going to be my last chance to hug her.                
 
    I inhale deeply and walk up the concrete stairs and pull open the wooden door with a dragon’s head for a doorknob. The interior opens up to a courtroom like setting with darkened lighting, red walls, beige drapes, bookcases lining the walls, and a singular rectangular table sitting before a panel of three judges.  
 
    “Please be seated.” The center judge said.  
 
    The lighting was dim, so I had to squint my eyes to see who it was. Max, of course. 
 
    The other two sitting beside him were Fiona Mellencamp and Blaise Dragonfire.  
 
    I sit in the cold wooden seat, feeling small. I try to look in their faces confidently, trying to project an image of innocence. 
 
    “I’m sure you’re aware why you’re here.” Blaise said.  
 
    “I have an idea…” I said, not wanting to even bring it up.  
 
    “You allegedly used a curse on Melinda.” Fiona said, her silver hair still managing to shimmer in the dark light.  
 
    “Key word being allegedly.” I said, putting my best lawyer impersonation I could from binge-watching Law & Order.  
 
    “Very funny, Ms. Parker. But this Is serious business.” Blaise said, his orange eyes contrasting with his dark brown skin.  
 
    I could feel the tension in the room start to ramp up. They were not happy with me. Not at all. 
 
    And these were three of some of the most powerful students in the entire university. Both metaphorically and literally. All three of them were hyper-powered vampires, with abilities that far surpassing most vampires, even adult ones.  
 
    “Melinda is in a very high level of distress.” Max said, “And she’s wondering if she even wants to come back to the school.” 
 
    As if that’s a bad thing? 
 
    “We have key eye witnesses that you are the one that threw the curse on her, causing her skin to become deformed.” Max continued, “Is this true?”  
 
    My heart started to pound, as I tried to figure out the best course of action. Should I lie? No, there’s too many eye witnesses. There’s no way I would get away with it. I have to tell the truth. Maybe they’ll go easy on me if I’m up front. 
 
    “First, I would like to say that yes, I did it.”  
 
    “Are you aware of the consequences of using forbidden forms of blood magic on school grounds?” Blaise asked 
 
    I took a deep breath.  
 
    “Of course, I’m aware.” 
 
    “And if you are aware of the potential consequences, why shouldn’t we give you the heaviest sentence possible?” he continued. 
 
    I gulped. My hands started to tremble and beads of sweat dripped down my forehead. I balled up my fists as I decided to defend myself once and for all. 
 
    “Because she deserved it.” I said in a moment of brutal honesty.  
 
    They were all taken aback by my comment and surprised. I think I even heard a gasp emerge from one of them.  
 
    Blaise was about to speak before Max held up his hand to silence him.  
 
    “Please continue.” Max said 
 
    I cleared my throat and tried to talk assertively. 
 
    “Melinda is a mean, evil, cruel person. She treats people with absolutely no respect and expects others to bend to her will just because she’s wealthy and comes from a famous vampire family. Look, I know what I did wasn’t right. But someone needed to humble her. It was for the good of the entire academy.” 
 
    Max raised an eyebrow.  
 
    “I’m impressed by your candor, Ms. Parker.” He said, “But unfortunately, we must apply the rules to everyone the same.”  
 
    Max looked at Blaise who nodded his head and then Fiona who did the same.  
 
    It seems as if they already made up their mind on their course of action before I even got here.  
 
    “We have decided that your punishment will be ten years in the pit of demons.” 
 
    My jaw fell on the ground and so did my heart.  
 
    The pit of demons? 
 
    I didn’t even know that was real. I thought it was just a story I heard from around school.  
 
    A dark place in the trenches of hell where souls are tortured for eternity by wicked demons? 
 
    I couldn’t last ten second there, let alone ten years? 
 
    It was rumored they sent Zander Black there after he got caught having sex in the enchanted forest, but that was only a rumor.  
 
    Normally, this is the part where I’d get on the ground and start begging for a lighter sentence, with tears coming down my eyes.  
 
    But this wasn’t a normal situation. I grew angry. My muscles tightened, nostrils flared, hair started floating in mid-air.  
 
    I could feel a power surge grow inside me, waiting to explode.  
 
    The members of the committee watched in silence, faces unmoved. They’re more powerful than me, and they know it. If I were to try to attack them, they’d have me ripped to shreds in an instant.  
 
    Trying to fight the council- three of the most powerful juvenile vampires in the world- would truly be a fool’s errand. But my body’s natural instincts have been taken over by another force that I cannot control.  
 
    Attack. Attack. Attack. My mind goes into the offensive mode, encouraging me to lunge at them.  
 
    The doors of the building open from behind me. 
 
    “Wait!” I hear a strong, sexy voice that belongs to Paul, of course.  
 
    He’s tailed by both George and Austin.  
 
    “This is a private hearing.” Fiona says in a cool tone.  
 
    Austin walks right to the front of the panel, pushing his finger in Max’s chest. 
 
    “Look here, you overpowered freaks, you’re going to let this girl go.”  
 
    Max swatted his hand away. He looked irritated by his presence.  
 
    “I hope you have a good reason for bringing your friends here, Mr. Longfang.”  
 
    “We aren’t going to let you sentence Mira to death.” He said 
 
    “We weren’t going to. Only ten years in the pit of demons.” 
 
    “Same fucking thing.” He retorted. 
 
    Austin marched up, “You must let her go, immediately. You know who we are.” He said 
 
    They were flaunting their authority and privilege. Of course, none of them were as powerful as the committee if they were to get into a fight. But they were definitely from families that could ruin their reputations and future if they were to get on the wrong sides of them.  
 
    “I’m well aware of who you are.” Max said 
 
    “My father built this building. He built half this school.” George responded, “So you will follow what I say….or else.”  
 
    Max certainly wasn’t pleased with his behavior. I could tell from his face that he was angered. He looked him up and down, before finally relenting.  
 
    “Fine, but if any other student is punished because of Ms. Parker’s actions, then it’s your and your friends’ responsibility.” He said in a stoic manner. 
 
    George leaned out with a satisfied look on his face. He knew what he wanted, and he just got it. He then turned his head to me with a raised eyebrow. 
 
    I felt grateful for his actions so much that I forgot that I couldn’t stand him. I gave him a silent nod, acknowledging what he did for me. But I didn’t want to lead him on to thinking anything else.  
 
    I rose up from the table and turned away, walking out the door. I was still trembling, coming down from what was almost a surely disastrous situation.  
 
    The trio caught up with me as I started walking towards my dorm. 
 
    “Aren’t you going to thank me?” George said in his smug tone.  
 
    I took a deep breath. I hated that I was having to do this, and for him of all people. But it was surely deserved.  
 
    “Thank you.” I forced out of my mouth.  
 
    “Hey, it was my idea to storm the disciplinary hall and confront them.” Paul said 
 
    “But it was my idea to use my parent’s name to threaten them.” George said 
 
    “You two fight like a couple of kids.” Austin said, acting like the only sane person out of the three.  
 
    The sun was pretty much down at this point, and it was shifting to the night. The sky smelled of the crispness of fall, and the leaves had changed to a beautiful brown color. They crunched underneath my feet as I took more steps forward.  
 
    This campus had been so beautiful, that I forgot that there was so much ugliness that happened here. So much ugliness in the students and the way they treated me. Contributing to my depression and plunging me into the depths of unhappiness.  
 
    And so I shut them all out. I shut them out and decided to enclose myself and my emotions into a cocoon of comfort.  
 
    These three guys…. 
 
    They aren’t my friends. Why would they do this for me? 
 
    “Why did you all try to help me?” I asked 
 
    “Because we wanted to.” Paul said 
 
    “But I’m the reason that Melinda had to flee school. Isn’t she your best friend?” I asked 
 
    “Yeah, but we kind of like you better.” George said              I blushed, looking away and trying to hide it.  
 
    Like me? These three guys? It’s hard for me to imagine that they’d want to hang out with me.  
 
    Each of them has enough net worth to buy the entire continent. However, they’re spending their time trying to woo me? It’s so hard for me to believe that they actually want to…date me? 
 
    No way.  
 
    There’s no way on Earth.  
 
    “Melinda is popular and pretty. Why on Earth would you like me than you would her?”  
 
    “Do you think we’re that shallow? We care about personality, too.”  
 
    My eyebrows jumped in the air at Paul’s statement. I wanted to cackle. Ever since I’ve met these guys, they’ve seemed like the stereotype of what a entitled rich person is.  
 
    “To be completely honest, yes I thought you were shallow.” I said, “Ever since I met you, you guys always went for the prettiest girls and the most popular ones. And I’m obviously….not that.” I said in embarrassment.  
 
    It’s always hard for me to confront my insecurities and feelings of inferiority when it comes to my looks and how I feel about myself. Confidence has never been my strong suit.  
 
    I remember when I was in middle school, everyone made Valentine’s Day cards for each other. Everyone got a few cards, but I gone none. The teacher felt so bad for me, that she made me a card so I wouldn’t feel left out. I know it’s just a stupid middle school activity, but I’d be lying if I said it didn’t hurt.  
 
    So no, I’ve never been the center of attention for guys. I’m not necessarily ugly, but I’m not the prettiest. I’m not the best dressed or the coolest.  
 
    My insecurities lurk over my shoulder, but I do the best to keep them buried and out of plain view.  
 
    “Well, we’ve dated all those girls before. They’re boring. We want to try something new.” George said 
 
    “Wouldn’t it ruin your reputations to be seen with someone as unpopular as me?”  
 
    “We run this school. If you were seen with us, we’d be the ones making you popular. You wouldn’t ruin our popularity.” George said 
 
    “Guys, relax. We don’t need to pressure her into anything.” George said 
 
    We stopped in front of my dorm, the lights completely on and buzzing with activity. I turned to each of them to give them a hug and thank them for what they did for me. It’s weird for me to even admit that, because only a few days ago, I would’ve sworn these guys were an enemy.  
 
    “See you later.” I said to them.  
 
    “The same to you.” Paul said. 
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
     
 
    I thought the next morning would bring me much more joy. But I was wrong.  
 
    I had managed to escape the clutches of the school’s draconian disciplinary squad. But I had to face the toughest challenge of them all. The true final boss.  
 
    Melinda.  
 
    My face dropped as she arrived back on campus, looking back to her old self.  
 
    Well…almost. 
 
    She managed to reverse the curse, but she definitely had a spell cast on her face to make it even prettier. She was already really pretty, but I guess the short time frame in which she wasn’t took a toll on her self esteem.  
 
    As soon as those cafeteria doors opened to reveal her, everyone stopped in their tracks. They all stared at her, in awe of her transformation back. 
 
    She was even wearing a new purple ribbon in her hair. Purple signifying royalty.  
 
    But although she was back and fully repaired physically, her nasty attitude still remained.  
 
    She wasn’t happy. A large scowl was across her face, and she was breathing heavy. Her eyebrows were furrowed, and she was marching around the cafeteria, her eyes searching.  
 
    Searching for me of course.  
 
    She gave me a double-take, as she marched right up to me, her fists balled up. As soon as she was within a two-foot radius, I made sure to warn her not to try anything silly.  
 
    “I suggest you be careful about your next action unless you want to experience another curse.” I said, sipping some blood from my chalice.  
 
    “You have a lot one nerve returning here after what you did. I’m surprised they even let you return.”  
 
    “I have my ways.” I said, smiling and thinking of the trio of hotties that came to my rescue. 
 
    “You were supposed to be sentenced and banished by now! I can’t believe the disciplinary committee is so incompetent.” 
 
    “Things don’t always turn out how you want.” I said, giving her a smug look.  
 
    She was getting even angrier. She thought that she had won the war by trying to get the committee to expel me, but it obviously didn’t work. She didn’t account for the possibility for her closest allies betraying her and undermining her plans.  
 
    Her face becomes even redder, and I can tell that she has some evil plan cooking inside her head right now. Her brain working overtime to figure out how to get back at me.  
 
    “You must leave. If you don’t then I will make sure that your life is a living nightmare. If you thought the last time I sought revenge against you was bad, you have absolutely no idea what you’re in for now.”  
 
    I scoffed.  
 
    “Oh please, I’m not afraid of you. While you might have your friends, I have some of my own.”  
 
    “What, that loser Isadora? I’lll make mincemeat of her, too.” She said 
 
    “Not just her. I have other friends, and they are much more important than you can imagine. Now, I suggest you get out of my face before I decide to throw another curse in it. And this time…it won’t have an antidote.” I said, looking at her with daggers in my eyes.  
 
    A lump formed in her throat as she backed up from my table. Her fists were still balled, and I could tell that she was still angry. But Melinda is a vengeful psychopath, but not stupid.  
 
    There’s no way on Earth that she would run the risk of getting another curse thrown at her. Especially now that she knows that I am willing to actually do it.  
 
    Needless to say, I was feeling pretty good about myself. I had finally put that ruthless bitch in her place and made myself proud.  
 
    Putting down Melinda isn’t just about getting back at her. It’s about putting a notice out to everyone: If you mess with me, there will be consequences.  
 
    And it sort of worked. The bullying slowed down, and so did the gossip. All I had to do was give them a mean stare and they would stop doing whatever it is that made me upset.  
 
    People even began to become nicer to me. Maybe it was out of fear that I would use some dark magic on them if they didn’t follow my orders.  
 
    And look, I will admit that I don’t like being feared. If it were my choice, I would rather have lots of friends that loved me and trusted me. I would rather treat the people around me well and get along.  
 
    But in vampire world, you cannot be too nice. People are ruthless and vicious. They can be cruel and calculating. They say that we aren’t inherently evil, but I’m not so sure that I agree. Vampires aren’t exactly known for our kindness.  
 
    This place is like high school, but amped up to a million. Everything that exists in a normal high school: lying, cheating, bullying, rumors, and sex, exists here. But the consequences are far more steep.  
 
