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  Index of Common Words



Aeminan— Citizens of Aemina
Aemirin— Language of the Aeminan people
Ai— Expression or exasperation, like "oh"
Amura Ore— Governing council in Aemina
Aore— Senior Amura Ore assembly member
Elfe— Elf (French)
Enda— (Elf)
Endae— The elven realm
Fée— Fairy (French)
Hallë— Nolan's nickname for Nevie. Only Nolan uses it.
Imolegin— An enda's magical signature
Jumont— Horse (French)
Laro— Father
Meril— An endaen magical amulet
Muranilde— A rare soulmate-like bond Nevie and Nolan share
Murë— Mother
Nol— Nevie's nickname for Nolan. Only Nevie uses it.
Orphelinat— Orphanage (French)
Puce— Flea -common French endearment (French)
Rosava— Earth
Sajé— A comforting word/expression, similar to "shhh"
Savile— Title of an exile (again, not capitalized when using gender version)
Yalurë (Yalu)— Paternal grandmother (Grannie/Grandma)
Yamurë— Maternal grandmother
Zayuri— Org. of samurai like warriors, which Nolan's family is a part of
Word Endings:
-ë— female
-o— male
-e— neutral or title
-i— plural
A note about Nevie's interpretation of French:
When Nevie first arrives she has no clue what the French people are saying, so the French translations aren't accurate. It's confusing for Nevie so it's confusing for everyone and sometimes has no translation, because Nevie doesn't know it. That being said, any inaccuracies are all my own. I can't blame Google for everything.
Remember! These are English translations for the convenience of English speakers. Please don't assume the characters are speaking English just because you're reading English. 
For a full ever expanding and evolving translation list, visit my website: https://kristineendsley.com/extras/






  
  1


Nol kicked the thick, crumbly bark of the Yarada tree twice, then pulled his legs in close to his chest again. “No way in the realms will I ever be a Zayuri like my uncle. No matter what she says. I hate her so much sometimes.”
The bark snagged at my curls as I scooted closer to tuck my shoulder under his arm. He only ignored me for a few heartbeats before he wrapped his arm around me, untangling my hair from the tree. We adjusted our position in the palm of the ancient tree we sat in. It was our favorite tree in Rudairn, just far enough into the forest to pretend we weren’t in the city.
“Don’t listen to them. She looks up to Tolwe, he’s her big brother.” His mother, Wennië, always brought up how she wanted Nol’s life to go. Nol inherited the Zayuri gene from her side of the family, but my muranildo’s soul was too gentle to become a warrior who defended the royal family and assassinated criminals. No matter how much he reminded her of Tolwe.
“Jat,” yeah, “but I’m not like him,” he growled. “Edeyella racar?” Are you defending her?” His eyebrows drew together, concerned that I’d agree with them.
“No,” I said, shaking my head. “You look like him, except he’s cold and”—I shivered, remembering my first encounter with Tolwe decades and decades ago—“scary. You may look similar, but your heart is different.”
Nol sniffled and looked down at his hands. “You look like Zella, and you’re following her path,” he whined.
I shrugged. “Sure, but she’s the only person who understands me, my magic. Besides, who we look like doesn’t matter, you know that.”
“I understand you.” Nol pouted, tightening his hold on me.
“You don’t count, you’re my muranildo.” I dug my elbow into his side until he squirmed. I giggled. “She teaches me more about magic than our professors.”
“Because our professors are pompous asses who think they know everything. I hate the way they treat you.” 
“You do realize your father is a professor, right?”
“Except for him,” he grumbled. Not all the professors were asses, just the ones we hated.
“Yalu says it’ll get better once I learn to control my magic when I use traditional spells.” But the professors wouldn’t leave me alone, requiring me to learn how to cast spells their way. They were scared and jealous that they couldn’t use magic in the way I could. The way generations upon generations of my family used magic. 
“I know, I’ve heard her. We shouldn’t have to listen to them. Everything they teach us comes from books. We can learn everything without their help.” He could, because of how quickly and easily he learned things, but the rest of us needed their guidance.
