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  For all the Queer Circles out there—

The ones who find each other in crowded rooms,

who carve out spaces where magic feels real.

You are seen. You are valid. You are loved.

This story is for you.
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  Prologue

  
  




As a supreme Leon had fought may battles. Pixies, Werewolves, Vampires with vendettas. He had fought the most powerful, most feared Witch of his generation. 

He had fought grief and loneliness.

He had fought battles well beyond his years, beyond his expertise, but the announcement he was about to make had the potential to be his biggest battle to date.

He’d been warned against it, time and time again. 

They’re dangerous. 

They’re too unpredictable. 

They’re feral. They’re not welcome. They’re risks. 

Leon had heard the warnings, he’d listened to the risks, and however just he thought they might be, he had responded to them all the same way. 

“They’re children.” 

The council hadn’t agreed. 

“They’re just kids. They just want to go to school.” 

Their disagreement had only gotten louder. All except one. He could always depend on the blue haired man. 

Because he always had. 

Blue, Benedict, Aschwin. He’d sat on the council for years beyond his perceived age. He’d seen wars, and reshuffles. He’d seen Supremes fall, and Supremes raise. He’d seen the realm change from a misogynistic, prehistoric cult to a place he could be proud to belong. 

He’d support Leon regardless. That’s what it meant to be a mentor, to be a grandfather. 

The council had fought, and fought but ultimately the final say was Leon’s. For the well being of the Wizarding colonies, for the continuation of the blood line. Leon had decreed it. 

So he stood before the colonies, before the covens, and the entirety of the realm.

Leon didn’t much like speaking in public. He was shy. He was prone to a stutter, but he was required as the supreme to do so. 

He closed his eyes. He took a breath. He counted to ten.

One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten. 

He opened his eyes, and he was confident, or at least, a faux sense of confidence that no-one would see through. 

He began to speak, by then it’d be too late, they couldn’t do anything. It would happen.

“From this day forward, any species can attend Myrddin School of Magic.” 

He’d said it now. It was too late. 

The response was loud and seemingly most negative. 

Leon soldiered on. 

“Any young Elf, or Fairy, Pixie or… Vampire who has Wizard blood, whether this be through parentage or ancestry will be allowed to attend. We will be sending out acceptance letters to all eligible students for the Autumn term at Myrddin. This will not affect any existing students, all young Wizards who are already in attendance will still have their places in Myrddin.” 

Questions began flying at him, whether in paper form or in voice, but he stayed calm. Somehow amongst all the chaos around him Leon Conway stayed calm and collected. 

He answered the questions confidently, with a strong voice and without a hum or an erm. He shot down any remarks that could be seen as speciesism. 

He didn’t let the slandering question about Vampire’s even finish being asked. 




Indie, settled amongst the Witches of their coven held their breath. The realisation of leaving, of starting anew. The anticipation of the unknown caught in their throat. 




In the spire of Myrddin, Justin and his twin Josh sat in uncomfortable silence. It had been said, the words spoken and unable to take back. The school that they’d known would change. One thought for the better, the other for the worst. 




And in a nest, not too far from where Leon spoke. hidden behind a forest of trees, Marshall cried. Cried for the future he could have, the possibility that sat before him. The sudden reality of attending a Wizarding school. 

* * *
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  Truth or Dare

  
  




Justin had always been the host. 

The one they turned to for information, the one who gave up their common room, their bedroom to create a place for his friends to hang out. The first night of school had been no different, the first curfew had been set and the students, those who had always been students had been sent to their rooms. 

Those who were new, first years and other students alike had been roomed in the great hall. The annual first year sleepover, before everyone is sorted into their houses come the morning. 

That had been where Justin had stumbled upon Marshall, or more aptly, stumbled into Marshall. Head first, with absolutely no rizz. They’d collided and stumbled over their apologies both as awkward as each other. 

They took a step to the left together. The right, then the left again. Until Marshall had smiled, a shy thing that Justin knew he’d see forever in his dreams and taken Justin by the hips to turn them both. 

“I got you.” his voice was quiet. An accent Justin didn’t really recognise but wished to hear more of. Justin had apologised again, before thanking him and had barely gotten a step away before he turned back. 

“What’s your name?” 

Marshall, had appeared surprised. Pointing at himself, asking if he was who Justin was after. Justin, it has to be known was as surprised himself, surprised he’d had enough confidence to even ask, surprised that Marshall had no idea how devastatingly beautiful he was. 

