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      For a while my dreams were filled with images I could not explain, visions of a world I had never seen. This book is my story, an account of what happened to me, my family, and my friends.

      So, I will start at the beginning. I will start where my life changed, and everything I thought to be true was turned upside down.

      Open your minds to new possibilities, what you see in front of you may not always be what it seems.
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      I still remember what it felt like on my first day of secondary school. I had a brand-new uniform and felt so smart and grown up. I was so excited about going up to “Big School” and all the new things I would learn and the adventures that I would have.

      I loved to read a good book which could transport me to worlds and adventures I could only dream of. My favourite books were the Harry Potter series. I would be in the queue on the day of each new release and devour each one within days.

      What I wouldn’t have given to attend a school like that with Harry, instead of a normal comprehensive in a small town, I longed for a school full of magic, but I was sure that I would love my new school, even if there were no magic wands.

      “Lottie, you are going to be late. Get a move on!” Mum shouted up the stairs.

      “I’m coming,” I shouted back.

      I was always a daydreamer, and my first day at the new school was no exception. As I walked down the stairs, I could see the pride on my parents’ faces; their smiles were beaming. It was soon time for me to go, so I walked out of our front door and began the two-mile trek to my new school.

      My walk to school took me through housing estates, where I called in to meet my friend Annabelle. We had attended the same small junior school, and although we weren’t close friends, we lived close and did often spend time together out of school. Before we left our junior school, we decided we would walk together to the new school and hoped we would have some classes together. As we walked, we chatted excitedly about what it would be like.

      “Are you nervous?” she asked me.

      “Yes! I am so nervous, are you?”

      “The school is so big, I know I will get lost today and be late for lessons; I just know it.”

      “If we stick together, we will be ok,” I told her.

      We left the housing estate and then onto the high street of our small market town, there were other children heading in the same direction as us, we looked like ants taking food back to their nest, all heading in one direction, towards the “Big School”.

      We couldn’t contain our excitement or nervousness. We wondered what subjects we would have, what the other pupils would be like; would we make lots of new friends? We didn’t stop talking the whole way.

      As we approached the gates, we grew silent; we felt lost amongst the hordes of students. Our excited chatter had given way to questions: Where should we go? How do we get there? I wondered what our teachers would be like. Would the other pupils like me? The nervous insecurity of being a new kid at school meant that the questions went on and on.

      Thankfully, as soon as we walked through the gates, there were older pupils and teachers to show us where we had to be. All new pupils got directed to the assembly hall. As we entered the room, it struck me how big it was; I think it was the biggest room I had ever been in. There was lots of dark wood, an old piano, and along one wall a series of bars, with ropes and rings on it, I had not seen anything like it before and wondered what on earth it was for, I later found out it was for gym class, who knew?

      The main floor was filled with chairs lined up in rows; one teacher told us that the boys were to sit on the left side and the girls on the right. There was a huge, raised stage at the front of the room, very imposing I thought, and on the stage were members of the teaching staff, there were some with kind, friendly faces but others looked very stern; they made me very nervous, each of them standing still waiting for us to sit down.

      Annabelle and I took our seats; we sat nervously, waiting to find out what happened next. After what felt like hours for everyone else to sit down, the teaching staff took their seats; A tall, l smart looking man took to the stage. He told us he was our head of year, Mr. Allard. He looked kind, and he had a warm smile on his face.

      Mr. Allard told us some history of the school and how the first day would work. He also explained what we needed to do regarding our behavior and conduct towards others throughout the school day. He explained that we would all be separated into our tutor groups. We would then go to our tutor rooms. One at a time, each group would be sorted, and we were to listen for our names to be called.

      So it began, one by one everyone’s name was called out, a tutor group at a time. We listened as the names were being read out, one after another. Soon it came to Annabelle, she was going to be in form 1P. She stood up and looked down at me excitedly.

      The names were being called alphabetically, so I waited to see if I would hear mine, but Mr. Allard got to the end of the list for 1P, and I wasn’t in it. My heart sank. Annabelle was the only other girl I really knew from my last school; my best friend, Susan, had moved with her family during the holidays. I was heartbroken; We had been inseparable since nursery, but her mum had a new job away from our town and they had to move away. We both promised each other that we would write to each other every day, but so far, I hadn’t sent or received any letters.

      Annabelle went off with her tutor group to her form room, as Mr. Allard started with the names for 1S. I listened intently, and eventually my name was called, Charlotte (Lottie) Jones. As I looked around at the people called for my tutor group, I recognised a couple of girls from my previous school, Emily, and Sarah. I smiled nervously at them and noticed that they looked as terrified as me. I walked over to them and chatted; we immediately felt a bond. We were new girls in a new school. Little did we know we were to become the best of friends, forever friends.

      Miss Millbank, our tutor, a petite, quiet lady, led us away to our form room. Our tutor room looked like a cooking room; there were so many ovens and hobs, weighing scales and utensils. We were told to find a seat and remain silent, which most of us did. A couple of boys at the back of the room were laughing, but it didn’t take this quiet, small lady in front of us long to put them straight and chastise their behaviour.

      Miss Millbank explained how the day would unfold. The day's first task involved understanding the timetable, which we had to complete on the timetable sheet in our homework diaries. We tried our best to avoid errors with room numbers and lesson timings. My biggest nightmare was to be late anywhere, so I checked and double checked mine, relieved that we would all be in the same lessons and rooms together. Miss Millbank also explained that this would only be the case until after the first full term. We were told that we would have exams before Christmas to see what level our abilities were, and then on our return to school in the new year, we would be split into bands based on our exam results.

      After about an hour, we had all completed this, and the bell went for the first lesson. For today, that was the second one on our timetable, as we had missed lesson one, getting all the information that we needed. So off we all went to science. The only problem was that nobody knew their way around the school, and it was huge!

