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(While there are some recurring characters, these are all stand-alones and can be read in any order you choose):

Unearthly Remains

“Things to Do at the British Museum When You’re Dead: An Unearthly Remains Prequel Short Story”

Protecting the Dead

Moonlight, Magnolias, and Magic

(These first four are also available in the More in Heaven and Earth, Box Set 1, along with another prequel short story)

Cursed in White

A Wild Conversion

Children of the Gods

(These second three are also available in the More in Heaven and Earth, Box Set 2, along with a between-the-novels short story)

Sorcerers, Spirits, and Ships

Pride, Prejudice & Penguins

Postcards from Another World

(These third three are also available in the More in Heaven and Earth, Box Set 3, along with a behind-the-scenes short story)

Shadows from Another Life

The Spectral Circus

The Eternal Hunt

Witches, Werewolves & Wombats

Frozen in Fairyland

Hollywood Ghost Trip
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Author’s Note
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While those who have read Jane Austen’s original Pride and Prejudice may get a few extra laughs here and there, knowledge of that novel isn’t required for enjoying anything which happens here.

I also realize that, with the sisters Bennett in this book, I now have two characters named Kitty in my universe. The one in this book is not the same as the ex-feline from Sorcerers, Spirits, and Ships, even if she is quite fond of cats. 

There are a few other similar names here, too, I realize (such as Lizzy and Liddy). Sorry. The characters insisted on what their names were (quite loudly), and I just had to roll with it. My apologies for any possible confusion.
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Chapter One—In Which There are Penguins, Perplexity, and Unexpected Visits
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It is a truth universally acknowledged, Lizzy Bennett thought, not for the first time, that, if there’s something absolutely ridiculous going on, my relatives will be firmly in the middle of it.

Sadly, on this point as on so many others, she seemed to be a universe of one. Well, except for dear Jena, who’d agree to anything to make her smile.

Right now, the ridiculousness in question had stopped her dead in the living room door. Her three sillier sisters and her mother—who was the silliest of them all—were currently running around in circles in the living room, chasing a pair of penguins.

Despite herself, she gawped.

Actual penguins. In London.

And it’s not even winter, her thoughts added insanely.

Gaze glued to the ensuing chaos, she lifted one arm and pinched it hard. All that made her do was say, “Ouch.”

But nobody was listening, which wasn’t entirely a surprise. Making it even weirder, she had dreamed about these birds for three nights now, so it was kind of hard to believe she was awake.

Her mother let out a squawk, as one of the penguins shuffled away between her legs to hide in the corner of the room, behind an ancient oak table. Their house on Hampstead Heath was something out of a nineteenth-century novel, which Lizzy had thought—when they had inherited it two months ago, after the rather shabby apartment they’d lived in most of her life—was fitting. Her mother, after marrying a man named Bennett, had proceeded to saddle all her children with, only occasionally modernized, names out of a regency novel.

Lizzy blinked, as Kitty utterly failed to herd the second penguin into a laundry basket.

But she somehow imagined that Austen had never pictured this.

Liddy now had one of the poor penguins cornered with a field hockey stick. From what Lizzy could see of the small red welt on her youngest sister’s arm, one of the penguins had bitten her.

Good taste, flightless bird.

She watched the creature cower, as Liddy nearly managed to get the right angle to bring the stick down on its head.

But very, very foolish.

Her gawping undiminished—this time at Mariana, who was still preaching to her Youtube audience about the correct way to clean a drape, entirely ignoring the fracas behind her—Lizzy felt the calm presence of her older sister trying to slip into the doorway beside her. Although she couldn’t stop watching the chaos, she could nearly feel Jena’s smile.

“It’s slightly stranger than usual, isn’t it?”

When Lizzy gaped at her, she saw Jena watching the scene with her head tilted slightly, as though puzzling out a problem in calculus, soberly breaking it down to its component parts. She was taller than Lizzy by about eight inches, coming in at a little over six feet. As always, and no matter what she was wearing, she pulled it off like a model. About the only thing they shared was the same general hairstyle, both of their many, thin braids usually tied up in some sort of bun or roll to keep it out of their way.

Her skin was a bit darker than Lizzy’s, too, although all of their three younger sisters were far lighter than either of them. Their father’s quite dark, Nigerian skin—his original accent intact only when he decided to let it be—and their mother’s lighter, Indian, caramel coloring mixed in varying ways in their children.