    Ever get on the bedside of someone that could literally rip your soul from your body? Tip: You certainly don’t want to do that.  
 
    Roseblood Vampire Academy is a wicked beast. But it looks like I’m finally starting to tame it.  
 
    Walking into my Defense Against the Light class, my professor, Mrs. Redvine, pulls me to the side.  
 
    “Are you okay, dear?” she asks 
 
    I give her a confused look. I had no idea what she was talking about, but I responded anyways.  
 
    “Yeah, did I fail the last examination or something?” I asked 
 
    She shook her head. 
 
    “No, you did fine. Excellent, actually. Much better than your first exam.” I exhaled and gave a smile. I gave myself a psychological pat-on-the-back for my accomplishment.  
 
    “Great. So what did you pull me out of the class for?” I asked 
 
    “We are worried about you. The teachers are commenting that your eyes are now glowing with power, immense power, actually. But you seem to not be harnessing correctly.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” I said, chuckling. 
 
    Remember how I said that colorful eyes were a sign of power with vampires? Well, yeah mine have been glowing purple for a month now, and I still don’t know what my powers are. But I still feel them growing inside me, like they are aching to come out.                
 
    Although most vampires would be thrilled with the prospect of getting new powers, for me it has come with some serious mental anguish. I keep getting these nightmares. The nightmares of those men in white cloaks who come to me. And their castle. On an island somewhere.  
 
    “Do you know what they are yet?” she asked 
 
    I shook my head, “No ma’am, I don’t know. But they are certainly affecting me.” 
 
    “Like, in nightmares?” she asked 
 
    I was totally taken aback, and my eyes blinked several times in shock. 
 
    “Yeah, how did you know?” I asked 
 
    “Because my power is reading souls. Your soul has a lot of turmoil right now, but it’s coming from your dream cortex in your brain.” She said, pointing to my head. 
 
    I felt on my forehead, a dull pain that came from too much deep thought about my problems.  
 
    I nodded my head in agreement.  
 
    “You’re right. I’ve been under so much stress lately. You’d have no idea.” I frowned.                
 
    She returned my nod. 
 
    “Go inside. We have to start class.” 
 
    I was grateful that there was an opportunity for me to talk about what I was going through. But I tried my best to keep the contents of my dreams to myself. It wasn’t that they were bad or anything, but it’s always good to keep those kinds of things secret. I’m not exactly sure what the Order of the Fang wants from me, but I am not going to take any chances in pissing off a magical and powerful organization like that.  
 
    I decided that my partner in the Defense Against the Light classes would be Austin.  
 
    This class is pretty tough, but he seems to have a good head on his shoulders about this kind of thing. He’s the best Darkness Vampire that I’ve ever met.  
 
    He lifted an eyebrow at me before casting a lightness orb in his hand, tossing it towards me. I dodged it as quickly as I could. I looked at him with slight distress. 
 
    “Hey, I wasn’t ready!” I said.  
 
    “You got to be quicker than that.” He said, smiling 
 
    Ugh. And he’s supposed to be the mature one of the trio.  
 
    He’s far more down to Earth than the other two, but he’s still a wealthy and somewhat cocky asshole. I think that he just looks much better in character when I mentally compare him to his friends.  
 
    Anyways, light magic can be incredibly deadly to a vampire. We are creatures of the night, after all. The most common defense against a vampire would be a “light orb” as we call them. They are essentially small, shining balls of white light packed with heavenly energy that can be used as a defense against us.  
 
    The church created them like a thousand years ago when we first started taking over Europe during the Great Vampiric War. The light monsters themselves taught the Catholics how to create them, and ever since, they have been hurling these tiny balls at us, causing instant burns, pain, and even death if we get hit in our heart. 
 
    Of course, magical technology has advanced in that timeframe. But “light orbs” are the most common form of light magic still used and are still wickedly effective when trying to kill a vampire.  
 
    At first, I was totally terrible at casting counter-attacks at these things. I was so horrid at it, that the professor made me counter-attack tennis balls instead, because she didn’t want me to accidentally get killed.  
 
    But ever since I received my new eyes, I’ve been much better at this. I mean much better. I can devise a counter attack in a split second, no matter how potent the light orb combination is.  
 
    If a mage tried to even use a machine gun of light orbs, I could repel them back or make the disappear with a snap of my fingers.  
 
    And these things aren’t easy feats, either. Although vampires are capable of using defensive spells, the most advanced ones often take long months or even years of practice to get right. Zaine Balsari, one of our top students, was only able to perfect the Amagi defense after practicing it for eight months.  
 
    They’re that  hard. 
 
    But I’ve been able to nail some pretty advanced defensive tricks within a month. A timeframe so rapid, that it made my teacher’s jaw drop.  
 
    “You ready now, Mira?” he asked 
 
    “Give it to me.” I said, cracking my knuckles.  
 
    He sent three potent light orbs directly at me. Three? Oh, you bastard. It’s like you’re trying to kill me or something.  
 
    But he didn’t send them that fast, so at least that gives me a little more time than usual to figure out what to do.  
 
    I whisper a spell and turn them into fairy dust. Their remnants sparkle in the air.  
 
    Austin raises his eyebrow and smirks. He’s impressed, but I can tell he’s trying to hide it. He’s definitely not the type to be easily impressed.  
 
    “Give me another.”  
 
    “You got it.”  
 
    He forms a large light orb in the palm of his hands and sends it spiraling at me at a rapid pace.  
 
    Oh now he’s talking.  
 
    It has to be moving at me like 50 miles per hour. That’s all? This should be a piece of cake.  
 
    I whisper under my breath.  
 
    Favari. 
 
    It turns into black dust. Completely neutralized by darkness and the remnants sent to the Nether Realm. 
 
    “Those are some really advanced dark blood spells your casting. I can’t even do some of that.”  
 
    I narrowed my eyes and chuckled at him in a taunting manner, “Hey, we can’t all be good at this.”  
 
    I was totally messing with him. But in a playful and fun way. The more time I spent with him, the more time, I really started to like him.  
 
    “Oh, you want to play games? I can play games.” 
 
    He closed his eyes and started whispering another light spell. The ground around him started to shake, and smoke started forming and circling around his ankles. In his palm grew a light beam, large and incredibly packed with lightness. And it was….golden? 
 
    He’s sending me golden light? That’s only something that actual angels tend to use.  
 
    And moreover, it’s practically illegal and highly frowned upon to use.                
 
    It’s like the machine gun of magic.  
 
    If this hits me, it’s over.  
 
    A bead of sweat drips down my forehead, and my heart pounds through my chest.  
 
    I take a deep breath. I try to adjust my form before he’s able to send that thing, but it’s too late.  
 
    He zips it right at me. 
 
    Blazanzo! 
 
    The golden orb of deadly spirit energy stops in the center of the battle room and collapses into itself. Growing smaller and smaller from the size of a beachball to a marble. And then into nothingness.  
 
    “Damn, I really thought I would get you on that one.” He said. 
 
    “What the hell, Austin! That would’ve killed me!”  
 
    “Hey, you seemed like you wanted a challenge. I gave it to you.” 
 
    He was right. I did like that I finally got a challenge. But goddamn, he could’ve warned me before sending what could’ve been a magical atomic bomb at me. 
 
    Of course, he won’t get in trouble for it. None of the noble families ever get in trouble for anything. Their lifestyles are the definition of impunity. 
 
    “Those eyes. They’re something special.” He said, looking deeply into them.  
 
    “Yeah, too bad I can’t figure out what my powers are though.”  
 
    He narrowed his eyes, looking at them.  
 
    “I feel like I can figure this out. Come with me.”  
 
    “What? Now?” 
 
    “Yeah, classes are over. Why not?” 
 
    “Don’t you have basketball practice?” I asked 
 
    He shrugged his shoulders.  
 
    “They can wait.” He said, looking at me sexily.  
 
    Oh boy, is he hot. His gorgeous hair was so incredible that I could run my fingers through it all day long. And his face looks like it was crafted from marble. It was so sexy that I could sit on it.  
 
    Sit on it? 
 
    No, no, no. Stop with the dirty thoughts Mira.  
 
    “You have nothing else to do.” He said 
 
    “How would you know that?” I asked 
 
    He rolled his eyes and held back a laugh, “Come on, we all know that you spend all your down time in your room. Just come with me.”  
 
    He grabbed my hand, and I felt my heart explode. My body began to heat up in desire, as I saw him smirk. That sexy fucking smirk.  
 
    He knew that he had me wrapped around his finger, and there was nothing that I could really do about it.  
 
    “Fine.” I said.  
 
    He whisked me out of the classroom and through the academic building and across the campus towards the boys dormitory.  
 
    I got some stares from the other students as they saw me holding hands with Austin, one of the most popular guys in the entire school.  
 
    This will probably make me so much more popular than I was. Not that I care about that or anything. 
 
    We stopped in front of the boys dormitory. It looked pretty similar to the girls one, but it was made of brown brick with a large eagle-headed gargoyle gracing each side of the front stairs.  
 
    I took a step up a stair, and the gargoyle turned its head to face me. It’s eyes turned red and its mouth opened. For a second, I thought it was going to incinerate me with some sort of security magic.  
 
    “You don’t live here!” it said.  
 
    “Relax, Chester. She’s with me.” Austin said.  
 
    The gargoyle turned its head back forward and closed its beak. Its eyes turned back to stone as well.  
 
    “Sorry about that. We have guardian magic here.” 
 
    “Oh..uh…yeah.” I said, awkwardly.  
 
    This place can be pretty weird at times. There are all sorts of magical objects and creatures lurking around here. And oftentimes, we come across them at the most random moments.  
 
    We have a ghost that lives in the girls bathroom at my dorm, but I generally try to ignore her. If you spend any time trying to engage with her, she’ll probably keep you around for literally hours as she talks about her life and her drama with the other ghosts.  
 
    But anyways, we enter the front door into the boys foyer. And, it was surprisingly nice for something that belonged to a bunch of boys.  
 
    The black and white checkerboard marble floors sat at the bottom of a shining black staircase, which lead up to the second floor of dorms.  
 
    Guys were walking around with their backpacks. Getting homework or whatever done. It was pretty busy with a flurry of activity commencing.  
 
    Girls were allowed to be in the boys dorm during the day, but we couldn’t be here at night. And under no circumstances were we allowed to be in their rooms.  
 
    But the rules of this place don’t really apply to someone like Austin.  
 
    I followed him up the stairs and then into his dorm room.  
 
    It was pretty nice. Well, that’s an understatement. It was insanely nice. 
 
    There were a bunch of very expensive looking items around, all made of marble or metal. The newest technology sitting on his desk and some framed art. His bed was at least twice the size of a regular bed, and it looked like he had no roommate either. Along the side of his wall was a massive bookcase with what had to be at least hundreds of books.  
 
    Glancing along the side of it, it didn’t seem like they were lazy beach reads, either. They looked like some serious research books.  
 
    “Dude, are you Einstein or something?” I asked 
 
    “Nah. My IQ is only 170. Einstein’s was 185. I’m not as smart as he is.”  
 
    I rolled my eyes. Whatever. That was such a humble brag. 
 
    "So what do you do with all these books?" I asked 
 
    "Normally, I like to read them, maybe apply the concepts in my experiments in the lab, and use them for research."  
 
    He walked to his bookshelf and grabbed a large book with a leather padding.  
 
    I was able to read the spine of it as he pulled it off the shelf. 
 
    The Book of Occult Secrets and Mysteries 
 
    He opened it, flipping through a few pages. He looked as if he already knew what he was searching for.  
 
    “I think I’ve seen your condition before.” He said.  
 
    “What is it?” I asked 
 
    He stopped on a page, and positioned the open book in front of my face.  
 
    “Right here.” He said, while pointing to a picture of a man with glowing purple eyes, “I think you have this condition.” 
 
    I took some time to read the text. Eyes of the Dracula. 
 
    “What on Earth is this?” I asked 
 
    "I'm not entirely sure. There's limited research on it." He said, already pulling another book from his shelf and shuffling to another page, "But there's old stories of there being a long lost heir to the Dracula bloodline."  
 
    He put another book in my face.  
 
    Age of Vampires 
 
    In summary, the passage he showed me said that there was a long lost relative to the Dracula bloodline, a royal family, and that they had a trait for purple eyes. 
 
    I arched an eyebrow, trying to figure out what this all really meant. I struggled, trying to piece together the information that would lead to a conclusion that I find entirely improbable.  
 
    "Wait, is this actually trying to tell me that I'm a part of a royal family?"  
 
    "Possibly." He said, closing the book, "I'm not sure what their name was, but it is entirely possible that you are one of them." 
 
    "There's no way." I said, shaking my head in disbelief. 
 
    There's no possible way on Earth that I'm any kind of royalty. I'm just a normal, boring, bland girl without a lot of money. I dress in frumpy clothes and like to go couponing in my freetime. I'm hardly what anyone would picture in their mind if they were to think of royalty.  
 
    "It would be cool if you were." He said, "I think there might be a way to test it."  
 
    I lifted an eyebrow in intrigue. I mean, there's no way on Earth his hypothesis could be correct. However, there's no harm done in investigating it to see what may happen. 
 
    "What idea did you have in mind?" 
 
    He smiled while closing the book.  
 
    "I thought you'd never ask." He said, "There's a rumor about this group of people that have an ancient connection to the exiled royal families. They're rumored to still hang around the outskirts of vampire society and hide in plain sight. If we can find one of them, they might be able to answer our questions about the nature of your powers and your lineage." 
 
    "I did meet this one guy a while ago..." 
 
    He looked interested, hanging onto my every word.  
 
    "Who are you talking about?" 
 
    "His name was Roxas. He said he was a part of a group called The Order of the Fang. I also have had dreams about them, too." 
 
    Austin was deep in thought. He tapped his chin with his index finger and bit the bottom of his lip. His eyes were narrow as he worked his brain to the limit.  
 
