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Note from the Author

This book is the story of a child who did not
feel her age. Who ached for connection and understanding. It is not
written for children. And thus, it has not cleaned up the
parts of life that children do often think about in the real world,
whether adults want them to or not.

I’ve made it no secret that Jane is
me. Her experiences and feelings are almost entirely my own. I was
an extremely sensitive child. Growing up, both peers and adults
questioned the intensity of my emotions and affections. I was, at
the same time, an overly mature child and an overly innocent one.
Jane’s dreams and longings may read as “too old” for her age to
some adults, but this is how I truly felt as a child. As children
often do, I dreamed of being an adult. This is not unusual. But I
also longed for a more mature connection.

What I really craved was romantic love. From
age nine and on, I would fall desperately, obsessively in love. And
yes, I do call it love. What Jane feels is completely based in the
reality of what it felt like to be young and in love. To want to
find wholeness in the arms of the right person. And I do believe
there are other kids, teens, and adults who will be able to relate
to the intensity of her passion and struggles fitting in with the
world around her.

It is up to you whether or not you are
comfortable with a friendship between a child and a teenager, or
with a child dreaming of romantic love with an older boy. If these
concepts are triggering to you in some way – or something you would
rather not allow your children to read – that is understandable. I
do not wish to cause any harm, and I’d rather lose a potential
reader than upset one. But this story – Jane’s feelings – are my
truth. And I will not hide them, either.







Dedicated to my Mom, for always supporting my
dreams.
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~Awakening~

 Chaz
Parker leaned into me. I knew it was him, even though his face
looked a bit different. He was staring through my eyes, deep into
my soul. The sunset in the distance cast a glow around him, like an
angel. And I knew, like I’d always known, that he was the only one
for me.

He tilted his head to kiss my neck, and I
drew in a sharp breath. This feeling was so brand new, yet so
familiar. And I never, ever wanted it to stop.

“I love you,” he breathed against me. “I’ll
love you forever, no matter what happens.”

“I’ll love you forever,” I whispered.
“Through every lifetime. Nothing will keep us apart.”

Chaz pulled away to smile at me, then he
kissed my lips. I kissed back, wrapping myself around him.

He moved his lips to my ear. “I love you,”
he said again. His voice hid a question that his words didn’t
speak.

I moved my lips to his ear. “I’m yours.
Always.”

His hands danced over my body, and I sighed
into his ear. I’d never felt so happily warm.

It was all so perfect…

~

When my eyes fluttered open, I was only
barely awake. I ached – body and soul – from the loss of the dream.
As I came into consciousness, I felt the weight of the sorrow had
aged me a hundred years older. I closed my eyes again, begging the
dream to overtake me once more. It didn’t, but I could faintly feel
the memory of Chaz place a kiss on my forehead. And somehow, I
gained the strength to get up.

My Mom gave me a sad smile when I went into
the kitchen. She knew today would be hard. Most of the obviously
difficult things – the memorial, the funeral – were over. But today
would be a different kind of difficult.

I didn’t eat. I only picked at my cereal
until it got soggy. My appetite was still recovering.

My Mom eventually came to take the bowl
away, placing a kiss on the back of my head. “Get dressed,
sweetie.”

I went back into my room to change into my
uniform. My bones felt sore, like I had been in some kind of
battle. The last month had certainly felt that way, and I was
forever altered from it. Even my uniform had changed into the
older, fifth grade version. But the plaid was still the same, and I
was still the same person under all the pain.

In the car, my Mom moved her hand to the
stereo knob, but I shook my head. She looked disappointed, but she
didn’t say anything. Our tradition of listening to her old music on
the way to school had been broken, at least for now.

We arrived at the church a little early. The
steps were almost empty, just some of the youngest kids and their
parents vying for the homeroom teachers’ attention. Jenny was the
oldest girl there. She stood alone – a long, messy braid hanging
over her shoulder. She looked lovely, older… but so sad.

I quickly said goodbye to my Mom – another
thing she was clearly not expecting – and headed over to my best
friend. Jenny raised her eyes from the stone steps when she noticed
me and weakly opened her arms for my hug. We held onto each other
tightly, and I heard her sniff a few times. When I pulled away and
looked into her eyes, I could see they were wet.

Mrs. Dennis came over and offered Jenny a
tissue. She had come to the memorial and talked alone with Jenny
for some time. Afterwards, I’d asked Jenny what they had talked
about, but she hadn’t responded. Jenny refused the tissue but
thanked our teacher with a teary smile.

“My room is a fifth grade homeroom this
year,” Mrs. Dennis said. “You’re both in my class.”

“Oh,” Jenny sighed, squeezing my arm. She
seemed relieved.