His skin was dark, his eyes a deep brown. His hair was curly, shaven at the sides. He sucked on his bottom lip, occasionally chewing, a nervous tick Justin thought. They were both as anxious as each other. 

“You want name huh? But you are pure?”

“I’m not a pure Wizard.” and he wasn’t. Justin wasn’t ashamed of that. He’d been raised with the knowledge of his own heritage - but lucky in that he passed for a Wizard, that he was the son of Robin Oriol, who belonged to the same circle as the great Supreme Leon Conway, who had let Justin - and his brother Josh attend Myrddin from aged eleven regardless of their elvish blood. 

“Oh?” Marshall had asked, obviously intrigued, maybe a little disbelieving. 

“Yeah, my Adar is an Elf.”

“Adar?” He repeated, even the perplexed expression on his face was perfect to Justin. How had he gotten in so deeply, so quickly. 

“Dad.” Justin had translated, swallowing deeply through the embarrassment of letting his guard down. He knew better that than, he knew he was not to tell anyone of his true blood, although hadn’t things changed already? “Adar is the elvish tongue for Dad. I have two Dads, the other is a Wizard so they figured to save the confusion…”

“Marshall. I Marshall” Marshall had offered, a bigger smile now, almost looking comfortable.

“You’re in fifth year?” Justin asked, hopeful. He guessed Marshall looked around his age. 

“Yes. Just today.” 

“I’m fifth too.” He told Marshall, grinning despite himself, at least if Marshall was in his year there would be a chance that he’d also be in some of his classes. He wouldn’t need to plan to purposely, accidentally, bump into him over and over until they eventually stuck together. 

“I better go.” Marshall said, his eyes falling to the floor as if he’d suddenly remembered he was shy.  He turned to walk away, he’d barely got a step before he turned back. Justin had smiled as if he had all the confidence in the world. 

“Justin.” he told him, “my name is Justin.” 

Marshall had nodded, “nice to meet you Justin,” and then walked away. Justin had very nearly invited him to his quarters that night. He’d almost shouted after him, telling him to come to the Pegasus common room for curfew but he still didn’t quite have the voice to be that confident, to be that bold - and really, he had no idea how Jamie or Gus would’ve reacted to an unexpected guest. 

Although somewhere in the back of Justin’s mind he knew all too well that neither of them wouldn’t have cared but, he wanted the opportunity to discover Marshall before Jamie got his hands on him. 

As much as Justin loved Jamie, he knew that the extrovert to his introvert was probably a bit too much for Marshall, even when Jamie attempted to be quiet Justin still found himself shushing him.

Most of the Pegasus house was asleep, or at least in their bedroom which Justin’s bewitched Owl had basically confirmed through whisper mode - a mode Justin thought useless as he was sure it was louder than his normal squawk.

The owl had promptly informed Jamie and Gus that it was safe to enter the common room. They had been outside in their hoodies and shorts a matter of moments later.

Justin had let them in, ensuring they kept quiet as they set up between the couches in the common room, the enchanted deck on the table between them, endless supplies of sweets either side. 

“Here, here.” Gus said laughing as he ate his handful of sweets then waved his wand over the cards in between them. He covered his mouth once he did chewing through the sweets watching as the cards shuffled themselves until it shot out at Justin. 

He groaned almost instantly catching the card in the air. 

“Truth or dare.” Jamie whispered, reaching for the sweets himself. Justin sighed resigned as he nodded. 

“Truth.” He said, because he was not brave enough to complete a dare. No way. The card began to change in his hand, the words appearing in front of him the word Truth written above it. 

“Do you…” He read then sighed, “oh no.” 

“Do you have a crush on anyone?” the card read out itself, he let go of it watching as it floated in mid-air. Gus grinning at it as Jamie laughed. 

“Well do you?” he asked, Justin chewed on my lip because you couldn’t lie in this game. The cards would know. He didn’t know how but somehow the cards always knew and they had wicked forfeits. 

“I…” He began, Jamie sniggered. 

“What about that boy?” 

“Jamie.” Justin protested lightly, 

“What boy?” Gus practically purred, Jamie grinned.

“Justin bumped into a boy today. A gorgeous boy who I would very happily lick.” 

“Please, please don’t lick Marshall.” Justin said holding his hands together, Jamie smirked. 

“Marshall.” Gus said, then, “Marsh-all, he sounds new.”

“Definitely new.” Jamie agreed. “Beautiful too.”

“I think you have a crush on him.” Justin teased, but not really, he didn’t want to have to compete with Jamie. Jamie was loud, his personality huge, his presence bright and with his recently discovered talent for charms, his skill set shone through as he trialed words, and phrases for everyone to see. Casting parlour tricks and glamour spells to his, and everyone else’s hearts content. 