    "The Order of the Fang? I thought they were just a myth." 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders.  
 
    "Well, he was real to me. He's the one that gave me my eyes." 
 
    "Do you know how to reach this guy?" 
 
    "No. I mean. I don't know how to reach them, but they have a way of finding me. I see them in my dreams. And the dreams just feel so...real. It's hard to explain." 
 
    His eyebrows jump in the air. He just had an epiphany.  
 
    "They could be using neural magic to communicate with you." 
 
    "Neural magic?"  
 
    "You know, they're trying to talk to you through your dreams." 
 
    I raised my eyebrow, interested but also kind of weirded out.               "I've never heard of anything like that. That’s wild." I said 
 
    He felt on my forehead. And I blushed. His rough, strong hands grazed the top of my head, making me melt inside. 
 
    "Of course you haven't. You're so naive." 
 
    He had this sort of condescending way of talking to me, that rich people kind of give off when they talk to those in a lower social strata.  
 
    There was this nudging feeling I had that he was just toying with me, that I was just another part of his game that he was playing.  
 
    But it felt so good, and so right.  
 
    I anted him to touch me forever. And for us to stay in this moment for all eternity.  
 
    "I can feel the power In you. You're lke a weapon, girl." He said 
 
    "Be careful, or else I'll fire." I said, smiling back.  
 
    "I want to see if I can acces your mind, to see inside your head." 
 
    "How could you do that?"  
 
    "It would take a ritural. A ritual that would allow me to see inside you. But it would require to blood of someone you loved and the blood of someone you trusted." 
 
    Someone I loved? I love no one. I mean, it's not like there were many people out there for me to love. I was definitely alone in this world.  
 
    I trusted Izzy. And no one else, really.  
 
    So, I'm not sure if this ritual would even work.  
 
    "There's no one that I love." 
 
    He looked disappointed and skeptical. 
 
    "Really? Not even a parent? A sibling?" 
 
    I shook my head.  
 
    "No." 
 
    He frowned. 
 
    "Not even me?" 
 
    "Absolutely not." I said, not totally sure if I was being honest.  
 
    "There's no need to lie. I see the way you look at me. I see the way you look at Paul and George, too. The way you blush. I'm not sure if you're in love with us. But I can tell that you're interested, at least." 
 
    A lump formed in my throat, and my heart skipped a few beats. It was hard for me to fight the natural feelings that I had towards them.  
 
    "George....just a month ago you had me pushed to the ground and was on top of me, pummeling me." I said, "I can never love you." 
 
    He took a deep exhale, and ran his hand down my shoulder.  
 
    "That moment was the most regrettable of my life. Please give me a chance  A chance to make it right." 
 
    It would be completley stupid for me to ever completely trust him. But he certainly did play a major role in saving me from expulsion and banishment to a parallel dimension.  
 
    Not to mention, he's certainly fun to look at.  
 
    "What do you want from me?" I said, my voice trembling. 
 
    "Is it not obvious by now? I ant you to be mine." 
 
    He leaned in and planted a firm kiss on my lips. His tongue flicked inside my mouth, exploring every orifice it could. His hand rand down my back, sending a chill down my spine until it settled on my round hind. I took full advantage of my opportunity to run my fingers through his hair. It felt amazing, like the finest material one could imagine.  
 
    I wonder what conditioner he uses? 
 
    He pulled away from what felt like the world's shortest kiss. I wish it could've lasted forever.  
 
    My chest inhales deeply and my heart beats through my chest. I start to feel light-headed. Like I could pass out.  
 
    I was feeling a release. Like I had done something that I wanted to for a while. And it felt good.  
 
    "Are you sure about that comment that you didn't love me?" he asked 
 
    I gave a slick smile.  
 
    I was making a mistake by letting it progess this far. He certainly is sexy. But he's dangerous. Just like the rest of his friends.  
 
    There's no way I can let my bully tempt me into his bed.  
 
    But damn that bed certainly looks comfortable. And I wouldn't mind laying in it for a while. And being under him while doing it.  
 
    "Certainly sure." I said, "I'm going to go back to my room. I have homework to get started on." 
 
    He gave me that smug, insufferable face that I was beginning to like again.  
 
    "You'll be back." He said 
 
    "Ha, you wish." I said, opening his door and walking out.  
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
     
 
     
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
    "You slept with Austin?"  
 
    "No, Izzy. We just kissed. That's all." 
 
    "But he wanted it to go further?" 
 
    I nodded my head, leaning up against my dresser.  
 
    "So why didn't you do it?" 
 
    I cocked my eyebrows.  
 
    "Uhh.... He’s like one of my biggest enemies in the school." I said, perplexed.  
 
    "He helped save you from being banished." 
 
    "Probably because he wanted me here for more torture for his enjoyment." I said, mumbling, "Besides, aren't you supposed to be the voice of reason? And here you are, encouraging me to slept with my enemy." 
 
    "It's not smart, you're right. But I've heard rumors that Austin is amazing in bed. All the girls always talk about it." 
 
    I mean, she's right. Girls would always gossip about the trio and their voracious sexual appetite and amazing sexual abilities. I'd be lying if I said that I hadn't wondered what it would be like to be in their bed as they had their way with me.  
 
    But there's no way that I'm bending over for someone who I consider a sworn enemy at worst, a foil at best.  
 
    "So, how is everything coming along with you?" I asked 
 
    "Oh, you know. Not much has changed. But, I was hanging out with Wilhemena the other day and you were the source of gossip." 
 
    I rolled my eyes. Wilhemena is one of those girls that you hate. The ones that always gossips about others and minds everyone else's business but her own. She had so much information on everyone, that you'd think she works for the FBI or something.  
 
    And so, I certainly was not happy to be on the receiving end of one of her rumors. But I'm not going to lie and say that she's full of shit.  
 
    If there's one positive thing I can say about her, it's that her rumors are usually pretty accurate. And that's far more than what you can say for the vast majority of this school's instigators.  
 
    "What did she say about me?" 
 
    Normally, I wouldn't even entertain such nonsesne, but I genuninely was curious. I'm sure that it had something to do with my recent interactions with the royal vampire families.  
 
    "She was talking about you hanging out with Paul, George, and Austin. Everyone is talking about how you are all growing kind of close together." 
 
    "Oh." I said 
 
    I mean, she wasn't wrong. And there are worse things to be associated with than a trio of sexy vampires.  
 
    "But Melinda was there, and she was not happy to hear it at all."  
 
    I smirked. "Good." 
 
    There's nothing that Melinda hates more than losing. And especially losing to someon eshe regards as her inferior. I relished in the fact that I was talking something away from her that she held very dear: her control over others.  
 
    I grabbed my school bags and gestured for Izzy to follow me as I exited the dorm and walked across the campus to the cafeteria to begin the day.  
 
    I was feeling pretty good today, for the first time in quite a while. Things were finally starting to look up for me.  
 
    The breakfast tasted especially good this morning. Pop Tarts smothered in blood with raw beef.  
 
    I know it sounds disgusting to you humans, but trust me it is delicious for a vampire. Think of the most tempting gourmet meal you can possibly fathom and that's what I'm eating the equivalent of right now.  
 
    But everything just had to change when Andrea stopped at our table.  
 
    Ugh. How, I detest her. 
 
    She was thin with green eyes and brown hair. She had a baby face that made guys go wild and always wore a black bonett. Her fangs were incredibly sharp and large. So large that they protruded from her mouth even when it was closed.  
 
    She stopped at our table with a mean look on her face.  
 
    "Andrea, what do you want?" I asked 
 
    "Well...I was sent here by Melinda." She said in her insufferable valley girl tone, "We al know that you've been seen around with her friends. She wants you to stop." 
 
    "I know this might be shocking to you, but I don't take orders from her." I said, rolling my eyes.  
 
    "Okay, but don't say I didn't warn you." She said, walking away.  
 
    I turned to Izzy, scoffing. "Can you believe the nerve she has?"  
 
    "I mean, you might want to be careful. Melinda could definitely exact revenge. I'm sure she has a few tricks up her sleeve." 
 
    "She might, but I have a few of my own." I said, remembering my potion-making friend. Maybe I could create a potion to make her hair fall out? 
 
    While I was making diabolical plans in my head, it was time to get to class.  
 
    While walking down the hallway, I passed Melinda. She shot me an icy glare. I gave her the middle finger.  
 
    She whispered to one of her friends next to her, undoubtably gossiping about me. But I really didn't give a shit.  
 
    The day went pretty smoothly, and I was growing much more confident.  
 
    I mean, at the very least, I wasn't necessarily enemies with the trio of regal vampires. Even if I wouldn't feel comfortable calling them my friends either.  
 
    Isadora's club meeting was canceled for today, so we decided to walk home together.  
 
    "Who are you thinking of taking to the dance?" she asked. '              "Oh, I haven't even thought about that thing."  
 
    To be fair, I have had much more pressing issues. And given how tumultuous my start to the semester was, I wasn't even confident that I would be on this campus this long.  
 
    The Winter Ball is the biggest event of the entire semester. The entire school gets decorated in white and blue with winter-themed stuff. Vampires don't celebrate Christmas of course. But we do celebrate the turning of the equinoxes. And winter ball is supposed to be a great time for everyone. At least, that's what it's supposed to be. 
 
    Pretty much every girl looks forward to it. They like to dress up in their prettiest dresses and get their hair done.  
 
    Every guy looks forward to it, because it's their chance to get laid. I would overhear them talking in class about which girls to ask based on which ones were easiest to get in bed.  
 
    I've never been asked to a dance. Don't feel sorry for me, because I don't really care.  
 
    I've never been interested in dances or balls, wearing frilly dresses with makeup and being groped by some guy that I'm barely interested in.  
 
    I would much rather sit in my room and watch funny cat videos on Youtube or catch up on my sleep.  
 
    "You're coming this year, aren't you?" she asked, prodding.  
 
    "You know I'm not into that sort of thing." I said 
 
    "Ugh...you never like to do anything social. I'm tired of being like your only real friend. Don't you want to have more people to hang out with than just me."  
 
    My heart dropped and I frowned. I hated being reminded of my unpopularity.  
 
    It's not that I'm shallow enough to be invested in that sort of thing, but it's no fun being reminded how much of a loser you are all the time, especially by people you're supposed to be close to.  
 
    I fought back a tear and looked away. She could sense that she struck a nerve with me.  
 
    "Wait, I didn't mean it in a bad way."  
 
    "It's fine." I said, suppressing my feelings.  
 
    I trust her. And I believe that she didn't mean to hurt my feelings. But damn, it still did hurt.  
 
    Izzy has always been a great support for me, but she's also not the greatest at subtlety. Although I value her directness and candor, there are certainly times where she can afford to tone it down a notch.  
 
    "You don't have to go if you don't want to." She said 
 
    "Thanks, I know."  
 
    I did, however begin to start thinking more of the winter ball. As fall progressed, my mind started to drift away and wonder what it would be like to actually attend this time. I've never been inside of the Great Hall while it was totally decorated and blasting with pop music.  
 
    But my mind was more focused on being on a guy's arm. And feeling wanted. Feeling the warmth of his body pressed up against mine. Being able to smell him and have his strong arms wrapped around me as we slow danced.  
 
    It would be something like out of a Disney movie, I suppose. Something that I've always yearned for....to be accepted and wanted like all the other girls. But something that I never would have, because I guess I'm not worthy.  
 
    I never had pretty dresses growing up or had the access to shopping at such high end stores.  
 
    Usually the girls shop at really expensive magical clothes stores that I could never be able to afford. I would have to shop at a discount store if I did.  
 
    But again, I've never had a great eye for fashion.  
 
    The Winter Ball could be a chance to finally prove myself. To prove that I have arrived and can be accepted in the vampire world as one of their own.  
 
    Even though I don't come from nobility or a long line of vampires.  
 
    "So what about you and Austin?" she asked me 
 
    "What about us?" I said 
 
    "Are you going to see him today?"  
 
    "I'm not sure." I responded 
 
    "Why are you so hesitant? It seems like they actually care about you."  
 
    "Oh, I don't know. I have a hard time trusting them."  
 
    "Because of the fight? I know that was really bad. But they've been much nicer to you lately. Maybe Austin has turned a leaf." 
 
    Maybe he has. And I wouldn't be honest if I said I wasn't tempted to spend more time with them. Even if I believed that they were dangerous.  
 
    The danger could honestly be a turn-on for me. Being around a bunch of sexy, unpredictable vampires should be the thing that every girl's fantasies are made out of. Wouldn't we all want to be right under them? 
 
    I guess what keeps me from giving into their advances would be the fear of getting hurt. I have been hurt many times throughout my entire life. And that shit is no fun. It really does suck.  
 
    I remember the time where I dated a guy who I thought was into me. But he only wanted me for sex. We dated for only a week before he pressured me into having sex. And I really felt strongly about him, so of course I agreed. But then he broke up with me right after and started bragging to his friends about all the sex we had. He got hi-fives, but I got slut shamed.  
 
    Oh, and don't get me started on the nude pictures. He pressured me into sending him nude photos. Being the dumb little girl I was, I did that as well. He promised me that he would never share them with everyone, and that we would be together forever. Why on Earth did I believe him? 
 
    Of course he shared those photos after we broke up. I cried for weeks and pretended to be sick so I didn't have to go back to school. I didn't tell my guardian, but she eventually found out when rumors spread around the school like wildfire and eventually the parents started gossiping about it, too.  
 
    She called me a "slut" and smacked me. I had embarrased her and made her ashamed. She never allowed me to date another boy again or leave my room to hang out with my friends.  
 
    To her, I had to be controlled. I had to be locked up in a box to being kept from taken advantage of by boys that did not have good intentions.  
 