Mrs. Dennis glanced around. More students
were beginning to arrive. “Maybe you two could go on inside,” she
said. “Our row is marked 5M.”

“Thank you,” Jenny breathed, shakily.

Mrs. Dennis gave a somber smile, then moved
over to Tara Woods, who was approaching the steps with her parents.
I cast my eyes around until I spotted the twins sitting together
while Mrs. Parker talked with their fourth grade homeroom
teacher.

When I looked back at Jenny, I saw past the
sadness to the fear in her eyes. She would have so many questions
and condolences to face today, mostly from people who had no idea
what she was going through. Mrs. Dennis’s suggestion only gave her
a little extra time to prepare. But it was something.

I offered Jenny my hand, and she took it. Our
fingers laced together, and we headed up the remaining stairs and
into the church. Jenny had faced so many difficult things in the
last month. But like each of those, I would be right here beside
her.







~Chapter 1 - Changes~

 The
official story was that Mr. Parker’s private plane had gone down in
a storm. And, indeed, everyone wanted to tell Jenny how sorry they
were for her having to bear the result of that tragic accident. But
the truth was much worse. Mr. Parker had been murdered.

They wouldn’t tell us the details. And in
some ways, I was glad. But it still seemed so strange to me that
Mr. Parker had gone on his trip knowing he wouldn’t be coming back.
He’d told me to take care of his family when he was gone. And every
night, when I said my prayers, I promised him again that I
would.

But why, why did he leave, if he
knew? Especially if he’d also seen what it would do to his
family.

Jenny’s depression wasn’t helped when we
found out Dominic would be in the other class. We’d only see him at
lunch and recess, and that didn’t leave many excuses to talk to
him. He had his friends to hang out with then, and we – well, Jenny
– had hers.

Though by lunch, most of the girls had
finished trying to console Jenny and had moved into the space of
not knowing what was left to say. They sat near us, but not near
enough that we felt included in their conversation. Maybe we
should’ve expected as much.

It struck me as odd how much Dominic was
ignoring her, though. It was the first time they’d really had a
chance to look at each other all day. To share some kind of moment,
some passionate glance, even if it was unknown to the rest of
us.

Jenny still hadn’t told me about the kiss,
but I remembered it as clearly as if it had been my first kiss
instead. By now, I guess I shouldn’t have been so surprised that
they were pretending nothing had happened. It seemed to be a
pattern, particularly with Dominic. But it bothered me. It
didn’t seem right. She needed his support right now. Even if that
didn’t seem “cool” to his friends.

Jenny leaned forward onto her arm, only
staring at her tater-tots. The end of her braid dipped into the
ketchup she’d lazily emptied onto her tray earlier. I reached over
and pulled it out, wiping the end with her napkin.

“Thanks,” she said hollowly, almost a full
minute later.

“Jenny…” I began, quietly. I paused to make
sure the other girls weren’t listening. “Are you…?”

I couldn’t say okay, I realized. Of course
she wasn’t okay.

“I can’t wait until it’s over.”

“What?”

“School. I hate school. I wish I didn’t have
to go.”

It was odd to hear someone like her say
that. Jenny was so easily popular that it seemed she was made for
attending school. I was the one who should wish she didn’t have to
go.

And frequently, I did.

But I thought I knew what she meant. “I
don’t think it will always be this bad.”

Jenny rolled her eyes with a huff, trying to
act her cool, normal self. But those eyes were wet.

“Is there… anything I can do?” I asked.

She didn’t answer right away. But after she
came back from dumping her tray, food completely untouched, she
looked me in the eyes. “Can we go to the park?”

“Huh?”

“After school.”

“Yeah, of course,” I said, giving a small
smile.

~

It was a warm day. We ended up back at the
merry-go-round where Jenny had complained of boredom until I told
her the faerie tale. I hadn’t thought about that in what felt like
a long time. There was a flutter in my heart. Something familiar
and magical about coming back to the place where the story had
burst out of me. I wondered if Jenny had planned this – coming here
– when she mentioned the park earlier. But the look on her face
seemed like it was all just coming back to her, too.

Jenny smiled, only slightly. She lay down on
the merry-go-round again and looked at me, upside down. We both
laughed. Then I stopped myself. Was it okay to laugh? Was it okay
to feel happy remembering the day when it happened?

A frown appeared on Jenny’s face. Maybe she
was wondering the same thing. But I didn’t dare ask. After a quiet
moment where we both stared at the clouds, she spoke. “I think he’d
want me to do it.”

“Do what?” I asked.

Jenny sat up and looked me right in the eyes
again. “The faerie tale. I think he’d want me to do it.”

“You… really think so?”