While their mother’s family had been in England for several generations now, Lizzy privately thought that it had been just enough time to breed out whatever brains her immediate family might have had. Or, possibly, her mother was merely a genetic cul-de-sac whose mind was warped by the dashing heroes of classic romances from her youth. Either way, Lizzy’s maternal relatives rarely acknowledged Lizzy and her sisters, and she had never even heard her father mention a family.

You’d have thought he sprang full-formed from the head of Zeus.

Granted, it couldn’t have made him any more of an enigma.

Currently, he was sitting on the side of the room, watching the insanity with a chuckle. She almost wondered whether he hadn’t started it simply for entertainment, but she still didn’t know how he’d have acquired two penguins.

Jena seemed only mildly interested in this nonsense, and Lizzy wondered if she were working through a complicated math problem in her head. Still, she had to ask.

“How can you always be so calm about things? Antarctic birds are rampaging through our living room . . .”

One of the penguins let out its patented sick kazoo noise as it hopped just past Liddy’s viciously-wielded stick and made its break for freedom underneath a bookcase. Still in her new school uniform which she’d been trying on for the next term, Liddy headed after it, screaming bloody murder.

“. . . or, possibly, our family is rampaging through our living room attempting to murder antarctic birds, and you just stand there, watching calmly.”

If there were a reward for unflappability, Jena would win it. She couldn’t be flapped by boys, long division, family, or flightless birds. Lizzy sometimes wondered if she weren’t going straight from school into a six-figure job doing something mathematical, precise, and completely incomprehensible to anyone else.

Proving the point, Jena shrugged mildly.

“Wherever they’re from, the birds are here now. It’s probably best to round them up and send them to the zoo.”

There was a resounding thwack! as Liddy fractured her stick against another oak table and much too close to a glass-fronted bookcase.

“Although, admittedly, that will only be if Liddy doesn’t brain one of them first.”

The offended penguin bit Liddy on the ankle, for which Lizzy couldn’t blame it at all. Her sister’s shriek of rage threatened the tympanic membrane.

Cleverly, the small beast took the opportunity of her distraction to hide behind their father’s legs. It only made the man chuckle more.

The other Antarctic refugee was taking a different approach. He . . .

She? It? Who knows with penguins? Penguin porn must be very difficult to cast.

Anyway, the bird now had its head and beak rubbing against Kitty as though it wanted only to be her bestest friend in the world, its eyes wide and wistful. Kitty—who, although now 16, still had a room full of plush toys of every description—had started to coo and rub its back.

Unfortunately, this left Liddy’s rage with no outlet, which was always a dangerous thing. She’d already been banned from field hockey for her tendency to wield her stick against the other players and not just the ball. It hadn’t made her give up her equipment, though.

Her half-broken stick now raised threateningly again, she held it over Kitty’s head. As usual when there was anything which could—by the furthest imagination—be labelled “cute” nearby, Kitty was oblivious to everything else.

Lizzy sucked in a breath but was a bit too in shock to move. Many times, she’d wondered if they were all going to be murdered in their beds one night by her youngest sister.

It was only about three seconds before they were about to have to explain things to the police when the door to the garden burst open, and a very tall, noble-looking, dark-skinned, and almost familiar woman appeared, screaming “Stop!”

A moment later, there was a flash of light, and the hockey stick flew out of Liddy’s hand, crashed against the opposite wall—amazingly, not damaging a single antique print—and then evaporated.

At about that moment, Lizzy realized that her jaw had fallen open entirely.

A very small part of her mind also put in, Shame about the prints.

They were of such things as, “The Virtuous Maid,” “The Redeemed Street Urchin,” and several others, all of which contained scenes which seemed to suggest that being poor, female, and vulnerable was a crime, possibly only redeemable by dying—and barely then. Lizzy loathed them and had thought more than once about sneaking them out to Christie’s to see if they were worth anything.

Burning them would have been satisfying, but there was no point in wasting good money.

With this little mental aside, she knew she was probably in shock.

Liddy was fuming—her normal state—and the tall intruder was leveling her dark eyes on her.

“Try anything you’re thinking about, little girl, and you may not live to regret it.”

Her gaze flashed, before she went on.

“This family could do fine with just four daughters.”

While no doubt plotting her later revenge—Liddy being Liddy—the girl did step back and sit down. Apparently, even the flightiest and most bloodthirsty member of her family knew trouble when she saw it.

