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Prologue
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“Nessa! How many times do I have to tell you?!”

A shrill voice ranged out into the deep forest. Six-year-old Nessa cringed at the sound of her maid’s voice. She burrowed herself deeper into the thick bushes and held her breath. She closed her eyes tightly as she did. She heard the crunching sounds of the fallen leaves on the ground that turned brittle from the cold of winter that was soon to come.

“Nessa! I know you are out here child! You know the rules of being outdoors!”

Nessa nearly giggled out loud when a small hand slapped across her mouth to keep her quiet. She quickly looked to the little boy, who was close to her own age, lift a finger to his lips indicating for her to stay silent. They both sat still, close together, as the footsteps faded away from them. Once everything was quiet they both giggled.

“I still don’t get why you can’t come out and play.” The little boy said as they both appeared out of the bush. Nessa’s purple flower dress was caught on some twigs, and he started to help release the fabric.

She just shrugged at him. “They say I have to be protected.”

He scrunched up his little button nose at her. “Protected from what? There’s nothing out here.” He threw his arms out wide, swinging his gaze around the forest.

She again just shrugged at him. “I don’t know Calen! Let’s go before she comes back this way!”

Calen quickly agreed and they both dashed through the trees and overgrown brush.

“Nessa! Where are you?! This is not funny!” The distant sound of her maid echoed through the forest.

Calen quickly grabbed her hand and pulled her after him.

They both laughed as they continued to run freely, not having a care in the world. Wind started to pick up making the tree branches and leaves sway noisily. After a few minutes they both stopped and crouched to the ground.

“Okay, now hold out your hand.” Calen stated.

She held out her hand palm facing upward and watched as he took a handful of damp dirt and poured into her waiting palm. She frowned slightly not sure what he was doing.

“We’re going to make a pact Nessa.” He said nonchalantly looking a bit pleased.

“What kind of pact?”

“A friendship pact, I saw my cousin do this once with his lady friend. They pour dirt from the ground where they stood at and placed it into their hands and held on like this.”

She watched him as he covered her dirt covered hand with his own and clasped on gently. When he didn’t do anything else she looked up to see him concentrating.

“Then what did they do?” she asked curiously.

“Um...they said some words...hmm...something about always standing by each other’s side and always being connected in spirit or something like that.” He shrugged.

“How about we make our own words?” She offered in excitement.

He beamed and nodded in agreement. “Yeah! Okay! I’ll say the words since you’ve never done this.”

“You have?” She asked feeling a bit sad at the thought.

“Well...no. But I have seen many of my family members do it, so I’m familiar with it.”

“Oh, okay then.”

“Alright, we should sit up straight and look each other in the eyes.”

They both got onto their knees facing one another and stared straight ahead into each other’s eyes. “We’ll call this the best friend pact.”

She nodded her head and waited for him to continue.

“I, Calen Malik Millard, will hereby stay by your side for the rest of time.” he said confidently.

“The rest of time? Why not for the rest of our lives? or ‘for as long as I live’?

Again he shrugged his shoulders. “I’m just saying what everyone else says when they do this. They say, ‘for the rest of time’.”

“Oh.”

“Now you have to say it.” He urged her, slightly shaking their closed hands.

“Oh right, I, Nessa Juline Laveau, will hereby stay by your side for the rest of time.” She stated happily.

They stayed onto their knees not saying another word, listening as the wind moved the leaves of the trees.

“Is that it?” she asked him.

“No, a ‘whoosh’ was supposed to happen around us.” He looked confused as he just stared at their joined hands.

“A whoosh?” She tilted her head in uncertainty.

“Yeah, you know ‘whoosh’!” He lifted his other arm in the air indicating what was supposed to happen.

“Well, maybe we did it wrong?”

His face frowned deeper in thought. Then suddenly, “Oh! I forgot! We need to mix our blood together in the dirt! We need to cut our hands!” His face beamed in accomplishment then faded quickly when she gave a look of slight horror.