      Fortunately, a map of the school was provided, but unfortunately few of us had any idea how to read it, thankfully a boy called Ben seemed to know how to and figured out where we were supposed to go, so we all followed him over to the science block.

      The day went by in a blur. We got to our lessons, maybe not always on time, but eventually, which I hated.

      After school Emily, Sarah and I met up with Annabelle to compare notes. It turned out we all lived near each other, so we walked home together. We chatted about our days, talking incessantly about our teachers and new classmates. I felt for Annabelle, as she was in a form that had nobody in that she knew, but I was sure she would soon make friends, because she was the type of character that drew people to her.

      The rest of the week was much of the same, learning where our classes were, being enthralled by new subjects that we never knew existed at our previous schools. My favourite lesson soon turned out to be English Literature, closely followed by Art. I discovered I had a passion for drawing, though I was not very good.

      Over the next few weeks our friendships deepened, especially between Emily, Sarah and I. Annabelle had, as I expected, made new friends, and slowly dropped out of our little group and became the centre of her own group, soon to be named the “popular lot”.

      I was happy with my small trio, but I did feel like I had lost something when Annabelle decided she didn’t want to be part of our group. I still got to see her at school where we would have brief chats, but the fragile friendship we had formed at the beginning of term was no longer there. It was a shame, but people change and grow and want different things, and I accepted that and was glad she was happy.

      Soon there was another addition to our group. Ben, the boy who showed us all where to go on the first day, had become a firm friend to Emily, Sarah, and me. We loved him, he was a breath of fresh air, and he made us laugh so much, with his silly jokes, but he was also one of the smartest people I think I had ever met, he’d even admit to being a bit of a nerd.

      Before we knew it, it was exam time. Everyone was nervous; we all wanted to do well and end up in the same ability group. There was a week of exams covering all the subjects we had studied a few weeks before. With one exam in the morning and one in the afternoon, it was so intense, but I didn’t find difficult. I hoped that my friends also felt the same. At the end of each exam, we chatted and compared notes. Overall, we seemed to have put in very similar answers, so we all crossed our fingers and hoped for the results we wanted.

      Once the exams were over, it was more relaxed at school. We were all getting excited about the Christmas holidays, and what presents we might get.

      The last few weeks flew by, exams put behind us, we couldn’t do anything to change the results, so we just enjoyed our lessons and made the most of the lunchtimes, which were filled with laughter.

      The school was huge, so the only place where there were any decorations was in the entrance hall. A large Christmas tree stood in front of the headmaster’s office. It was a little bare of decorations, but our art teacher decided we would change that, so in our lessons with him, he had us making baubles to fill the tree. I loved this, Christmas was such a wonderful time, and I loved every minute.

      It was soon the last day of term, and it was time for three weeks away from school, time to be with family and friends. I said goodbye for now to Emily, Sarah, and Ben. I was going to miss them.

      I loved Christmas, but the holidays this time would seem so long, as my friends and I would not be together. My family and I always spent the holidays in a cottage in Cornwall, which I loved, but as I didn’t have any brothers or sisters, it would seem quite lonely this year.
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      The day after term ended, my parents and I loaded the car with everything we needed for Christmas; as always, we packed it to bursting with food, presents, and decorations. I think Mum would fill the entire house with it if she could.

      Travelling down to Cornwall was a long journey, almost 5 hours, but it was normally broken up with a stop at a wonderful café on the way for lunch. The weather was rainy when we left, which summed up the way I felt. Last year was different because my best friend, Susan from junior school, and her family were with us for the holidays. Susan wasn’t just my best friend; her mum and dad were great friends with my parents. I knew they would also feel the difference this year.

      Usually, I was so excited about Christmas, but this year I just couldn’t seem to get in the spirit, especially as I knew that Emily, Sarah, and Ben would spend time together during the holidays. I envied the plans to go to the cinema, bowling, and hanging out together.

      So, with the long journey ahead, I got my favourite Harry Potter book out and started reading it again. I needed to get lost in the world of magic and muggles, so what better to read than The Goblet of Fire, and the Tri Wizard tournament! It didn’t take long for me to become lost in the magical world, and before long Dad stopped the car at our favourite café for lunch. I already knew what I was having; the menu never changed, and I had my choice already! My lunch was going to be a burger with bacon, cheese, and salad, of course with fries, followed by pancakes with ice cream and syrup. I was starving; I hadn’t eaten breakfast because I knew what we were doing for lunch.

      We took a break for an hour while we ate, and then it was time to get back to our journey, again it didn’t take me long to enter my magical world.

      We arrived at the cottage at about 4pm, the light had faded, and we were unpacking the car in the dark. The house was cold when we arrived, but Mum soon had the wood burner lit, and it warmed up quickly.

      The cottage seemed so big this time with just the three of us, and I would have the bedroom to myself this year. I grabbed my bags from Dad and headed upstairs to my room, and began unpacking. The bedroom was a pretty room, and I knew that the view across the sea would be stunning in the daylight. I smiled at the thought of being able to wake up to the sound of crashing waves in the morning.

      Christmas was a couple of days away, so we spent some of the time walking along the beach; it was just a short distance from the cottage. The days were cold but bright and sunny, so there were a few people there, some with children, others with their dogs.

      Whenever we got back from the beach, we would have hot chocolate to warm us, of course with cream and marshmallows; well, it was Christmas after all.

      Christmas Day was lovely. I got so many presents from my parents; my favourite was a beautiful pale pink crystal on a silver chain. It was simply stunning, and I felt drawn to it straight away.

      “It’s beautiful, Mum,” I loved it.