Behind the tall woman was a shorter white woman, more Lizzy’s height, with brownish-blonde hair. She didn’t seem as formidable as the first visitor but still had an air of someone who could take them all out, if pressed.

This second woman’s gaze landed on Lizzy’s father like the call of Judgment Day. “Abaeze Gowon, the Magical Council requires your presence.”

For once, her father’s trademark smirk had disappeared.

“Bugger,” he grumped. “You found me.”
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Chapter Two—In Which There are Sorcerers, Judgment, and Some Rather Odd Pie
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An hour later, Lizzy was trying diligently not to faint. For one thing, she was the next-oldest sister, so she felt she had to hold it together for the younger ones—not that Liddy had stopped seething enough to notice. For another, Kitty was weeping in her lap over the loss of her penguins, who had disappeared with a flick of the white woman’s hand, and it just seemed rude to have a fit over her.

Thankfully, Jena was doing her the favor of holding her hand, so she didn’t feel quite so much like freaking out. But it was still a near thing.

The women of her family were in a circle of chairs, facing the same white woman who’d found them earlier and a pleasantly-smiling Indian woman who had a tall white man standing behind her with his hand on her shoulder. The man seemed half-serious and half-amused.

The situation had just been explained to them, as well, but, if anyone had fully taken it in, Lizzy would have been amazed. Still, they had just been asked if they had any questions, so Lizzy took a deep breath and tried to begin.

“So . . .”

For a moment, that was all that would come out. She took another breath and started again.

“Let me see if I’ve got it all. Our father, who we know as Nathaniel Bennett, is actually Abez Gwan . . .”

“Abaeze Gowon,” the Indian woman corrected, with what even Lizzy could tell was probably a lovely pronunciation. They’d been told to simply call the woman “Tillie,” but somehow the name didn’t wholly suit her. Although beautiful and calm, there was something about her which suggested she could probably take out an army.

Even Liddy wasn’t fighting.

“. . . who’s a . . .” Lizzy struggled a bit. “. . . rogue sorcerer who’s had us all under a spell.”

“A compulsion,” the white lady put in.

She was apparently the Duchess of Winchester and looked like something between an irritated businesswoman and a kindly aunt, although she probably wasn’t too much older than Lizzy or any of her sisters. Curiously, she had an American accent, the kind which hinted at plantations and slaves—although, thankfully, she didn’t seem to have any of the attitudes which might be expected along with it, the sympathy for their situation and concern for them nearly rolling off of her. How she’d ended up meeting a duke enough to marry him was a mystery which wasn’t going to be solved today.

“Okay, a compulsion, which means he’s been controlling us for most of our lives.”

Tillie looked sympathetic.

“All of you children’s lives, I’m afraid. The last twenty years or so for your mother.”

Out of the corner of her eye, Lizzy saw her mother shift in her chair before she spoke.

“I liked the compulsions.”

Lizzy glanced over to her mum, who was staring sadly at the floor.

“It was like living every day in a novel.”

Lizzy supposed that did explain why they were all named for some vague version of Austen characters and why her mother always acted so silly, which she didn’t look to be now. The compulsions also kind of made sense of why the whole idea of relatives had always been a bit nebulous—and possibly, more worryingly, how they’d somehow acquired a furnished, antique, and supremely expensive home on Hampstead Heath.

She decided to press on before she went mad, stroking over Kitty’s head and afropuffs soothingly. It was a comfort hairstyle for her sister, went back to the days when Kitty thought the hairstyle was called an “astropuff.” Occasionally, she still decorated them with colorful stars.

Thankfully, Kitty had finally stopped crying, but Lizzy wished she could cheer the girl up again.

Who knew not having a penguin for a pet would be so traumatic for her?

“Now, you’re also telling us that magic is real, and Jena and I have the most of it, which means any normal plans we had will have to be put off, if not completely eliminated, because we have to go to some magical school somewhere.”

She watched Tillie sigh, as she answered, although she still looked sympathetic.

“Witches are usually trained from birth in how to harness their magic. There are three magical colleges, though, both for those who have somehow missed that early training and also for those who hope to go into public service with their skills.”

“You mean like magical bus drivers?”

As always, Liddy’s voice was a jeer. She let out her ugly snort of a laugh, grinning past their mother at Lizzy.

