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Dedication.

This book is for my Mum, Jacky.

She loved, Tennis, Patsy Cline and Tea.

She loved her grandchildren & great grandchildren most of all.

Cancer took her  in 2023 & we will always be a

little broken without her.

“I did it Mum”

Love Wink x

See you when I get there. 🌈 
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Chapter One  
New Friends & Strange Happenings

Winny was sitting at her desk in her room when she heard a faint knocking on the door. Rolo barked and made her jump out of her skin; she had been on edge since she left the lunchroom. She got up to answer the door and, standing outside, was a tiny girl who Winny thought looked about eight. 
“Hello,” said the little girl. “My name is Beatrice. I think we are roommates.” 
Winny said Hey and offered to help her with her things. Between them, they moved various boxes and cases inside the dorm room. Winny looked around in the corridor, wondering who had helped the girl get it all outside the door, but she could not see anyone. Beatrice was standing completely still as Winny closed the door. 
Winny wondered why she was just standing there, but she walked over, picked up Rolo, and said,  
“This is Rolo and I am Winny. Winny Dixon. Nice to meet you. That bed over there is yours—number nine, right?” 
The tiny girl did not move or speak, and Winny thought she was really odd. Rolo wiggled to get free from his spot under Winny’s armpit, so she let him down. Suddenly, Beatrice started to cry. Rolo began to bounce on the spot, barking at her. 
“Rolo, stop,” Winny said, and he did. She spoke softly. “Hey, it is okay. I know it’s a bit scary to be away from home, but it will be okay.” She smiled warmly. 
Beatrice just nodded before flopping onto her bed, sobbing. Winny did not know what to do or say; she had never had siblings, and the girl seemed much younger than her. The crying was making Rolo bark again, which felt out of character for him. She shushed him and told him to get in his bed. He looked at her, shook himself thoroughly, then walked around in circles until he found the spot he liked and lay down with a huff. 
Beatrice finally stopped crying and let out a giggle. Winny felt a wave of relief. 
“My family calls me Bea. You can too if you want,” she hiccupped. “Sorry for all the crying, I have never been away from home before. I had to say goodbye in the corridor; they did not want to come inside as they did not want to disturb you.” 
Winny was a little taken aback. She told Bea they could have come in, that she would not have minded. She had just been sitting there reading the new students’ folder to pass the time. 
“I understand about being away from home for the first time. I am too,” Winny said. “How old are you?” 
“I am twelve,” Bea replied. 
Winny was shocked, she thought she looked closer to 10. 
“So am I! Well, we are both new together, so we can help each other figure this out,” she added, with way more confidence than she felt. 
Bea smiled warmly. She had the cutest dimples and dark, shiny hair in a bob. Winny thought she looked a bit like a doll. 
“Well, as I’ve been here a while,” Winny laughed, “I will give you the guided tour.” She did a pretend curtsy.  
“These are the facilities, over here we have the closet madame, and next to your palatial bed we have the ...” 
Bea was smiling now, but the performance was rudely interrupted by another bell. This one made them both jump out of their skins. Rolo jumped up and barked again, which made them both laugh even more. 
Over the Tannoy, a very elderly-sounding lady spoke: “Students, last call for animals to use the lavatory. Doors will be locked in thirty minutes.” 
Winny nodded and clipped Rolo onto his leash. She turned to Bea. “Do you want to come?” 
Bea smiled and said no. 
“I'd better not. I think lights out will be soon and my brother, Steven, said the school is strict about it. They turn them off at the dot and only the bedside lamps work at 8:00 p.m. I have so much stuff to unpack.” 
Winny nodded. “Okay, see you soon.” 
She wandered out the door to walk Rolo for the last time. She headed out the side door, checking that she still had her entry pass lanyard to get back inside. Outside, it was early evening, warm and very bright. Winny chatted away to Rolo as they explored the gardens. She spotted a few other children walking their dogs, receiving a few smiles and a wave across the grass. She decided not to let Rolo off the lead yet; she did not fancy chasing him around. 
She turned a corner and almost walked into a large boy walking a shuffling snorting bulldog. 
“Sorry,” he said. 
“It is okay. I did not see you either, too busy looking around.” 
“Yeah, it’s a bit weird, isn’t it?” he said. 
A puzzled look crossed Winny’s face. “Yeah, it is.” 
“My name’s—” 
Before she could finish, he cut her off. 
“Yeah, I know. You’re Winny Dixon. My dad knew your grandma.” 
Winny felt a sudden pang of grief. She had not thought about her grandma for a few hours, but it was still raw. She could not hide the sadness. 