      Mum explained the necklace belonged to my grandmother and had been handed down to the oldest daughter in the family. As my father was an only child, my gran gave it to him for safekeeping, and she instructed him to pass it onto me when I was old enough to appreciate it and look after it. I felt so grown up and was proud that Dad trusted me with something so precious, so special.

      I never met my grandmother as such; she died not long after I was born, so I only knew her through the stories that Dad told. I got the impression she was a fun but formidable lady with lots of energy and passion. I wished I had the time to get to know her before she died, but unfortunately it wasn’t meant to be. I had photographs of her from her life; she was a beautiful lady with such a warm smile.

      Mum told me I was to keep the necklace in the box as it was quite fragile, and to always keep it safe. I knew I would treasure it forever.

      The morning went quickly. Dad was in the kitchen making the most wonderful Christmas dinner. He always made the best roast dinners. It was the only thing he could cook, so it was turkey with all the trimmings. While Dad was cooking, Mum and I set the table, napkins, crackers, glasses, candles, and a beautiful centre piece. We finished setting the table, which looked lovely, and Dad was suitably impressed.

      At 1.30 we sat down to the most delicious meal. When we had eaten the wonderful meal, we were all full and felt like we were going to explode. In fact, Christmas pudding would have to wait until later; we were that full. It took Mum and me all our effort to clear the dishes; well, it was only fair, Dad had cooked the meal after all.

      Christmas afternoon was always the same, dishes done, feet up and DVDs on, and of course it was The Snowman followed by Christmas Carol (the one with Patrick Stewart was our favourite), and naturally both my parents fell asleep on the sofa. To be honest, I did too!

      After a couple of hours, my parents woke up. They had missed the entire film, but that was normal! So, obviously, it was time to think about more food. Every year we always had a trifle for tea, and this year was no different. Mum had made it, and it was ready in the fridge to be eaten.

      I don’t know how we managed it, but a trifle made to feed six was polished off in one sitting by us three. My clothes felt tight, and I was sure I looked a few kilos heavier.

      Mum and I were huge fans of the soaps, so of course Christmas Day would not be complete without our visit to Albert Square and the goings on in Eastenders, and usually they were not very festive; this year was no different.

      Although we had an uneventful but lovely day, we were all exhausted, and even after the afternoon nap, we all decided on an early night. Mum blamed Dad and all the food! Nothing to do with the fact that I got them up at 6am for my presents. Whoops!

      After a good night’s sleep, we all decided that we would take a drive down to Land’s End. The weather was good, and we expected a magnificent view out to sea. The journey was short; it wasn’t far from our cottage, and we all loved it there. Mum had packed a picnic for us; after all, there was a lot of turkey to eat still, so of course it was turkey and cranberry sandwiches.

      The attractions weren’t open, but honestly, we had seen them all before a few times, so it wasn’t an issue. We just wanted the fresh air and to walk off all the food we had eaten the day before. I chatted to my parents about school, my friends, all the stuff that we didn’t get time to talk about usually when everyone was always so busy.

      We sat on a bench in silence for a while, just taking in the beauty of the area. I loved it here; it was so peaceful today, not many other people around, just the odd few. They probably had the same idea as my parents.

      I thought this Christmas would be awful, but I was loving every second, it was just wonderful being with my parents; they were so relaxed; we were all very happy, and we still had a few days until we were due back to the real world, and the hustle and bustle that went on there.

      The next few days went by so quickly. We went for long walks around the cottage. We were lucky; we had the beach in one direction and a beautiful woodland in the other.

      New Year’s Eve was upon us before we knew it, and Mum and Dad took me to the local pub; they were having a family night to celebrate the New Year. I loved getting dressed up. Mum looked beautiful, and I hoped I would be just like her when I was older.

      The pub was so full when we got there; we didn’t know anyone, but as soon as we arrived, we were greeted by the landlord and landlady and made to feel so welcome. The evening was fantastic; there was a local band playing, there were games, dancing, and lots of singing, especially at midnight. We all held hands and sang Auld Lang Syne.

      We left the pub not long after midnight and walked back to the cottage. It wasn’t long before we were all asleep in our beds. We were all very happy and very tired. A late start was planned for the following morning, our last day in Cornwall before heading home.

      The next day I woke up about 10am. I could hear my parents’ downstairs in the kitchen, but I could also hear another voice that I knew but couldn’t pinpoint, so I got up, showered, dressed, and headed downstairs.

      I walked through the door to the kitchen and stood in front of me was my Great Aunt Aggie who I hadn’t seen in a couple of years, but I loved her so much, I threw my arms around her, and she gave me such a hug. Aunt Aggie was my grandmother’s sister, and my only link to her other than Dad. She was so full of stories about her and my grandmother’s childhood, and I could listen to her for hours.

      Today, although she was chatty, she seemed different, distracted as if she had something on her mind. It wasn’t long before I found out what.

      While Mum was making hot drinks for everyone, Aunt Aggie told me to get my new crystal necklace and to bring it to her. I didn’t think it unusual that she knew about it; after all, it was a family heirloom and a tradition to pass it through the generations. I went upstairs and got the necklace and took it back to the kitchen. I gave it to Aunt Aggie, who was sitting with Dad. Opening the box, she looked at it for so long and then took a deep breath and started talking. I couldn’t quite believe what I was hearing.

      Aunt Aggie started by telling me about my grandmother, things I never knew. She told me she was a very special woman; she wasn’t just my grandmother; she was also a High Sorceress and Protector of the Magical Realms. I was confused. What Magical Realms? Who did she need to protect? I looked at Dad for answers, but he told me to listen to Aunt Aggie.

      She continued her story. It turned out that the females in my family are all destined to be Sorceresses and I was destined to become the next High Sorceress and Protector. Since my grandmother had died, there had been no one to replace her, so other Sorcerers and Sorceresses were acting as caretakers, one in each Realm, until I was ready to take on the role.