“Jane, you don’t understand. My Dad knew
everything. Not once could I surprise him with something for his
birthday. Not once could I tell him about some good news I had
without feeling like he already knew. He sensed all sorts of
things. And he used to… he really used to talk about producing a
show where the actors and the crew were mainly young people. He
knew. He knew you were going to come up with this idea. And he
knew…” She swallowed. Her eyes had gone teary. Her face fell. She
was realizing what I already knew. Her small speech had led her
there, accidentally.

Jenny fell forward into my arms, and she
cried out, “He knew – he knew! How could he? How could he go and
leave us behind?! What could be so important? What, Jane?”

“I don’t know,” I said, helplessly. I
squeezed her tightly against me and willed all her pain to go into
me instead. I would take it; I would take care of her as her father
had asked. As if she knew my intentions, I felt her nails bite into
me as she cried.

It hurt, but I didn’t care right now.

By the time her sobs finally subsided, I
knew what I had to do. We’d ended up back here for a reason. And
not just to realize what would tear her apart again.

“Jenny,” I breathed. I waited for her small
hum in reply. “I think you’re right. We should do the show.”

She pulled away from me, wiping her eyes.
“You do? Really?”

“Yes,” I said, sincerely. “I don’t know why
your dad went on that trip, but maybe he knew that this project
would help you to heal after he was gone. And the reason why we
came back here – why I even came up with the idea in the first
place – was for you. He wanted to leave you one last gift.”

“Oh, Jane!” Jenny gasped. And she hugged me
again, briefly. “It could be a musical!”

I blinked. “…what?”

“A musical! Singing, dancing – I could show
off how multi-talented I am,” Jenny proclaimed, proudly.

“I’m not sure that really… fits the
story.”

“The princess is a singer at one point,
right?”

“I guess so…”

Jenny’s grin was dazzling. I hadn’t seen her
like this in so long that it almost made me burst into tears of
relief. She was coming back to life at the idea of my story
again.

And really, would it be so bad to let her
have what she wanted? I loved music. I had written songs before.
Songs that Ben Parker thought were worthy. Though I wasn’t quite
sure if he’d meant it or just said that to make me blush.

“Maybe you’re right,” I continued. “I could
try to work on writing some songs.”

“I think it would be better if we covered
songs instead,” Jenny suggested. “Lots of musicals have done that.
Then everyone would already know the words.”

“Oh. Well, yeah… I guess that’s true.”

Jenny smiled again. “This is so great, Jane.
I can’t believe it’s finally all coming together. And I couldn’t do
it without you. In fact, I can’t imagine how I would’ve made it
through the last month without you, either.”

I blushed. “Oh, wow… I mean, I’ve
tried–”

“The thing is… even though we know – we
totally know this is what Daddy would have wanted – we’re going to
have to convince everyone else. Mom, Rachel, and–”

“Chaz,” I added in, automatically.

“Yeah,” Jenny agreed. “But not just them. We
have to get the people Dad worked with to sign off on it, too.”

“How are we ever going to do that?” I asked,
suddenly hopeless.

Jenny beamed. “We’ll wait. And plan. We’ll
put together some scenes, some really cool routines. And then,
we’ll present them to everyone. They’ll be so impressed that they
won’t be able to say no!”

It was surprising to see Jenny willing to
wait, to let things fully form before jumping on them. But
she knew what she was doing this time. Everything had to be just
right for this to work. But she had full confidence that we could
do this. And I knew that would get me to believe, too.

“Okay,” I said.

And I grinned. The first real smile I’d had
in a long time.

~

“Everything is going to change now,” Jenny
sighed, happily.

We were lying on her bed, exhausted. We’d
spent an hour on the swings, trying to magic the air into taking us
higher, as we talked excitedly about the story. Then we’d hurried
back to her house, while she showed off dance moves.

The breeze blew into the room, giving me
energy back. My eyes glanced over to the sunlight coming in.
Something drew me to the window. I could hear voices as I got
closer.

Outside, I saw Chaz. He was in the backyard,
near the tree line, leaning against a strong maple. There was a
woman with him. Tall, with curly auburn hair that shone in the
sun.

Chaz said something, and she laughed. A
musical giggle that struck a nerve in my chest.

“Jenny…?” She didn’t answer. I thought she
might have fallen asleep. I repeated her name louder.

“What?” she yawned.

“Who’s that girl Chaz is talking to
outside?”

“Hmm,” she mumbled, sleepily. “Does she have
curly, slightly reddish hair?”

“Yes.”

“Oh, that’s Clare Allain. Chaz’s
girlfriend.”

I stiffened. “What?!”