“My name’s Fredrik. Longhorn, Junior.” 
“The Oracle is your dad?” Winny asked. 
He nodded. 
“Yep. And the Keeper was your grandma.” 
He smiled. “It gets easier...” 
He walked off, his dog trailing behind him. Rolo tugged at the lead, bringing her back to the present just as another bell rang. 
“Fifteen minutes. Last call,” the voice on the Tannoy said. 
Winny picked up her pace. As they neared the dorm room, she felt a strange sensation. Rolo’s fur was standing up along his entire back, and a low growl was coming from him. Winny looked around quickly but could not see anything. She walked faster, the feeling staying with her until she was back inside the corridor. 
She shook off the unease, but it played on her mind as she walked back into the room. Bea was busy unpacking. Winny unclipped Rolo and hung his leash on the back of the door, locking it. 
“Oh, you shouldn’t do that yet,” Bea said. 
Winny sat on the bed, taking off her trainers. “Why?” 
“Steven told me they do it after lights out when they check we are all in our rooms. He said they do it every night for the first term.” 
Winny felt mildly reassured that an adult would be checking on them. She unlocked the door and grabbed her wash bag and towel. “I’m going to get ready for bed,” she said. 
“Okay,” Bea said. “You can leave your bits in the bathroom. Steven said we can make it our own space, as these are our rooms for the entire year.” 
Winny nodded, but she could not shift the nagging feeling of unease. The bell rang again, startling her. 
“Don’t worry, you’ll get used to them,” Bea said. “That’s what Steven said, anyway.” 
The Tannoy crackled again: “Thirty minutes until lights out. All students must return to their own rooms.” 
Winny asked Bea about the laundry. 
“In the bottom of your wardrobe, there is a white and a coloured sack,” Bea explained. “Apparently, there are different coloured sacks for each house. I think we will be purple. You just fill them, and once a week they are collected from outside the door. Steven said it takes a few days, but it all comes back laundered and the housekeepers put it on our beds.” 
Winny thanked her and sorted her laundry into the sacks. White means white, she thought. This is an easy system. She hopped onto the bed with her folder, Rolo snuggling into her side. As she started to read, she finally began to relax. 
She did not remember falling asleep. 
Just before dawn, she was roused by Rolo, who was growling at her side. She checked the clock: 2:37 a.m. She-could not see anything but the glow of the clock, so she fumbled for the lamp. When her eyes adjusted to the light, she saw Bea standing in the middle of the floor. Her eyes were wide, and a look of pure confusion and terror was fixed on her face. 
Winny jumped out of bed. “What is it?” 
Bea stammered, “Look,” and pointed to the wall. 
Winny could not see anything. “What? Bea, what is there? I do not see—” 
Suddenly, Bea started to scream—a high-pitched, piercing screech. Rolo was barking, and Winny felt trapped in a nightmare. The door flew open and an older lady in a dressing gown stood there. 
“What is all this noise about?” she shouted. 
Winny just shrugged, trembling. “I do not know! She said she saw something and then this started, but I do not see anything!” 
The teacher walked over to Beatrice and slapped her across the cheek. Winny took a step back in shock. Bea stopped screaming and fell to the floor. The teacher spoke quickly into a portable radio, and within seconds, two more female staff arrived. 
The scene was total bedlam. Eventually, the staff told Winny to get back into bed. 
“But—” she started. 
“Do as you’re told, Miss Dixon, this minute!” the teacher snapped. 
Winny climbed into bed, clutching the pouch around her neck. She noticed the staff exchanging odd nods and glances, but she did not understand what they meant. Then, they brought in a stretcher and took Bea away. No explanations. Just like that, she was gone. 
Winny lay there, scared half to death and unable to get back to sleep. She felt very alone in a very strange place. 
As dawn broke, the bell rang for breakfast. Winny got dressed and let Rolo out before heading to the Hall. As she entered, she felt the weight of whispers and pointing fingers. 
She was about to run when Fredrik appeared, smiling. He slipped his arm into hers. 
“Do not worry, Winky. You’ll be okay.” 
He helped her grab some food and sat her at a table with seven other students. 
“This is Winny Dixon,” Fredrik announced. Everyone smiled. “Do not worry, she can talk. She’s just had a rough first night.” 
The table laughed, and Winny sat there in a daze. 
“It’s okay, Winky,” Fredrik said. 
She looked at him. “My name is Winny.” 
“Yeah, but I like Winky. It suits you. And you can call me Freddy.” 
Winny was too tired to argue. “I don’t know what happened,” she whispered. 
“Shh,” he said, glancing around. “Not here. After the bell, I will take you somewhere and we can speak.” 