      She told me that there were various Realms, all completely different and at different stages in their history. Each Realm did not know of the existence of the others. The secrecy was to protect the development of them, and to keep them safe from anyone who wanted to cause problems.

      I told Aunt Aggie I didn’t think I could be a Sorceress as I didn’t have any special powers or magic, that the most magical thing about me was the books I read. Surely there is no such thing as real magic. Isn’t magic just in books and films, not in my world?

      Aunt Aggie then took the necklace out of the box. She explained that the crystal was the source of our magic; it was magic in the purest form, given to the protectors by Mother Nature to keep the Realms safe. I thought the necklace was beautiful, but I couldn’t understand how this could be the source of our magic. It just looked so normal. She explained that when a young High Sorceress reaches a certain maturity; she is given the necklace to activate her hidden powers, which had been bound since her birth.

      I was confused; how could a necklace activate magical powers?

      Aunt Aggie told me to turn around, and she unclipped the clasp on the necklace and placed the chain around my neck. The crystal rested at the base of it; suddenly, I felt a surge through my body. I could feel something running through every fibre, every muscle, every blood vessel was tingling, the room was spinning, and then everything went black.
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      I woke up with Aunt Aggie, Mum and Dad standing over me. Mum looked so concerned, but I could see the relief wash over her face when I said I was just a little shaky.

      Dad gave me a glass of water and said that there were still things we needed to discuss, and when I was up to it, we would carry on, I didn’t think I could take in anymore but knew it must be important if they wanted to continue.

      I felt better, though very different to before the necklace was put around my neck. I felt like every cell in my body was jumping, as if electricity was sparking throughout. It felt so weird.

      Aunt Aggie asked if I was ready to continue with our chat; I said I was. She explained that apart from finding out I would be a High Sorceress, there were other things that I needed to know.

      First, Aunt Aggie explained that Mother Nature was the source of my powers, which, as a High Sorceress, meant they connected to the air, water, earth, and stars. I didn’t understand what that meant, so Aunt Aggie took me out into the garden to show me.

      Aunt Aggie walked to the centre of the garden, while I watched her. She raised her hands, slowly moving them through the air. The surrounding air moved; it looked like a small tornado swirling around her, and she seemed to control it with her movements. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

      The air continued moving, twisting, and turning, increasing in size, then as soon as she dropped her arms to her side, it stopped. Aunt Aggie beckoned me over to her. I was nervous, but I went. She told me to stand next to her, to concentrate my mind, think of what I wanted to do with the air around me, and to feel the magic coursing through my veins. I thought about what I had just seen and wanted to see if I could do the same; I pictured the movements in my mind, raised my hands slowly and concentrated so hard I thought my head would explode. I moved my hands the same way as Aunt Aggie had done, gesturing in the air around me, but nothing! Nothing happened; they must be wrong. I can’t be a sorceress; there was no sign of any movement.

      Aunt Aggie told me to try again, but to relax a little. She told me to imagine that my fingers were controlling, touching, and moving the air. I took a deep breath, closed my eyes, trying to picture what I wanted to do. I felt a breeze on my fingertips; slowly the movements felt a little stronger, and I opened my eyes to see the gentle movement in front of me. It wasn’t like my aunt's it was gentler. Aunt Aggie told me to move my hands with more force to speed up the movement of the air. I followed her instruction and before I knew it, we were surrounded by swirling winds. Standing at the centre, where the air was still, giving me a feeling of being protected, and I felt safe.

      I could feel my energy leaving my body; my aunt told me to lower my arms, to picture a still, calm day. I lowered them to my side, did as she said, and instantly the tornado disappeared. Aunt Aggie told me that was enough for the first day; I needed to rest, and we would carry on with our talk, but today, she said, had been a good start.

      My parents had been watching and seemed pleased that I had tapped into my magic, although it was only quite fleeting. Mum told me to rest before tea; she would call me when it was ready, I didn’t argue; I felt so drained. I was exhausted as I climbed up the stairs and went into my room. I collapsed on the bed and fell asleep almost immediately; the events of the day had just wiped out all my energy. The next thing I knew, I could hear shouting in the distance. It was Mum calling me for tea, but I had only just put my head on the pillow, or so I thought.

      I went downstairs, tea smelt lovely; I was starving. While we were eating, I felt as though everyone was looking at me, checking up on me, which I understood. Aunt Aggie asked if I was up to talking more this evening. I said I was. I felt refreshed, and my energy levels were back to normal.

      While my parents cleaned up, my aunt and I sat on the sofa and continued to talk. She explained she was also a sorceress, as was Mum. Dad was a sorcerer, and each of us had unique powers. Our branch of sorcerers controlled the elements, but only I can control all. Aunt Aggie controlled the air; Dad could control the earth. As Mum came from a different branch, her powers meant she could open portals to the other realms; she could travel between them all.

      Aunt Aggie explained I could do all magic, and not just control the elements, but that I would need lots of training. At which point, of course, I asked if there was a school like Hogwarts. My aunt laughed so much I thought she would burst.

      “Lottie,” she said, “this is real life, not fiction. Of course there isn’t a school. You will learn all you need to know by visiting the various families; they will teach you how to use your abilities.” She explained that my training would take place during the school holidays, and under no circumstances would I be allowed to use my magic at all, anywhere other than at my training sessions, until I was 16 years old, as it was forbidden. Should I disobey this law, Mother Nature would remove my abilities without argument or recourse.

      Aunt Aggie said she could not instill in me hard enough the importance of not using my powers until I was 16. The magical realms depended on my protection; I just hoped that I could make her and my parents proud.