“I think Lizzy’d make a good trash man.”

Counting slowly to ten, Lizzy felt Jena squeeze her hand. Sometimes, not answering her youngest sister in kind was very difficult.

Once she managed to brush away the annoyance, she refocused on what was before her. Tillie had said that Lizzy herself had created the penguins—something about her “dreams manifesting in the real world”—and that it would be dangerous for her to remain untrained. A little, churlish part of her enjoyed the fact that Liddy had been deemed to have the least magic and was therefore not a threat.

Well, not a magical one, anyway.

There were still a lot of questions unanswered.

“What about the rest of my family? Where will they live?”

It wasn’t that Lizzy had adapted to suddenly discovering that her name should apparently be Hermione, and she was about to face a world of sorting hats and quidditch, but Jena would be with her. So long as Jena was by her side, she knew everything would be okay. Even if it was also likely to be ridiculously weird.

As the Duchess looked to her, Tillie’s sigh returned.

“Your father did not get the house by inheritance.”

Sadly, Lizzy suspected there was a story there—possibly an ugly one—and wasn’t certain she wanted to know.

“But it’s one of the Council’s properties to do with as they see fit. You and your sisters are innocent pawns in this. I see no reason why you shouldn’t continue to live there.”

Looking them all over, her gaze was kind.

“Can I still run my Youtube channel?” Mariana wondered. Honestly, that and her homemaking tips were all she cared about. She’d been in paradise ever since they’d moved into their new house.

“That will be fine,” Tillie nodded.

Lizzy had been told that her sister had some magic, but apparently it had taken a domestic turn and wasn’t considered as dangerous as whatever she and Jena had gotten.

Tillie put them back on track.

“We can help you financially, until your mother gets back on her feet enough to support herself.”

Her smile landed on that woman.

“I’ll be sending over Adaeze to help with the counseling.”

Lizzy glanced at Jena, who didn’t look as confused as she felt. Then again, she rarely was. While these new names made sense for a man who was not at all British-born, they were hard for her to follow after all these years.

“I thought you said our father . . .”

Tillie wiped over her brow for a moment, apparently in frustration at all they didn’t know. “Abaeze is your father. The woman who captured him is his twin, Adaeze.”

Honestly, Lizzy barely heard the difference and continued to stare.

“That’s not confusing at all,” Kitty muttered, sitting up.

While Lizzy rather agreed, she couldn’t talk. After all, her nickname was only two letters different from her bloodthirsty youngest sister’s. Those who weren’t listening carefully got them mixed up all the time.

Apparently, confusing names run in the family.

Tillie smiled at her. “She’ll help try to restore the order.”

As overwhelmed as Lizzy was, it was still nice to know that her family would be looked after. Even on a normal day, they needed it, and very little was normal anymore.

But Lizzy didn’t know quite what to feel, her whole reality turned upside down over the course of a couple of hours. Mostly, she realized, her father had made decisions, and they’d followed them. That he might have been playing with them like a puppeteer pulling strings made her more than a little annoyed.

This was probably something she would have to deal with later, though.

Distracting her further, she saw the tall white man behind Tillie turn his head sharply. He patted the woman’s shoulder and moved away.

“I’ll send in the pie.”

That was weird enough, but, when Lizzy listened closely, she thought she heard a baby crying.

A second later, Tillie reached up in the air as though catching something, although Lizzy couldn’t see what. The baby’s crying stopped instantly.

“No more of that,” she ordered softly.

Everyone was staring at Lizzy, not that she understood, shaking her head slightly.

Tillie nodded at the people who brought in the dessert.

“Have some pie, everyone. It will settle your nerves.”

Lizzy’s three younger sisters and her mother were given the pie. Obediently, they ate it, but then they had all apparently been obedient for some time.

Weirdly, a few bites in, Kitty said, “I just want a kitten.”

A moment later, a small white kitten was purring on her lap, and Kitty looked really happy again.

When Lizzy looked further on, Mariana was scrolling on a phone through what was probably her Youtube comment section, and her mother was rereading Pride and Prejudice for what had to be the millionth time.

Weirdly, Liddy was asleep.

She looked back to Tillie, who explained.

“Unfortunately, the things Liddy wants aren’t safe, so the spell puts her to sleep, instead. The others got what will make them happy, for now.”

Lizzy had suspected this but warned, “If that kitten disappears the way the penguins did, poor Kitty will be very upset.”