  
  
Chapter Two 
The Echo of the Bells. 

Winny finished breakfast, though she hardly ate anything. She was feeling a little tired and a lot overwhelmed with everything that had happened. She told Freddy she would talk to him later before clearing her tray, collecting Rolo’s breakfast, and heading back to her room. 
Rolo was pleased to see her, and she was really pleased to see him. She gave him his breakfast, which he gobbled up before she even had time to fill his water bowl.  
“Hungry, were you?”  
she asked with a smile. He was waiting for the clean water; she put it down, picked up the food plate, and went back to the bathroom to rinse it. She looked in the mirror and shook her head.  
“I look awful,” she said to herself. 
Before she could return to the main room, the bell rang again. It made her jump; she wondered if she would ever get used to these constant bells. 
This morning’s Tannoy announcement was a male voice: 
“Students, pet exercise: 30 minutes.”  
Winny grabbed Rolo’s lead and a ball, then headed out through the door to the gardens. 
Rolo was thrilled to be outside. He ran off to do his business while Winny ran after him, a bag wrapped around her hand in anticipation. She was laughing, and for a brief moment, she felt free. The sunshine, the breeze, and the smells of the garden all helped her feel relaxed. She caught up with Rolo, collected his waste, and threw the tiny ball he loved. After looking around, she found a bin—thankfully, they were deposited at regular intervals. They played ball until the next bell announced it was time to return. Winny clipped the lead onto a happy, panting Rolo before heading back inside. 
Once back in the room, she grabbed her bag and started packing it for class. Rolo was already fast asleep in his basket. As she headed out to her first lesson, the bells continued to ring at every interval. She wanted to ask if they ever stopped when she noticed a group of girls, all huddled together and whispering. Then, she saw Freddy in the doorway, jumping on the spot and waving. She smiled, feeling glad to have at least one person who was pleased to see her. 
“We are in the same form class!”  
he said happily. She smiled as he linked arms with her, and they continued the walk to the classroom together. She tried not to notice the odd looks and the weird atmosphere, but it was hard. Freddy brought her back to the moment.  
“Winky?”  
She apologized, saying she was miles away. He laughed and said,  
“Don’t worry, this place can have that effect the first few months.”  
She looked at him and asked, 
“Aren’t you new here, too?” 
He shook his head.  
“No,” he said, “I started before the summer. My dad could not wait to get me out of the house.”  
He laughed, but Winny noticed a slight edge to his voice—not sadness, more like resignation. She smiled warmly and said,  
“I am so glad you are here with me, Freddy. I would be lost without you.”  
His whole face lit up, and Winny noticed a little dimple in his cheek. He bumped shoulders with her.  
“Me too,” he said, looking bashful. 
The bell went again and Winny jumped.  
“For goodness' sake, do they ever stop?”  
He said “no, they do not; apparently, without them, everyone would wander around like "headless chickens without brains or watches." 
They both laughed at the thought before sitting downside by side at a desk. The teacher, a Mrs. Hughes, walked in and everyone stood up. 
“Hello class, I am your form tutor. Sit, sit,” she said, making a motion with her hand for everyone to sit back down. 
Winny thought Mrs. Hughes was pleasant. She was maybe in her fifties with curly grey hair styled in a tidy way that suited her face.
A little plump, she had grey eyes and a giant mole on her face that Winny spent the entire time trying not to stare at. They received a timetable with regular pet breaks. Winny thought the day was long—10:00 a.m. to 5:00 p.m., fully organized, with only three hours a night and Sundays as free time. She was beginning to wonder if Grandma had really thought this through when she was made to jump again by the bell signifying the next change. 
Her first class was thankfully with Freddy; their timetables matched almost exactly, with one exception. Winny was not sure why she had been given,  
"Keeper History" and Freddy "Keeper Politics," but she shrugged and accepted it. During English, Freddy slipped her a note. Their teacher was a Mrs. Brant, a strict, ginger-haired lady who regularly tapped her desk with a little wooden ruler. Winny thought she looked very put-together; her shoes, bag, and outfit all matched. Today she wore a deep dark green that contrasted with her bright orange hair, which was styled in a beehive. With a giant white pearl necklace, she looked immaculate. 
Winny opened the note: 
“After lunch meet me at the stables.” She nodded before getting back to the grammar exercise. 
The next bell sent Winny in a different direction. Freddy said,  
“See you at lunch,”  
