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        Melody loves to sing, which is a bit of a problem when doing that could enchant everyone around her with her siren magic. Instead, she doesn't talk to anyone about her love of Christmas carols and keeps her powers a secret.

      

        

      
        Until she meets Josh and the two of them form a connection deeper than any she's ever experienced before.

      

        

      
        Can he help her find her voice?

        -

        Enchanting Songs For Silent Sirens is a holiday story and part of the Obscure Academy series. It's a light-hearted m/f paranormal romance with a deaf love interest. It is Melody and Josh's complete story.
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      I let out a loud sigh and make my way inside my flat, heading towards the kitchen to get myself something to eat before my next lecture. I don't have long enough between them to actually do anything more than that, but at least I don't have to go thirsty.

      "Oh, hey Zoya, I didn't realise you were in," I say to the ghoul currently searching through the fridge.

      "My lecture got cancelled," she responds. "Which is good, 'cause I'm starving." She pulls out a lettuce and some tomatoes, setting them down on the side.

      "I don't think I'm ever going to get used to your diet."

      "Most people find it weird that I'm supposed to eat rare meat, they don't think it's strange when I don't," she jokes.

      I shrug. "My family eats raw fish all the time, it's not weird."

      "Oh, I forgot, you're merfolk, right?"

      I nod. "That's me. Born and raised in the sea. You'd be amazed what I've seen people eat. I wouldn't care if you started cutting steak with your teeth."

      She snorts. "I'm not about to do that. I don't like steak."

      "I know, you're vegetarian." I fill up the kettle and switch it on. "How are cooking classes going?"

      "Better," she says as she starts prepping her salad. "I've got a few more ideas about what I can do to make things interesting."

      "That's good at least. Do you want coffee?"

      "Please. Extra strong."

      "To cover the taste of lettuce?"

      "Pfft, like lettuce tastes of anything."

      I shake my head in bemusement and make our drinks. Zoya is like no one I've ever met. Though that's probably because I've never met a ghoul who refused to eat any kind of meat before. A part of me is curious about why she chooses to do that, but I know it'd be considered rude to ask, and I definitely don't want that.

      Especially when it'll open up questions into what I am, and why I make certain choices. I should understand better than anyone that her nature isn't the sum of her entire personality.

      "How are you getting on with your cooking class partner?" I remember her saying she was nervous about who she'd get partnered with.

      "Bernie? Oh, she's awesome."

      "That's great. I can't wait to meet her." And I mean it. One of the things I love about being at Obscure Academy is that I get to meet all kinds of people, and hang out in ways that are new to me.

      "Mmm, her social calendar is a little restricted though." She waves towards the window where the sun is already starting to set.

      "Vampire?" I guess.

      She nods. "It must suck. I hate that I have to take supplements because of my dietary requirements, but not being able to go out in the sun and having to drink blood would be even worse."

      "Pun intended?" I ask.

      Zoya frowns as she thinks back over what she says, letting out a small laugh as she realises. "Happy accident."

      "It was a good one," I acknowledge, setting her coffee down in front of her chopping board.

      "Are you coming out tonight?" she asks. "I think Hana said that there's a Christmas event going on at Glimmer."

      "I can't, I have MerSoc."

      "Ah, yeah. I wish we had a society." She sighs, disappointment entering her voice.

      "You could set one up?" I suggest. "Or are there not enough ghouls around to do that?"

      "Huh, I hadn't considered that," she admits. "Do you know how many people there need to be to form one?"

      "No idea, but I can't imagine it's very many."

      "Hmm, I know of about a dozen ghouls across the academy, so I'm sure there are a few more. I'll have to see if that would be enough, though I'm not sure I'd want to have the responsibility." She sets down her knife and tucks a strand of dark hair behind her ear.

      "If you want a society, it might be the only way," I point out. "And you might be able to find someone to help you with it. I think we have two people in charge of MerSoc."

      "Mmm, that's true."

      "And aren't there other subspecies of ghoul? We have all kinds of merfolk in MerSoc, mer themselves, sirens, merrows, the lot."

      She frowns. "You're very aware of all of this."

      I flush. "I promise I didn't just randomly start researching you all when we moved in together. I'm studying supernatural genetics." Despite knowing that it's perfectly normal for me to have already decided on a career path, I can't help but feel a little embarrassed about it. "We just did a unit about hybrids and how they only happen in a few select cases."

      "You learned about mummies," Zoya guesses.

      I nod. "Though no one really explained how there were so many necromancer-ghoul partnerships formed that it resulted in the creation of a whole sub-species."

      Zoya raises an eyebrow. "Really? You don't see how necromancers and ghouls could end up in the same place often enough to get jiggy with it?"

      "Point taken, though maybe not the best way of describing it."

      "I doubt all of them fell in love and had wonderful relationships." She finishes preparing the rest of her salad and takes it over to the table.

      "True."

      "Is that how different kinds of merfolk came to be?"

      "Hybrids?" I check.

      She nods. "It would make sense given the fishiness. Maybe a dolphin shifter and a djinn."

      "Interesting combination."

      "Well, you're mammals not fish, right?"

      "Yes. But that's not where merfolk came from as far as anyone's aware. I think we're just like most other supernaturals in that we just kind of evolved."

      "It's so strange how the world decided that it had need of us like that." She takes a few bites of her salad.

      "It is," I agree. "Asking questions like that is what made me want to start learning about genetics in the first place."

      "Ah, you were one of those annoying kids who asked questions about everything."

      "According to Mum I was."

      "I bet that was infuriating."

      "I think it makes me interesting."

      "You would," Zoya jokes. "But I agree. it's not my thing, but it is interesting."