Tillie shook her head. “The kitten’s real. Your sister’s kind-hearted. She just wants something to look after and love which will love her back. And the kitten needs a home, anyway.”

This was a minor concern, however.

“Can you tell me what I just did wrong?”

Clearly, she had broken some sort of rule but had no idea what.

The Duchess answered. “You look after your family and others. Unfortunately, with them, that’s frequently required a bit of spying, so you’ve got a listening spell ready when you need it.”

She shrugged.

“You’ve also gotten so good at it that you don’t just use it when you need it anymore.”

Grimacing, Lizzy looked back to Tillie.

“Sorry. That was your baby?”

Tillie just smiled, and Lizzy decided she didn’t actually deserve the answer to this, anyway. The woman’s personal life was none of her business. Maybe the tall white man was her nanny? Although he was an awfully familiar one, with the way he’d had his hand on her shoulder.

“Nosy. Right,” Lizzy interpreted their looks. “Sorry.”

Looking slightly amused, Tillie shook her head.

“That’s one of the things you’ll have to learn about yourself and how to control.”

She glanced over to the Duchess and then back to them.

“Now, are you ready to start school?”

“Um, Right now?” Lizzy murmured worriedly.

Both the women nodded.

“Don’t we need to take anything?”

This was the first thing Jena had said since this had started. And she still looked unflappable, just mildly curious.

Darn her.

How she could be so entirely unconcerned with being flipped from the college she’d been stunning with her brilliance for a full year to some totally unknown Hogwarts was beyond Lizzy. She’d even be giving up her scholarship—although, it seemed, they had both acquired some magical one in its place.

Still, attempting to feel optimistic, Lizzy tried to focus on the fact that there might be definite advantages on her end. After their move to the house on Hampstead Heath, the government had decided that their financial situation wasn’t bad enough for them to pay for her college, and—as there wasn’t actually much money to go with the house—Lizzy had found herself without a future besides whatever part-time job she could come up with, which she was supposed to start looking for next week. While she was still applying for scholarships to try to begin next year, a few hours ago, her educational prospects had been dim.

Now, though, she would get a higher education, if a witchy one. The fact that she feared it might be patrolled by dementors was a worry she’d just have to learn to live with.

The Duchess smiled. “We’ll see that you have all you’ll need.”

Possibly topping most of the day’s weirdness so far, Lizzy felt herself starting to fade away. While she felt like squawking, she decided getting in her questions was more important.

“And my father? What will happen to him? And what’s the name of this place where we’re going, anyway?”

“His family will decide that,” Tillie assured her on her first question.

The room had faded almost entirely from Lizzy’s eyes, and she had no idea where she was going next. She had Jena’s hand held tightly in hers and had to strain to listen—but heard amusement.

“And you’re not headed to Hogwarts. Just call it The Academy.”

But that doesn’t answer anything at all, does it?
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Chapter Three—In Which Two Girls Arrive and Find Themselves Entirely Out of Place
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It is one thing, Lizzy pondered, to have discovered that my father is a sorcerer. It is quite another to find myself marooned.

Granted, she was marooned with at least two hundred other people, most of them probably within a few years of her own age. But as some of them appeared to actually be standing on the water, she was no less confused.

Jena looked around in her mild way. “At least the ladies landed us on solid ground.”

Lizzy supposed so. Of course, there was only about 100 feet of it surrounding an antique relic of a castle, then surrounded by water with some land off in the distance, but she supposed not having to worry about a spell giving way and landing her in the waves after the rest of this day was something to be thankful for.

Still, the building before them did not look promising. Yes, it was extremely scenic but rather worrying as a new home, with a wind-swept ocean chill buffeting them, as they stood there in just their jeans and t-shirts.

The castle itself soared quite a few stories above them, with several towers—one even turreted—pressed together into sort of a rectangle. It was made of some tan-gray stone and looked to have been abandoned a thousand years ago—although, if that were true, it probably would have fallen down by now. Only one long, stone staircase with no railing seemed to lead inside.

As a tourist site, it was lovely. As a new, potential home and school, less so.

Lizzy didn’t even know where they were, other than probably still in Europe somewhere. She could hear at least a few other languages around her, making out bits of what seemed to be—she was not a language expert—Italian, French, Welsh or maybe Gaelic, and even something she thought might be Latin.

The Latin was especially confusing.