Winny walked along the wide-open corridor despite its width, the atmosphere didn’t feel large, she noticed groups forming and received more odd looks, whispered conversations made the hair on the back of her neck prickle, she grabbed her little pouch, avoided eye contact, and headed to Keeper History.  
The class had only six students when she arrived. No one looked up and there was no friendly vibe, so she hurried to an empty desk in the middle near the back. 
In walked a very tall student. He looked much older than Winny, and she wondered what he was doing in this class. He scanned the room before settling on her. A small curl appeared at the corner of his mouth that made Winny feel a strange sensation in the pit of her stomach, she looked down to avoid his stare, her cheeks feeling hot as he laughed. It was not a warm laugh; Winny noticed it felt mean. Indignantly, she looked up again, but he had already sat down behind her. She was annoyed at herself for the reaction and spent the entire lesson feeling like she was being watched. She was relieved when the bell finally rang, and she hurried back to her room to get Rolo for his walk before lunch. 
After walking Rolo, she headed to lunch. She sat by herself since she could not see Freddy anywhere. She picked at her food again, it was the last thing on her mind and it all tasted off, not bad exactly but in her mouth, she was just not able to swallow it, she spat it into her napkin, got up and went to clear her tray, and headed to the stables. It was a beautiful wooden block; she could hear bees.  
A calmness filled her the closer she got; she even started to hum a little. Suddenly, she felt a grab on her arm as Freddy yanked her behind the barn. 
She was startled but relieved to see it was him.  
“Freddy, you scared me!” she said. He chuckled.  
“Sorry Winky, not my intention. Just wanted to grab you before the security cameras clocked you.” 
Puzzled, she asked why. He replied, 
“Winky, they are always watching us. The entire campus is covered. We have a few spots I have learned over the summer that do not have eyes—and more importantly, ears.” 
Winny gasped. “They listen to us?” 
He nodded. 
“Yes, so nothing is truly private. We can talk freely here, though.” 
Winny relaxed as he continued.  
“I just wanted to talk to you about Beatrice.” 
“I was hoping someone would,” Winny said.  
“Is she okay? Will she be back? When?” 
He smiled. “Slow down.” 
Winny said,  
“Sorry, but no one has told me anything and I hardly slept a wink last night.” 
Fredrik grinned.  
“See? I told you 'Winky' suited you.” She smacked his arm playfully. 
“Okay, okay, I agree Winky is fine. Now spill the beans.” 
Freddy told her she should be back later, having spent the day in the sick bay for tests.  
“I do not know what—the guards were a little hush hush—but from what I can gather, she 'sees' things sometimes. She often cannot remember fully when she comes to, but this isn't a new thing.”  
Winny felt a little reassured, although not entirely convinced by the explanation. 
“For a minute last night, I thought she was pointing at me.” 
Freddy took Winny’s hand.  
“No, no, do not worry. She is a little strange, but from what I understand from her brother and the security, she is harmless. Apparently, it’s totally random, so it was just a coincidence she was pointing towards you”, 
Freddy was not convinced that Steven had been entirely honest with him, he decided to keep that fast to himself. 
Winny sighed, the relief slowly creeping back to replace the anxiety she was feeling, although she didn’t fully relax and she didn’t know why she couldn’t, it was just there bubbling under the surface, not as acute as it was but there all the same. Freddy went on to say that Beatrice would be back later today or tomorrow and that she had the exact same classes as Winny.  
“Your first day has been much harder than it needed to be,” he added. 
Winny smiled.  
“Yeah, it’s been tough, and there was this odd boy in Keeper History; he sneered at me.”  
Freddy nodded knowingly but did not elaborate. He simply said,  
“Lots of new stuff for you to learn, Winky, and it will all become clearer as time goes on.”  
He sounded so much like her grandma that a sudden pang of grief hit her like a brick. She jumped forward, wrapped her arms around Freddy, and kissed him on the cheek.  
“Thanks, Freddy.” He went bright red and said, “Steady on,” before hugging her right back. 
Freddy led her back to the main hall before the next bell. He said he had to let Buddy out and would see her for the afternoon period, waving goodbye. Winny skipped back to her room feeling as light as a feather; she had not felt this relaxed since she arrived. She opened the dorm room to find Rolo waiting. He was so pleased to see her, he charged towards her squeaking his tail was like a propeller, she was glad to see him and to have been allowed to bring him with her to school.  
“Come on, Rolo, let's go for a walk.” 
He followed as she unhooked his lead, clipped it to his collar, and headed outside into the early afternoon sunshine.






