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Prologue
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Light. Sound. It didn't understand why it had words for these things, but they existed, just like it did. It hadn't been here moments ago, but now it was. Something had brought it into existence with a bang, tethering it to the earth. Stretching out in its bodily form, it felt strong. Chanting sounds drifted from somewhere in the distance. Turning, it saw a picture take shape on the other side of the floating square. Staring out through what it called eyes, four figures came into focus. Moving closer to the sound, it noticed the four-sided box created a barrier between it and what it wanted.

Reaching up with hands, yes, the two spindly appendages on the ends of its arms were called hands; it pressed them against the hard, transparent substance. Glass, the word rang out inside its mind. The floating square was just a piece of glass, and four young girls sat in a circle on the other side, surrounded by a ring made of white powder. The one with the red hair felt familiar and was reading aloud from an old, worn brown book. The girls were casting a spell. A feeling of dread washed over it, and it banged its fists against the glass in outrage. None of the girls noticed. It didn't understand why it wanted to hurt them, but the urge was all-consuming. It was trapped, and this place behind the glass was a cage—a cage built by the ones on the outside. It chose a random direction and began walking, only to be returned to the exact center point behind the glass. It repeated the action, over and over, until it tired of the game. Its prison was an inky velvet box. There was only darkness and the glass. It would find a way out, and when it did, they would all pay.
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Chapter 1
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Sarin Delvaux stretched out in her cozy bed. It was still dark out, but her annoying alarm clock said it was time to wake up. Groaning, she rolled over and slammed her hand over the snooze button for the fifth time. The chalky taste in her mouth reminded her of the spell-casting nightmare that had gone down the night before. Sarin should have been well versed in all aspects of magic at age twenty, but her non-magical mother couldn't teach her, and her witch of a father wasn't in the picture. In these non-magical times, the coven elders frowned upon even the most basic forms of witchcraft. Thousands of people still visited metaphysical shops, read books on paganism, and claimed to study the moon's cycles, but not many possessed raw magic.

The real Wiccans' had all been forced into hiding or chosen to give up their magic to survive. Blending in was vital to preventing a revival of the witch trials, so Sarin paid her dues. Sarin knew nothing about her magical heritage, but her mother claimed she was a spirit witch. Precisely what that entailed was still murky at best. She had visions that rarely came to fruition, and her mind-reading skills were spotty on a good day. If she was being honest with herself, she felt more like a Pisces in crisis during PMS week than an actual witch. Her dad had passed away in a tragic fire before she'd been born, and with no other family left on his side, there was no one left to help her navigate these magical problems. The only connection to the magical world she had was her best friend, Faith Bradbury, whose gem of a soul had walked into her life two years ago when she'd applied to the Nursing Program at Georgian College. The small town of Huntsville, Ontario, was a hard place to make friends, let alone a witchy one like herself, so their meeting had felt like fate. Faith's family had relocated to the area a few years ago after her mother claimed the land inside the Algonquin Provincial Park held a spark of magic that called to her. Sarin had grown up playing in those woods and had never felt anything but the awe of the great outdoors. But who was she to judge what other witches claimed to be true? Faith and her younger cousins were left to fend for themselves most weekends while their parents gallivanted around the park searching for some magical beacon. Faith's mother wasn't a sharer, so Faith had yet to learn what they were genuinely looking for. That wasn't surprising since most witches tended to be paranoid. Faith's mother, Farrow, and the twins' mother, Fallon, were no exception. They also forbid the younger generation from practicing magic, especially her. Faith said her Delvaux surname scared Farrow, but Sarin didn't understand why. As far as she knew, she was the last Delvaux witch in existence, the rest having perished in the same fire that claimed her father's life.

Staring up at the ceiling, Sarin cursed. She would be late for class if she didn't get up now. Grabbing the glass on her nightstand, she downed what was left of her water to try and wash away the magical residue that clung to her tongue like a winter coat. Magical hangovers were far worse than alcohol-induced ones. Last night, she and Faith had attempted a simple glamour spell. Well, simple in theory. In reality, the poor little tree frog they'd tried to glamour to look like a butterfly had gone crazy, grown twenty times in size, and chased them around the room for half an hour before clawing Sarin's cheek with its sharp talons. At that point, Sarin had taken matters into her own hands and hit the frog over the head with a book to knock it out. The magical backlash from causing harm to the innocent creature packed a mean punch that left her dry-heaving for three hours while Faith broke out in warts. The golden rule was to do no harm, but what was she supposed to do when a mutant ninja frog attempted to claw her face off? The tiny amphibian was no worse for wear, but from now on, they'd be using inanimate objects for all magical testing until they got the hang of casting.

Rushing to make herself somewhat presentable, Sarin sprinted around her small but tidy bedroom, grabbing any random clothes she could find and praying they were clean. The house she shared with her mother was a cozy two-story bungalow with a big wrap-around front porch. In the spring, Sarin loved to sit outside and enjoy the view of the creek that ran down the side of the property. She loved everything about the house, except for the detached garage- because, in winter, you had to trudge through the snow to get to your car. It was an annoying, freezing pain in the ass. Pausing on the second-floor landing, she took a moment to inspect her wrinkled mess of a self in the tall floor-length mirror. She looked exactly how she felt, like one enormous pile of shit. Stepping into the hallway bathroom, she pulled her messy mop of red hair into a bun and vigorously brushed her teeth to try to remove the last remnants of magical grime stuck to her teeth. When the gross flavor refused to vacate her mouth, she threw the toothbrush into the trash and ran downstairs, hoping she would make it to class on time.
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Chapter 2
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Sarin was grateful for the silence the classroom afforded her. The only person she even remotely cared about talking to was Faith, and that girl was currently passed out on her desk, face down. In retrospect, breaking out in warts for hours and not knowing if they would ever go away would keep anyone up all night. Sarin let out an audible sigh as she thumbed through her note cards from last week's lecture. Her ultimate dream was to heal people by whatever magical or non-magical means she could harness. After graduation, she could use real-world knowledge to make a difference in people's health, even if the magical route didn't pan out.

"Mrs. Bradbury!" Mr. Henley called out in an annoyed voice.

Glancing up from her notes, Sarin saw that Faith was still sleeping. Shit, she thought, there was no helping her friend get out of this one.

"Mrs. Bradbury!" Mr. Henley called again, louder this time.

Faith's messy blonde head snapped up in surprise.

"Would you care to fail my class?"

Faith's face flushed a bright shade of red as she fumbled with her words, "Um, I'm so sorry, Mr. H. To be honest, I don't feel very well."

"Then maybe you should take the day off instead of sleeping in my class."

Nodding, Faith quickly packed up her messenger bag and bolted out of the classroom.

"Now, where were we?" Mr. H continued, "Sarin, can you tell me what suffix most beta-blockers have?"

Year two of the nursing
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