      After what was such a long day, full of so many revelations I felt mentally and physically exhausted and I was so glad to go to bed; maybe I thought today was just a dream, and I would wake up with everything normal in the morning.

      I washed and changed into my PJs and climbed into my bed. Mum came in to say goodnight and to check how I was feeling about things. Honestly, I didn’t know what to say to her; I was so overwhelmed by it all. I had some questions for her, though. I asked her how she felt when she was told that she was a sorceress; Mum explained she felt like me today, overwhelmed, nervous and more than a little excited, but once she settled into her training, she felt it was part of her, and it soon became normal to her.

      I also asked if she was tempted to use her powers before she was 16? She admitted she had been, especially on days where she was arguing with her mum. She would have loved to have created a portal and escaped for a few hours, but she never did. Mum told me of a young sorcerer who had used his powers, and not only had Mother Nature taken them from him, but all his memories were wiped and taken from his family; he was placed with a non-magical family. He lost everything he loved. Mum said that was enough to scare her into not using her magic; she couldn’t bear the thought of losing her parents. I promised Mum that I would never use mine unless it was while I was doing my training. I loved my family so much that I would not risk losing them.

      I said goodnight to Mum; she gave me one of her brilliant hugs, the type that makes everything seem so much better. I tucked myself up in my bed, visions of today whirling around my mind; sleep seemed so far away, the pictures so vivid to me.

      Although I was exhausted, my mind was so full that my body could not relax. Eventually, I drifted off to sleep, though it was fitful and full of dreams that made no sense to me. Dreams filled with images of castles, dragons, stars, planets; the list was endless. I could not make sense of them.

      The night seemed so long; I was restless; I was scared, but I also knew that whatever happened next, it would be my destiny, and I would do all I could to protect the Realms entrusted to me. I just had to master my magic and become worthy of my future role.
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      The next morning, I woke up early. I was still exhausted, but I just couldn’t sleep any longer.

      I got up, showered and dressed, then went down to the kitchen. Everyone was already sitting, drinking a cup of coffee and eating toast. Dad handed me a cup and a plate of toast.

      I sat at the table with my aunt and Mum, and Dad. It all just seemed so normal. Did the day before really happen? Was it a dream after all?

      Well, the answer to that was no. Before long, Aunt Aggie said she had some more news for me. I didn’t think I could take anymore, but she said that I would not be alone in my task of protecting the realms. I was told that three others would accompany me, and over the next few hours, I would learn who they would be, first I was to meet a young sorcerer.

      Like me, this young man had only just been told of his abilities and had them unbound, ready for his training, also like me, he was probably quite confused. Mum told me she would open a portal at 11am, it had been arranged with the sorcerer's family, and they would be ready to bring him to meet me. I received no details, no name, age, or anything, so I was very apprehensive. I just hoped that I liked him, and that we could become friends, and that we could work together in the magical realms.

      That morning I spent most of my time clock watching or pacing around; the time went by so slowly, and I was still getting used to everything I had been told the day before.

      Finally, it was almost 11am, Mum was preparing herself in the front room for opening the portal, I asked if I could watch how she did it, and she agreed, but I had to stay by the door, away from the portal, for safety reasons.

      Mum checked the clock, it was 11am; she raised her hands and moved them in a circular motion, slowly a portal opened, a swirl of light gradually getting bigger in front of me, I could see something in the centre, it looked like another room, and there were three figures stood waiting, I couldn’t make them out clearly, all I could see were just their shapes.

      The portal enlarged and was now big enough for a person to come through, within a second there was a flash of light, and three figures were in our cottage, it took a few seconds for my eyes to adjust; the light had been so bright, and once they were back to normal, I saw Ben standing in front of me, with a huge smile on his face.

      “It’s Ben!!!!” I shouted. “How?” I didn’t believe it at first; I was so happy. I couldn’t believe I was going to share my adventures with one of my best friends.

      Ben was a little taller than me; he had dark curly hair that flopped over one eye, and he had the best smile I’d ever seen. It could light up the darkest of places and soften the hardest of hearts. Not only did he have the best smile, but he was also one of the nicest people I had ever met, always looking out for me, Emily, and Sarah at school. Ben was fantastic at helping us with our homework and recently preparing us for our exams. He was just so smart; in fact, there was nothing not to love about Ben.

      Aunt Aggie asked us both to go into the kitchen with my parents and Ben’s. We duly followed her out of the front room into the kitchen, where we all sat around the table.

      Aunt Aggie asked Ben how he felt about the news he had just received and how he was feeling after his magic was unbound. Like me, Ben said he was overwhelmed, though it looked like he was taking things in his stride, and he didn’t seem too daunted by the prospect of the future we had ahead.

      Ben’s parents talked to me. They told me about their abilities and Ben’s. All sorcerers inherited their magic from their parents. Ben’s dad could read minds, and his mum could see the past, present and future–the past and present in vivid detail, but the future less so, as things can change, and nothing is set in stone, but it was a good guide to help with decision making.

      Ben had inherited both sets of powers, he also needed training to perfect them, though he told us he had read his dog’s mind last night while he was practicing, which made everyone laugh, it turned out that his dog is not at all fussed on the food they feed him and would much rather have chicken cooked fresh daily, who knew!

      Aunt Aggie then told us we would expect our next team member at 1pm, and they would arrive the same way that Ben had, so we had some time for a light lunch before we could meet them. Mum and Ben’s mum made us all some sandwiches, cut some cake, which was accompanied by a hot drink. Everyone was hungry and appreciated it greatly. We sat at the table chatting, but not really saying anything, which was odd.