    My ex-boyfriend's name is Nate. I wish I were a vampire back then, because I would've sucked his neck dry and left him to die on the ground if I could. I'd probably be in supernatural jail for committing an unapproved act of killing against a human, but it would be totally worth it. 
 
    And that was only when I was 15. I was such a young girl back then, even though it was a few years ago. I've grown so  much and learned so much over the course of the past few years. But though I learned a lot, one thing that I haven't been able to get past is my innate distrust of men.  
 
    Any time a guy starts to show interest in me, my guard immediately goes up. I start thinking: "What do they want from me?" and "How are they planning to take advantage of me?" 
 
    But it's not a problem I've had to worry about too much. Because since then, I've stopped wearing make up or even competing for the attention of boys. And at a place like Roseblood, so many of the girls are extremely attractive, so I would have to work extra hard to keep up. I've completely opted-out of the rat-race for male attention.  
 
    Good, because they'd probably just end up hurting me anyways. 
 
    Maybe, I'm just too cynical. The short times that I've spent with the regal vampires have made me feel things towards men that I haven't in forever. Feelings that I thought would be gone for the rest of my life.  
 
    I want to explore them more. My heart yearns for it. I feel a magnetic attraction to them.  
 
    But, no. I can't allow myself to get hurt again. I must never put myself in a position where a man can betray me and crush my spirit.  
 
    Walking up to our room, I notice an envelope attached to the door. It's made of a thick-textured paper that feels very high quality. And my name was written on the front in a very fancy black font.  
 
    "What could this be?" I asked, turning to Izzy. 
 
    "Open it." She said, equally as interested. 
 
    I tear open the envelope and pull out a paper card with shiny golden font. It was plain white, but the parchment felt very high quality. There was a family seal of a bat holding a sword at the center of it.  
 
    A family seal that undoubtedly belongs to George Longfang.  
 
    The card said: 
 
    Dear Mira Parker, 
 
    I, George Longfang, coordially invite you to my room. Tonight. 5:30 p.m. 
 
    Please dress to impress. 
 
    Best, 
 
    George Longfang 
 
    An invitation? For dinner? With these guys?  
 
    My heart says yes, and I can feel it start to beat faster through my chest. Wouldn't it be amazing to sit down with them for hours and hours, eating their rich people food that they probably have catered? 
 
    A lump forms in my throat just thinking about it. I start to internally swoon, thinking about how sexy George would look dressed in a tuxedo.  
 
    Calm down, girl. 
 
    Let's not get ahead of ourselves. I promised myself that I wouldn't allow myself to get too deep into a relationship or anything with these guys. They are not to be trusted. They are to be kept at a distance.  
 
    "So?" Izzy said, prodding me.  
 
    "I guess I'll give it a shot." I said, betraying my better senses. 
 
    Izzy squealed in happiness and gave me a hug. Her enthusiasm was appreciated but kind of annoying. She grabbed me tightly, a hug that I was not used to ever getting. It kind of startled me, if I'm being honest.  
 
    "I'm so excited for you." She said, pulling back.  
 
    "It's not that big of a deal." I said, trying to play down my own excitement.  
 
    "Of course it is!" she said, "I bet he's going to ask you to the Winter Ball!" 
 
    I rolled my eyes and scoffed. But secretly, I would totally be excited if that happened.  
 
    "That's not something that I'm even worried about. Regardless, I don't even have anything to wear." 
 
    "You're right, you don't." She said, tapping her chin, "I'm going to give you a dress to wear!" 
 
    "Oh you don't hav-" 
 
    "No, I insist!" she said, holding her hand to my face before I could decline her offer.  
 
    She climbed into her closet and pulled out a long, sleek black dress that plunged at the neckline.  
 
    "Try it on." She said, handing it over to me. 
 
    "I don't think it's my style." 
 
    "Nonsense, guys will love that." 
 
    Skeptical, I changed out of my clothes and slipped into the dress.  
 
    Wow, did it expose a lot.  
 
    It was probably a little too tight for my comfort, but it huged my hips and accentuated my curves beautifully. The long, plunging neckline showed off my breasts, that looked larger than I could even picture.  
 
    I smirk, imagining how the guys will react. I'm confident that they will love it.  
 
    I can't help but feel a tinge of discomfort wearing this, though. I'm not used to dressing sexy for anyone, and I feel a bit naughty doing so.  
 
    "You look great." 
 
    "I look like a hooker." I said 
 
    "Yeah, but a classy hooker. Like a thousand-dollar per-night one. It's the perfect mix of classy and sexy. Guys absolutely love this dress." 
 
    "Yeah, on you." I said, my insecurities building up.  
 
    "Stop with all the insecurities. You look good." She said, forcefully.  
 
    She then handed me a jacket to put over the dress along with some red heels.  
 
    "You don't want to walk across campus with your boobs hanging out, so take this." 
 
    It was a black leather jacket that was probably a size or so too small for me. I zipped it up, covering at least the top part of the dress. 
 
    "Here, drink this."  
 
    "What is it?"  
 
    "A beauty potion." 
 
    "Beauty potion? Are you saying I'm ugly?" 
 
    "No, silly. It's pretty much just makeup, but temporary and through magic." 
 
    Ugh. There are a lot of girls here that use beauty potions, and I hate every one of them. It makes them look far too plastic and not real. It hides the authenticity of their faces behind a mask of total superficiality.  
 
    What does it say about a society in which young girls feel pressured to change their physical appearance to fit the physical preferences of men? It's not a society I'd want to raise a daughter in.  
 
    But here I am, getting ready to ingest one. Getting ready to consume it for the sake of making some men attracted to me.  
 
    It was in a small brown bottle the size of my pinky finger. I unscrewed the top, and a pretty strong smell emerged, frying my nostrils.  
 
    "I know it smells strong, but it's actually one of the more mild ones." Izzy said 
 
    There were multiple levels of beauty potions a girl could take, depending on how severe their situation.  
 
    Izzy is already naturally pretty, so she doesn't need a large coat of makeup in order to maximize her beauty.  
 
    But there are some girls that take beauty potions so strong that they look like entirely different people. Potions so strong that if I took them, I'd probably collapse on the ground in pain from my throat burning up like they were hit with acid.  
 
    But those potions are only suggested if a girl truly is really ugly. Or, if they are just insecure enough to take something that incredibly strong.  
 
    I chugged the potion, and my body convulsed naturally. It tasted like the world's strongest mouthwash. 
 
    The effects were immediate. My face had pretty much transformed into a much more beautiful version of itself. My eyes seemed to sparkle and my cheekbones had much more depth. My lips turned a beautfiful shade of pink and there was smoky blue eyeshadow around my eyes. All well-applied, of course.  
 
    But I was satisfied that I didn't look at least too different than myself. Just a much more put together version.  
 
    "Stunning!" she declared.  
 
    "Yeah, I was." 
 
    She gave me the biggest hug in the world again. I don't really like being hugged that much, but I just went along with it, because I was grateful for her.  
 
    "Want to walk me there?" I asked 
 
    "I wouldn't have it any other way." 
 
    We walked across campus to the boy's dorm. I garnered some stares from the other students. I overheard their whispers about how different I looked.  
 
    "Damn, shorty upgraded." I heard a guy say. 
 
    "Who does she think she is?" a girl whispered.  
 
    I even caught a glimpse of Melinda. She stared at me from the side of the walkway. Her eyes narrowed, in anger and resentment. She was surrounded by three of her friends, and they all shot me dirty looks.  
 
    I gave them a smile and a wave.  
 
    Fuck those bitches.  
 
    You know how celebrities are hounded by paparazzi? That's how I felt right now. It felt like the entire world's eyes were on me, everyone was watching me and everyone had an opinion.  
 
    It's not like I particularly liked this, of course. I'm someone who prefers to have a little bit more privacy when it comes to my life. I also never faired particularly well under the spotlight of other people's judgement.  
 
    We stopped at the front of the boys dorm, and Izzy gave me a pat on the back before I walked in.  
 
    "Do your best." She said 
 
    I gave her a nod. 
 
    The gargoyle at the front entrace remembered my presence, so he didn't try to stop me or make any kind of awkward or embarassing noises.  
 
    I walked through the front door, immediately getting male attention due to my new face, but most of them were just ignoring me as if I didn't exist.  
 
    I walked up to the second floor and down the hall to the left. At the end of the hall was George's room. I took a deep breath before knocking.  
 
    "Okay, you can do this. It will be fine."  
 
    The door swung open before I could even knock it. 
 
    "Hello, gorgeous. I could sense your presence as soon as you arrived at the dorm." He said 
 
    He was even more sexy than I imagined. He was in a black tuxedo, perfectly fitted to his body. His cheekbones looked even  more defined than before and his eyes were completely gripping.  
 
    "Please come in." He continued, gesturing for me to come inside.  
 
    Walking inside his room, I was captured by how large it was. It was definitely far larger than any of the dorms that I had been in before.  
 
    "I know what you're thinking. It's a large room, isn't it. I had half the floor converted into a dorm room, just for me." 
 
    "But how?" 
 
    He scoffed, "My parents built the building, so I had this room customized just for me. I wanted to feel like I was in a castle."  
 
    The place was absolutely stunning. He had modern appliances all throughout which contrasted with the oak wood bookcases that ran alongside the wall. At the far end of his room was a massive tv. He had a bunch of video game consoles, like any boy would. But he also had some really nice pieces of art hanging on his wall, going against what I expected from his frat-boy persona. The room smelled of cinnamon and peppermint, which really pleased my senses.   
 
    "This place looks really nice." I said 
 
    "Yeah, my mom decorated it for the most part. But I had a little input as well." He said, "But can I say you just look gorgeous." 
 
    I blushed, turning my face away.  
 
    "Thanks." 
 
    "You look almost as good as when your face is natural."  
 
    I blushed even harder. He had to be kidding me. There's no way that I looked prettier when natural than I do under magic. He must be trying to sleep with me, because there's no guy that would try this hard to flatter me without wanting something in return.  
 
    He took off my jacked for me, and his eyes almost popped out of his head when he saw my boobs. I felt so naughty doing this for him, but it was quite a thrill.  
 
    I can't read his mind, but I can tell he's thinking of all kinds of dirty things right now. He's barely holding himself back from going all in and ripping my clothes off. He probably wants to throw me on his bed and open my legs before diving deep into my womanhood.  
 
    "Nice dress." He said, although I'm sure he was thinking much more explicit things.  
 
    "Thanks. My roommate suggested it." 
 
    He smiled while raising an eyebrow, "She has good taste." 
 
    "So what did you invite me here, for?" 
 
    He smiled, looking right past me. I turned around to see what he was looking at, and it was.....Paul and Austin? 
 
     
 
      
 
     
 
     
 
     
 
     
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
    "What the hell is this?" I asked. 
 
    Not that I was upset or anything. All three of them looked amazing in their matching tuxes.  
 
    "We just wanted to do something nice for you." George said, handing me a wine glass filled with blood. 
 
    "So is this like...a date or something?" I asked 
 
    "Sort of. If you want to call it that." Paul, said 
 
    "But...with all three of you?" I responded. 
 
    "Sure, why not? All three of us like you. And you like all of us." Austin, responded. 
 
    I scoffed, but I knew that it was true. All three of them were panty-meltingly hot. They had all the things that a girl could want in a man: looks, status, money, personality. If someone could build perfect men, these would likely be the prototype.  
 
    But I wasn't interested in just allowing myself to be wooed by a bunch of handsome, well-dressed men.  
 
    I'm not that kind of girl.  
 
    "Well, I'm not-" 
 
    "Just give us a chance." Paul said, "Who knows, you might like it."  
 
    My heart rate slowed down as I became much less tense. I took a deep inhale through my nostrils and took a sip of the blood to calm down.  
 
    "This tastes really good." I said 
 
    "It's from a an African Lion." George said. "Only the best for you."  
 
    I couldn't hide my smirk, as I took another sip of the delicious blood. I'm loving this right now, and I am hating myself for it.  
 
    "So, what are we supposed to do now?" I asked 
 
    George gestured to a couch on the left-side of his room. It was large and green and looked pretty comfy. On each side of the couch were tables with lit candles that heightened the aroma of the room.  
 
    "Take a seat. We just want to talk." George said. 
 
    I walked to his couch to sit down, being careful not to knock any of his nice things over. I'm not great at walking in heels, and would routinely fall over whenever I used to try. But I was determined to not make a fool of myself, so I walked as carefully as I could.  
 
    HIs couch was so indescribably comfortable. It felt like sitting in a cloud. I could feel my worries just melt away.  
 
    The smell of fresh chocolate infiltrated my nostrils, and opening my eyelids I could see a platter of chocholate covered strawberries right at my face. One of my favorite delights. 
 
    "My goodness, thank you." I said, picking one up by the stick and putting it in my mouth. 
 
    "I'm so glad you came. Especially after I heard you left Austin's room in such a hurry the other day." George said 
 
    "Oh...yeah." I said, thinking about that and wishing that I had stayed. 
 
     I could've learned so much from Austin. He's so intelligent. And I could've learned other things in his room as well. Things not necessarily related to school, if you catch my drift.  
 
    I took another sip of the blood, savoring how delicious and full of life it tasted.  
 
    "So what did you want to know about me?" I asked, all of them surrounding me on the couch.  
 
    "What is it like being a turned vampire?" George asked.  
 
    A "turned" vampire is one that doesn't come from a long line of vampires and became a vampire through blood conversion. Meaning: they were bitten.  
 
    I was bitten a few years ago, which caused me to become a vampire. I never thought that vampires were real. I thought they were just an imaginary thing that only happened on television and in stories.  
 
    After I was bitten, I was granted the opportunity to come to this magical school out in the middle of the forest. I hated regular hiuman school, so of course I agreed to swap out. Especially considering it was free.  
 
    But never did I expect to be met with such hostility for not coming from a long line of vampires. There's some serious prejudice against blood-converted vampries. Many suspect us to not be "authentic" vampires and think we identify more with humanity than our vampire bretheren.  
 