The wind picked up, blowing the spice and citrus scents of the ancient forest giants in our faces. The thousands upon thousands of small conifer needles rustled, like waves of the ocean. The natural energies swirled throughout the air, in the tree at our backs. We could learn so much from the world around us if we choose to listen.
“Yalu says our ancestors taught themselves how to use the Mother’s gifts before they could write them down.” 
Nol shrugged. “That makes sense. Your grandmother is wise. She treats everyone with the respect they deserve.”
“But she doesn’t respect the professors,” I countered, whining a little.
“Hallë, they don’t deserve respect. They demand it, and she isn’t intimidated by them.”
I sat up and looked him in the eyes. “You’re not either.”
 One beam of the dappled afternoon sunlight shone through the forest canopy. Nol’s hair sparkled like specks of gold and cinnamon, and his skin took on a deeper golden hue. He looked down at me and smiled, his dimple peeking out. He thumped my nose, knowing I was smiling because of his dimple.
 “I can’t, not when they don’t respect us.” I knew he had more to say, but he wouldn’t for the time being. 
We stared at each other a while, listening to the wind and birds.
“Are you going to accept the proposal?” Nol asked.
I clicked my tongue and leaned back against the tree with his arm still around me before I answered. “Of course, but Yalu and I need to go over the details of the contract, so they can’t screw me over like they did her. I can’t wait until I’m out from under my mom, though. I’ll be able to do things. People will hear what I have to say, and my input will matter!” 
“I’ll go with you when you leave,” he said.
For a long moment, I wasn’t sure how to respond. I cleared my throat, tucked myself back into his side, and looked at my hands. “I would never ask you to do that,” I whispered. “You want to go north and study.”
“Ai, there are places to study in the capital, and I’m sure you’ll need someone beside you when you’ve had enough of all those old assembly members. Contracts notwithstanding.” He chuckled.
“To become a representative is an enormous responsibility and a great honor.” 
Many in our family got into politics in some form or another. My father was in species relations for the Terrin, and my grandmother was a local government representative. Our government tried to control our family, made us bend to their way of magic, and the only way to take back some of that control was through being a part of the government—we were experts at playing the game. But I had a plan. I was going to change the Amura Ore. Change the system and give the royal family more control over the council. Many endai supported me, those that were as fed up with their lies and control. It would take time. Centuries even. I would have to pledge most of my life to the Amura Ore.
“Did you know they might require me to accept a betrothal like my grandparents did?” 
Nol’s arm stiffened around me. “They’re already talking about that with you? You’re not even one hundred and thirty. Who would they want you to marry?”
“Oh, I don’t know. It’s something Yalu told me—again, contract. They gave her a choice, you know? Between grandfather and another, but if she’d chosen the other, she would have lost her position.” 
“I didn’t know. When did she tell you this?”
“A while ago.” I shrugged, but then shot up, catching Nol off guard. “Don’t let them control you, Nol. You heard what happened with Yalu and my grandfather, and that was because someone else decided their fate for them.” 
“Hallë—” 
I shook my head and kept going. “You have a gentle soul, and becoming a Zayuri would destroy that in you. Never let them make you into something you’re not.”
Nol placed his hand over my mouth but didn’t push. “I won’t. You heard what I told them.”
I pulled his hand away and squeezed his fingers. “You will never carry a blade.”
Again, he stared at me a moment. “You understand me so well. Why can’t my mother see who I am as you do?”
I shook my head and reached over to press that worry line from between his brows. “I don’t know, but I’ll stay beside you to remind you of who you are.”
“You keep me true to myself. Thank you.”
“Always, you’re my muranildo.” 
“Oyi!” Gileal, our best friend, co-conspirator, planner, and lookout, called from the base of the wide tree. 
Nol groaned and pulled his arm away from me. 
“What’s wrong? It’s just Gil.”
“He’s been obscenely annoying ever since he scored higher on the last philosophy exam.”
I giggled. “You hate philosophy. I doubt you put much effort into it.”