He’d recently landed on a spell that changed the colour of his hair at whim. This had meant that his hair was currently a ombre of purple to pink and boy was it a talking point - which unlike Justin he had the gift of the gab to go along with it.  

“Nope.” Jamie said shaking his head, smiling at Justin as if he could hear his worries “and believe me, I’d tell you if I did.” 

“Was he, you know, new?” 

“Yes.” Justin told Gus,

“Do you know his…?” Gus began then waved his hands as he searched for the correct word. 

“Species.” Jamie suggested, Gus nodded. 

“I do not.” 

“And do you have a crush on him?” 

“I do.” Justin admitted, then watched as the card approved of his answer and reshuffled itself into the deck. Jamie went to wave his wand over the pile again. They shuffled a little quicker before shooting out towards Gus.

“Oh.” Gus moaned then grabbed the card. “Dare.” He said, Jamie crowed triumphantly. Justin shushed him he clasped his hand over his mouth. 

“You’re going to get us into so much trouble.” Justin hissed at him, he grinned as Gus shook his head. 

“No, this will.” He muttered as he read the card. 




“I hate this game.” Gus hissed as they ran down the corridors their wands as torches, trying to avoid the patrolled corridors. 

Jamie stopped just outside of the Phoenix common room. He grabbed for Justin so neither of them would fall as Gus ran into his back. 

“Why have we stopped?” Gus whispered; Jamie shushed him. 

“Phoenix’s are snitches.” He whispered, Justin almost snorted. 

“Truth.” He’d agreed, Gus laughed resting his head on Justin’s shoulder so he didn’t laugh too loud. 

“What’s the quickest way?” Jamie asked, Gus hummed  before taking Justin’s hand and pulling him ahead. 

They ran alongside each other the rubber soles of their converse hitting dully against the stone flooring. Until they reached a door. 

A big unnecessarily grand door. 

The lion knocker was fast asleep. It’s snoring light in the otherwise empty corridor. Gus sighed pointing his wand at the lock. 

“Recludo.” He whispered; the lion grumbled in its sleep. 

“I don’t think it worked.” Justin informed him; he rolled his eyes. 

“What, the simple unlocking spell didn’t work on one of the forbidden parts of the school. Shocking.” 

The knocker yawned. 

“Shit.” Jamie hissed pulling them away and out of sight of the knocker as it woke up. It roared lightly, the knocker clinking against the door as it looked around. 

“Do you have anything stronger than recludo?” 

“No.” Gus said shaking his head, “recludo is my unlocking spell if you don’t like it, use your own.” 

Jamie rolled his eyes obviously amused because Gus only got snappy when he was nervous or in fact afraid. There was never any venom behind it.

Jamie took a step forward to attempt his own spell. Justin pushed him back against the wall. 

“He will roar if he sees you and then not only does Gus lose the dare and have to do the forfeit but we will get into trouble.” 

Jamie nodded softly, tapping his wand against his chin as the knocker purred a low sound that soon became a snore again. 

“Resigno.” Jamie whispered, 

“That didn’t work either.” Justin told him, he scowled as Gus laughed. 

“Well, why don’t you have a go then?” Jamie suggested, and there was plenty of venom behind it. 

“Fine. I will.” Justin whispered, “but this makes me an accomplice.” 

“If I’m going down, you’re all going down with me.” Gus said, “I will take you down. Without hesitation.”

“I love you too.”  Justin said, Gus laughed looking away from them, his cheeks a faint red. 

“Resero.” He whispered; it was unfortunate that it didn’t work. “What’s the forfeit?” he asked, Gus shook his head. 

“Nuh-huh, no way.” 

“Fine.” Justin put his wand into his hoodie pocket and took a step closer to the door. He stroked his finger down the knocker, it awoke slowly. 

“What are you doing?” Jamie asked warily, Justin shushed him as he stroked over the lion’s mane. It growled at him softly, the growl becoming a purr as he continued his finger down over it’s nose, around its mane in a continuous motion. 

Over and over. 

Until the lock clicked. 

“No way.” They breathed at the same time, as the door creaked open. Justin scratched the knockers chin as Gus and Jamie stepped through the open door and started up the stone staircase. He followed not long after. 

Justin took in a deep breath when he crossed from inside to out. The cool night air all around him as he climbed the last few steps. He stuttered to a stop when he saw the bell that Jamie and Gus were walking around. Jamie running his fingers over the engravings on the bronze of the bell. 