    "I think you already know." I said, taking another sip.  
 
    And they did know. Vampire society is highly aristorcatic. The vampires at the top of the social hierarchy are those that come from vampire nobility. Families like the Draculas, Bathorys, Lioncourts, and Longfangs. They are the ones that vampire society fawns over.  
 
    Beneath them would be the regular vampire families. Those who are not descended from noble blood, but still play an active role in vampire society. They often go on to become guardians, magistrates, politicians, or instructors within vampire society. They are living completely noble lives, but they aren't anything too lavish or exciting. They're pretty much the middle management of the vampire world.  
 
    And in last place would be the "turned" vampires like myself. We are those without any kind of long-lasting family ties to the vampire world. And so, we are completely alone. We are also ocnsidered of "inferior" stock, because we are still much more human than vampire. We also aren't trusted.  
 
    I remember reading a little while ago about a turned vampire getting mauled to death by other vampires because they thought she was a spy working for the church. They had no real evidence to back that up except for her being formally religous in her human life. It was just anti-human hatred. Plain and simple.  
 
    "I know you have it rough." Austin said in a sympathetic tone, "You've been bullied and beaten more times than I could ever imagine."  
 
    I smiled. But my inner thoughts were anything but happy. I flashed back into thinking about the many times I've been taunted and teased at this school because of who I am and my lack of vampire lineage. What hurt the most about it, is that I cannot control where I come from or what my family is. I can only be my true self.  
 
    Although they claim to not care for humans, vampires tend to have a lot in common with them. Like humans, vampires can be cruel, vengeful, and petty. Especially teenagers. If you thought human teenagers were bad, just picture them with a bunhc of souped-up powers. What a nightmare.  
 
    "It's not easy being a turned vampire. My life was more simple the way it was." I replied.  
 
    Sometimes, I did just wish that I had never ran into that hungry vampire in the alley on that fateful night. I should've just kept walking to my house from school. But instead, I decided to follow the cries of a helpless man.  
 
    "That might be true." George said, "But then you wouldn't have seen this side of the world." 
 
    I agreed and nodded.  
 
    Although my experience has been anything but easy, I do have to say that living life as a vampire is far more interesting than just going to school everyday and doing physics or whatever it is they do during their junior year.  
 
    I went from dozing off in class everyday to learning about shadow physics and being able to manipulate entire dimensions.  
 
    It's crazy shit like that, that us supernatural creatures can do that humans cannot.  
 
    "You are right. Vampires are far more interesting....They aren't better in every way. But you definitely have humans beat in terms of that." 
 
    "So tell me about your parents." Paul said 
 
    My heart dropped to my stomach. I started to feel a little light headed at just the mention of them. If there was one thing that I did not want to talk about, that was certainly it.  
 
    "Why?" I asked defensively.  
 
    Noticing that he set off my defenses and made me uncomfortable, he attempted to save face.  
 
    "You're just such an interesting person, and I thought that it would be interesting to learn about the person who raised you." He followed up.               
 
    I let out a deep breath. This wasn't something that I had planned on talking to him, or anyone else about. And it certainly isn't fun to have to dig into my memories to drag out some of the most hurtful parts of my life story.  
 
    "I don't know my parents."  
 
    Each of them had a serious, yet somber look on their face.  
 
    "Wow. That must be hard." George said, in a rare moment of selfless empathy 
 
    "I was raised mostly by a orphanage. I had a foster mother later on, but she didn't really care for me that much. I'm not sure what happened to my parents. They abandoned me when I was five." 
 
    There was a moment of silence in the room, as I shifted the light mood to something far more draining and personal. I oculd tell that they took my comments seriously, even George. And for that, I did feel grateful to them.  
 
    "I couldn't imagine what that was like." Paul said, 
 
    "I could. Likely terrible, without much love and a lot of misery. Your foster parents were likely abusive, weren't they?" Austin said, in an incisive comment. 
 
    I almost spit out my drink in surprise of how on-point he was.  
 
    "That was exactly right." I said, "How did you know?"  
 
    "I did some research about orphanages for a public policy project I was working on maybe a year ago." 
 
    I took another sip of wine.  
 
    Of course. 
 
    Austin is just so smart. He pretty much knows everything, because he does so much research. I shouldn't be surprised that he knows about my childhood. 
 
    But I wonder...Just how much research has he done?  
 
    Is he like one of those crazy-obsessive stalkers they make documentaries about?  
 
    Probably not. You're just overreacting, girl. Chill out. 
 
    "I'm sure you have questions for us, though." George, said 
 
    I sure did. There were so many things taht I was fascinated about when it came to this trio of boys. Now was my chance to actually dig in and interrogte. 
 
    "If vampires are so powerful, and you hate humans, why don't you just wipe them out?" 
 
    Oh jeez, that was such a loaded and intense question. I proably shouldn't have asked it, but the blood is starting to make me feel tipsy.  
 
    The more potent the blood is, the more intoxicated it makes you. In a lot of ways, blood works on vampires in a similar way that alcohol works on humans. It can take the edge off of your stress. However, it can essentially make you drunk.  
 
    Although I expected a more defensive or offended response, I was met with laughter. Phew. 
 
    "We don't hate humans, we just don't want to be around them." Paul said. 
 
    "And besides," George said, "If we killed all the humans, who would be left to make fun of?"  
 
    "What would even make you think we'd want to do such a thing?" Austin asked 
 
    I took a deep breath and finally let out what I was thinking, the thing that I had wanted to say for so long. 
 
    "Because it's obvious that you hate me. You all hate me, and don't want me to exist. If you hate turned vampires, then why on Earth would you even want actual humans around." I said 
 
    I still remember the day I arrived at the academy. When the other kids found out that I was bitten by a vampire and was a former human, they never even gave me a chance. It was like I was a total pariah around here. Being a turned vampire sucks.  
 
    "First, we don't all hate turned vampires. And for those of us who do, it's generally just because we don't like having our bloodlines tainted with non-vampire blood." 
 
    I felt a pit in my stomach.  
 
    So my blood is tainting the vampire bloodlines? 
 
    There's something so icky about implying that someone's bloodline makes them inferior or unworthy. There are no significant differences in power between me and someone who was born a vampire. 
 
    But yet, so many vampries believe this. They think that because I don't come from a family that sucks blood and lives in a fancy castle in Transylvania, that I am not of their status.  
 
    "Well, I'm certain you believe that. All the nobles do." I said, getting even more intoxicated and brutally honest 
 
    George looked pretty offended.  
 
    "I'm not a bigot. And I don't appreciate being called one." He said, "I will admit that my parents have backwards beliefs about this sort of thing, but I definitely do not."  
 
    "You fought me over my blood status." I responded 
 
    "I fought you because of Melinda." He said in frustration, "The thing you don't get is that pure-blooded vampire families, particularly the noble ones, are expected to stick together and have each other's backs. Especially when dealing with an...outsider." 
 
    Outsider. That word really stung. It reminded me of how I was never to be accepted within this community, no matter how badly I wanted to be.  
 
    I wasn't really accepted back home either. I was always considered to be the loser back when I was a regular human. People excluded me from things, acted like I didn't have a place within their social circles and that I should disappear. 
 
    Although I thought vampire society would be more open-minded, given their own history of discrimination, I was totally wrong.  
 
    "So there are just some vampires that will never accept me." I said, gazing into the half-emptied wine glass at my own reflection.                
 
    "Don't even worry about it." Paul said, "You aren't going to be able to change everyone's minds, but you can prove them wrong. Show them that you can be a better vampire than they will ever be." 
 
    I looked up from my wine glass and placed it on the table in front of me.  
 
    "I'm going to be the greatest vampire that ever lived." I said, feeling even more tipsy. 
 
    "I'm sure you could do it." Paul said 
 
    I wasn't sure if he was serious, or if he was mocking me. George poured me another cup, and I gladly took another swig. 
 
    The more I drank, the more nonsensical I became, but I gained far more courage while drinking than when I was sober. I was able to say things that I normally would never be able to without the influence of blood.  
 
    Am I going to become the world's greatest vampire? Probably not. But I feel confident enough to say that right now.  
 
    "I was thinking..." Paul said, "Would you like to go to the Winter Ball with me?"  
 
    Say what now? I almost dropped my blood all over my dress. But I was careful not to, because Izzy would probably kill me for ruining it.  
 
    "I uh..." 
 
    Before I could respond, George butted it.  
 
    "Hey, wait! I was going to ask her!" 
 
    "And so was I." George chimed in. 
 
    Oh my. Ifelt so flattered that each of them would want to go to the Winter Ball with me.  
 
    But the Winter Ball and I don't mix. We are like oil and water. I can't stand wearing frilly dresses, and I can only barely tolerate this one because it's entirely black.  
 
    "You can't be serious." I blurted out. 
 
    There's just no way that all of these steaming hot men are interested in taking me to the Winter Ball. They are all so handsome and gorgeous, and I'm just entirely basic. They could get any girl they wanted. 
 
    Maybe this is just my insecurities talking. I'm not the ugliest girl in the world, and there are certainly girls that are less attractive than me. But it just seems like they could do far, far better.  
 
    They spent a few minutes fighting over who would get to take me. They seemed pretty serious about it. I was flattered, but I didn't even agree to go with them.  
 
    "The obvious solution is that we all just take her." Austin said.  
 
    Wait? What? All three of them? At the same time? Is that even....allowed? Who would date three men at the same time? 
 
    "Hmm...I could do that." Paul said, "What do you think George?" 
 
    "Sounds good to me." He said, shrugging his shoulders. 
 
    "Fine. It's settled. All three of us will be your date to Winter Ball." Austin said, looking right at me 
 
    I almost choked on my blood. I was in such shock I had to put the entire wine glass down. 
 
    "I didn't even agree, though." 
 
    "Oh, come on. Stop playing hard to get. You know you want it." George said 
 
    I blushed, and turned my head away from him to keep him from seeing. 
 
    "I have no idea what you're talking about."  
 
    "You don't have to lie to me." He said, "We all know what you want. I can see right through you." He leaned in closer to me. So close that his lips were a few inches from mine. "The only question is whether you will be honest with yourself." 
 
    I felt an intense urge to kiss him. I hated him but was obsessed with him at the same time. He's so undeniably sexy and is dripping with confidence and control.  
 
    I looked down at the ground. I was ashamed that I couldn't put up a better fight against my own urges. My urges have been fighting me, and I am about to give in.  
 
    I'm about to do something very, very stupid.  
 
    "You're right. I want it." I said, looking back up at George. 
 
    "You want what?" he said, "I want to hear you say it." 
 
    "I want to go to Winter Ball with you. With all of you." I said 
 
    It was pretty tough to get those words out of my mouth. He had beaten me at my own game. 
 
    George was giving me that smug smile that I hate. He knew that he had me wrapped around his finger. He was playing a game with me, and he was winning.  
 
    I felt so weak and helpless against him. But I liked it. There's nothing more that I wanted than to give into him. I wanted for him and his friends to take me and make me theirs. But I won't ever admit that to them.  
 
    But I'm not sure if I have to. It seems like they can sense it. They can smell my thrist for them like sharks attracted to blood.  
 
    "It feels good to hear you say it." He said, pulling back from me and denying me the kiss that I so badly wanted.  
 
    My heart was practically beating through my chest at this point, and my nipples became hard. I don't know if they put aphrodesiacs in this blood or what, because I am desiring their bodies so badly right now.  
 
    There's something about them...the mix of good and bad that makes them so... Irresistable.  
 
    "I hate you..." I said, staring directly at George. 
 
    "I know, baby." He said, giving me a wink 
 
    "I'm looking forward to getting a dance with you." Paul said.              "I'm not the best dancer. I'll probably fall on my back." I said 
 
    And I wasn't lying. I'm a terrible dancer. Probably one of the worst that you could ever imagine. I have two left feet, and everyone would probably burst out in laughter if they saw me attempting to do it. 
 
    I remember when I took dance classes as a child. I was absolutely horrendous. Even the instructor had to hold back the laughter. I shudder even thinking about it.  
 
    "I look forward to getting you on your back." George said, lifting an eyebrow. 
 
    I shot daggers at him through my eyes. This asshole must think I'm an easy lay. He thinks he's going to get me to bend ove so he can stick his cock in me.  
 
    I wonder how big it is? 
 
    Ah fuck, stop thinking dirty like that. 
 
    "It's not like you'd even know what to do." I said, shooting back at him.  
 
    Paul and Austin both laughed at George, who looked pretty upset but amused. 
 
    "Research says that women are highly turned on by dirty talk. It increases their pheromone output by twenty percent."  
 
    George rolled his eyes.  
 
    "You just can't stop with all that book stuff, not even for a second, could you?" 
 
    "Hey, some of us actually read. When's the last time you read something that wasn't your bank statement?" he said to George.  
 
    George shot daggers at him, tensioin growing between them. I had to step in and be the adult.               "Okay, okay. Just relax everyone. The only blood that needs to get spilled tonight is from this glass into my mouth." I said, pointing at the glass I was holding.  
 
    At that point, it was getting pretty clear that I was intoxicated as hell, and Paul decided to step up and be the mature one.  
 
    "Hey, I'm going to make sure that Mari gets back to her dorm safely. You two just work things out here.  
 
    Paul took my hand and stood me up from the couch while I straightened out my dress.  
 
    I'm sure I probably looked a mess by now, and I could barely walk in my heels. 
 
    "I got you." He said, holding me up and keeping me from falling.  
 
    "Thank youuuuu" I said in slurred speech while giggling.  
 
    Damn, that blood affected me hard.  
 
    He walked me out the dorm, while the other two looked pretty jealous. I overheard Austin blame George for me leaving early. I also overheard them saying something about not getting to do something called a "ceremony." I'm not even sure what that is.  
 