Nol shrugged. “I didn’t, but—”
“Oyi!” Gil yelled again. “Nevie, my love, my heart?” 
It was my turn to groan. Yes, he was also my boyfriend, but he always, always laid the romanticism on thick. He let his feelings for me be known to everyone, all the time, even before we dated. He knew I hated it.
Nol laughed. 
“Save me.” I pleaded with my eyes.
Nol leaned out of the tree and hollered down. “Keep up your copious romanticism and she will run away.” Nol looked at me, grinning. “You know you love it.”
My jaw dropped. “I do not!”
“Do so. I can tell by the tiny curve in the corner of your mouth. You try to cover it up when you roll your eyes.” He touched the edge of my lips.
“No—” I smacked his hand away.
“My endearing compliments and truth will never make her leave me,” Gil called up.
I did roll my eyes at that one. Without a smile. “I’m not the one who picked Southern’s architectural—oh no.”
“What? He didn’t—” Nol turned and leaned over the ledge again. “Oyi, why didn’t you tell me you applied to Southern Ridge?”
Oops.
“I, uh…” Gil paused for a moment. “I needed to find the right time to tell you.”
I touched Nol’s arm. “He didn’t want to upset you.”
“He wouldn’t upset me with that.”
“He would so. You hate the prospect of us growing up and splitting apart.” 
“I—”
“Ai, if you won’t come down, I’ll come up!” Gil teased.
“We’re coming down,” I yelled. “You know there’s not enough room up here.” We would all fit, but this was our space, Nol’s and mine. And Gil understood that.
I moved around Nol and leaned out of the tree. The two would freak, but I’d practiced. I knew I could do this.
Go, Nevie! And with that self-cheer, I leapt off, paying close attention to the surrounding air. The wind whipped through my fingers, my shirt billowed in the back like a sail, and my hair swept into my face. I called for my magic to condense the air around me until it could hold my weight, and I drifted to the forest floor. 
Gil’s wide teal eyes—wider than normal—didn’t blink as he stared with disbelief and shock.
“Yes! It worked.” I looked back up at Nol, who was leaning out of the tree with his face frozen in terror. “Nol, did you see that? Gil? I did it.” I hopped over to an ashen-faced Gil, or as pale as his tan colored skin could be.
“Did what, manage to scare me senseless?” Gil shook me lightly. “You could have died.”
“Nah, I knew I could do it. I’ve been practicing.”
Behind me, Nol landed on the forest floor from a much lower branch. He’d gotten pretty good at making that landing. Six months ago, he would have stumbled.
“It could have gone wrong, Hallë.”
I rolled my eyes but couldn’t stop smiling. “You both worry too much. Don’t you have any confidence in me? You wound me.” 
“Nevie, love, please heed our warning. One day your magic will get the better of you.”
I scoffed. “My magic is fine.”
“All I’m saying is you shouldn’t be too reliant on your magic.”
I crossed my arms and glared at Gil. “You sound like my mom.”
“Hallë, please at least give us some warning of your experiments,” Nol pleaded.
“I don’t think it was as much of an experiment as it was a reckless stunt,” Gil said.
“That wasn’t a stunt. I’ve been practicing for over a month. And name one traditional spell that could do that.”
Nol smirked, knowing there wasn’t a single one. “How many times did you fall on your ass?” Nol mumbled.
I gasped and pressed a hand to my chest. “Me?” I looked away and mumbled back the same way, “All but the last three times.” 
“Gileal, you worry too much.” Nol waved him off and started walking.
“Oh? You weren’t worried out of your mind? I saw your look.” After a few steps, Gil turned and chased after him. Hands on my hips, I stood watching my best friends squabble. 
“Come on, Hallë!” Nol called after a good hundred feet or so. 
I ran to catch them, scooping up Gil’s hand as I got between them, his tan one to my pale one. Nol matched my steps, so he stayed beside me. Today, I chose to up my speed. The day was getting on, and if they waited for me and my short legs, Gil and I would never make it across the city and to the small valley just north of town.
“Come on, Gil or we’ll be late,” I said, as if I hadn’t been the one trailing behind.