“I know,” Jenny laughed, sitting up and
stretching. “She’s too pretty to be with him, honestly. I don’t
even know how he has a girlfriend, period. He’s such a geek.”

“Oh…” I breathed.

Was I shaking? Was I falling to the
ground?

No, I was still as a statue again.

“She’s Lara’s older sister. Chaz went to
school with her when we lived in England. They’ve been best friends
as long as I can remember. After we moved here, I didn’t see her
much, but they reconnected recently, I guess.”

Jenny sounded bored by the whole thing.

She didn’t know that my heart was
screaming.

She couldn’t hear it.







~Chapter 2 - Under the Surface~

 During
my next magic lesson, the first I’d had in over a month, Rachel was
visibly tired and strained. All of the Parkers were –
understandably – still grieving, but Rachel somehow seemed worst of
them all. There was something about the way she leaned over the
books she was reading, all the enthusiasm for teaching gone from
her voice. She no longer had the elegant presentation I’d come to
expect, either. Her clothes were plain and her hair was messy.
Rachel was as beautiful as ever, but her sorrow and posture had
turned her into a wilting flower. Her usual quiet confidence was
nowhere to be found.

I wanted to help her, but there wasn’t
anything I could think of to say. Instead, I tried to pay attention
in spite of my own pain, and when we finished early, I gave her a
hug.

Rachel looked at me in surprise. “Oh – thank
you, Jane.”

I pulled away and nodded, then watched her
leave. After she was gone, I sighed and reached down for the bag
I’d taken to carrying around, pulling out my Mom’s old iPod, filled
with all the songs we liked to listen to from her childhood. I put
the headphones in and started searching again. I was looking for
good matches for my faerie tale.

If Jenny wanted covers, we’d have covers; I
did want to make her happy. But I was going to pick the songs. That
was our compromise. So, maybe she’d end up singing really obscure
early 2000s songs.

I just wanted to regain some kind of control
over my own story. Especially now that my heart was breaking
again.

As I clicked through song after song, Chaz
came in. My heart fluttered until I saw the look on his face. Of
course, he was still suffering, too. I hated not being able to heal
the people I loved the most.

“Hey, your mom called and said she’d be a
little late,” Chaz told me. Then he glanced around. “Where’s
Rachel?”

“She left.”

“Oh,” Chaz said. He gave the smallest of
smiles. “Do you want to hang out with me, then?”

“Yes!” I exclaimed, too excitedly. But Chaz
only chuckled.

I started putting the iPod away, when he
noticed. “What’s that?”

“Just an old iPod,” I said, though I was
sure he knew that much. “I’m looking for songs for Jenny to
sing.”

“Is she trying to rope you into helping her
make covers for YouTube?” Chaz asked, concernedly. “I told her
she’s too young to run her own account. You have to be thirteen,
and anything she does against the rules will be connected to Magic
Inc.”

I giggled softly, thinking of Jenny begging
Chaz to help her with YouTube. “No, actually… I’m looking for songs
for a musical TV series. I came up with this story she really
liked, and Jenny wants to work on a few scenes and present them
like…”

“…you’re pitching an idea?”

“Yeah,” I confirmed. “I doubt Jenny will
like my choices, but I don’t want to do super popular modern songs.
It just doesn’t feel like it fits to me. I want it to be…
unique.”

“Well, if you’re the creator, Jane,” Chaz
said, “then, this project is yours. Eventually, if it becomes a
real show, there will be lots of people involved, but right now,
it’s yours alone. And you have to do what you think is best. I know
you – you’re smart and intuitive. Whatever you think fits is the
right choice.”

I blushed, but only slightly. In a strange
way, I was becoming used to Chaz complimenting me. That didn’t mean
it affected me less when he did it. But I was starting to believe
he really did see something in me. Something more than anyone else
did.

“I think so, too. But honestly, I’m not even
sure how to make this all work,” I admitted, gesturing to the iPod.
“The songs on here are really old. And so is the iPod. My Mom can
still charge it for me, but she doesn’t have access to the music
anymore. She said if she tries to mess with it, they’ll
delete.”

Chaz grinned. “I can get them off for
you!”

“Really?!”

“Of course, come on!”

I followed him, trying to forget the weight
I’d been carrying on my chest since Jenny spoke the words Chaz’s
girlfriend. I just wanted to focus on being near him while I
could. I would cry again when I got in bed tonight if I needed
to.

“So… how’s college?” I asked, hoping to
engage him in conversation so I could just concentrate on his
voice.

“It’s okay,” Chaz answered. But he sounded
sad.

“Just okay?” I prompted.

“Yeah. I mean, some of the classes are
really interesting, but I guess it’s a little lonely, wandering
from building to building, class to class, not knowing anyone. I’m
used to – well, I don’t know.”