    I felt pretty good, walking in the moonlight along with Paul. Normally, I wouldn't walk alone with any man, but for some reason I feel like I could trust him. He would never hurt me.  
 
    His body feels so warm pressed up against mine, especially on this crisp fall night. I forgot to bring back the jacket I came with. Oh shit, I guess I'll have to get it back tomorrow.  
 
    Everything about this felt like a fairy tale. His body was so firm and strong. I was pulled in close against his torso, one of my hands grabbing hold to his forearm for extra leverage. I could feel his bicep through his tuxedo. It was so large and firm.  
 
    He smelled like peppermint and he wore some cologne. It wasn't too strong and was the perfect amount.  
 
    "I hope you enjoyed yourself. Sorry that those two kind of ruined it with their bickering. We kind of do that sometimes." He said 
 
    "No problem." I said, grabbing on tighter. 
 
    I could stay like this for the rest of my life, cradled by him and walking towards the moon. 
 
    "I look forward to you coming with us to the Winter Ball."  
 
    "I'm surprised that all three of you want to take me." 
 
    "All of us like you, and we will all treat you well." 
 
    I could onnly imagine what they mean by "treat me well." All three of them are wealthy, well-connected, and can get whatever they want. Everyone respects them.  
 
    If they wanted to give me luxury and the best, they certainly could.  
 
    But, I'm getting way ahead of myself. It's not like I'm their girlfriend, or anyting. I'm just some girl that they're taking to a dance. Nothing major.  
 
    It still hasn't set on me that I'm going to a dance with the three most popular and hottest guys in the entire school. And probably some of the hottest vampires in the entire world.  
 
    My inner goddess fans herself.  
 
    We stop at the outside of my dorm, as he lets go of me. I'm still feeling a little wobbly. I'mnot totally oblitherated from the blood, but I'm feeling a little better than I was earlier tonight.  
 
    "You okay here?" he asked  
 
    "Yes. I said."  
 
    "You take care." He said, before walking away.  
 
    "Thanks." I said, as he departed.  
 
    I stood there for a second, watching him strut away. He was so sexy in the way he walked. I yearned for his touch once more. I regretted that he hadn't leaned in to kiss me goodnight.  
 
     
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
     
 
    I wanted to feel his lips upon me. But although I didn't get what I desired, I dreamed about it last night. It was so passionate, so raw.  
 
    I woke up with beads of sweat dripping off of my face. I wiped them away with my hand.  
 
    "Oh fuck." I said 
 
    I dreamed all night about making out with the three boys. Feeling their tongues explore my mouth. Their hands caress me. Them holding me in their strong, muscular arms.  
 
    "What am I doing?" I said to myself 
 
    I had felt so naughty and wrong thinking about this. It's not because I think sex is wrong or something. I'm not necessarily a prude. But I think that it wouldn't be right to give my body over to those three.  
 
    I was under a blood rush last night. I wasn't thinking straight. I agreed to go to the Winter Ball with three guys that I shouldn't trust, but was too intoxicated to think straight.  
 
    But if I'm being honest, even if I weren't under the influence of such potent blood, I probably would struggle to find a way to say no to them.  
 
    I mean, what girl says no to that regal trio of hotties? No one, that's who. But, I like to consider myself different from the average girl.  
 
    I stretched my arms and got from under my bed. I still had a hard time believing that last night was even real.  
 
    "You have fun last night?" Izzy said.  
 
    She was already awake and brushing her hair in the mirror.  
 
    "It was...fine." 
 
    "Oh, I'm sure you're understating it." She said, "You were a complete mess last night." 
 
    "You're right. I hope I didn't mess up your dress." 
 
    "There were a few splashes of blood on it, but don't worry I'll take it to the cleaners. Not that big of a deal."  
 
    I face palmed. Damn it. I thought that I didn't spill any blood on that dress.  
 
    "Sorry. I wasn't expecting to drink blood that powerful. If I knew that, I wouldn't have worn one of your nice dresses." I said 
 
    "I'm not interested in even talking about the dress." She said, "Tell me about the Winter Ball. Which one of them is taking you?" she said, putting downt he hair brush and looking at me. 
 
    "Wait...how did you know about that?" I asked 
 
    "You spent the entire night tossing and turning in bed, whispering about dancing with them at the ball." She said 
 
    I let out a deep breath.  
 
    "All three of them asked me to go."  
 
    Her eyebrows shot up in surprise and mouth gaped open. 
 
    "All of three of the royal families?"  
 
    I nodded my head slowly.  
 
    "Unholy shit. That's amazing." She said, smiling, "Which one did you say yes to."  
 
    "Well...all of them." I said, shrugging my shoulders. 
 
    She looked confused.  
 
    "So you're going to prom with all three at the same time?"  
 
    I nodded silently. This felt pretty awkward to explain, so I know it will be awkward to actually have to go through with. 
 
    Her expression of surprise slowly morphed into one of pride. She was truly happy for me. She might not have understood exactly what I was doing, but that wasn't going to get in her way of being a supportive friend.  
 
    "You bagged all three of the hottest men in the entire school. You're a legend." She said, her face beaming with pride. 
 
    "Thank you."  
 
    I was truly grateful to have a friend that was willing to be supportive of me in a time that I needed it. I mean, it's not like there's anything wrong with going to the dance with them, but I still feel awkward about it. Like it's not even real.  
 
    Maybe I think I just don't deserve it.  
 
    The rest of the day went pretty smoothly. Everytime I came across one of the boys, they would give me a slow and seductive glance. I would feel my insides tremble just looking at them.  
 
    I became the topic of a lot of gossip around school, too. People saw me walking around campus with Paul last night, and they started assuming things. People made up all kinds of wild rumors that we had sex. And that was obviously a lie, but you know how teenagers will exaggerate things in rumors.  
 
    So yeah, I didn't have sex with any of them....at least not yet.  
 
    But being around them by association did improve my reputation at the school. People began to take notice of me. They began to see me in a different light. And that was....complicated to say the least. 
 
    Because, they hated my guts for being a turned vampire, but they also were confused about the fact that I was seen walking at night with a member of one of the most famous vampire families in the entire world.  
 
    And my feelings were mixed as well. I did enjoy the positive attention that this brought me. It was much better than the negative attention that I was used to garnering around here.  
 
    But, I don't know how much longer this could last. Even if these three are as openminded as they claim, there's no way their parents would be chill with them taking me to the Winter Ball. If they ever found out, they would cut me off in an instant.  
 
    I sat down at a table in the library, wedged in the corner and under a nice, warm lamp. I appreciated the lamp's warmth because it frankly just started to get really cold around here. We are probably a few days away from the first snowfall of the year.  
 
    I open my History of Magic book to prepare for my next exam. But while reading it, I hear footsteps in front of me and a someone's physical presence. I look up to see someone I didn't want, causing a look of literal anguish to appear across my face.  
 
    "Hello you dirty-blooded loser." Melinda said. 
 
    I let out a deep sigh and rolled my eyes. 
 
    "What do you want, Melinda? I'm trying to study."  
 
    "So I heard the rumors of you being seen with Paul last night. Are they true?" she asked 
 
    I probably shouldn't have told her. First off, it's not her business. But secondly, I just don't like her and don't want to spend more time having to talk to her than I already am.  
 
    But it would bring me such satisfaction to push my frolicking with Paul and his friends in her face.  
 
    "Yeah. We were walking back to the dorm last night. I was hanging out with him." 
 
    She took a deep breath and a look of confusion and rage came across her face. She couldn't fathom what was going on. She couldn't even picture one of those men with someone like me. A person with no vampire lineage. 
 
    "That's impossible." She said, shaking her head in disbelief. 
 
    She then pointed her finger at me. If I could, I would've bitten it off. "Listen here you little dirty-blooded freak, you aren't to go near them." 
 
    I scoffed at her.  
 
    "Or what?" I asked, raising my eyebrows at her, "Are you going to set your little army of minions on me?"  
 
    "You have no idea what I'm capable of." 
 
    "You know, Melinda. Ever since the school year began, everyone has been warning me about everything you're capable of. But I'm not afraid of you. All I see in front of me is a whiny, entitled, spoiled little brat. I'm going to see who I want. And by the way, I'm actually going with all three of them to the Winter Ball!"  
 
    She shuddered and it looked like she saw a ghost. She couldn't believe what she had just heard. All the color left her face.  
 
    "Did you just say-" 
 
    "Yes." I said, cutting her off.  
 
    It took a second for everything to settle in with her, as she realized I wasn't joking. The color came back to her face. And it was red with rage.  
 
    "You will not! You aren't good enough for them! You were a human! And you're poor!" she started to breathe hysterically.               Her visions of self-superiority were being challenged. I could tell that she wasn't used to this. She wasn't used to being in a situation where she felt like she wasn't getting her way. That her last name couldn't intimidate or bully someone else into submission.  
 
    "Get used to it. I will be going to the Winter Ball with them, and there's nothing you can do about it." I said with a wicked grin.                
 
    I wanted to drive this dagger even deeper into her heart. I wanted her to feel the pain deeply. I wanted to see it across her face and for her to writhe in it.  
 
    In the end, she just shook her head.  
 
    "You are a stupid, stupid girl. You don't know how to just lay low and try to win the approval of your superiors. If you were to just accept your position in the hierarchy, then maybe I would treat you better. But instead, you go around and make yourself stick out by...disrupting things." 
 
    "I know that you think you are better than me Melinda, but trust me....you are not. If you don't have anything else to say, then I really need to get back to preparing for my exam." I said with a smile on my face.  
 
    "This isn't the end. This isn't the end." She said, pointing at me with a trembling finger.  
 
    She walked away, and I could sense the rage in and around her. She was festering in it. She was like a literal bomb that could explode at any given moment.  
 
    Good.  
 
    I don't care who her family is or how wealthy she is. She's a total bitch that needs to get taken down.  
 
    I stayed in the library studying for a while. But it turns out that either Melinda told others about our interaction or kids overheard it, because it was spreading around school like wildfire. 
 
    Back in the cafeteria, after getting the majority of work done, I sit down at a table with my best friend Isadora. She had been at her clubs and meetings all day, and dinner was generally a good time for us to catch up.  
 
    "What on Earth happened today between you and Melinda? Argument in the library? Everyone's talking about it." 
 
    "Damn. Rumors spread so fast at this place." I said, "At least I put that girl in her place. She seemed so...helpless. I love it."  
 
    "Never underestimate her." Izzy said to me, "But also I'm proud of you for standing up to her. I'm glad that you didn't give in and decide to call off going to the Winter Ball." 
 
    I raised an eyebrow. 
 
    "If there's one thing I'm not afraid of, it's a stupid little girl like that. She's just like the girls from back home. Entitled and prissy. The only difference is that she has a set of fangs."  
 
    I had more than enough blood last night, and I decided to just stick to water. I also avoided the raw meat on the table and just went with a salad, crackers, and tuna instead.  
 
    I heard some footsteps behind me and the physical presence of a body. I took a deep sigh. It's Melinda coming to threaten me again, I'm sure.  
 
    I swing around to see that it's George. He has his hand propped on the seat next to mine, and he has that contagious smirk on his face.  
 
    "Do you mind if I take this empty seat next to you?" he asked.  
 
    "Oh, uh. Sure." I said, as he sat down.  
 
    "How are you, Isadora?" he said to my friend as a polite greeting.  
 
    "I'm fine." Izzy said, barely containing her excitement. She then looked at me and was totally exploding on the inside.  
 
    Getting this formality out of the way, he then turned to me.  
 
    "How are things? I heard about everything with Melinda. Don't worry about that, okay. I don't want you to even get stressed out about it. We are sticking with the plan. Winter Ball." 
 
    "Of course." I said.  
 
    I looked behind me to the table where Melinda and her friends were sitting at. Melinda was staring right at us. I expected her to be in rage.  
 
    But she wasn't. She had the look of cold, calm calculation. She was watching our entire interaction. No emotions on her face. It was definitely unsettling to say the least.  
 
    I turned my attention back to George, who was sitting right next to me.                
 
    "You really don't care what other people think, don't you?" I asked 
 
    "Mira, I practically run this school. No one is going to mess with me." He said with a sexy and smooth confidence.  
 
    George was definitely starting to grow on me. Sure, he was cocky and arrogant. He was definitely the one that it took the longest for me to grow accustomed to. But underneath that, I can see a strong confidence and willingness to not conform to society's basic expectations of him.  
 
    For these reasons, I could see myself feeling more confortable trusting he'd have my back. Because he doesn't care what anyone thinks. He likes me because he thinks I'm cool. He doesn't care if I'm a turned vampire.  
 
    "You're dangerous." I said, looking right into his tempting blue eyes.  
 
    It was like he was casting a spell on me. I could feel myself being drawn towards him like a fly to a venus flytrap.  
 
    "Don't you girls think dangerous guys are sexy?" he said, lifting an eyebrow.  
 
    "Yes. But they can get you killed." I said, taking a sip of water.  
 
    My heart was beating through my chest, and I needed something to calm me down. Literally anything to take my attention off him. Everytime I get around him, I start heating up. The intensity of the magnetism I feel between us blows my mind.  
 
    I take a look at Izzy, and she's giving me winks and nods. She nudges her head in his direction, encouraging me to keep talking to him.  
 
    She was enjoying this shit as her evening entertainment.  
 
    "So you agree then? You think I'm sexy." 
 
    "What?" I said 
 
    "You said that I'm dangerous and then agreed that girls think dangerous guys are sexy. That means you think I'm sexy."  
 
    He was really trying to push my boundaries to see how far he could take me. I'm not sure if he was trying to actually be a total asshole, but he certainly gave off those vibes. Either that, or he's far too confident in himself.  
 
    "I'm pretty sure you know that everyone thinks you're sexy." I said 
 
    "You're goddamn right." He said, sliding his hand on my thigh.  
 