  
  
Chapter Three 
Beatrice

Bea woke up in the sick bay, feeling a little disorientated, the edges of the room slow to settle into place. She scanned the room quickly, crisp white linen curtains, a row of well-made pristine beds and a horrid medical smell that made her nose wrinkle, sharp and sterile, before her eyes settled on Steven sitting in a chair beside her bed, his head shoved in a book. She relaxed, pleased to see his familiar frame: dark hair and long legs slouched in his tracksuit trousers and trainers, grounding her more than the room itself. 
She coughed slightly to get his attention, the sound catching in her throat. 
He lowered the book slowly and peered over the top of it, his chestnut brown eyes warm and kind.  
“Oh, good to see you finally decided to join us,” he said, slightly sarcastically, before putting his bookmark into the book and closing it. 
Bea smiled. “I did it again, didn’t I?” she asked. 
Steven looked at her kindly. “Yeah Bea, you did, but do not worry about it. Everyone knows you do not get any warnings, and you cannot help it.” 
Bea felt a sudden sting of tears at the back of her eyes.  
“OH goodness, Winny will hate me,” she sobbed. 
Steven got up. He was tall for fourteen, almost six feet, with broad shoulders and muscles from the sports he loved to play. He sat beside Bea on the bed, shoving her over to make room before putting his arms around her in a show of brotherly love.  
“Shhh Bea, she does not. No one could; you’re far too sweet.” 
In comparison, Bea was a tiny girl—around four-foot-five with a slight frame and very deep green eyes, though she shared Steven's chocolate-brown hair. They were like ‘little and large’ Steven smiled, thinking about how tiny and petite she was compared to him. Bea snuggled in close.  
“I am so glad you’re here,” she sobbed. He just sat with her on the bed, saying nothing until her sobs softened into the occasional hiccup. 
“They called Dad, Bea,” he said eventually. “He was going to come and collect you.” 
Bea gasped. “But—but I don’t want to go home!” She started to cry again. 
“Don’t lose your wig,” he reassured her. “I spoke to him. I told him you were fine and I would make sure of it. He agreed not to come, but knowing him, he was already on his way. We put this off for a full year, Bea. It was time for you to come.” 
She nodded. Bea was actually supposed to start Beetram Academy the September before. She would be thirteen in ten days, but her family had delayed her start due to her size and her strange senses. Everyone had agreed it was an excellent idea to wait except her. 
She had felt crushed when the told her to wait another year with a governess, being poked and prodded by doctors trying to figure out why she was so tiny compared to her sibling. 
Her unusual size and personality were often a hot topic of conversation at home, and she had been so happy to come to school to escape the constant watching. 
Steven interrupted her thoughts. “Do you remember anything?” 
Steven was the one person she could always be honest with. He was fourteen months older than her and had been away at school for two years; she lived for his letters home. She nodded and looked around, making sure no one else was nearby before continuing gently. 
“I was sleeping,” she said. “In my dream I saw…” She shuddered. “I am not sure what to call it, but it had a bad energy. Really bad… evil.” 
Steven pulled her closer to reassure her that she was safe now. She rested her head on his chest, listening to his heartbeat as she told the rest of the dream. 
“It was chasing me, Steven. In my dream, like actually chasing me. I have never had a dream like it. I jumped through a door, and I was back in the dorm room.” 
“What happened next?” Steven asked. 
Bea’s voice dropped to almost a whisper.  
“It was there in the room, waiting to jump through the open doorway, the doorway was above Winny’s bed. It was not looking at me; it’s eyes wide bloodshot and terrifying; it looked like it was her it wanted, and that’s all I remember, until I woke up here.” 