      Just before 1pm Mum got up to get ready to open another portal, and again I stood by the door ready to see who the next person would be. It was soon time, and Mum raised her arms again. She circled them and opened the portal. I could see figures through the portal, but this time only two. A flash of light, followed by an adjustment period for my eyes, and stood in front of me was Emily! Again, I couldn’t quite believe it. Another of my best friends. Now I hoped that the third person would be Sarah, but I would have to wait and see.

      Emily and I hugged; I told her that Ben was here too! Emily was here with her mother. We were told that her dad had died when she was very young, so she never really knew him. I thought that was so sad. She had never told us before. I had assumed that the man she called her dad was just that, but he was her stepdad and knew nothing about this.

      We followed Aunt Aggie back into the kitchen, where Ben was waiting with his parents. His face lit up when Emily walked through the door, his smile just so big as mine was.

      Emily was taller than both Ben and I, she had long, blonde, flowing hair with the biggest blue eyes, so piercing and of the deepest colour I have ever seen. She looked just like her mum, I noticed; they were so alike.

      Now it was Emily’s mum who explained a bit about Emily’s abilities. First, she told Ben and I, that Emily’s dad was not magical, so she had only inherited the abilities that her she had, and in her line that was the ability to freeze time, move time forward and backwards, not just time though, she could also freeze anything that moved. Apparently, Emily practiced on her hamster yesterday, and it seems no worse for the experience. We all had a giggle about that.

      As we sat chatting and comparing notes, Aunt Aggie told us that the last member of the team would arrive at 3pm, by the same method; we had about an hour to wait. Ben, Emily, and I speculated that it could be Sarah. Could we be that lucky? We hoped so.

      After what seemed like an age, it was almost 3pm, again Mum took up her position in the front room. I was once more standing by the door. Ben and Emily were told to wait in the kitchen.

      At 3pm on the dot, Mum raised her arms, circled them, and again the portal opened. This time I could see three more figures; I so hoped it would be Sarah! The light flashed again, but this time I closed my eyes; I didn’t want to wait for them to adjust to see who it was. It was Sarah and her parents. I was so happy! Our gang of four would all be together!

      Sarah ran over and hugged me. I told her that Emily and Ben were here too. She screamed with delight. We all went into the kitchen, where Emily and Ben spotted Sarah behind me. Their faces lit up; we were all so happy.

      Sarah was a small girl, very slight with long flowing brown hair, she was the bubbliest of us all, a bit of an adventure seeker if truth be told, always getting into trouble, but she also had one of the biggest hearts, oh and the loudest screech I had ever heard especially when she was excited.

      This time it was Sarah’s parents' turn to tell us about the powers in their family. It turns out that Sarah’s mum was also non-magical, meaning her powers were inherited from her dad. The powers this time were the ability to transform into any object, living and non-living (not dead, more like objects). I dreaded asking if she had practiced at all, but soon she showed us what she could do.

      Sarah stood up, closed her eyes, and took a deep breath, and in the blink of an eye in front of us was a puppy, all fluffy, with big brown eyes and a long wagging tail, we could see in the eyes that this was Sarah, the same mischievous look staring back at us, and another blink and she was back to being herself, we were amazed!

      Aunt Aggie again asked how we were all doing, and how we were feeling now we had our magic unbound, at this point we were all very excited to be going through it together, even though we did not know what may lay ahead of us.

      “Now you are all aware of your abilities,” she said, “you must abide by the rules set out by Mother Nature. I know you have all been told that you cannot use magic outside your training until you are 16. Today was just an exception. From now on, you cannot unless you want to be stripped of your powers, memories, and families.” She told us how much the magical realms would depend on us to keep them safe.

      The four of us looked at each other and then promised Aunt Aggie and our families that we would abide by the rules. No matter what, we wanted to fulfil our destinies.

      Aunt Aggie’s last point was about our training, scheduled for the school holidays, with guardians who would introduce themselves to us shortly and provide the instruction. We would then train together, even though each had their own skills, I had to learn all of them, my magic was infinite, and my friends needed to see what I could do, we were told that we needed to become a team, as well as best friends which we already were.
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      That evening we all said goodbye; everyone needed to head home to get sorted before the new school term started. Mum opened portals to each of my friends’ homes, and they were soon back. We, however, still had to pack the car, and then travel the five hours back home. I asked Mum if she could just portal us and the car back, but she said no, we could be seen and it’s not like we could transport the car back to our living room. Mum also pointed out that I would not use magic unless in training. She explained things would be done in the normal way, so that I did not become reliant on it. There was time enough for me to use magic in the magical realms.

      So, we got everything packed, ready for an early start home the next morning. Still, I thought, we will be home before teatime, and then I can see Emily, Sarah, and Ben. I went to bed, filled with excitement and nervousness about the things to come, and I was soon asleep, but for the second night running my dreams were filled with castles, dragons, and I had another fitful sleep. In the morning, I was still exhausted and didn’t want to get up, but we had to travel home today, and so I had no choice.

      When we got to the car, Mum gave me a book. She knew I loved to read, but this was not fiction. The book was about the magical realms. Mum said that I needed to learn about each of the different realms. I grasped the book and climbed into the back of the car, but as I looked at the book, there was only information about one realm. I asked Mum where the rest were; she told me I could not learn all about the magical realms at once, each realm had its own book, and I would learn everything about each one separately, after all I had until my 16th birthday before I needed to know everything about them all, she told me it could not be rushed.

      I started the book. Realm one was a place called Dragoron, which sounded quite ominous. Before I read about it, I had already imagined dragons, which reminded me of my dreams over the past couple of nights, my fitful dreams.

      Mum turned to me to see if I was ok, and I asked her if it was possible that I had been dreaming of a place I did not know existed until today; she thought it unlikely, but couldn’t rule it out, she asked why, and I said, “no reason, just wondering”. I didn’t want to worry her. I had made no sense of the dreams, so just figured that it was just my imagination going into overdrive after the revelations of the past couple of days.