Gil squeezed my hand to slow me down. “We’ll make it.”
We reached the main road, and they picked up the pace that I’d wanted. 
“Where are you two off to?” Nol hurried a few steps ahead of us to see us both.
Gil pulled me close and kissed the top of my head. “Alone time with the sunset.”
“Does Tiaë know?”
“Yes, my mother knows. And don’t walk backward, you’re going to fall.”
Nol frowned.
“What are your plans, Nolan?” Gil asked once Nol stood abreast with us once more. Even Nol couldn’t deny how clumsy he was.
“The Fire Bards are playing at the Sanrai pub tonight. This way I can avoid Tiaë and not have to tell her that her daughter and her boyfriend are at the sea cliffs instead of the valley where her daughter told her they’d be.”
I gasped! “How do you know?”
“Obvious. Sunset at the valley? Please. You two are my best friends. I know you.” 
“It’s not a secret, Nevie.” Gil and I loved sitting at the end of the valley, where it dropped off into the ocean.
“You should see if Rajamë wants to go,” I suggested.
Nol curled his lips and scoffed. “Raj? She’s so quiet. I doubt she could handle so many people.”
“If you’re there with her, she’ll be fine.”
“We don’t know each other well, Hallë.”
I huffed. “You would if you gave her a chance. She’s sweet.” And she really liked Nol, not that she would admit it to him, of course.
“She doesn’t like me,” Nol grumbled under his breath.
“You have this uncanny ability to make everyone like you.”
“Not her. I come near her when you two are together and she refuses to even look at me. And by the stars, if I try to include her in our conversation, the look on her face! Why in the realms is this boy wasting my time talking to me?”
“That is not true, Nol.”
“Is so.”
“I’ve seen the look, Nevie,” Gil said defending my muranildo. “Though, it’s more of a kill me now and save me from this egotistical knit-wit look.”
“She does not!” I stopped and stared at the two laughing endai. “She is shy, that is all. You both intimidate her. What happens is you come over together and—she’s not—” I couldn’t explain without betraying her trust. “Forget it, don’t ask her then.”
The trees thinned, until the winter afternoon sun shone above us, the blue of the sky growing deeper. We began passing the more domesticated trees between our homes and businesses. Our tree didn’t grow too far from the edge—it was only a five-minute walk to the Tree of Connection, enough to be quiet.
“You’re not pouting because of Raj, are you, Hallë?”
“No.” 
Nol sighed. “Ai, I’m sorry, but I won’t ask her. Perhaps if—”
“If?”
Nol pursed his lips. “It can’t happen, so I won’t mention it.”
“You have to say it now.”
“If you could go, it would make more sense, but you can’t.” He shrugged and wouldn’t look at me because he knew it wasn’t my fault.
I pursed my lips. “I could if my murë wouldn’t freak out when I even mention going south of the harbor.” My mother was the strictest mother in the realm!
Nol tipped his chin up high. “Exactly.”
“She won’t let me do anything.” I kicked a rock, and then another.
“She’ll let you clean the house.” Nol’s eyes crinkled as he teased me.
“Twyn—” I growled his full name.
“Play in the yard,” Gil interrupted me.
 “Let you cross the street.” Nol smiled at Gil.
“Stop teasing me! Both of you. I get it. No Raj—ever, because of my murë. Always Murë.”
We stopped at the greslyn tree at the head of the road—our meeting spot. To the south of this point was Gil’s home at the moon temple, to the west was the main city spiral with the Hall of Knowledge and market, and past that, the harbor. Nol would head in that direction, making his way to the south side of the harbor, while Gil and I would spend the sunset together beyond the valley, northwest of the harbor. 
“Why don’t you meet me so we can walk home?” Nol asked. Feeling guilty for teasing me, perhaps?
“Before the fourth star on Senna Lane,” Gil affirmed.
“Meet in the middle,” I said the last part. “Like always.”
Nol placed his hands on my cheeks and leaned down, forehead to forehead. Giving in to our bond, my irritation with him diminished. We could never stay mad at each other—the bond wouldn’t allow it.