“I am not cutting my hand and mixing my blood!”


“But-”


“No.”

His shoulders slumped in disappointment and frowned even more. Then another thought came to him. “Oh! I know! How about we spit in the dirt instead?!”

“Ew.” She made a face at the thought of mixing their saliva together.

“Come on, Nessa.” He whined. “We have to mix something together or the pact won’t work!”

She sighed dramatically. “Okay fine!”

They both spit in the little mound of dirt. While he beamed, she scrunched her face in disgust. They both repeated their words again and this time the wind picked up dramatically around them causing the leaves on the ground to fly into the air. Her hair flew into her face as her dress whipped in the wind. They both gasped as they were pushed back from each other.

Then everything went quiet again. Sitting back up they both looked at one another in surprise.

“Whoa.” He said looking around them.

“That was...so cool!” She exclaimed.

They both scrambled back up and stood beaming at each other.

“I can’t believe it worked!” he said excitedly.

Nessa giggled happily. “Now, we’ll always be best friends!”

“NESSA JULINE!! COME HERE AT ONCE CHILD!!” a loud shrill voice called out.

Both of the children’s eyes widen in fear.

“Uh oh, it’s your mom.” Calen whispered in dread.

“I have to go.” She squeaked out.

Dropping the mound of dirt and wiping their hands, they both went separate directions. Calen quickly turned around. “Nessa!” He whispered loudly afraid the strict woman was going to hear him.

She stopped and turned back to him with a rushed look on her young face. “What?!” She whispered back.

“See you tomorrow?”

“If I don’t get locked in my room again.” She huffed.

He gave her a huge grin. “That won’t stop me! See you tomorrow, Nessa!” With that they both faded into the trees.

Neither of them noticed that the dirt they both held while enchanting the pact of friendship sank into the ground as small black smoke produced with an ancient inscription that glowed a red hue and disappearing altogether.
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Chapter One
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10 years later﻿

*Music playing loudly*

I jerk awake and scramble in my half sleep state to quickly turn off my alarm on my phone. I turn as quietly as I could to see if my horrible, nasty name calling roommate had woken up. With a sigh of relief I thank the good spirits that she didn’t even move an inch. She still snored loudly and blissfully in her rumpled, bedhead state.

I should take a picture as her mouth hung open while saliva slowly dripped onto her pillow. But I couldn’t risk the flash of the camera for waking her up since it was nearly pitch black still in the room. She would kill me if she caught me in the act and make my life an even more living hell than it already was.

I hated living in the dorms of Legendary Magic Academy. Living here for the past three years has taught me a few things though, like how to avoid the nasty people, aka my roommate. Unfortunately I was stuck with her, but if I timed me being in the room just right I could avoid most of the hatefulness she loves to throw at me.

One more year and I will be free of this awful place. At least I still had one person I could always count on. One person I love so dearly and who always has my back no matter what. That one person is the reason I am waking up so damn early. Four thirty to be exact. Why he chose this hour is beyond me and I could seriously kill him for making me lose such precious sleep.

I loved my sleep.

He’s lucky he was my best friend, damn it.

Quickly and as quietly as I could I rushed to get dressed, brush my hair and teeth, then grabbing my school bag because I have a strong feeling I wouldn’t be coming back anytime soon, I rushed out the door. The huge, long hallway that looked like it should be a part of a museum looked deserted and a bit ominous. Big large glass windows stood as tall as the walls casting the moon’s light through, so at least I was able to see where I was going.

I kept my shoes off, so I didn’t make any clicking sounds. Call them old fashion but we had uniforms that required skirts, high stockings and freaking mid-calf heeled boots. At least I looked good in the outfit, but I could have lived with casual clothing instead.

I finally reach the end of the hall when my phone started buzzing in my hand. Without looking I already knew who it was.

“Where the hell are you?” A rough male voice said on the line.