I frowned as he settled into his computer
chair. I didn’t like the idea of him feeling lonely. He pulled over
a chair for me from Mr. Parker’s desk, and I wondered if he’d
noticed.

I sat down gently. “You didn’t know anyone
when you moved here, either. Did you?”

“Not really. But at least in high school, I
had Rachel. Not that we hung out during school hours or anything,
but it was good to see her in the halls and such.”

“I didn’t have any friends at school,
either… until Jenny,” I told him. “And I’ve lived here my whole
life.”

Chaz gave me a sympathetic look. “Even at my
old school, I only really had one friend,” he said, thoughtfully.
“But she was all I needed.”

I smiled lightly, feeling how similar we
were. Until I realized with a jolt that, by she, he meant Clare.
“So, you really don’t have… anyone at school?”

“Nope,” Chaz replied with a shrug. He put
his hand out for the iPod, and I gave it to him. He looked at me.
“Do you have the charging wire?”

I frowned. “No, sorry.”

“That’s okay.” He opened a drawer to reveal
a huge mess of tied up wires. He dug through it until he found a
cord just like the charging wire, then he used it to plug the iPod
into his computer.

“Wow.”

“Yeah, I know,” Chaz said, scratching his
cheek. “I keep too much stuff. Between old computer parts and my
video game collection, I’m a bit of a hoarder.”

“I don’t think so,” I told him. “I mean, you
had exactly what I needed! That’s a good thing.”

Chaz chuckled. “Glad to be of service.”

He glanced through a long list of programs
and clicked on the one he wanted. After a few seconds of loading,
he was scrolling through a list of all the songs on the iPod.

I gasped. “That’s it! That’s
everything!”

“Let’s make sure they work,” Chaz cautioned.
He quickly copied one song to a folder, then double-clicked to play
it.

One of my favorite songs started playing. In
fact, it was one I’d been considering for the faerie tale. But it
was the cute, fluffy pop I usually listened to.

I laughed nervously. “Sorry. You probably
think this kind of music is stupid.”

“Nah,” Chaz disagreed. “It’s not my thing,
exactly, but I wouldn’t say that. Besides, pop songs work great for
musicals.”

I was sure he was just being nice.

“So, now I’ll just copy everything else in.”
He selected the rest of the songs – all 7,896 of them – and set
them to copy into the same folder. He chuckled. “This might take a
while.”

“I’m sorry,” I said again. “My Mom studied
music when she was a teenager. So, she has all this pop stuff from
her childhood and a ton of classical music, too. And a few old film
scores and musicals.”

“That’s cool,” Chaz said, smiling. “She had
a varied taste at a young age. Maybe you will, too.”

I smiled back. “What kind of music do you
listen to?”

Chaz made a comically thoughtful face. “Uh,
maybe alternative rock? Or indie rock?”

“You’re not sure?” I laughed.

Chaz gave a chuckle. “I don’t really pay
attention to genres. I just enjoy music, in general. The way it
makes me feel. How it can transport people. I tried learning a bit
of guitar for a taste of that freedom. But I don’t know. I’ve spent
a lot of time listening to what everyone else liked, so I’ve built
up a tolerance, if not vague appreciation, for just about anything.
With potentially five siblings competing for the car stereo at any
given time, and even my Dad playing what he liked at the
office…”

He grew quiet. I didn’t know what to
say.

“Sorry you’re stuck watching me do this
boring stuff,” Chaz said, after a moment. “If you want, I can call
Jenny and tell her to come over.”

“I’m not bored,” I told him honestly. And of
course, I wanted to stay close to him. “I think what you do is
interesting.”

“Well, you’re the only one,” he laughed.
“But thanks, I guess.”

“Maybe you could train me,” I said, finally
speaking the words I’d been practicing in my head for ages, “so I
could work here when I’m older.”

“This is really what you want to do when
you’re older?” He looked like he didn’t believe me.

“Yeah,” I replied. I’d work nearly anywhere
to be close to him, but I really loved Magic Inc., and I’d want to
be some part of it anyway. “You don’t think I’m being honest?”

Chaz paused, looking thoughtful again. “I
guess I just don’t see this as being someone’s dream job. Even me,
I’d…” He stopped again.

“What?” I asked.

“It’s not that I don’t love working here. Or
that I don’t believe in what my Dad did – his intentions when he
created this place. But sometimes, I think about what I’d do if I
were completely free. Unconnected to my family and…
responsibilities.”

Something about his words scared me. But I
also wanted to know more. To learn what was under Chaz’s skin. To
know him deeper. “What would you do?”

Chaz chuckled. “I don’t know. Probably
design video games.”

