
1 
 

Angela Parkhurst – A Wolf’s Tale 
 

CHAPTER ONE 

 

Fuck, Jack. Fuck him for being such a pussy he couldn’t handle a little sparing. Why the hell did 

they have us simulating fights in combat class if we couldn’t use the technique when someone 

screwed you over and cheated you out of money?  The prick owed me fifty bucks and a magic 

bean. If he thought a bloody nose and black eye was bad, he hadn’t seen anything yet. The 

icepack stung my eye as I flung the door open to Headmistress Madrina’s office. It rattled 

against the wall and slammed shut.  

I couldn’t believe he got a hit in. Lucky shot. Next time he wouldn’t be so lucky. 

Especially after being such a pansy ass and ratting me out. Really, Jack? Ugh. Today was just 

beginning and it already sucked ass. 

Plopping in the seat nearest to the door, I groaned and leaned forward to tie the laces of 

my combat boots. The cuff of my sleeve rose over the wolf tattoo on my arm. It symbolized 

everything I was and everything I’d become. In a school full of fairy tale characters, I was a 

villain. Because of that, the only discipline Headmistress Madrina would give me was a tap on 

the wrist. If that. Hell, I was The Big Bad Wolf. What more did they want from me? Fighting 

and gambling was nothing compared to the havoc my cousin brought on. I was the better of the 

two and not full of conspiracy theories. 

A deep exhale across the room grabbed my attention. Great. Someone was here to 

witness the aftermath. Fucking fantastic. If it was Al, there was a pretty good chance I’d end up 

in my room for the rest of the day for kicking a prince’s ass.  
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Peeking through the break in my hair, my throat dried. It was not Al. No. It was a chick 

I’d never seen before. Not once. Damn. Breathe, Wolf. Keep it cool. She wasn’t a student here. 

Couldn’t be. I’d never seen anyone like her before. Sandy blonde hair was braided to one side 

and pieces fell along her smooth blush cheeks. Naturally plump crimson lips parted as our gaze 

collided. Goddess was the word that came to mind. 

This was the girl.  

The one everyone had been obsessed with all morning. We didn’t get “new” students 

often. I hadn’t thought twice when I heard rumors during breakfast, but I should have. Mud 

splayed across the knees of her tight, hip hugging jeans. The toes of her flats were filthy too. The 

chick looked like she’d been mud wrestling. So hott.   

Seconds or minutes passed, I wasn’t sure, because I’d been staring at her like a loser 

who’d never met a girl before. I’d seen my fair share of exotic chicks but none like her. She was 

intoxicating and had trouble written all over her sun-kissed skin. Her attention lingered to the 

wolf tattoo on my forearm. One I got the summer before last. 

“Is that real?” Her voice was brassy and deep, like a freakin siren. Somehow I thought it 

might’ve been higher, preppy, but it wasn’t. I liked it. 

“As real as the sun,” I said, working overtime to sound uninterested. Her nose squished. 

That was cute. “Not a fan?”  

“I am.” Eyes like jewels stared back at me, narrowing slightly at the tattoo. “Just not of 

wolves.” 
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I chuckled and ran my hand over the stubble on my face. “I’ll be happy to prove you 

wrong then.” 

 Despite the eye roll, a smile twitched at her lips. Her lips were fucking hypnotic, 

drawing me in like a creepy stalker. The light danced over her sun-kissed skin. I prayed I wasn’t 

drooling, because despite my calm air, this chick was probably the sexiest girl I’d seen in real 

life. Her shirt clung in all the right places. Please have hips, I loved hips. If she had hips I’d be a 

goner. 

 “You’re pretty cocky for a guy that got his ass kicked. Aren’t wolves supposed to be 

super strong?” She squared her shoulders, looking proud. Those were certainly fighting words. I 

called her bluff. Despite her best efforts, her eyes travelled along my body, stopping on my 

biceps. I worked out daily. Mostly to be strong, but having the attention of girls was a plus. 

“Don’t fool yourself, princess, you should see the other guy.” Damn, I had to work on my 

poker face, this girl made me excited and giddy like a thirteen year old whose balls just dropped. 

“What’d you say your name was?”  

“I didn’t.” 

“Right.” Sneaky little shit. “I’m Wolf.” 

“Creative.” 

“Isn’t it?” Leaning back, I let out a slow breath, not leading on to how badly I wanted to 

slam her against a wall and taste her sweet, sassy mouth. I had a reputation to keep intact. 

Shitting bricks over hot chicks wasn’t who I was. “So, you gonna tell me your name or are we 
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going to keep going back and forth like this? Not that I mind the banter. Our chemistry is 

undeniable.” 

“Chemistry?” she flinched as if I’d insulted her in more ways than one. “There’s no 

chemistry.” 

“Keep telling yourself that.” I rested my elbows on my knees and leaned closer to her. 

She smelt like bottle summer with a hint of vanilla and citrus. Intoxicating. And watching her 

shift uncomfortably in the seat was even hotter. It took all my restraint not to grab her waist and 

pull her into my lap. The thought made my jeans tighten. 

“The truth is always hard to accept, especially when it’s this good.” I gestured to myself. 

There was a drop of mud on the tip of her chin. I wanted to lick it off.  

“What are you insinuating?” 

“Oh, you know.” 

The door swung open and I cursed Headmistress Madrina for interrupting us. It was 

better that way. Any longer and we’d be somewhere not-so-private doing some very private 

things. Dressed in a frilly pale blue pants suit, Headmaster Madrina faced the girl and grinned. 