Steven nodded calmly. “The whole school is talking, Bea, but no one has any idea what happened. They are all guessing you had a mental breakdown, or you flipped out in the middle of the night. Apparently, half the school heard you screaming.” 
She groaned. “They didn’t, did they?” 
“Well, no, but a few people did. And you know I told you about the school grapevine thing? Well, it has been in full effect today.” 
Bea groaned again. “Just what I needed,” she sighed. 
Steven gave her a squeeze. “Do not worry, Bea. It moves on quickly. And remember to tell me if anyone goes too far, okay?” 
Bea nodded before sitting up. “I am starving,” she said. 
Steven laughed a deep, warm sound that filled Bea’s with a warm soft glow, she adored her brother. 
“Okay, food coming up. I have arranged a feast. Dad insisted, so I used the money he sent me for emergency for all of this.” 
With a clap of his hands, a string of people came into the room. One was pushing a trolley; another was carrying bags full of beautiful gifts. Bea was grateful for the distraction. 
The afternoon continued with fun and laughter. A few of Steven’s friends popped by; Beatrice knew a few of them from when Steven had brought them home during the holidays. 
She liked them all a lot and they were always kind to her. She began to relax and laugh, almost forgetting about the incident the night before—until Matron arrived, all starch and proper. 
“Manners! What is all this noise? Out, out!” she barked. 
The boys all said goodbye to Bea. Steven stayed; he was not more afraid of Matron than he was of their father, and he had been firm—he was not allowed to leave her alone while she was in the sick bay. 
Matron gave him a bit of a side-eye. She cleared her throat to speak just as the doors flew open and in walked Mr. and Mrs. West. Steven was glad he had stayed. 
His father boomed, “Well Matron, when is my daughter being allowed to return to school? I am paying enough for her education; she does not need to be here. She just had a spell. All of this was already cleared by her consultant—she isn’t sick!” 
Matron squirmed. “I was just about to discharge her, sir.” 
“Well, woman,” he shouted, “get on with it!” 
Beatrice grinned, and her father softened as he looked at her; it was clear she meant the world to him. Steven began to help Bea out of bed to put on her dressing gown and slippers. She ran to her father and embraced him.  
“Thank you, Pops. You did not need to come.” 
He snorted and whispered,  
“Of course I did. These buffoons need a talking to.” He ruffled her hair affectionately before straightening up and addressing Matron again.  
“Do I need to sign anything?” 
“No, sir,” Matron replied, before speaking to Beatrice. “You can head back to your dorm room now, Miss West.” 
Bea smiled, said her goodbyes to her parents, and walked out of the sick bay with Steven. On the short walk back, she was quiet. Steven disturbed her thoughts as he said, 
“Okay sis, I am heading back to class. You will be okay from here?” She nodded and hugged him quickly before heading down the corridor to her room. 
Once back in the room, Rolo met her. He was initially a little cautious; he sniffed her, but once she stroked him, he decided she was safe to lick. He jumped up and made himself comfortable on Winny’s bed, watching the door. Bea went back to her side of the room. She noticed a large yellow envelope on her desk and opened it just as Winny opened the door. 
“Hello Bea,” Winny said. “How are you feeling now?” Bea blushed, embarrassed. 
“Sorry about last night.” 
Winny told her not to worry. “Oh, that’s just your timetable and stuff. Mrs. Hughes gave it to me this morning to give to you.” 
Bea thanked her, relieved that Winny had not made it as awkward as she thought it might be. The bell rang and announced pet breaks. 
Rolo was dancing as Winny grabbed the lead and headed out for the late afternoon walk. 
Winny wondered what had happened, but she did not dwell on it. She accepted what Freddy had said, she had never heard of a person who "sees things" before. I hope it’s not a regular activity, she thought to herself. She yawned. Tonight, she was going to bed early. 