“Now give me a hug, Hallë, so I can go.”
He wrapped me in his long arms and squeezed as tight as he could. “She’ll let you go eventually. At least she lets you go to the valley with Gil now.”
I grunted, squeezed him tight once more, and released him. 
“It wouldn’t hurt to meet me closer to the pub, would it? Before the third star touches the roof?”
“It wouldn’t hurt, no. We’ll meet you there then,” Gil agreed.
We’d meet Nol at the pub? “You’ll take me?”
“Like Nolan said, it wouldn’t hurt to walk down. It’s not like you’re going inside. See you soon, Nolan.” Gil pulled me toward the valley, as Nol stayed, waving goodbye.
“Let’s find a different place to go,” I said as soon as Nol was out of earshot. “One Nol doesn’t know.”
Gil pulled me closer and gave me a sly look. “Where do you have in mind?”
“Hmm, the cove?”
“No, I won’t take you there again.”
“Come on.” I tugged on his arm.
“No, not until you’re—”
“Please don’t say older. I’ve heard enough of that today. Come on, Gil. I thought you loved me.” Maybe that was low, but it always worked.
“I do, but I’m terrified of your murë.”
Except when my mother was involved. 
I groaned. “Ai, everyone is afraid of her.”
“Except her murë,” Gil said.
“Don’t start. She’s coming for a visit for the holiday.” I scowled at the road ahead.
“Oh, no.”
“Maybe I can stay with you when she comes?”
“I’ll tell my parents the situation.” Gil nodded and pulled me in to kiss the top of my head. “I’m sure my laro will let you stay in a room.”
“So how about it? The cove?”
He laughed. “You are relentless.” He held his breath and frowned. “Don’t give me such a pitiful look.” He kissed my lips.
“Please?”
Gil groaned. “The beach near the lighthouse?”
I looked up and tapped my chin, pretending to weigh the suggestion. “Hmm. Good compromise.” 
He scoffed and pulled me along. The lighthouse was almost as good as the cove. Although, I liked the lighthouse at night better, and we couldn’t stay long enough.
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Gil broke off our kiss when we heard a familiar and unwelcome voice from the pub’s direction. 
“Oh, by the stars! Get a room, no one wants to see that,” Jemi called out as he and his best friend, Enyco, left the Sanrai pub. I knew Nol would ask them instead.
“They may think you’re getting a little too intimate with a youngster, Gileal—oh wait, you are!”
Finding that the funniest joke in history, Enyco slapped Jemi on the back and almost fell in the process. In turn, Jemi laughed at his friend’s drunken stumbling.
“What are you doing out so late, freckles?” Enyco said after he righted himself. “Does your murë know where you are?”
“That’s enough,” Gil said, standing up for me.
Enyco snorted. 
“There’s no need to get defensive,” Jemi said. “We’re only stating facts.”
“That’s right. We’re just concerned.” Enyco pressed his hand to his chest, but his drunken state ruined his mock concern. “We don’t want Tiaë worrying about little freckles over here. You know how she gets.” They laughed again. Drunk or not, they’d still call me freckles and freak. Only, they’d whisper it if adults were around. 
Jemi grabbed Enyco’s shoulder. “I can see why. Freckles gets lost in all the crowds, so far below everyone.”
My nails dug into my palms as I tried to stay quiet. 
“Well, her black hair does help point her out,” Jemi said.
“No, they must mistake her for a shadow all the time—like her yalu. Two little shadows.”
Gil took a few steps forward. The two endai took two steps back.
“No, don’t, Gil.” I spoke loud enough for them to hear me. “They’re not worth it.”
“What did you say, freak?” Enyco walked forward until he was almost at Gil’s chest. “Jemi, did I just hear the freak insult us?”
“I’m not a freak.” My nails dug deeper. “You’re…You’re just jealous you aren’t as strong as me.” They knew my magic was powerful, and I didn’t have to stick to traditional classroom spells out here.
“Please, that’s ridiculous,” Jemi said, speech slurred.