Her silver hair pulled into a tight bun on top of her head. The outfit did nothing to hide her 

plump physic.  

“Norah Hart.” 

Her name danced on the tip of my lips as she disappeared into the office. A scowl 

plastered on her face as she looked back at me once more. 

Norah Hart you’ve met your match. 

*** 
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As expected, Madrina did nothing but ask how my uncle Gilbert was. Hell if I knew. The only 

time he came around was if he needed money. Which was once a year when he gambled too 

much or pedaled with the wrong guy and wound up begging me for money.  Money left to me 

after my mom died.  

Finishing my classes, the school was buzzing over Norah. Through my travels I’d learned 

she had a sister, April. Even caught a peek at her in passing. The tiny, shy almost redhead was 

nothing like her sister. Ginger kept to herself, hiding and shriveling in her baggy clothes, while 

Norah stood out like a shiny new penny everyone wanted to touch. Including me. I wasn’t the 

only one. Unfortunately the mud wrestling fantasy was replaced with the truth. She’d saved Finn 

from drowning in the moat. Jealousy flamed within and I hurried to put it out. Wolf did not get 

jealous. Wolf got what he wanted.  

The rumor circulated all day and by dinner, I was already over it. Ready for the silence, I 

headed back to my dorm to crash, thankful to be rooming alone this year.  Opening the door, I 

cringed at the sight of my cousin, Koyte, sprawled out on my bed.  Moppy, blonde hair fell over 

his face as he read a thick, old book. One I’d seen him with the last few days.  

“Get up.” I swatted his legs. “You know the deal. The only one allowed on my bed is 

me.” 

“And the girls you screw.” He chuckled and dragged his tall, Viking-like body to a 

standing position, where he towered over me in both muscle and height. Koyte was the only one 

at the school bigger than me, but that came with age. With a vigorous workout schedule and a 

high protein diet, I’d get there sooner than later. 
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“Hell no,” I said, lounging in the worn, brown chair in the corner. “No juices on the 

sheets. That’s what bathrooms and closets are for.” 

“You’re such a tool.” Koyte laughed, tying his thick blonde hair back. I had rules about 

my room and my bed, no chicks allowed. If they wanted me, we’d do it elsewhere, but my space 

was my own. Koyte sat on the ottoman and leaned forward.  

“What’s up, cuz?” 

The playfulness slipped away. “I found a way out again.” 

I groaned. Koyte was obsessed with sneaking out and the thought of running away. But I 

knew running away from a world that tracked your every move was idiotic. The council was 

made up of seven members from the founding families, descendants of the authors. They wrote 

all the stories. No one else could become a council member, it was blood born. And we were not 

part of the elite. Not even close. In fact, we were on the bottom of the totem pole.  

 The scars on Koyte’s wrists and forearms were the result of trying to find a chip. The 

dude had too many conspiracy theories. He believed they were up to something to “destroy us”. I 

had no reason to believe they were up to shady shit. Not like Koyte did. Not to mention how 

little I ranked on their scale of importance. There was no need to monitor me. I gave zero shits 

about school and life. Unlike the royals, getting a happy ending wasn’t in my future. Not that I 

cared. I had yet to meet a girl worth my time. 

“Remember the seer I met at the market? She predicted all the crazy shit that happened 

this summer. I spent all morning in the woods. The animals are talking.” He stopped and glanced 

down that the book in his hands. Koyte was far more in-tuned with his inner animal than me. The 
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last time I sat in the forest and meditated was over six months ago. “Something big is about to 

happen. I can feel it.” 

I didn’t pry. Not when I knew my cousin was being a raging idiot. “Dude, let it go. You’ll 

be graduating soon and then you can do whatever you want.” 

His icy, blue eyes narrowed. “You’re kidding right? Dude, the day I ‘graduate’ they’ll 

lock me away. The only way I can save myself is if I get out.” 

I spent the next hour and a half listening to his plan. A part of me wondered if I should at 

least try to understand what he was saying. We were blood. But I couldn’t. It was idiotic.  

“Did you hear about the new girl?” He asked. Every muscle in my body tensed at the 

thought of her. I’d managed to forget about her for all of two hours. “Kind of convenient, huh? 

Someone new showing up months after someone dies. I bet the council is trying to divert our 

attention.” 

My brows tugged inward. There was no way Norah was sent here to distract us. Well, 

maybe me. There was something familiar about her, something that pulled me in, besides the fact 

that I wanted to screw her brains out. A quick tongue was a sexy trait and she had one. One that 

sliced through my words as smooth as a freshly sharpened blade. Pain filled her eyes. What color 

were they? I hadn’t memorized them yet. 

Koyte leaned forward, hands on his knees. “She’s not categorized.” 

“Yet.” I corrected him. She’d meet with the quill and it’d tell her she was a princess. 

There was no way she wasn’t. She reeked of royalty, right down to the sway of her hips. 

He froze, staring at me in a way that gave me the chills. “What if she’s not?”  
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Royal, Villains, Heroes, Sidekicks, Fairies, etc. I never met someone the quill couldn’t 

categorize. There were legends in the past but none around anymore. I didn’t want anything our 

grandpa said to be true. He was a drunk.  

“What if she’s a hybrid?” Koyte asked. “Grandpa said—” 

“I don’t give a fuck what he said.” I stood up, irritated and tired. My eyes held his, 

throwing warning signs everywhere. “Stay the hell away from her, she isn’t your experiment.”  

She was mine. 

 