“Why don’t you just… do that, then?”

“I can’t,” Chaz said. “My Dad – he left
Magic Inc. mostly in my care. And I do really love this place. It’s
my home – almost. To leave now… I couldn’t.”

“Is there any way you could do both?” I
asked. “Take care of this place and–”

Chaz smiled wistfully. “I wish. But it’s
okay, you know. I like being here. With my family. With you.”

I swallowed. What did that mean?

“You know, I’ve never really talked about
this with anyone,” Chaz admitted, sheepishly. “Not even my Dad…
though he probably knew anyhow.” His voice cracked at the end, and
his eyes were wet, but he tried to smile through it.

“You can talk about anything with me!” I
declared, reaching for his hand. He let me take it. I knew him
better than anyone else. The years between us felt like nothing for
one brief moment.

Then he pulled his hand away. And wiped his
eyes. “Sorry. Stupid me. Getting all choked up, randomly.”

“You’re not stupid.” My eyes filled, too, as
I said it.

He ignored my words and turned back to his
work. “Almost done.”

“Chaz…?” I began, softly. “What do you do
when you’re sad?”

“Uh, take a shower, I guess,” he replied,
distractedly.

This time, I really blushed. I was
thinking of that dream again. “Oh, um…”

“The water soothes me.”

Of course. Water was his Element. “That
makes sense.”

We were quiet for a while. I shifted in my
seat. This was taking longer than I’d expected. Not that I minded
being so close to Chaz no matter what he was doing, but staring at
a screen while the bar slowly filled was making me sleepy. My eyes
were closing.

“Getting bored now?”

My eyes flew open. “Sorry!”

“It’s okay,” Chaz said with a small smirk.
“It’s all done. Now the files are on the server, and you can do
whatever you want with them. Play them over the speakers in any
room. Access them on any computer here.”

“Wow, really?”

“Yeah,” Chaz responded, typing something.
“I’ll link it to your account so you can do it even if I’m not
here.”

“You’re really great at this stuff,” I said,
admiringly.

Chaz shrugged, but he was smiling. “Just
this stuff.”

“You can play guitar, too,” I continued.
“And you’re great at games – much better than me! And you’re kind.
You care about everyone. Even when they aren’t nice to you. And you
even care about animals, so you don’t eat meat. And you’re just… an
amazing person.”

Chaz scratched his cheek and looked away. He
seemed to be blushing. “You have too high an opinion of me.”

“I’m sure there’s even more I could say…”
Especially the things I couldn’t really say. Like how I was
madly in love with him. “Doesn’t – I mean, isn’t there anyone who
tells you stuff like this?”

“My Mom, maybe,” Chaz chuckled. His cheeks
grew redder.

I frowned. Clare wasn’t much of a girlfriend
if she never told the best person in the world how amazing he
was.

“Well, if you ever need a reminder,” I said,
daringly, “you know where to find me.”

Chaz turned to study me. I looked away,
embarrassed now, myself. Was it enough? Was it too much? Would he
know what I was really saying?

“I’ll bet you’re great at magic, too,” I
mumbled, trying to fill the silence. Then I looked up. “Though,
actually, I’ve never really seen you do magic. Other than healing
my arm that one time.”

“Ah, yeah,” Chaz answered. “I guess you
haven’t.”

There was a weird expression on his face.
What if he wasn’t good at magic, and I was just embarrassing him by
bringing it up? “Um, not that you have to show me or anything. I
just brought it up because I realized suddenly.”

“No, it’s okay,” Chaz said. “It makes sense
to be curious. You still haven’t seen much magic for yourself yet.
Especially from the other Elements.”

“So… can you do something special with
water?”

Chaz didn’t speak for a minute, then he got
up. “Follow me.”

I jumped up, excitedly, and rushed to follow
him.

Was I really going to see more magic? And
from Chaz’s power?

He opened the door to a room I hadn’t been
in before, revealing a plain bedroom, clearly unused. Through
there, we entered a side bathroom that had a tub with a shower. It
brought me back to what Chaz had said about taking showers, and I
was blushing madly again, thinking of what it would be like to be
in there beside him.

Chaz bent down and started filling the tub,
then motioned for me to sit beside him. I did, making sure I was
right against him.

“Okay, so,” he started, grinning at me, “I
don’t usually do magic in front of people. Even my family.”

“Why?” I asked.

But I felt like maybe I had a bit of an
idea. The same reason I didn’t want to sing in front of people,
even though I loved doing it on my own.

“I guess I just…” He laughed. “I don’t want
to look like I’m showing off.”