“Good morning to you, my big ball of sunshine!” I sarcastically beamed.

“Ugh, I hate when you call me that, also why the hell are you so damn chirpy this early in the morning?” He grumbled back.

I snort, yes snort, something I have been told repeatedly to not do. It’s unladylike. But do I ever listen, nope! “Hey, you’re the one who wanted to get up at this god-awful hour, just because you don’t want to get caught.”

“Stop complaining, why are you still not here yet?” He whined.

“I’m just around the corner, jeez maybe next time don’t wake me up at four freaking thirty in the morning!”

“Again, stop complaining. We need to do this before the sun rises and besides we do this every year so why now you are bickering about the choice of time?”

He sounded like he started to get distracted by something else. I turn the corner and come across a large plastic sheet covering more than half of the wall and broken-down staircase. This part of the building was still in remodeling.

Apparently five years ago a young boy had lost control of his magic and caused a very traumatic scene that caused six people to be injured. It was a huge mess and because the magic was so untrained it kept this part of the building under a weird spell. It caused anyone who came near it to have weird hallucinations and started all kinds of drama for the school. They couldn’t seem to dispel the enchantment that was placed, and the kid couldn’t remember what he had done to create it in the first place.

So they blocked it off and just this past winter the spell finally lifted on its own and construction had been started. I reach under the plastic wrap and reveal a hole in the wall.

Me and Calen discovered this our first year when we both decided to see what kind of hallucinations we would fall under. Hey, we just turned fourteen and were bored out of our minds. When we did discover it, however, neither of us got effected at all. We were highly disappointed and confused by it. The only explanation that Calen could come up with was the fact that we were the outcasts and oddballs of the school, so we were immune to enchantments.

Which I knew was so far-fetched of being true.

There, sitting in the dark room, was my favorite person in the whole wide world. My best friend. Both my joy and my curse. The only person who completely understood me. The boy who stood by my side for as long as I could remember.

Calen Millard.
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Calen was sitting cross legged as he started setting up a small black cauldron sitting on top of a metal burner. He had rolled out a thick leather pouch that consisted of ingredients that we were going to need. Two goblets were off to the side.﻿

He must have thought we were going to be here longer than usual because he too was dressed in his school uniform and his satchel was stacked behind him against the wall. He didn’t look over when I entered.

I quickly sit down on the other side of the cauldron facing him. He pauses before he sets the burner into flames. He glances at me and quirks his brow in question. Rolling my eyes I slip my bag off my shoulder putting it behind me.

“Don’t act like you have been here for a while, we both know you got here minutes before me.”

He just grunts while giving a small grin. He doesn’t say anything as he starts placing different herbs and roots into the pot. I take out the two bottles of water I brought and open them. Just before I begin to pour Calen stops my hand and yells out,

“Whoa! Whoa! Whoa! You purified that right? Who knows what’s going to happen if it’s tainted!” He gave me an offended stare.

My eyebrows shoot up at him. “Seriously Calen? We’re making homemade tea, what could possibly happen to it?”

“It’s not just any tea Nessa, it’s our special tea. The tea we make once a year on this very day.”

He looked so serious that I nearly wanted to laugh out loud. Shaking my head I pour in the water. “Don’t worry, Oh Mighty Sage, it’s purified.” I say sarcastically.

I watch as he puts everything in and begins to stir as the water started heating up. The aroma was beginning to calm me, and I felt my body relax. I watched as he worked. He had his white sleeves rolled up a little past his elbows and today he chooses to wear the light tan sweater vest that came with the uniform. Calen was the only male student I knew that wore the over sweaters. No one else would be caught dead in one and it wasn’t mandatory to wear them. Most boys wore their suit jackets but Not Calen.

He stated our first year of high school that the jacket felt too confined, whatever that meant. So he stuck with the sweater vests. He actually made it work somehow. Even though he preferred to leave his white button-down shirt untucked, his thick black shaggy hair down to his shoulders that was always covering his eyes, perfect golden tan and six foot one, lean frame, yeah the boy made it work.