“Is there a problem here? Jemi, Enyco? Same old insults, same old routine. Want to say all that again?” called our friend Lahiem, walking our way from the entrance of the Sanrai pub.
Jemi and Enyco shut up.
“I didn’t think so.” Lahiem stood right behind them now. “Leave. Both of you.” The two scattered away from the older endaë. “Gil, racar astur?” Gil, are you okay?
Gil nodded.
“Don’t let them bother you. You’re right, Nevie, they are jealous, immature cowards. I don’t know what Nolan sees in them.”
“They don’t do it when he’s around,” I said through gritted teeth.
“Nolan doesn’t spend as much time with them as you think.” Carena came up beside her best friend. “They start out together, and then they get bored when they don’t understand what Nolan is talking about.”
Lahiem grimaced. “I don’t think Nolan will be friends with them much longer, especially after tonight. They called you a freak in front of him, Nevie.”
“Really?” I asked.
“They asked how he ended up bonded to a freak like you,” Lahiem quoted. “Sorry, Nevie.”
“It’s okay.” I tried to give her a confident smile. She hadn’t called me that, but I still hated it.
“Nolan came over and sat by us after that. He didn’t talk much. But he kept looking at them.” Carena pulled me in for a hug. “It’ll be all right, kid. You’re better than them.” She let me go. “So, how was the date?”
I clasped my hands behind my back and bounced on the balls of my feet. “Nice.”
“Just nice?” Gil pouted.
“Well, did he at least feed you?” Lahiem asked.
I smiled. “Of course. Where’s Nol?”
“He should be along. He got cornered.”
“Oh no, go help him!” I waved toward the pub. “He’s probably lost and too nice to leave her.”
“How do you know he’s not enjoying it?” Lahaim crossed her arms in challenge. 
“Please. He tries, he really does, but they never can keep up with his conversations.”
Carena nodded and Lahiem pursed her lips, knowing I was right but not wanting to admit it. “You go get him, then.” 
“No, the last time I tried to help, he clung to me and whispered the equation to the Elendel imolegin pulse theory in my ear.”
“I don’t know that one—”
“Do not get me started, Lahiem.” I waved my hands at her. “He’s explained it to me, and I only understand about half of it.”
“At least you know half,” Gil mumbled. “He lost me on the sum of gini is half the frequency of…something.”
I rolled my eyes as I explained. “It calculates individual magical pulses, in order to differentiate whose imolegin is whose. Anyway, she got haughty and stomped off, giving me a sour glances the rest of the night. And you know what? He never thanked me for saving him.”
They all laughed, but neither of them went back in. I groaned and started to go save my muranildo once again, but Gil pulled me back and went instead. They came out several moments later. Nol had his arm over Gil’s shoulders as they conversed.
“You two are horrible for leaving me with her,” Nol told Lahiem and Carena when he came close enough. 
Carena shrugged. “You’ll have to learn the art of dating some time.”
“I don’t need that distraction now.”
“Even Nevie has a boyfriend.” 
“Hallë can’t flirt to save her life, it was all Gil’s doing.” Nol squinted while he teased me.
“Hey! I can too flirt. How do you think I got him to take me to—”
The three others raised their voices to drown out my reply. 
Gil’s smile grew while they talked over me. “Yes, you did.”
“Come on,” Nol groaned. “Let’s go.”
Gil kissed my temple and put his arm around my shoulders. “Are you all right?”
I nodded, but still Jemi’s and Enyco’s comments lingered. 
“Their words hurt, but you know their opinions don’t define you.”
I nodded again. “Thanks, Gil,” I whispered and rested my head against him. 
“Hallë, why are you so quiet?”
I lifted my gaze at Nol’s question. Nol, Lahiem, and Carena were five or so paces in front of us. “I’m just thinking.”
He didn’t believe me, but he nodded, accepting my words for now. We’d discuss it later.
“Come up here and walk with us,” Lahiem called back.
Gil pulled me up there, but their chatter about the band made things worse. If I was older or my mom wasn’t so strict, I could have gone and then Gil could have gone.
“Hallë?”
I lifted my head, only now realizing I’d been staring at everyone’s feet while we walked.