  
  
Chapter Four 
Return to Normal, or Not? 
Winny and Bea settled into the school routine quickly. The bells and announcements became something they anticipated; it gave them ample time to plan, and Winny had finally stopped jumping at them. The corridors no longer felt quite as overwhelming as they had on that first day. The constant movement of students was settling into something almost predictable—a rhythm she could follow without thinking too hard about it. 
Every so often, she still caught herself pausing, just for a second, as if she had forgotten what she was meant to be doing before her body caught up and carried her forward. The sound of footsteps echoed differently here depending on where you stood and how many people were around. Sometimes they were sharp and close, sometimes distant, and hollow. She had begun to notice that too, though she could not have explained why it mattered. 
Bea walked beside her as they moved through the corridor, her usual confidence unchanged. However, it was harder to ignore the way conversations dipped slightly when they passed—not stopping completely, just enough to be noticed if you were paying attention. A glance here, a whisper there; it was nothing obvious, nothing anyone could be called out on, but it lingered all the same. It was like something just beneath the surface that had not decided whether to show itself properly yet. 
Most students eventually learned not to react too openly to Bea’s “spells” at least not in front of teachers. At Beetram, unusual things were often treated like and inconvenient weather, acknowledged briefly before everyone carried on as normal. 
Winny caught one girl looking directly at Bea as they walked past, her expression unreadable before she quickly turned away. For a moment, Winny thought about saying something, asking if Bea had noticed it too, but the words did not quite form, slipping away before she could decide how to shape them. 
Rolo was now allowed to go with her to classes, and she was delighted he had been cleared. He padded quietly at Winny’s side, his presence steady as always. But as they turned into the next corridor he slowed, just slightly, his head tilting as if he had caught sight of something that was not there. His body stiffened for a fraction longer than felt normal before he continued on again, though not without a small, muffled sound in his throat that Winny felt more than heard. She glanced down at him, her brow furrowing, but he did not look back at her this time. His attention was fixed somewhere ahead, somewhere she could not quite see. 
Their first lesson of the day, Keeper History, was already beginning by the time they reached the classroom. The low hum of voices filled the space as students took their seats. There were many more now than on the first day, and the room itself was larger than the others they had been in so far. The walls were lined with books and old looking materials that felt out of place in a school that otherwise seemed so controlled and precise. 
Winny hesitated for just a moment in the doorway, something about the room making her pause again—that same feeling she could not quite name. Bea nudged her lightly forward before moving past her without hesitation. Bea waved at a boy at the back before taking a seat near the middle as if she had already decided this was where she belonged. Winny followed, sliding into the seat beside her, her eyes moving briefly around the room as she took everything in. 
That was when she saw him again. He was already watching her. 
The tall boy from earlier, the one who looked much older and made her feel uncomfortable, sat a few rows ahead. He leaned back slightly in his chair as if the entire room bored him, though his eyes said otherwise sharp and observant, fixed on her just long enough for it to feel deliberate before he looked away as though it had not happened at all. 
The room quieted as the teacher stepped forward. Mr. Pie was written on the blackboard. It made Winny think about apple pies and her tummy grumbled a little. Mr. Pie’s presence was enough to settle the last of the murmurs without him needing to speak. He had piercing blue eyes and was very thin; Winny thought he looked borderline anorexic. 
“Today,” he began, his
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