Sometimes he made me think of a very clean homeless man. Having the thought pop into my mind I giggled a little. He wiped the hair out of his eyes for what felt like the hundredth time since I came in and stated,

“What’s going through that beautiful intelligent brain of yours?”

Trying to control my self-inflicted humor I shake my head at his choice of words. Only he would think that of me. Yes, I may have the highest test scores and GPA in the entire school but that was the only thing going for me.

Once again he swiped the hair off his face. Sighing irritably I yanked the extra hair band I always wear on my wrist just for this occasion. “Boy, stop that and lean forward.” I huffed at him.

He didn’t hesitate and without breaking off what he was doing he leaned forward and allowed me to take his bangs and put them in a small bun on top his head. I smile hugely at my handiwork. I have done this so many times now it felt natural.

Dare I say that he looked quite cute like this. Now that I can see his eyes, eyes that pierce to my heart every time, those blue eyes could seriously cause some swooning in the female population. Too bad I was the only one who saw them. Calen would never let me put his hair up like this in public. I tried once and never again. When the boy wants to fight, he’ll fight like a cat trying to avoid water.

“Nessa?”

I snap out of my thoughts and see him staring at me as if waiting for something.

“I’m sorry what?”

“What was so funny? You giggled.”

“Oh that? It was nothing, don’t worry about it.” I waved it off forgetting the thought already.

He squinted his eyes at me like he was trying to sear into my skull. Finally after intense seconds he gave up and shook his head. “I’ll never understand you.”

“What are you talking about? You’re the only one who does.” I say nonchalantly staring into the pot.

“Anyways, it’s done.”

I sit up straight and reach for both of the goblets. Calen grabs a filter and sets it over a glass container he had taken from the science lab and never returned. I watch as he carefully pours the liquid and contents into the filter and watch as the liquid separates from all the herbs and roots.

Placing the cauldron back he carefully picks up the glass and closes his eyes. Whispering under his breath he says an enchantment and I watch as the liquid turns from a dirty brown into a light green color. He pours the tea into our goblets.

We both raise the glasses to each other. “Nessa, I know that one day this shit will work for us, but if it doesn’t-”

“And it hasn’t for three years now.” I couldn’t help but put in.

He scowls at me. “Attitude’s not helping.” He quickly states before going back to his speech. “As I was saying, if it doesn’t, it won’t matter because by then we will both leave this awful place you agreed to come to and be done with all these pathetic losers who only care about themselves and their not so hidden greed of magic.”

I snort at that. We drink the awful tasting liquid. “Ugh, it never gets any better either.” I nearly gagged at the taste.

Calen makes a face as he sets his glass down. “Well, you know as witches say, the more awful the taste, the more chance that it works.”

Again I snort. We sit there in silence for a few moments like we always do after drinking the tea. Knowing it isn’t going to work, I let him have the chance to believe that it will. Feeling a little uneasy I bring up the one subject I know he will get annoyed at, but stupid me couldn’t help it.

“You know, not everyone here in this school is all bad Calen.”

He slowly lifts his gaze to mine with a hint of wariness. “Don’t.” He warns.

Again stupid me doesn’t stop the words from coming out of my mouth. “Out of all people he stood up for me and he didn’t even have too.”

Before I even finished the sentence he quickly stood up and started ramming things in the leather pouch. “Here we freaking go.” He sighs dramatically, getting that annoyed look on his face.

I stand up to help him. “I don’t understand why you hate him so much. He’s a good guy and he never makes fun of me or teases me. He even knows my name.”

Calen puts all the stuff into the corner and leaves it there. No point in keeping any of it since this was our last year. He takes the leather pouch and stuffs it into his satchel and slips it over his head and onto his shoulder.