      "I'm glad you think so." I pull my phone out and check the time, letting out a loud sigh when I realise I need to leave.

      "Another lecture?"

      I nod. "I wish they'd just put them back-to-back, having an hour off in between is such wasted time."

      She chuckles. "Most people would complain if it was the other way around."

      "Maybe, but I value my free time. I don't want it wasted by bad scheduling."

      "I'm not sure there's anything a first-year student can do about that."

      I let out a loud sigh. "No, maybe not." I set my empty mug down by the sink. "I'll wash it when I get back."

      "It's okay, I'll do it when I wash my lunch dishes."

      "Are you sure?" I don't want to impose on her.

      She shrugs. "It's no big deal, but you can owe me one washed mug if you want."

      "You realise I'm going to actually hold myself to that, don't you?"

      Zoya smiles. "Sure, you can owe me some washing up."

      "I'll see you in a bit." I wave and leave the kitchen, feeling more refreshed by my brief break than when I arrived, and I have my flatmate to thank for that.
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      I close my eyes and let the salty scent of the pool fill my senses. It isn't quite as good as sitting by the sea at home, but it's a good enough approximation for me given the circumstances.

      A loud splash comes from a few feet away and I open my eyes just in time to see a bright red tail disappear under the water, leaving a ripple effect over the surface.

      I shake my head in bemusement. Some of the merfolk just can't help but show off.

      "I can tell from your face that you're thinking the same thing I am," Georgie says.

      I look up to find the mermaid standing beside me.

      "Mind if I join you?"

      "Be my guest." I gesture to the pool edge. We don't hang out much outside of MerSoc meetings, but Georgie seems to have taken some of us a little under her wing since we arrived at Obscure Academy. I'm half surprised not to find Fiona next to her.

      "He's probably practising for his next swim meet," she says, gesturing to the water.

      I raise an eyebrow. "I'm amazed you can keep everyone straight."

      She shrugs. "You get used to everyone after a little bit. Especially if you don't just sit on the side of the pool the whole time like you and Fee do."

      "I don't do that," I murmur.

      Georgie gives me a look that says she knows better.

      I sigh. "It's complicated."

      "Want to talk about it?"

      I bite my bottom lip, unable to decide whether I did or not.

      "We can talk about something else," she says when I don't answer straight away. "How about Christmas."

      "Christmas?" I echo.

      "Yes. It's that day when people eat far too much turkey, give each other gifts, and sing carols around the fire. Do you know it?" she teases.

      "I wasn't born yesterday, I know what Christmas is. Though I'm sometimes surprised that we celebrate it."

      "Some of us used to be human," she reminds me.

      "Ah, right. I forget sometimes." I can't imagine what being a turned-mer must be like.

      "I imagine most supernaturals celebrate because their kids go to school with human children who tell them all about Christmas, and their parents just thought it was better to go along with it rather than coming up with excuses about why they couldn't have it."

      "Interesting theory."

      "Not one you share?" Georgie asks.

      "I don't know, I always assumed we started celebrating it because we were in hiding and it helped with the illusion. Now we're out of hiding, it's just part of our culture and life."

      "Also a good theory. I can't tell you which is true though," she responds.

      "Not a philosopher then?"

      "Oh, fins no. I think I'd rather sit through six back-to-back accounting lectures than one philosophy one."

      I let out an amused snort. "That bad?"

      "I just can't work out accounting," she admits. "I guess that's one career path I definitely won't be taking. I just have to figure out how to tell my dad."

      "It could be worse."

      "Mmm, true. So, Christmas, are you doing anything fun with your flat?"

      "I don't think so. One of them wants us all to go carolling, but I can't."

      "I can't say I'd be a big fan of that either. My singing voice isn't the best," Georgie responds.

      "My voice is fine," I admit. "It's the result of my singing that's the issue."

      "I'm not sure I'm following."

      "I'm a siren." It slips out without me meaning it to, but it feels good to tell someone.

      Understanding dawns on her face. "I'm sorry, I didn't realise."

      I shrug. "It's not a big deal."

      "Do you have a tail?" she blurts.

      "That's not normally the first question I get asked when I reveal what I am." And most people act a lot more scared by what I can do.

      "I heard that not all sirens do. But that's probably just folklore."

      "Block your ears, and I'll show you."

      She frowns, but does as I say.

      I clear my throat and hum a few notes, making sure they're quiet enough for none of the other mer in the room to hear them. The other sirens will be immune, but any of the other merfolk will be just as susceptible to my song as anyone else.

      The music rushes through my blood, giving me a burst of magic that I don't normally allow loose. My legs tingle and scales rush up from the tips of my toes, disappearing up my shirt. From experience, I know they'll stop around my collarbone, but they're currently covered by my shirt and not exposed beyond my waist.

      I stop humming and gesture for Georgie to unblock their ears, knowing that they have no need to when I'm not singing.

      Her eyes widen. "I had no idea. Are all siren tails tied to singing?"

      "As far as I know. No one really talks about it much, and most sirens avoid singing completely unless they know they're only surrounded by others like them." A pang of loss shoots through me at the idea of not being able to sing as often as I'd like to. It was one of the cruel ironies of being a siren. I can't do magic without using my voice, and I love to sing, but if I do it, I risk bewitching anyone in the same room as me.

      There are rumours that people are working on potions and other protective items to make it possible, but I don't hold out much hope that they'll actually work, or be available on a student budget, but maybe one day I'd find a solution that would allow me to use my voice as much as I want to.

      "I'm sorry, that must suck," Georgie says.

      I shrug. "You get used to it after a bit. And there are cheats, like the humming I just did. The effects won't last long, which is
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