Does this place educate time travelers, too?

They weren’t alone, at least, although everyone else seemed a bit more resigned or excited. She supposed it was good that she and Jena weren’t being brought into a semester late as the “new girls,” as they already had enough going against them. As they didn’t appear to have any clothes, luggage, or idea of where they were going, however, it wasn’t exactly celebration time.

Just as she was wondering if there would ever be any instructions, a medium-sized white girl of about their age stopped in front of them. She had blonde hair which both appeared to be hastily put-up and perfectly in place. Holding a clipboard rather officiously, she looked at them as though she were much put-upon.

“Oh dear,” she sighed. “More penguins.”

Despite herself, Lizzy looked around, wondering if the waddling creatures had somehow reappeared and followed them. She also wondered why a supposedly-magical school was using clipboards.

Staring into their faces, clipboard girl shook her head.

“And mundane-raised at that.”

She looked back to her list.

“How depressing for the future of witchery. Names,” she demanded.

Lizzy sighed. “Elizabeth Bennett. This is my sister, Jena.”

Jena had her head to the side again, possibly working out the inner trigonometry which made up their blonde welcome wagon.

The girl’s eyes narrowed. “No Bennetts here.”

Staring at them suspiciously, she raised an eyebrow in what seemed a very practiced sardonic move.

“Are you sure you’re in the right place?”

As Lizzy had more than been wondering the same thing, she didn’t answer.

Fortunately, Jena did. “It may be under Gowon. Elizabeth and Jena Gowon.”

Lizzy sighed.

Now I even need to remember a new last name. How depressing.

The girl looked as though Jena had just grown an extra head and let out an “ugh.” Still, she did look back to her clipboard, and Lizzy watched as two names actually appeared on it.

She supposed that it made sense for magic to camouflage itself like that. Even if those here presumably knew what was happening, it was probably better to learn to pretend for those who didn’t in the future.

Like me. Earlier today.

The words “I am mortified” played around somewhere in her head, but she decided the less she could act like a regency romance character, the better.

The blonde girl leveled her deadly eyebrow at them again.

“Fine. You’re on here.”

Sighing, she sounded extremely put-upon.

“I suppose you need everything explained to you, don’t you?”

“Caro, dear, stop terrifying the poor penguins,” ordered a smiling man who looked much like her, if a little taller. Somehow, too, all of her annoyed world-weariness was, in him, transformed into a rather resigned but welcoming acceptance of those who needed help.

The woman stared at him, rolled her light blue eyes dramatically, and walked away, pointing toward their names on the clipboard, as she did.

“Sorry about that. Caro’s a terror. I take the blame.”

Before they could ask, he held out his hand.

“Charles Bingham, at your service.”

Smiling, Jena stood much straighter and held out her hand immediately.

Well, that’s interesting.

Her sister had never shown anything which might vaguely be called a romantic inclination toward anyone, male or female, before, but something about the look in her eyes now said that might well have changed.

But the other part of her mind was worrying over something far more profound.

“Please tell me your sister’s name isn’t Caroline.”

“Bingham,” after all, was much too close to “Bingley.” Although she’d been raised in an Austenianly-named family of five daughters, she’d never met anyone else who really fit into the plot. Especially when she was apparently starting at a magical school, she didn’t want that luck to change.

Her sister and Charles still held each other’s hands. Lizzy could practically hear the birds twittering in recognition of their meeting.

It took a second to get his attention, as he reluctantly let Jena’s hand go.

“Caro? Sister?” he wondered, looking confused for a second—although that might just have been his lingering astonishment over Jena’s many attractions. “Yes,” he smiled, looking at Lizzy’s expression sympathetically. “I suppose ‘sister’ will do. Anyway, yes, I’m afraid her name is Carolyn, though we usually just call her Caro. Or The Terror of Netherwood works too.”

Lizzy gulped. “Netherwood is . . .?”

Please don’t let it be his house. Please don’t let it be his house. Please don’t let it be his . . .

“My family home,” he smiled.

Lizzy let out a tremendous sigh.

Great. I’ve just met Charles and Caroline Bingley of Netherfield Hall, or close enough to it to give me goosebumps. If there’s a school dance and a Mr. Darcy to spurn me at it, I think I shall have a nice nervous breakdown.

She considered fainting, but the ground was wet and rocky.

Smiling again—apparently his default look—Charles led them along.