He turns to me, and his face becomes expressionless. “I don’t hate him, who ever said I hated him? I just think the guy is putting up a nice guy act and is secretly a giant douche underneath all that fake spray tan and massive use of hair gel.”

Irritation overcomes me. “That’s not fair Calen. He gave you no reason too even dislike him. What the hell do you have against him that you won’t even give him a chance?” I snap.

He grunts in frustration as he rips the hair band out of his hair, letting the bangs fall back over his eyes. He stomps out of the hole in the wall, past the plastic wrap and as he leaves me completely behind I hear him say,

“That idiot is not even worth a chance.”
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Even though he was mad at me for bringing up ‘He who must not be named’ he still had my breakfast waiting for me next to him at our usual spot in the dining hall. With a grateful smile I start to head over there. Just as I turn down the aisle something caught my foot as I lifted it, and I didn’t have time to catch myself when I face planted to the ground.﻿

Laughter surrounded me. Embarrassment wasn’t even close to how I felt at that moment. Total humiliation overwhelmed my entire being.

“Oh my bad! Didn’t see you there.”

I looked up to see none other than the worst person in the school. Mike Bracamonte.

“You should have used the levitation spell so you wouldn’t have fallen on your face, oh wait!” He snaps his fingers and fake winced. “That’s right, you can’t.”

Once again laughter erupted around me. I quickly get up but before I could move on without saying a word to any of them a voice behind me says, “Come on you guys, leave the poor girl alone.”

“Hey Malikai!” Estel Nitt, the most popular girl in the school, who was sitting right next to Mike, beamed with excitement seeing him.

I turn to see Malikai Johnston standing behind me with a kind smile. He handed me my bag that had fallen off my shoulder when I had fallen. I couldn’t say anything as I just stared at him like a dumb idiot. Taking the bag, our hands barely made contact, but it was enough to make my whole-body shiver.

I hear snickering beside me. Realizing that I was just staring at him like a lover sick fool I felt my face heat up in humiliation. Quickly turning away I walk as fast as I could from their table to where Calen sat watching the whole display.

As soon as I sat down he said with slight disgust, “Well that was...a bit pathetic to watch at the end.”

I gave him a scowl as I snatched my food from beside him. “At least he came to my rescue, what the hell were you doing, other than sitting here watching like everyone else?”

His face got a little red. “I was about to head over there but lover boy beat me to it, besides you wouldn’t even have noticed I was there when he showed up. What was the point by then?”

He looked away from me and stabbed his fork into the chicken that was being served. He seemed to still be upset from earlier and this whole incident with Malikai seemed to have made it worse.

“Sometimes you’re impossible.” I mumbled, which maybe I shouldn’t have said out loud because the next thing I knew Calen slammed his fist on the table, grabbed his bag, pushed himself out of his chair and marched away from the cafeteria, all without saying a single word to me.

What the hell?

He didn’t even take a single bite of his food and that told me enough to know that Calen was more than upset with me, he was pissed.

My appetite was all but gone. Pushing my plate away I sit back against the chair, sighing heavily. What could I do to get that lame head to smile at me again? I never understood why the subject of Malikai was such a sore spot with my best friend, but it always has been since the first day we met him in freshman year.

On our first day of class our first year all students had to undergo a test. I had begun to get really nervous when one by one each person showed what their magic ability was and how far they have come. When it was my turn I just stood there looking down at the ground.

“Why isn’t she doing anything?” A girl asked while everyone sat silently waiting for me to show what I can do.

“Nessa? Go on sweetie, we all have something different so don’t be afraid of what you have, okay.” Our instructor said gently.

I began to sweat. “I-I don’t have anything yet.” I mumbled.

“What? What did she just say?” A boy somewhere asked looking dumbfounded.

“Wait, hold on. Are you telling us you’re magicless?” The same girl who spoke before scoffed.

When she stated that laughter slowly began to go around.

“How did you even get into this school if you don’t have any magic?” Someone else asked sounding confused.