When the tub was full, Chaz turned off the
faucet and began slowly waving his hands over the water. Under the
surface, the water was moving. Faster and faster. It started
splashing from side to side, like a storm on the ocean. If there
had been a little toy boat in the water, it would be having a very
bad day.

A wild wave splashed out onto Chaz’s knee,
and he slowed the movement. “Oops!”

I giggled. “You didn’t even have to use your
wand! See, you are great at so many things!”

Chaz frowned slightly and lowered his hands.
The water slowly calmed.

“My Dad always said I was talented. That I
was meant for great things. But I never really understood why. I
mean, I come from a powerful family, but… I never – I barely had to
work at it. Magic just came easily to me. For a while, as a child,
I was fascinated with the idea of being powerful or exceptional.
Especially when I thought about how different I felt from the other
kids. But then… it started to feel pointless. I was good, but I
never got any better because there was no reason to. No motivation.
So, I – well, I had to look for a reason.”

“Did you find one?”

Chaz chuckled. “Yeah, I did. And it
was important, so I trained hard. And I did get better. But
I still felt like I didn’t deserve to be so powerful. Like the
power wasn’t even mine, and was only given to me to fulfill a
purpose that could have easily been someone else’s. That’s why I
get so – obsessed, I guess – with running Magic Inc. sometimes. It
was something I had to learn to do on my own. I mean, through my
Dad’s help, but… I really had to work at it. It may give me a lot
of stress, especially now, but when I do make something happen, I
know I did it on my own. I earned it.”

I smiled, then thought for a moment. “It’s
good that you love your work. And that you want to work hard. I
know that’s admirable. I just don’t think you should feel bad about
being powerful. About having something so special come naturally to
you. Because isn’t magic, like, a part of your soul? Even if you
didn’t have to work at it so much, you should be proud that it’s a
part of you. It’s your strength of soul, the connection to who you
are, that makes you powerful. It does belong to you.”

Chaz looked surprised. “I… well, never
thought of it that way.”

“Maybe you were meant to fulfill a
role, but that doesn’t mean that’s why you’re powerful. Maybe you
were chosen because you are powerful already,” I continued.
“And I don’t think having a destiny means that we don’t have any
say in it. That we don’t get to decide what it is. It’s only that
some part of us has decided already.”

“You are incredibly insightful, Jane,” Chaz
said, shaking his head. “I’m not sure if you’re right – no one can
really know how this works – but when you say it with such
certainty, I believe you.”

I wasn’t really sure why I was so
certain. Just that I still believed we were meant to be together,
and that I would have chosen that life no matter what options were
in front of me. But I wasn’t sure he would feel the same.

“Would you choose this life?” I asked,
quietly. “If you could just be normal. Free from your
responsibilities. Just a college student, studying game
design?”

“There are things I would change if I
could,” Chaz replied, sadly. And I knew he was thinking of his
father again. “But yes,” he said, looking into my eyes with
sincerity, “I would choose this life.”

Something about his expression made me feel
nervous.

Excited nervous. But still.

I turned back to the tub filled with water.
“Do it again. Please.”

“Help me.”

“Huh?”

“Help me.” He moved so he was right behind
me, leaning against my back, one hand on each of my own. “Imagine
the water spiraling upwards. Like a waterspout.”

“A what?” I asked, warm and distracted from
being so close to him.

“Like a tornado made out of water.”

“…okay.”

I took a deep breath and concentrated on
making a spinning twister. The ones I was so afraid would appear
whenever there was a storm warning. It took a moment to focus on
that over the feeling of Chaz touching me. But then, I could feel
the air moving, rapidly picking up speed. Chaz’s hands grew warmer
against mine. The water moved up the cyclone until we had created
an awkwardly – but powerfully – spinning waterspout.

I gasped. It was beautiful. “This is…
amazing.”

I was starting to cry.

“It’s mostly you. I’m only helping a little
bit.”

“I’m doing all this?! Without a
wand?”

“Wands are just to help channel magic. You
don’t really need them,” Chaz explained. Then he whispered close to
my ear, “If I’m powerful, it’s nothing compared to you.”

I shivered at the sound of his voice in my
ear.

As I watched our magic mixing and dancing
perfectly together, I wondered how it was possible he couldn’t see
what that meant.



~Chapter 3 - The Sky Prince~

 Jenny
jumped onto the stage, sliding the crown prop onto her head. “This
is perfect!” Her voice echoed in the empty concert hall. “We’ll
invite everyone and totally knock their socks off!”

We were at the Magic Inc. stadium in
Pittsburgh, where they had been holding concerts twice a year. We
weren’t supposed to be here on our own, strictly speaking. But
Jenny had convinced Ben to come with us, and since he was a
little more of an adult than we were, she said it
counted.