    I swatted it away and gave him an icy glare. Is he seriously doing this in the cafeteria? 
 
    "What?" he asked, reacting to me, "You know you liked it."  
 
    "This is what you do to girls? You try to feel them up in the cafeteria? Obviously, you weren't taught manners." I said              "Oh, come on. It makes you more popular when people know that you're an object of my affection." He said 
 
    There was a certain possessive feeling that he gave off. I could tell that he wanted to hold me. To grab me. To possess me. He wanted to make me his. 
 
    And he wasn't interested in waiting untilt the Winter Ball to get the deed done.  
 
    "I'm not like the other girls you've been with, the ones that just let you in their bed after some nice words." 
 
    "Yeah, that's why I know this will be a fun challenge for me." He said, narrowing his eyes.  
 
    He was looking at me like a lion at a gazelle. I was his prey in the African wilderness.  
 
    "I'd probably like you better if you were a little more subtle, like Paul. Or maybe a more distant intellectual like Austin. You put all your cards on the table so quickly. There's no mystery with you." I said 
 
    "Mystery is overrated. I like you. I want you. I will have you. There's no need to beat around the bush." He said, lowering his voice in a husky tone that made me internally swoon.  
 
    My heart skipped a beat and my breathing became more shallow. My mind started wandering back to the naughty places I promised I wouldn't let it go. I started wondering what George would be like in bed. Is he as good of a lay as he talks himself up to be?  
 
    My nipples get harder, and I can feel myself tingle in excitement.  
 
    "If you want me. You're going to have to work for me." 
 
    He bit his lower lip and narrowed his eyes. He looked so incredibly sexy when he did that.  
 
    "I know. That's why this is going to be fun." He said, looking me up and down.  
 
    He then rose up from the table. He gave Isadora a polite nod and wave before turning to me. 
 
    "I just came here to check in on you. I should get back to my friends." He said, before turning away and walking back to the table from which he came 
 
    I hate the way I feel about him.  
 
    I can't stand him, yet I find myself starting to actually fall for him.  
 
    Damn it, Mari. Why am I so ridiculous? 
 
    I actually shouldn't be falling for any of these three, because they're all unhealthy and dangerous. But George has to be the worst of the three.  
 
    He's the type of guy that a girl's parent's would probably hate. He's the kind of guy that you bring home because you want to make your dad mad by dating a bigger asshole than he is.  
 
    I never would've pictured myself with a guy like him. He's certainly attractive, but he's neither soft-spoken, gentle, nor soft like I always pictured my potential future boyfriend would be. I always prefered the more understated guys. And George certainly is not that.  
 
    Looking over back at Izzy, she's on the edge of her seat in excitement. She looks like she just got off a rollercoaster or jut saw the latest blockbuster at the theater.  
 
    "What you two have is special." She said, "Trust me, I can just feel it between you." 
 
    "There's nothing between us." I said, forcefully.  
 
    If I said It strong enough, then maybe I would actually believe it myself.  
 
    "You can deny it all you want, but it's there. You will be making out all night during the Winter Ball. And maybe you two will even go further than that." She said, raising an eyebrow suggestively.  
 
    I blushed.  
 
    "What the hell do you mean by that?" I asked 
 
    "There's never been a girl that George hasn't been able to get in bed on the first date."  
 
    She said.  
 
    Oh buddy, am I expected to sleep with him?  
 
     
 
     
 
     
 
     
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Eleven 
 
    Chapter Eleven 
 
     
 
    Everything had become so much more difficult. The beating sun on my face burned my skin, as I sat on that beach for what felt like forever. The smell of the salt in the water filled my nostrils, giving me the only sense of calm that I've had in hours.  
 
    "There has to be a way out." I said 
 
    "There is one." I heard a voice from behind me say.  
 
    I turned around and there's the man in the white hood. His cloak swaying in the breeze.  
 
    "What do you want?" I said, looking into the sand.  
 
    For some reason I felt like I knew him from somewhere. But I couldn't tell from exactly where.  
 
    He keeps reappearing in front of me, but I can't ever get enough questions out before he disappears.  
 
    "To show you the truth." He said 
 
    His words resonated with me. He stretched out his hand as he walked towards me. I took his in mine and we began walking from the beach.  
 
    "Where am I?" I asked as we walked through the tropical forest bordering the beach.  
 
    "You're in Eqqus." He said. 
 
    Eqqus? What the hell is that? Before I could follow up with some more questions, he blurted his answers out.  
 
    "It's the place where where all the chosen go." 
 
    I raised an eyebrow. 
 
    "Chosen for what?" I asked 
 
    "You'll see." He said.  
 
    We walked down to a firepit. There was a big bonfire going on in a pit made of stone. There were around several hooded figures standing around in silence.  
 
    The whole thing felt very ritualistic. I felt like I was going to be sacrificed to the Gods.  
 
    "Who are these people?" I asked 
 
    "We don't have time for that. The only one you need to worry about it is that one, right there." He said, pointing to the far end of the circle at a white-cloaked figure wearing a large pentagram necklace.  
 
    I took some cautious steps towards him. My legs were trembling, and I felt my nerves building up. I'm not sure why, but I felt so nervous right now.  
 
    My voice felt dry as I worked up the courage to eek out some words.  
 
    "Hi...sir..." I said, non-confidently.  
 
    He took of his hood, revealing a strong male face with a square jaw, small ears, and purple eyes. Just like mine.  
 
    "It's a pleasure to finally meet you Ms. Parker." He said 
 
    My nerves were working overdrive.  
 
    "How do you know my-" 
 
    "We've been watching you." He said, effectively cutting me off. 
 
    I took a look around. This whole scene was weird. Each of the hooded people were just standing around in silence. They weren't even moving. In fact, there was no sound at all. The whole scene was creepy.  
 
    "Watching me why?" I said.  
 
    There was something going on here that wasn't right. My mind told me to run, but my heart told me to stay.  
 
    "I think you know why." He said, lifting an eyebrow.  
 
    I nodded my head and took a deep breath.  
 
    These people...they have the same eyes as me. They're...just like me.  
 
    "You are...the reason my eyes changed. You chose me...for something. I'm not sure what." I said, shrugging my shoulders.  
 
    He chuckled.  
 
    "No, no no. We didn't choose you. We just gathered you."  
 
    "Gathered me?" 
 
    "Who do you think you are?" he asked 
 
    "Uh...I'm Mira Parker. I'm a high school student, and-" 
 
    "You are the Dracula heir!"  
 
    My heart dropped. I could feel my blood become ice cold. I couldn't believe what I was hearing right now.  
 
    "There's no way. I think you've got the wrong girl." 
 
    "No. We are correct. You are the long lost heir to the Dracula family. You are royalty." 
 
    I still don't believe it. Me? The heir to Dracula?  
 
    I'm nothing. I'm a no one. I'm just a loser.  
 
    Dracula is the most famous vampire in history. And it's well known that he didn't leave many heirs. Especially no direct ones.  
 
    "Even if that were true...what does it matter? Dracula has been gone for hundreds of years now..." 
 
    He grabbed me by the shoulder. Chills ran up my spine. His hand was so large, and his grip was tight. Even if I wanted to, there was no way I would be able to get out of it.  
 
    "Do you realize your destiny?" he asked 
 
    My mouth was trembling. I had a bad feeling lurking over me. I shook my head, and I could feel tears welling up.  
 
    "You are to wake up your ancestor from his grave of three hundred years to enact a new era of darkness and vampire supremacy on Earth." He said, his voice strong, yet soothing.  
 
    "Vampire supremacy? Wait, no. That's wrong. I have human friends. I was born a human. You've got the wrong girl. The only reason I'm a vampire is because I got bit by accident-" 
 
    "Accident? Oh you sweet, naive child. There was no accidential biting. Your true nature had been hiden from you for your entire childhood. You are a vampire, through and through. And the most important one alive."  
 
    My heart was pounding so hard that I thought it would break. My head was feeling light. My vision became blurry.  
 
    Everything he was saying...it felt right. But I didn't want it to be right.  
 
    So much in my life has changed. So little of it makes sense, and I don't want to continue that. And besides, for the first time in a while I finally heave things going right.  
 
    "I...I don't believe you."  
 
    "Look in your heart, child. You know it to be true." He said, gripping my shoulder even tighter.  
 
    My vision blurred into darkness.... 
 
    *********************** 
 
    The smell of the coffee at the breakfast table woke me up, giving me a much-needed jolt of energy after being awake all night long. I was completely tired. 
 
    My eyes were baggy, and I felt like total junk.  
 
    "You've been having those dreams again, haven't you?" Izzy said 
 
    I took a deep breath.  
 
    "Yeah, I have." I said, propping my forehead up against my palm.                
 
    "You can see the school therapist." 
 
    "Absolutely not." I said, cutting her off.  
 
    I hate therapists. When I was younger, one claimed that I had a childhood emotional disorder and recommended that I go on mental health drugs. I'm convinced that I was totally fine, until I started using those drugs. Ever since then, I have been a total emotional trainwreck.  
 
    "Are you at least going to eat anything? It can't be good to do your exams on an empty stomach." She said.              "I'm not hungry."  
 
    I had played around with my breakfast with a fork for the last few minutes. I wasn't tired at all. I was distressed.  
 
    I've been trying to bury those dreams into the deep recesses of my memory. But I can't.  
 
    No matter how much I try to convince myself that those dreams didn't matter, I feel like deep down inside they do. They are not coincidences.  
 
    And it's the worst possible timing as well.  
 
    Exams are today, and I didn't get much sleep last night. My mind feels like it could use a good rest, but I couldn't bother to fall back asleep after that nightmare.  
 
    Izzy is worried for me, like a good friend should be. But there's not much that I can really do about this situation, and I can't cancel my exams.  
 
    The bell rings, and I walk to my class. Shadow Physics.  
 
    I've been doing much better in this class since the beginning of the year where I was nearly failing. My study sessions with Paul were paying off in many ways, but I think that my hidden powers are helping me.  
 
    I'm not sure what these powers even technically are yet. But they are doing something to me.  
 
    I recieve the test, and there are a bunch of equations that are incredibly complex and make my mind twist in a thousand different directions.  
 
    But suddenly, everything snaps into focus. The equations, which only a few seconds ago looked like a foreign language, make far more sense. I work through the problems, figuring them out without a lot of issue.  
 
    "It wasn't that bad." I think to myself.  
 
    Handing the paper back to the instructor, he looks at me and gives me a slight grin.  
 
    "You've come quite a ways, Miss Parker." He said, giving me a nod.  
 
    He was right. At the beginning of this class, I was quite certain that I was probably going to fail it. I mean, the other kids were way smarter than I was, and I was pretty much at the bottom of the class. I felt like a total moron.  
 
    Was it that thing Paul gave me, or was it my powers? One of the two hyped up my mental abilities to the next level, but I am not completely sure, which.  
 
    Anyways, after class, Paul catches up with me as I walk down the hall to my next one.                
 
    "How'd the exam go?" he asked 
 
    "Well, you know, I think I did fine." 
 
    "Good." He said, smiling.  
 
    I feigned a smile. It wasn't that I was unhappy to see him. I'm always glad to see him. But there were other things on my mind at the time.  
 
    "I'm excited for Winter Ball. Have you started preparing for it yet."  
 
    "Oh yeah...that's in like a few weeks, right?" I asked 
 
    "It's next week." 
 
    "Oh." 
 
    Damn it. I haven't been thinking about it. My mind has been so distracted with the lack of sleep and stress that I have been neglecting almost all of my duties, both academically and to my friends.  
 
    "If you don't want to go then-" 
 
    "No! Wait. I do want to. It's not even you. I've just been busy lately...." 
 
    "Anything the matter?" he said raising an eyebrow.  
 
    I stopped at the top of the stairs at third floor, where my physical botany class was, and looked right in his eys.  
 
    "No." I said, lying, "It's just that my family back home has some things going on...it's not really important. Just dumb human stuff." 
 
    I gave a fake laugh.  
 
    He gave me a fake smile. I could tell that he wasn't buying what I had said. He saw right through the bullshit I was spewing.  
 
    "Whatever you say." He said, shrugging his shoulders. 
 
    "Anyways, I have to get going to my class. I'll see you later." 
 
    I walked into my class to begin my botany exams. I wasn't feeling the best, to be completely honest.  
 
    I still got through my exams, somehow. I assume that most of the questions were right.  
 
    The rest of the day was going pretty much the same. 
 
    But things changed when Headmaster Volkov walked in. 
 
    "I'd like to see Ms. Parker for a moment, please."  
 
    A chill went down my spine.  
 
    Uh oh. This can't be good.  
 
    I climbed down the stairs of the hallway down the spiral staircase with my shoes making loud clacking noises against the stone floor. I could feel the tension and ominousness raise as I followed him down the stairs.  
 
    I walked right into his office. It was rather large and the walls were made of grey stone. There was a large bookcase filled with books lining the wall behind his black desk. I sat in the comfortable, large green chair in front of it.  
 
    "I know that you wanted me to stay out of trouble Headmaster Volkov. I'm sorry if I did anything wrong." I said.  
 
    I was racking my brain for possible explanations for why I could possibly still be sitting in this room right now. I couldn't think of any. I have done my best to stay under the radar with the exception of the fights I got into with Melinda.  
 
    "I'm going to try and make this quick."  
 
    I gulped, preparing for the worse.  
 
    Is he going to expel me? Send me to the underworld? Rip out my soul? 
 
    "Give it to me straight. I'm getting a huge punishment, aren't I?" I said 
 
    "I heard that you were going to the Winter Ball with George. Is this correct." 
 
    "Uh...yeah." I said, wondering why he'd care about who I attended the winter dance with.  
 
    "I recieved a message from his family. They've said that it is unacceptable and they do not want you going with him because you're....a turned vampire. I am sorry to tell you that." He said, "Not everyone is open-minded, unfortunately." 
 