      I went back to looking at the book, and all I had to know about Dragoron, first, the realm was ruled by King James and his wife Queen Abigail. They had two children, Prince John and Princess Elena. King James was a respected and loved monarch, and the people felt protected under his rule. He was a fair man. King James had vowed to wipe out poverty when he was crowned, and this he had done with the help of his advisors; the realm was a safe and happy place. The people in Dragoron lived in harmony with a large population of dragons, who came to love King James too. Before his coronation, the dragons were hunted and persecuted, and the King thought this immoral. He believed rightly that all living things were valuable, that they all deserved a happy, healthy, and long life, filled with respect.

      It took a long time for the King to win the trust of the dragons and bring them out of hiding, but over the years of his reign he had done just that; the King had decreed that no man or woman would ever hurt them, and the sport of dragon hunting was outlawed.

      As I read about King James, I was impressed by him and his values; he seemed to me to be a perfect monarch. I paused my reading to ask my parents if Ben, Emily, and Sarah would also have the same book to learn about Dragoron. They told me they did; they were all exact copies of the same text. I couldn’t wait to talk to them about it; I was sure they would be as excited as me to visit when we were older.

      King James had been on the throne for almost 20 years; he was a young man when his father died and didn’t feel ready for his new role. He found the transition from Prince to King quite difficult. Luckily for King James, he had some trusted advisors of his fathers to help guide him through. The main one was an elderly advisor, Alfred, who had been with his father for many years and advised him through some dark times.

      Alfred was quite a frail man now, but his spirit was like a rod of iron; nothing phased him. Nothing in the world of Dragoron could surprise or frighten him these days; he had seen it all.

      Over the years, the two men forged a strong friendship. Alfred witnessed King James’ coronation, his wedding, and the birth of his two children.

      I imagined what it must have been like for King James in the early days of his reign, he must have felt nervous, like I was feeling about my new responsibilities, but he came through it with help, and I was sure with my family to guide me, and of course Ben, Emily, and Sarah we would all be fine, after all the Magical Realms would depend on us.

      As I carried on reading my mind wandered back over the past few days; at Christmas and New Year, I was just a normal girl, and now I know I am going to be a High Sorceress, and I still couldn’t quite comprehend the huge task that I was facing. I shuddered at the thought of what might come; I was eager to be home with my friends; I couldn’t wait to talk to them about it all.

      Before I knew it, we were back at our usual café for lunch. Though this time I wasn’t particularly hungry, I settled on some scrambled eggs on toast and a hot chocolate, though I did struggle to eat it. I saw Mum and Dad watching me. Did they know how much I was shaking inside? Could they tell that I was frightened, or that I couldn’t quite take it all in? The answer was yes, of course they could; they had been through the unbinding of their powers too at the same age as me.

      Dad looked at me with his soft blue eyes. “Lottie,” he said, “you have a choice. You don’t have to do this. There is always another family line that can be called upon if you don’t feel you can fulfil your destiny.”

      I told Dad I was just beginning to take it all in. I needed time to think, but I was sure that at that moment, when offered a way out, it wasn’t something I could walk away from.

      On the way back to the car, Dad put his arms around me and told me he was so proud of me. I loved him so much. He was a gentle, caring man. He was Dad.

      We got back into the car. I settled back to read my book. I learnt some of the history of Dragoron, the past Kings and Queens, good and bad. I read about the dark days of the realm; I hoped they would never be repeated. I felt tired, and before I knew it, I was in deep sleep and knew nothing of the rest of the trip home.

      “Lottie, we’re home,” I heard Mum say. I opened my eyes, and in front of me was our red brick house, all in darkness. I was happy to be here. We all unpacked the car and took everything inside. There seemed so much; I thought Mum had taken the entire house to Cornwall with us after all!

      I took my stuff up to my room, and then asked Mum if I could call my friends and see if they wanted to come over. She said I could, but not this evening. They were welcome tomorrow, which was fair. I was eager to see them; I wanted to talk to them about everything, see what they had read, and see how they all were.

      I made my calls; it was all arranged. Ben, Emily, and Sarah were all coming over tomorrow morning. I spent the rest of the evening unpacking and sorting my stuff from our trip, finding homes for my presents. I felt around my neck. I took the crystal in my hand. This present had opened so much of my future for me. I still couldn’t quite believe it.

      The evening went quickly, and I soon climbed into bed, again I was exhausted and ready to sleep. My dreams were vivid and again filled with castles, dragons, and this time what I felt was a dark presence. I couldn’t see anything; it was just a feeling, one of dread, a feeling of foreboding. I woke with a start. Listening intently, I thought I heard someone calling my name. It was still dark; I looked at my clock. It was 1am; The house was quiet. I got up, looked into my parents’ room; they were sound asleep. I must have been imagining it. I went back to my room and got back into bed, thinking that I must have dreamt it. I put my head on my pillow and closed my eyes.

      “Lottie, Lottie, Lottie,” I heard softly.

      “Lottie, Lottie, Lottie,” a little louder.

      I didn’t recognise the voice. I pulled the covers over my head. I must still be asleep and dreaming, I thought to myself.

      “LOTTIE!”

      I sat bolt upright.
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      I was shaking in my bed, I couldn’t see anything in the darkness, my eyes straining for any movement and my ears pricked for any noise.

      “Lottie, over here!” I looked over in the direction the voice was coming. It was my mirror. There was a figure staring back at me. It was an old man.

      I felt scared. I didn’t know whether to scream, do I shout my parents? I couldn’t move. My whole body felt like stone, frozen in my bed, I opened my mouth to scream, but no noise came out. I could hear it in my head, but physically nothing was happening. I was petrified!