Ben and his family had been staying at
Jenny’s house since Mr. Parker’s death. Primrose was even talking
about buying a house and making the move permanent. But the idea of
that beautiful beach house being left unattended broke my heart, so
I was sure it would be that much harder on them.

“Okay, play me a song!” Jenny directed.
“Something really strong and energetic.”

I pulled up my music list from an old staff
tablet Ben had found for me and put on the song I decided the
princess would sing on her way to meet the prince before she was
kidnapped by the dark wizard. The fun, pop beat filled the
room.

Jenny listened for only a moment before she
frowned. “What is this? I’ve never heard it before.”

“It’s the song for when the princess is
going to the meadow.”

“No one is going to know the words to this,”
Jenny pouted. “We should pick something else.”

“You said I could pick the songs,” I
reminded her, quietly.

“I don’t know,” Ben said. “I like it!
Actually, I think it’s already a cover. Of an even older song.”

“So, then, only old people will know the
words. Great,” Jenny whined. But I could tell the song was growing
on her as I played it again.

“You’ll be the only person in this scene,” I
said. “Just skipping along and singing until the dark wizard grabs
you at the end. You’ll really get a chance to shine.”

I could see Jenny was excited for that
chance. “Maybe it could work…”

“What’s this for again?” Ben asked, sitting
close to me.

I blushed and moved over a little to give
him room. It was still weird to think that Ben Parker from
Prelude-Beat was hanging out with me. “That faerie tale I made up
for Jenny, remember?” I’d told him an abridged version only a few
days ago. “We’re trying to make it into a musical for TV.”

“Okay. So, you want to do something amazing
to impress the producers, right?”

I nodded. “That’s the plan.”

Ben grinned. “Well, what better way than to
have my name attached to it?”

“You really want to be in it?” I asked,
brightly.

“Sure! Now that the group is finally broken
up, I could use something to occupy my time,” Ben explained. “Plus,
if it does well, it could help promote my solo career.”

“That’s great!” My heart raced at the idea
of Ben Parker being in my story.

“Yeah, yeah,” Jenny said. “But I’m going to
be the princess, so it’s not like you could be the prince.”

“Hm.” Ben looked pensive. “What about the
other guy?”

“The sky prince?” I offered.

“Yeah! He seemed cooler to me, anyway. He’s
got magic!”

“But we’re still, like, engaged,” Jenny
added, making a face.

“But we don’t actually get married,” Ben
said. “Or kiss or anything. The sky prince is in love with the
star, right?”

I nodded, glad he was remembering so much. I
hadn’t been sure he was really paying attention when I’d told
him.

Ben tilted his head to look into my eyes,
beaming. “I think you should play the star, then.”

I blushed again. “Oh, no, I–”

“But isn’t the star supposed to look like
the princess?” Jenny interjected. “Jane doesn’t look much like
me.”

“Between makeup and glamours, we could make
her look more like you,” Ben reasoned. “It wouldn’t be that
hard.”

“But I don’t really–” I started again.

“See? She doesn’t want to,” Jenny said. “We
should pick someone else.”

I frowned. Somehow, Jenny saying I shouldn’t
wasn’t the same as me saying I didn’t want to.

“You sure?” Ben asked, looking only at
me.

“Yes,” I told him.

“Well…” He paused, thinking. “Hey, what
about the girl from that family series? The one who does ballet?
She kind of looks like you.”

“Courtney Griffin?!” Jenny shouted.

“Yeah…” Ben said, hesitantly. “What’s the
big deal?”

“Jenny wanted that role,” I explained,
quietly.

She had even made me promise to never watch
the show. Though I’d broken that promise. Twice.

“Oh,” Ben replied. Then he smirked. “Well, I
heard the show is getting cancelled after one season.”

“I know,” Jenny said, grinning like a
naughty cat.

Poor Courtney, I thought to myself. She
really was talented, too.

Ben laughed, shaking his head. “I bet she’ll
be desperate to find a way to stay on as an actress, then.”

“I don’t care,” Jenny argued. “There’s no
way I’d work with her. We’ll just have to hold some auditions after
they agree to make the show. You and I can carry the pitch on our
own.”

“Wait, what about the prince?” Ben asked.
“If we don’t have the star, we should at least have him.”

Jenny actually blushed a little. “Well,
Dominic is going to play the prince.”

“You actually asked him?!” I gasped.

She frowned. “Well, no, but I will. And he’s
obviously going to say yes.”

Ben snorted. “If you say so…”

“He will!” Jenny insisted.

“Look, I’m just saying… not every guy is
gonna agree to be in some pop-musical, even if he likes the lead
actress,” Ben told her. “And who says he can even sing – or act
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