    I was in total shock. I mean, I'm not surprised that an old, stuffy vampire family has bigots in it, but how did they find out? Unless... 
 
    "Melinda told them, didn't she?" I said with an upset look on my face.  
 
    He looked at me, and didn't say a word. He didn't have to verbally confirm it, but I already knew.  
 
    "You don't have to tell me." I said, shaking my head in disillusionment, "Is that all."  
 
    "That is all. You can go back to your class." He said.  
 
    I got up from the seat and left the office. My face was totally red.  
 
    Oh....Melinda....You have no idea the beast that you've unleashed upon yourself. There's no way that I'm going to let her get away with this.  
 
    After school ended, I devised a plan. Another curse. But this time, I was going to make it hurt even worse. I was going to take something from her that she couldn't replace: an experience.  
 
    I walked up to McKenzie's room. We lived in the same dorm, but on different floors. She swung open the door, surprised to see me.  
 
    "Mira, how's it going? Congrats on bagging the hotties!"  
 
    "Thanks McKenzie, but I need your help again." I said 
 
    I felt kind of bad that I was going to try and use her skills. But she hated Melinda as much as me, so I figured that this was a win-win situation for us both.  
 
    "What's the matter?" she said 
 
    "We need to make another curse. This time, we need to really hit her so she doesn't mess with me again."  
 
    She lifted an eyebrow.  
 
    "Wait, Melinda's still bullying you? I thought she learned her lesson from last time." 
 
    I held up my index finger, shaking my head. 
 
    "She told George's parents that I'm going to Winter Ball with him, so they stepped in and said he can't go with me because I'm a turned vampire." I was teething with fury right now, "Girls like that never learn unless they are finally beaten down to the point of submission."  
 
    My face was red with rage. I could feel a drop of sweat drip down my temple. I was mad as hell, and Melinda was going to face my full wrath.  
 
    "I'm sorry. It's a shame there's still so much bigotry in vampire society. What do you have in mind?"  
 
    I grinned. Thanks McKenzie. You're my MVP. 
 
    "She tried to ruin my Winter Ball. So let's ruin hers."  
 
    "Oh...that's so diabolical. But if it's going to hurt Melinda, then I'm all for it."  
 
    We gave each other wicked grins. We were about to wreck this girl's entire year. And we were going to love it. 
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 Chapter Twelve 
 
    "So for this potion, you need to get her to drink it." She said, handing the bottle over to me.  
 
    Hmm...This will be harder than just splashing it in her face like the last time.  
 
    McKenzie, the brilliant mind she is, concocted a potion that will cause Melinda to fall asleep through the entire Winter Ball. The potion is designed to take effect within the next 48 hours, right when the ball starts.  
 
    I rub my hands in excitement.  
 
    "The best time to get it done will be right now." She said.  
 
    We were sitting in the lunch room. A few days had passed since we had the meeting in her room to plot revenge against this evil person. Concocting the sleeping potion took her a while . She needed to gather the ingredients. The potion will only work for a narrow window of time. 
 
    I have to get it in her drink during the meal. I need to distract her. 
 
    "Okay, how do we do it?" I wondered aloud.  
 
    "I can distract her." He said 
 
    I nodded. She got up from our table, we were sitting alone, and then walked over the Melinda's table. She was met with harsh looks and some giggles.  
 
    "What are you doing here?" Melinda asked in her routinely snobbish tone. 
 
    "Melinda, I needed to talk to you and the girls. I just have something I really need to get off my chest." 
 
    "Do you think I'm really going to speak to you?" she said in her snobbish and condescending tone. 
 
    I could tell that McKenzie was fighting with all her might to not snap at her.  
 
    "Please. I beg you." She said in the most pitiful way she could. 
 
    Melinda liked her submission, as anyone with a brain could predict, so she agreed to the meeting.  
 
    "Fine. We’ll give you five minutes. Nothing more than that. We don't want to be seen with you." She said 
 
    She gestured to her posse at the table to get up, and they predictably followed her like the gophers that they are.  
 
    All of those skinny harpies left the table and walked to the lobby that separated the dining room from the academic building, so McKenzie could distract them.  
 
    As soon as they left, I went into action. I got up from my table and slid over there sneakily. I made sure to look around first. Pretty much everyone was talking with their friends and eating at their tables, so the coast was clear.  
 
    I pulled out the tiny bottle of potion from under my sleeve and poured it right in her cup of blood. The silvery potion disolved almost instantly, leaving absolutely no trace.  
 
    I made sure to quickly get back to my table as to not arouse suspicion.  
 
    After a few moments, Melinda and her crew returned to the table. They were laughing like hyenas. McKenzie looked totally devastated.  
 
    As McKenzie got closer to my table, I saw tears coming down her face.  
 
    "McKenzie, what did they say to you?" I asked 
 
    "Well, I pretty much told them that I wanted back in the group. You know, like old times. They laughed at me in my face and told me that I was a loser and that it would never happen. Melinda even told me that she made out with my ex-boyfriend. All of the girls in the group knew, and I was the only one who didn't know." She was crying pretty heavily. 
 
    I gave her some napkins from the table, and tried to shield her body from everyone else at the dining hall looking.  
 
    "I'm sorry... I really am." 
 
    "Don't be sorry. Get your revenge." She said, "Get it for both of us."  
 
    I looked over at the table. Melinda ate a piece of meat. It was a big chunk. Too big for a girl like her. She struggling. She coughs a bit and then grabs the glass. She takes a sip. And then, she takes half of the blood down her throat. 
 
    Bingo.  
 
    I smile, looking right at McKenzie.  
 
    Things are gonna be alright. I hug her closely, giving her some comfort as she lets out her sadness. 
 
      
 
    **************** 
 
    I stepped in front of the mirror in my room. I could barely recognize myself in this sweeping baby blue gown. The dress was sleeveless and there were various shades of blue mixed in. It flecked with white that seemed to give it an ephemeral feel. The skirt had ruffled tiers that had various layers. I could tell that whoever made this dress definitely spent quite a bit of time on it.  
 
    Typically, I don't like wearing frilly things. I thought that I would hate it. But I look like a whole new woman. I actually like it.  
 
    I turn to Isadora, standing in her light blue dress, not as long as mine, but with a sexier neckline cut, and thank her. 
 
    "No problem." She said.  
 
    She bought this dress for me. I didn't have a winter ball dress and I couldn't afford to buy one, so she had her family's seemstress make one out for me.  
 
    I guess these are the perks of having a well-off friend. She's not rich the same way some of the other students are, but she's still pretty financially set.  
 
    "I never thought that I could be pretty." I said.  
 
    My hair was extended down past my shoulders. I felt beautiful for the first time in a long time.  
 
    I heard a knock on the door. I went to open it.  
 
    All three of the trio were standing there in their tuxes, looking sexy as hell. Their jaws dropped on the ground as soon as they saw me.  
 
    "You look absolutely stunning." Paul said 
 
    "Thanks for still doing this. I know that your parents-" 
 
    "Don't even worry about my parents. This isn't about them. It's about us." He said, looking at me.  
 
    I gave him the biggest hug. His strong chest felt so warm up against my face. I could smell his cologne. It was strong and crisp. 
 
    "Do I get any love?" George said.  
 
    "Of course."  
 
    I gave him a hug. He's the jealous type and can't go too long without getting attention for himself.  
 
    "You look beautiful Mira, just like Persephone the Greek goddess herself." Austin said.  
 
    I always found it cute when he rambled on about the books he read and all the intellectual quirks he had just shined through.  
 
    "I have no idea who that is, but thanks anyways." I said.  
 
    I felt really excited. This was my first time going to any actual dance or formal event at the school. For so long I had spent my weekends inside my room, hiding away from the world.  
 
    This is the first time in what feels like forever that I'm actually going out and enjoying the world.  
 
    It feels good. It feels like I'm...normal.  
 
    Leaving the dorm and stepping out onto campus, we are surrounded by a swarm of students dressed in tuxes and light blue dresses. The whole thing looks like a fabulous fashion show. Whoever thought that a bunch of vampires could look so graceful? 
 
    The outside of the Great Hall looked phenomenal.  
 
    There were white and blue banners handing on the front, wedged in between the pillars of the massive, churchlike building. Light blue flowers graced the outside of the building in the hedges.  
 
    Paul and George were holding me by each arm with Austin trailing right behind me.  
 
    I got jealous stares from the other girls and confused looks from the guys. Their jealous eyes lit my soul up.  
 
    That's right girls, I go the hottest guys in school and there's nothing that you can do about it. 
 
    I felt victorious, like I had finally won.  
 
    Entering the Hall, we were met with blaring music so loud that it almost ruptured my eardrums. The smell of fresh blood was in the air. Fresh blood is typically served at formal events in vampire society. But I'm sure to stay away from too much of that, because I'm not interested in getting drunk tonight.  
 
    I want to remember this night for the wonderful beauty that it is. I want for it to be a night of amazement and wonder. 
 
    The great hall had a massive interior. But I could barely see through the crowds of people. There was a DJ propped up on a stand playing hip hop music that I recognized from somewhere but didn't know the lyrics. Strobe lights danced around the rooms and a thin layer of fog snaked between our legs.  
 
    The whole thing had a pretty creepy vibe. But us vampires like creepy. 
 
    There were so many people at the ball that I could feel the floor begin to rumble. I could barely hear my own thoughts over the massive amount of chatter in the room.  
 
    I feel my armed being pulled and look up to see Austin leading me to the center of the floor. The spotlight is on us, and I squint my eyes to see Austin through the glare. He places his hand on my shoulder and pulls me in close.  
 
    I shudder when my body touches his, the heat of him totally on me. I can hear his heartbeat and feel his breath against my neck. His hand slides down my back and I feel a tingling inside.  
 
    "I'm so happy to be here with you." He said. 
 
    "Me too." I said, rolling my eyes.  
 
    He was so incredibly kind. Definitely the nicest of the three. The smartest, too. I felt like I could spend a lifetime with him and continue to pick his brain for more knowledge.  
 
    After a few minutes of swaying with him, I feel myself being pulled in another direction. I look up to see Paul holding my hand. He was so strong. He knew how to take what he wants. I was totally blushing right now, but good thing the strobe lights affected both our vision.  
 
    He slid his hand down even further grabbing the outside of my ass. Normally, this is where I'd smack a guy. But I didn't. I really liked it. My heart started to flutter, and my skin tingled on the outside. I could feel every hair on my body start to stand up.   
 
    He smelled so good. His body smelled like the fresh ocean. I could stand here with him all day long, him holding me and pulling me into his body.  
 
    "Me next." I heard George's voice, as he pulled my left arm away from Paul and towards him.  
 
    I felt myself tight against his body. He was really squeezing me. He lifted his eyebrow and had the most cocky grin on his face. He was looking at me like he was proud of himself. Like I was a prize that he had won.  
 
    He slid his hand down to my butt and squeezed as hard as he could, making me gasp unvoluntarily. I started to look around to see who was watching.  
 
    Oh shit, there were a lot of people, mainly girls, staring at us and gossiping.  
 
    "Don’t worry about them." He said, as he pulled his lips to lock onto mine.  
 
    My heart started to flutter. It felt so good to have his tongue flicking the inside of my mouth. My girlhood began to rumble and my nipples hardened. He glided his hands along my back and down to my hips. I could feel his dick start to grow hard in his pants.  
 
    I wonder how big it is? I heard rumors that it was very impressive.  
 
    Stop it. Stop thinking about this. 
 
    "I always knew that you were into me." He said.  
 
    "Shut up." I said, rolling my eyes 
 
    He smugly grinned again. 
 
    The truth is that I'm warming up to him. And fast. There’s something about his cocky demeanor and personality that turns me on. He's a bad boy that does whatever he wants.  
 
    He places a hand on my breast and bites his lower lip. I gasp again. He has me right where he wants me, and he knows it.  
 
    "Tonight I will make you mine." He says, whispering in my ear, "Do you want it?"  
 
    "Yes." I say, meekly. 
 
    I couldn't hold it back anymore. I couldn't hold back my desire to have him own me with his manhood.  
 
    Another tap on my shoulder. Who could that be? 
 
    I turn around to see a pale man in a slick black cloak. The uniform of...the vampire police? 
 
    "Are you Mira Parker?" he asks me through the loud music              I was totally confused. 
 
    "Uh...yes." I said, frightened at what could possibly happen.  
 
    "You are under arrest for the murder of Melinda Vanderblood.  Please come with me." He said, grabbing my arm and placing me in magical handcuffs that were so tight I could feel my movement totally restricted.  
 
    "What's going on here?" Paul said, walking up to the man.  
 
    "You better stay out of this, son." The officer said to him.  
 
    All eyes were on me in this totally surreal moment. The officer pushed me towards the door and students got out of my way.  
 
    The whispers and gossip started again. I could see phones pulled out as they video taped me getting arrested.  
 
    I was in total tears. Makeup was smeared on my face.  
 
    Oh God, how could this get any worse. 
 
    Out on the driveway in front of the Great Hall is a black horse-drawn carriage with bars on the windows. Three other police vampires are standing around it, writing notes and doing general paperwork.  
 
    I look back to see Paul, George, and Austin looking at me from the entrance in the sea of students that had come out to see me be put in the police carriage.  
 
    I could see them mouth something to me, but I couldn't make out what it was over all the noise and chatter going on.  
 
    The cop pushes me into the cold, dark carriage. I manage to fix myself up on the wooden seats.  
 
    "I don't know what's going on, but I didn't kill her....please."  I said, tears rolling down my eyes.  
 
    He ignored me and rolled up the metal barrier that separated the front of the carriage from the back. He whipped the horse and it began to gallop away from the campus.  
 
    I looked through the bars to see the three men that made my life the most interesting and lively get smaller and smaller until they disappeared.  
 
     
 
      
 
    The End 
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