“What time is it?” Gus whispered, 

“Half ten.” He followed them around the bell. 

“Good.” Gus said nodding, “I like being able to hear.” He said simply as he slowly approached the edge of the tower. His hand shaking as he lifted it to the brick, holding on tightly so not to fall. 

“What do you have to do, now we’re up here?” Jamie asked as they walked around the bell standing back from the window that had no glass. There wasn’t actually a chance of falling, the brick was built high almost chest height before it opened up in an archway. 

You could see for miles. Hills and water, so much water and the sleepy village that was nearby, soft twinkling lights coming from it. 

“I have to do something that scares me.” Gus whispered. 

“Isn’t this enough?” 

Gus took his hand from the wall reaching into his pocket and pulling out the card. It still stated; Dare, do something that scares you. 

“Apparently not.” He whimpered. 

“You could step outside.” Jamie said, Gus barked back at him. 

“The game is truth or dare, not get expelled or die.” 

“What’s the fear?” Jamie asked as he continued to stroke the bell. “Well, is it heights, or being caught or?” 

“All of the above.” Gus said nodding then swallowed roughly, “it is really quite high.” He said then, “unnecessary really. It’s a big school, it doesn’t need towers.” 

“You could sit over the edge.” Jamie said, we both turned together as he pointed towards an opening that looked as if there was no barrier and quite a drop. 

“I think I’m going to be sick.” Gus moaned, “did I mention how much I hate this game.”

“You could’ve picked truth.” Justin reminded him, that earned him a glare before Gus took a tentative step away from the wall, around the bell towards Jamie’s outstretched hand. They walked together. Jamie sitting on the edge with far too much ease. 

“Huh, you’re in the sky.” Jamie said turning back, Justin frowned back at him.

“I shouldn’t be. Tarsus is up in January. Virgo is supposed to be up there.” 

“Well, it turns out I’m not too good at constellations.” 

“For a member of the constellation circle that’s probably not the best thing.” Gus said as he took a seat. Not quite on the edge yet. His knees pulled to his chest, as he sat behind Jamie. 

“I don’t know, none of Dad’s circle knew a thing about moons.” Justin said as he also sat down. His legs outstretched but not over the edge. He was also too scared to sit over the edge. Even the thought of looking down and seeing how high up we were made his legs become jelly and his stomach feel woozy. “I took astrology for that reason.” 

“I don’t get why Circles have such whimsical names.” Gus said as he slowly shuffled towards the edge. Neither Jamie or Justin watching him as he obviously didn’t want them too. “Like Zodiac circle, Circle of the Moon, its always so…” 

“Flamboyant.” Jamie suggested, Gus laughed losing his breath midway as his legs finally hung off the ledge. He grabbed onto Jamie’s thigh, squeezing tight, Jamie wrapped his hand around Gus’.

“Well did you do it?” Justin whispered, a shaky hand went into his pocket, Justin held his wrist as he took the card. 

“Hold for five.” He read as the card seemed to consider whether Gus has completed his dare not.

“My Dads circle will always be my favourite.” Jamie said without letting go of Gus’ hand. 

“What’s your Dad’s circle?” Gus asked weakly, 

“Circle of the Stars.” Jamie said, Gus laughed – it almost sounded relaxed. “Not even precise just Circle of the Stars.” 

“I guess they started to run out of names.” Justin said as he watched the card change to announce that Gus had completed his dare. 

“The Zodiac circle…” He repeated, Jamie hummed as he looked out at the night sky. 

“The Zodiac circle.”  

“You’ve completed your dare.” Justin whispered to Gus as he braved sitting on the edge also. His legs going from underneath him but he daren’t look down, instead he kept looking up at the stars. 

“Lets just sit here a little while longer.” Gus whispered. 

It took far more willpower to stand back up than it did to sit. Justin’s body didn’t appear to have the confidence that his brain did in the fact that he wouldn’t topple over when he stood up, so instead he shuffled backwards. Further and further, Gus at his side until they collided with the bell. 

“Oh sh…” Jamie said then clasped his hands over his ears. His voice getting lost in the noise of the bell. 

“I really thought we were going to get away with this.” Gus whispered as he stood, reaching his hand to help Justin stand with him.

“If we run, we might.” Jamie said then started down the stairs disappearing from sight quickly. His footsteps soon fading away. 

He was still stood at the bottom when they reached him, his face bright red as he turned to look at them.

“Oh no.” Gus whispered, 

“Oh no.” Justin agreed then stopped. 