“If you’re the Gowons, you’re probably a little lost right now.”

The tiny island—which she could probably stand at one end of and throw a stone off the other, a hundred-meter-dash would have landed someone in the soup—was not terribly amenable to quiet strolls, especially when college kids and their luggage took up every square inch of it and straight on off into the water, where some of the newcomers imitated Jesus by standing above the waves. Still, Charles managed. Lizzy supposed that was some part of his magic.

She could see Caro terrifying some of the other newcomers a few feet away.

“Is our father some sort of He Who Shall Not Be Named?”

Jena had asked what Lizzy was worrying about. Well, one of the hundred things she was worrying about, anyway.

Charles laughed merrily.

“No, you’re not the Misses Voldemorts, if that’s what you’re worried about. No one here—well, among the students—probably knows about him, other than those on the greeting committee.”

“Like you and your sister,” Lizzy put in.

Charles blinked at her for a second, before he smiled. “Yes, like Caro and myself.”

“So you know about our father.”

Shrugging, his smile remained.

“I know that you’re council-found. And there was some mention of a just-removed, strong compulsion, so I suspect you’re going to be feeling rather lost.”

As this was something of an understatement, Lizzy and Jena just nodded.

“Okay.”

Charles stood up straight and held his fingers in front of him.

“I can’t begin to tell you everything, but here are ten basic answers to start you off. One—you’re at The Academy of Magic and Learning or AMDA for short.”

Lizzy noted that she wasn’t the only one looking out of the corner of her eye, meeting Jena’s uncertain gaze.

“That’s because its official name is Académie de Magie et d’Apprentissage.”

Clearly, he was trying, but it wasn’t to be. He pronounced it every bit like a well-raised Englishman should—badly. Even Lizzy could hear that.

“Two—the programs here last anywhere from a year to eight years, depending on why you’re here and what you’re studying. As your magic is wild and you’re apparently unfamiliar with anything in the magical world, a lot of your schooling will be of the Magic for Dummies variety.”

He grimaced.

“Sorry.”

Lizzy shrugged. Jena smiled. It would have been difficult for Lizzy not to notice the rather lovestruck look in her dark eyes.

“I don’t know how long you’ll be here, either. Sorry again. Anyway, three—you’re in Scotland. Kind of the middle of nowhere, I’m afraid. Most tourists know this as Castle Stalker. In fact . . .”

Turning them toward the shore, he pointed.

“See those two people there with cellphones taking pictures? Don’t worry. Neither they nor the phones can see us, or it would be serious Youtube time. Hard to say whether they’re the ‘I want to take pictures of pretty castles’ types or . . .”

One of the tourists handed her cellphone to the other. Then she started screaming off down the beach with her arm over her head as though carrying a sword, while the other one filmed her.

“Nope. Monty Python fans.”

Blinking, Lizzy stared at him.

“Ever seen Monty Python and the Holy Grail?”

Apparently, her obvious confusion answered for her.

“Never mind. You’ll undoubtedly get a chance in your dorm. It’s kind of semi-requisite watching for the penguins.”

Another blank look made him smile. Lizzy sort of wanted to ask why, if the school was in Scotland, it had a French name, but her brain was already bubbling, so she decided to worry about that later.

“Ah. Four—the first years are called ‘penguins’ because, many, many years ago, the female students would dress like nuns so no one would question them. Otherwise, large groups of unaccompanied females would have made for serious interrogation time. By their second or third years, they were better at hiding, so it was usually only the freshmen in the penguin suits.”

Huh. Okay.

“And the men?” Lizzy wondered.

“Oh, there were very few of them in those days.”

Taking off of her look, he continued.

“Five, then—Witches can be female or male, but women are more likely to become sorcerers.”

“Our father’s a sorcerer,” Jena interrupted, although Lizzy wasn’t certain whether it was a contradiction or a question.

“I didn’t say there weren’t male sorcerers, just that they’re rarer. I guess, six—everyone with magic starts as a witch, although abilities and power varies. Becoming a sorcerer requires a conversion, though, which is more like a natural, internal change into their full powers.”

Lizzy suspected her uncomprehending blink was mirrored by her sister.

“I’ll let you learn more about that in your classes later,” Charles went on. “Anyway, seven—you’ll have basic
































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
KATHERINE GILBERT
W

PRIDE,
PREHUDICE
PENGUINS






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