      “Lottie, I am Alfred, the advisor to King James,” said the figure. I was lost for words; how could Alfred be in my mirror? I was just reading about him today. How was he here? My mind was racing; so many questions, yet I had no answers.

      I got out of my bed and stumbled over to the mirror and said, “Hi.” What else could I say? I was in shock. I thought to myself, can my life get any weirder?

      “How are you here in my mirror?” I asked Alfred.

      He paused for a moment and said, “I am the caretaker of Dragoron, and I just wanted to introduce myself to you. I know you will learn about Dragoron, the first realm, soon; you may already have the book of the realms.”

      I told him I had received the book today and had just been reading about him and King James. I then asked him why he was contacting me in the middle of the night, as he had just scared me witless.

      Alfred replied it was because he had to wait for everyone there to go to sleep. He explained that nobody knew that he was a sorcerer; I asked him why.

      Alfred explained that King James' father had outlawed magic in the kingdom. The king would put anyone possessing magic to death. Alfred unfortunately saw many friends die at the old King's hand, so he kept his powers hidden. He said that those were very dark days in Dragoron.

      During the old King's reign, people hunted and tortured dragons for sport. King James’s father was a cruel man and ruthless, but thankfully his son did not inherit those traits. King James was kindhearted and fair, and I could tell by the way Alfred spoke about him he loved and admired him very much.

      Alfred never told King James about his magic when he took the throne, because although a fair man, he didn’t want to ruin the trust that they had built over the years, King James had become like a son to him, he didn’t want to risk losing that relationship.

      Alfred explained that these days he only used his magic for healing the sick, as the kingdom was at peace, he told me he would brew potions, when necessary; he said that these were magic potions, but the King just thought they were medicinal, he had no reason to question it. King James thought his father had wiped out magic in the realm, which the King bitterly regretted. Alfred said the King was always of the mind that magic could be used for good. There was the possibility that it would be used for evil, but he always believed in the best, but prepared for the disappointments, yet Alfred never felt he could tell him his secret. I thought that such a shame; to hide something from someone you love and admire must be so hard.

      Alfred also told me that in the book it leaves out his magic, and he would appreciate it if I could keep it a secret too, but as the future High Sorceress, he thought I should know.

      I asked him if my grandmother had known; his eyes lit up.

      “Of course, she did. Like you, she was a High Sorceress, and only they could know of my magic.”

      I could see by the sparkle in his eyes as he spoke of her, I could tell that he liked my grandmother very much.

      Alfred said that he had known my grandmother from when she was a young woman, he said that they became great friends; they had some great adventures together; he said she was a free spirit then, a joy to be around, and he missed her so much.

      Long before my grandmother died, she made Alfred the caretaker of Dragoron, and he was to hold on to this role until I became of age, he also explained that the caretakers of the other realms were kept secret too, only known to the Protector, and each of them would introduce themselves, when I was learning about them.

      I wanted to know more about my grandmother, but Alfred said he had to go, but we would talk more soon. He also said that he would tell me lots of stories about their adventures, he told me to make sure I train hard and listen to all my teachers, because I would do great things, and he was so happy to finally meet me, the granddaughter of his greatest friend.

      I said goodbye to Alfred and went back to my bed, it took me a while to go back to sleep, but I was happy that I had met him, he seemed so nice, I was sure that my grandmother must have liked him very much. I drifted back off to sleep, at first there were no more dreams, but as the night progressed, the dragons appeared again, I felt the same sense of foreboding, but didn’t know why, it wasn’t anything that I could see in my dreams, just a feeling that I couldn’t explain.

      I woke up with the sun streaming through a gap in my curtains, and I remembered my friends were coming around today, so I got up and went down for my breakfast. Mum and Dad were already up. Dad was back to work today, back to normal, well, as normal as we can ever be now, I thought to myself.

      Mum asked me what I wanted for breakfast, just cereal I told her, and some orange juice, which she soon had in front of me. Mum asked me what time my friends were around. I said about 10.30 so I had a bit of time to get ready and read some more about Dragoron.

      At 10.30 on the dot the doorbell rang, I could hear the voices of my friends at the door, I ran to let them in, we all hugged, and then went upstairs to my room, excitedly chatting as soon as we saw each other.

      Ben asked if we had been given a book about Realm One, which we all said yes to!

      “Dragoron sounds awesome. I can’t wait until we are old enough to visit there,” he said. “I want to see the dragons. It’s so cool!” Not a word I had heard Ben say before; I guessed he was just a little excited about everything.

      We talked about going back to school, and how wondered how we could keep this a secret, Emily soon reminded us we had to, we are here to help you protect the realms she said, and I agreed, we had to, no matter what.

      Sarah wondered what the other realms would be like, and Ben said we would find out eventually, but for now we had to learn all about realm one, and it sounded amazing. I felt a little uneasy; I couldn’t tell any of them about my visit from Alfred last night. I hoped I would not have too many secrets to keep, but maybe that’s what it will be like to be the High Sorceress, a keeper of secrets and a protector of the realms.

      We chatted a little about each other’s powers, but we dared not try them out; we were warned what would happen if we did! Nobody wanted to be in front of Mother Nature with the threat of losing our powers, memories, and families; we knew it wasn’t worth the risk. I asked if anyone had been told where our first lot of training would be, but none of us had been told anything yet, all we knew was that it would take place in our first half term holiday in February, we didn’t know who would train us, or what we would be learning.

      So, for now, we as a group had much to learn about Dragoron, and school to concentrate on. Talking about school, we had two more days and then were going back after the Christmas holidays, and we would find out what ability groups we would be in. We were all hoping to be in the same one.

      Ben, Emily and Sarah had their books with them and I got mine
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