“You are all in so much trouble.”




They stood, chastised in front of the headmaster who didn’t appear most pleased about being woken up. He was still wearing his long nightgown, that was white and embroidered with stars. It was pretty, and matched his nightcap immaculately – but Justin didn’t think he’d appreciate a compliment right now. 

In fact, he figured his Dad would appreciate it even less as he stood behind them rubbing his eyes as if he could feel a migraine coming on – also in his pyjamas, although not as noteworthy pyjamas. 

“The bell tower is forbidden for good reason.” The Headmaster said, his voice soft yet still chiding. 

“Yes.” Jamie agreed, 

“It is.” Gus said, 

“But…” Justin said, 

“No buts.” He shunned, 

“No, no I’d love to hear this but…” Dad said, Justin sighed as he turned. 

“We were playing truth or dare.” He said, his Dad looked bemused. 

“You mean that stupid enchanted game Sander gave you.” 

“Yes.” 

His Dad, Robin Oriol squeezed the bridge of his nose. He marveled not for the first time how his older brother, the first born triplet Lysander Oriol could still make his life a living hell from so many realms away.

“You three aren’t even in the same house, so you broke curfew to play this.” 

“Yes.” Gus said, “but I conquered a pretty big fear.” He said turning to the Headmaster who gave him a thumbs up. 

“Give me the game.” 

“I don’t have it.” Justin said, “it’s in my dorm.”  

“You will also serve detention.” Their headmaster said, they all turned back to him, “for a week.” He added then sighed, “it’s not even the second day of term yet.” 

“I aim to overachieve.” Gus said with a shrug. 

“Detention, one week. Now you will get back to your dormitories and go to sleep. Professor Oriol, will you please escort them back.” 

“Of course Headmaster.” Robin said with a nod, then his hand was on the back of Justin’s  neck turning him so he left the office. Gus and Jamie walking behind with their heads low. 

They dropped Gus off at Scorpius and Jamie at Orion before turning towards Pegasus. Robin walking quietly beside Justin as he tried with all his might not to look directly at his Dad. 

Like Medusa. 

He stopped outside of his common room looking away from his Dad sniffling until he had to wipe his face. 

“Hey.” Robin said lifting his chin, Justin still refused to look at him. “Justin.” 

“We were only playing.” He said his voice weak, Robin sighed. 

“I know, but I still don’t expect this of you Justin. The Bell tower is dangerous. You could’ve fell, you could’ve really hurt yourself.” 

“I know.” 

“What was the dare?” 

“Do something that scares you.” Justin mumbled, Robin almost laughed, the irony not lost on him.

“Well you succeeded in scaring the life out of me Justin. That games dangerous in itself and my brother will definitely hear about this.” 

“Dad.” Justin said finally looking at him, he sighed wiping Justin’s cheek with his thumb. “I’m sorry.”

“I know you are Justin. Please don’t do something so…”

“Stupid?” Justin suggested, 

“Terrifying.” 

“You historically fought one of the scariest women alive…”

“I was twenty-one.” He replied pointing at himself, “you’re fifteen and need to go to bed.” 

“Fine I’ll save all the hero stuff until I’m twenty-one then.” 

“That’s all I ask.” He said then kissed Justin’s forehead. Justin opened the common room door. “Justin…” he paused looking back at his dad, “game.” He added holding his hand out to him. 

* * *
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  The Houses

  
  




There were lines all over the hall. One per house, per year. A line of bright eyed and terrified first years and then there was the other new starters.

That line of boys was varied, boys who were very obviously first year’s young faces and pre-pubescent voices and boys who were actually men.

There were boys with coloured hair, bright pinks, luscious looking greens, baby blues – they were fairies.

Boys with pointed ears and freckled glitter on their cheeks – elves.

Boys, with blue skin, the shade fading and growing as their eyes tracked the room – pixies.

There were no obvious Werewolves, or Vampires – although they didn’t really have any definable features.

Indie stood in the Elf line. Having been identified as such practically the moment they’d come in. They might as well have given them a label, a big E for Elf in a glittered font that matched their cheeks.

They’d walked with their mam from where they lived with her Coven. The witches not living all that far from the Wizards, from Myrddin. They’ve arrived for their first day, a bag on their back, their wand in their hair, keeping their messily wound bun in place and not much else. They’d said goodbye to their mam, hugging her tightly. She’d wished them luck.

Indie thought they might need it.