“Hmm?”
“Lahiem and Carena are leaving.” 
The two stood close to each other. The Tree of Connection was just a bit farther ahead. The soft white glow of the magical globes lined the roads. Each root connected us to different parts of Endae, and if the rumors were true, different realms.
“Bye.” But my mind was on other things, like how accepting the apprenticeship proposal would take me away from bullies like Jemi and Enyco.
“Cheer up, Nevie. If you let them get to you, how will you ever find a way to get back at us?” Lahiem teased as she hinted about how good her prank had been.
“Don’t let your guard down, Lahiem.” Nol pointed at her then gave her a sly smile. “Hallë and I will find a prank even better than yours.” To be honest, Nol and I were having a hard time coming up with one to top theirs. We’d find one though. We always did.
Carena let out a quick, short laugh. “I doubt that!”
I tried to give them a genuine smile as they teased each other but couldn’t muster more than a quick curve of my lips.
“Hallë, what is wrong?” Nol leaned close, his brow furrowed, as he searched my face as if he could find my problems there. 
“We came out and saw Enyco and Jemi picking on them while you were still entertaining the lovely endaë. Gil needed help before he did something stupid.”
Lahiem nodded, agreeing with her best friend. “They were drunk and tried to get in a fight with Gil.”
“I was controlling myself,” Gil whined.
“I told them—” Nol swallowed. “What did they say?”
“It doesn’t matter, Nol.” 
Nol was quiet for a while. “I’ll talk to them.”
“Don’t. You’ll—”
“Nevie.” Lahiem pursed her lips but said nothing more as I glared at her. She was right, telling him never went anywhere. None of them knew what Jemi and Enyco would do to me, though. What they’d done when Nol had talked to them the first time.
“Please tell me what they said,” Nol begged. The crease between his eyes formed. 
“Don’t worry about it. You are all making a much bigger deal out of this than it is. Enyco and Jemi will stop when they don’t get a reaction,” I told the group, touching Nol’s arm as I used our bond to comfort him. Nol closed his eyes, his shoulders relaxed, and his worry subsided.
Jemi and Enyco had promised Nol they’d stop making fun of Raj and me, if Nol helped them with homework. Eventually, they became “friends”—or at least Nol thought so. In reality, if Raj or I said something to Nol—I didn’t want to end up in a closet again.
After a moment of silence, Gil squeezed Carena’s shoulder. “You two, take care walking home, I heard there’s a pack of forest dragons running around here.”
Her eyes widened and she looked from Gil to Lahiem to Nol.
“Gil!” I gasped. “Don’t scare her. He’s lying, Carena. I promise, he’s teasing.”
Lahiem pulled Carena away from us, promising her that the dragons wouldn’t get her.
“You brat.” I smacked Gil on the shoulder as he laughed. “They’re going to get you back for that, you know.”
“That’s fine, I have more tricks to use. Speaking of, have you two found a good comeback to their last prank? It’s your turn, right, Nevie?”
The pranks started so long ago, I couldn’t recall who pranked whom first. 
“It is, but there’s nothing new to do.” I pushed my hair back. My hand brushed my new ear cuff—third decade preparatory honors, three years early. Never as fast as Nol, but I had to work hard to stay in my advanced politics courses.
“We’ll find something, Hallë. Weren’t you going to look for some ideas tomorrow on your free hour?” He wrinkled his nose. “How did you manage to earn that again?”
I gave Nol the sly smile I always did. “Being better than you at something.”
“Politics.” Nol curled his lip. “Unless”—Nol squinted—“we skip our class and met Hallë for that hour.”
Gil crossed his arms and shook his head no. “You’ve been skipping too often, Nolan. Your parents are going to find out if you aren’t careful.”
Nol rolled his eyes. “I get my work done, that’s all they care about.”
Ignoring Nol, Gil turned and leaned over for a real kiss.
“Enough kissing, you two. And we need to talk tomorrow about not telling me about Southern.”
Gil placed his hand on Nol’s shoulder. “I’ll miss you both, but I truly think this
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