They stepped through the grand doors of Myrddin School and they were categorised. A Witch with a clipboard, ticking off names asking for species. It’d felt personal in a way Indie had never experienced. Everyone in the Coven had always known they were of Elf blood. It was just a fact. That’s Indie our baby Witch who was born to Angie Clarimont and an Elf who had passed through almost a year ago they’d say, if they even mentioned it at all.

Indie had the characteristics of an Elf, glitter on their cheeks, points to their ears but those were about as relevant as Indie having the characteristics of a boy, neither were particularly relevant not when Indie identified as a nonbinary Witch, both labels their mam recommended not to mention. 

They were taking steps but Wizards were still inherently misogynistic and they hated Witches.

So, Indie had introduced themselves as a Wizard, and grumbled that they were also an Elf.

They’d been filed into a large hall almost immediately, and that was were they’d met Marshall.

He had been hidden away in a makeshift corner that the hall certainly did not architecturally have. He appeared quiet, almost shy and although Indie most certainly was not shy themself, they could do with the lack of drama.

They’d simply sat beside him. Not imitating contact, not forcing him to interact not until he looked at Indie at least.

Indie had waved, a small thing, just fingers along with a smile that they hoped was welcoming. It had been, it had even eased some of Marshall’s anxieties, but he was still anxious, he still needed Indie to initiate the conversation, and they did.

“Indie.” a hand, Marshall took it, almost risking a smile.

“Marshall.”

“First day?” Indie asked, Marshall let that smile come through a little bit.

“No.” the joke was quiet but there, “I enjoy sitting around chaos.”

“Understandable.” Indie agreed, “who wouldn’t.”

They smiled at each other. They pulled beds next to each other.

Marshall slept the moment the lights had gone down.

They woke up together. They ate breakfast together.

And as they stood in a line they searched out Marshall in the hall. They all donned their uniforms now, a grey woollen blazer, a choice of black, grey, or grey plaid trousers - Indie opting for the plaid option - a white shirt, and only the newcomers, Indie noted, in plain black ties.

They struggled to find Marshall amongst the crowds. Especially when the existing students started filing in. Row by row, house by house. The hall split into fours, green, purple, red and orange.

Scorpius, Pegasus, Orion and Phoenix.

Indie knew of them, they’d been told every little fact about each of the houses from Tommy who’d been raised alongside Indie in the Coven, except that he’d been born to a absent Wizard, rather than an absent Elf.

Tommy had told him, Scorpius is the sports house, super fit, and physical you’re Scorpius. Pegasus is the academic kids. The ones who enjoy maths and potion brewing and astronomy. Orion is the creative house, if you’re into theatre and art you’re put in Orion, and Phoenix is the rich house. If your parents are someone you’re usually in Phoenix. Tommy had been sorted into Scorpius and having known Tommy for his entire life, Indie thought that to be wildly accurate.

Indie had speculated with Marshall for most of breakfast both of their house placements.

The Headmaster appeared at the front, the room fell silent almost immediately. He welcomed the school year overly flamboyantly, as he was one too do and then he began the ceremony, favouring the first years over the other newcomers.

Indie watched with interest as each boy stood before the hall, the sorting spell taking effect, changing their plain black tie to their house colour.

The Elves were the third line to be brought forward, once the first year pure Wizards, and the Fairies had been sorted. There was only a handful of Elves, Indie getting to the front far quicker than they had anticipated. They searched the room for Tommy. The only truly familiar face they could’ve seen that wasn’t Marshall’s.

Indie’s tie turned red. Orion. They were in Orion. They could see that for themselves, they were happy with that. They were led to the red quarter of the hall.

Marshall was one of the last to stand at the front, when most of the student body was bored out of their mind, and even the sorting spell was beginning to lag. He appeared to be in a group of ragtags, one boy had the characteristics of a dwarf, another of a faun. The few other boys and Marshall looked distinctly human, almost Wizard.

Marshall’s tie turned purple. He was to be in Pegasus.

“First years, and new students please follow your Head boys to your dormitories before making your way to the lunch hall.” The Headmaster said, once the last boy had stood before everyone, he sounded defeated but he still smiled, a warm, welcoming expression on his face. “You are all excused.” He said waving his hand so the doors at the far end of the hall opened. The Head Boys left first their gaggle of first years behind them walking quickly to keep up with his strides.

Indie had barely stood when they were almost knocked over by another body. They turned, laughing gleefully as they realised it was Tommy’s arms wrapped around their body. Their hand flew up to their hair, catching their wand before it fell to the floor. The other held Tommy as physically close as it could.

“I’m so happy to see you.” Tommy gasped, Indie returned the sentiment, them laughing together, catching each other up.

“I suppose now I can finally meet this allusive boyfriend of yours?” Indie asked, Tommy laughed, nodding happily before turning them as a pair, until he found who he was looking for. He pointed across the hall at two boys. Two almost fully identical boys.

Indie saw as the boys, Justin and Josh Oriol noticed the attention, and started towards with them with Tommy. As they got closer they could see the differences, besides the glaringly obvious of one of the boys, Josh using a wheelchair, one of the two had Elvish glitter on his cheeks, his eyes a little brighter, his red hair an ever so slightly lighter shade, his tie purple. The other boy didn’t appear to be Elvish at all, his hair and eyes darker, a scowl on his face, his tie orange.

Tommy introduced the both of them, Justin Oriol, the boy with Elvish glitter, and Josh Oriol, Tommy’s boyfriend.

Indie knew them, through Tommy of course, but also through legend.

“You’re the Circle of the Moons sons.”

“How do you know that?” The lighter one, Justin asked, Indie laughed, it was light musical.

“Everyone knows that. The Circle of the Moon was the circle of the Supreme and decades ahead of its time with interspecies relationships. Your parents, ones an Elf right.”

Josh shushed them as Justin said,

“Yeah.”

“It was kind of amazing for us.” They said happily.

“Is… are…” Justin began, Indie laughed.

“My Mam is a witch.” They said nodding,

“Is your father the Grand Elf?” Justin almost whispered, they shook their head,

“No not the Grand Elf himself. A descendant.”

“Every Elf is a descendant of the Grand Elf.” Josh muttered, “don’t you know anything about Elves?”

“I’m a wizard.” Indie said pointing at themself, “presumably as much as you guys think you are.”

“If you were a Wizard, you’d have been in Myrddin.”

“Josh.” Tommy chided; Josh rolled his eyes.

“I’ve not even visited the Elf settlement before.” Indie said as they started being ushered out of the hall, “but, Dad didn’t stick around and Mam raised me. I’m a Wizard.” They said then laughed softly, “I guess, they haven’t made a nonbinary term for this yet.”

“Maybe you could make one…” Justin said, Indie smiled at him, nodding as he exhaled gently.

“Justin?” they asked, Justin nodded. “I like Justin.” They told Tommy, “Josh could use some work.”

Tommy smirked tugging on Indie’s blazer. “Shush.” He said softly then turned them both, “you need to find your room.” He added, “Josh care to accompany me to lunch.”

Josh huffed but went, narrowly avoiding rolling over everybody’s feet as he left.




Marshall watched from across the hall. Smiling to himself as he followed with his eyes Indie’s path towards Justin them talking to each other. Indie could help him, coach him in being confident with Justin. 

His smile barely faltered when Indie turned to search for him. Finding him and beckoning him to follow. Marshall went, crossing the hall to his friend.

He had a friend, Marshall thought. It’d been one day and he already had a friend. 

Marshall would, as time passed, come to remember this day as one of the best days of his life.  

* * *
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  Detention and a Dinner

  
  




The Circle of the Zodiac, as they were officially called had renamed themselves to the Young Wizard Society, YWS for short. 

There had been no real reason for the name, just that they felt it fitted better to them as a whole than The Circle of the Zodiac, them being Justin, Jamie, Gus, Josh and Tommy. 

Justin still didn’t fully believe he’d found his circle. Not really, sure they had the name, and they had each of the required skill sets, but something still didn’t really fit for him.

Myrddin encouraged young wizards to find the other members of their  Circle by the time of graduation when they were eighteen, so when it came to their trails when they were twenty-one they were well aligned and in tune with each other’s magic.  

Robin had also encouraging it from practically the moment Justin and Josh had set foot  in Myrddin. He had often spoken about his Circle with such fondness, telling them about the euphoria his magic felt when it had finally found its match.  

The entire wizarding world appeared to be based around finding their Circle, their Brothers, their Cornerstones, their Soul Mates, making their magic sing and feeling their own power.  

And Justin had never gotten it.  

Of course Justin had seen it, he saw it every day in his dad’s, in his uncle Sander and his cornerstone Alfie, in Leon, in the great supreme Leon and his cornerstone Casper. It was practically thrown in his face every single day, but he’d never felt it himself. 

He was starting to wonder if he ever would?

He knew he was still young, he knew it sometimes wasn’t as easy as just finding someone at aged eleven and keeping hold, but now that his magic had began to mature, now that he could control his spells unlike when they were young when their magic was sporadic and unpredictable. When they only need look at a piece of bread to make it toast, then ash, he thought he should at least be starting to feel these things.  

His magic didn’t even mingle with Josh’s all too well. 

Which worried Justin, what kind of a wizard was he if his magic didn’t even mingle with his twins? 

Then, he started in Myrddin.  

Jamie was one of the first he met whilst they were stood in their lines awaiting their own Sorting Assembly. 

Justin had been nervous because he and Josh were the first Oriol’s to attend Myrddin since their Great Grandfather Albert Oriol who had go on to become one of the most influential Supremes of all time.  

It was a lot to live up too.  

Jamie however was one of a long line of Myrddin attendees. His three elder brothers, the eldest in his last year, the second in his fourth and the third in his third,  coming before him.  

Jamie had whispered to Justin that it’d be okay.  

It was nothing to be afraid of.

it was just a spell that told us where we best fitted. 

He was pretty certain he was going to be in Scorpius, like his brothers even though he didn’t think it was his best fit but he figured the spell wasn’t smart enough to see pass the genes.  

He talked and he talked, and Justin’s magic had felt calm. It was strange but nice.  

He was sorted into Orion. Which was the most accurate thing to have ever happened.  

Gus followed him; he was sorted into Scorpius.  

Tommy was also sorted into Scorpius.  

Josh went before Justin, and he was sorted into Phoenix.  

Justin still believed that the spell couldn’t see pass the genes – especially given Josh and him were identical twins – they called his name. His dad had nodded to him from where he was sat on the teacher table.  

Josh didn’t even bat an eye in his direction, but he had appreciated that in an odd way.  

Justin was sorted into Pegasus.  

Then, they were flung into dorms with other boys in their house. None of them made Justin’s magic sing like those few minutes with Jamie so he sought Jamie out.  

They were in Creatures class together, and Herbology, Spells, and Potions and they became best friends and Justin’s magic continued to sing.  

He was in Divination with Gus, and his magic felt the same kind of alliance with him as did Jamie’s.

Justin had genuinely believed that he had started to find his circle.  

Until puberty hit that was and things got even more chaotic, but puberty brought them Tommy, who Josh had taken a particular liking too, and he fitted. He completed their circle and it was nice. It worked. It wasn’t quite euphoric yet. Justin’s magic sung and felt calm but it wasn’t complete yet, there was that missing link.  

That Adar was to his Dad, or what he believed Tommy was to Josh.  

“Was that Indie?”  Jamie had asked practically the moment he’d come into their Young Wizards Society meeting that evening.

“Yep.” Tommy said, Jamie sighed.  

“I knew I’d like Indie.” He said resting his hand on his chest.  

“You think they’re your cornerstone?” Justin asked, Jamie laughed squeezing his shoulders gently.  

“Honey not everything is about finding your cornerstone, sometimes its about having fun and we’d certainly have fun.”  

“With him?” Josh practically spat, Justin rolled his eyes as Jamie reared himself up for a fight.

“Them.” Tommy corrected gently, his hand resting on Josh’s shoulder, Josh at least corrected Indie’s pronouns. 

“They’re a monster.” he said, “and we don’t know how many of them might be wearing a glamour.” 

A Glamour is a spell, a charm an enchantment if you will.  

A glamour hides.  

We’ve all been known to use a glamour every now and again. When you’ve woken up with a big ass spot on the end of your nose or with bags the size of Jupiter under your eyes. It’s a simple look in the mirror and a murmur of a spell but a more consistent use of a glamour was a very controversial subject.  

There had been lots of discussions about the use of glamour’s in media. In newspapers or magazines. Anything that’d be consumed by a large audience. It was perceived as vanity magic and an inaccurate representation.   

Which Justin  got because you could glamour yourself to look like anything you can imagine.  

But he knew a few trans people who had used a glamour to rid of their dysphoria, non binary people too, who occasionally wanted to be one way on a Tuesday and another on a Wednesday and this sparked further debate.  

But he believed that’d always be a debate.  

What wasn’t a debate however, was how Josh used his Glamour, because he used his Glamour to hide his pointed elf ears.  

Which apparently was fine because that was allegedly for his safety – not vanity. Which Justin disagreed with on a whole. So Justin thought it his right to remind Josh.

“Like you do.” 

Josh scowled, an expression that barely crossed Justin’s face but he knew exactly what it’d look like, given how often it was thrown in his direction from his brother. 

“They’re not monsters.” Jamie said from the seat across from Justin, where he sat his
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