“It has to be because of her famous family. They probably had to bribe to get her in.”

All around me laughter continued, and disbelief went around. Calen stood up ready to unleash his fury at everyone while the instructor tried to get everyone under control, when suddenly a kind voice said loudly.

“What gives any of you the right to judge?”

At that everyone went silent.

The boy who spoke out stood up from his desk and looked around at everyone, looking a bit disappointed. When I laid my eyes on him I became completely dumbstruck at his perfect beauty. Being only fourteen he was already on his way to being over six feet tall. His body was lean, and his dirty blonde hair looked like it belonged on hair product commercials. His skin was a beautifully peach colored smoothness that I envied. He emitted an aura so bright and soft that I could have stared at him forever.

“Just because she can’t do magic now, doesn’t mean she doesn’t have any. All of you should have been taught that at a young age. Every witch and warlock have their own pace, and this academy is supposed to bring out the best of everyone. She’s here so that she can bring it out so leave her alone.”

Right then and there I knew I had fallen in love with Malikai Johnston.

Too bad at the near age of seventeen I was still magicless.

I look over to the popular table to see them all laughing and having a good time. They seemed to have completely forgotten the incident. Malikai was once again the center of attention. He was talking as everyone around him laughed. Estel clung to him like a lifeline, but he didn’t seem to mind it at all. Envy rolled around my insides watching them.

It was hard to tell who he liked since he acted like this with every girl he came across with, no matter what age they were. I was no exception. Thinking back to my first day of school, I will never forget that kindness he showed. Everyone loved Malikai, except for Calen of course.

That boy didn’t like him that very first day. Thinking back though it still didn’t make any sense to me on why he hated him so much.

My thoughts straying to Calen, my mind begins to wander to my past.
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When Calen and I realized we were going to be in the same class our happiness couldn’t have been more noticeable. You see, Calen didn’t even want to attend the academy. He only joined because I was dead set on becoming a great witch like my ancestors before me.﻿ I come from a long line of legendary witches and warlocks. So legendary that my family’s name was well known throughout many countries. We were sought out for one reason or another. Whether it be for spells, healing, hexes, curses, potions or just plain tarot readings, you name it.

Though my family are usually against any evil doings whether it be for their own gain or someone else’s, it does occur sometimes. My family isn’t perfect, but it doesn’t mean they take well to having magicless offspring.

Namely...me.

Most members in my family show signs of having magic abilities by the age of seven. Sometimes we have late bloomers, like my cousin Joanna, who didn’t show signs until she was nearly eleven years old. The amount of relief that her parents showed was large.

My older sister Sasha was the youngest in history to show signs at the age of four. She happens to be one of the strongest witches out there. When I turned seven and still showed no signs, my parents at first thought maybe I was like Joanna, but when I turned twelve and still showed no signs everyone was beginning to worry.

See, my family hasn’t had a non-magical witch for three centuries. After all that time it seemed fate was overdue. By my thirteenth birthday certain people in my family started snubbing me and treated me like a walking disease. They said I was cursed. My parents began to isolate me from everyone. Sasha started doing enchantments and made me drink potions that tasted like garbage.

I didn’t understand why it was so bad to not have magical powers. I never thought my family could have been so shallow. But through it all one person stood by my side regardless. He never cared that I didn’t have magic and hated my family who treated me like an outcast. He never treated me any differently. Calen hated my parents with a passion, and I never understood that.

Maybe it was because the way they treated him upon their first meeting each other. Actually, I never understood my parents reaction to Calen either.

When I was just five years old my parents took me up to our cabin in the deepest part of the mountains because of some eclipse that was occurring that year. There I met a little boy who was playing all by himself down by the river. I had once again run away from my maid since according to my parents and sister I had been a little hellion during my younger years. More like I was completely bored out of my mind.

I had been staying in the cabin for two weeks and not once had I seen him before. There wasn’t supposed to be anyone else in those parts of the forest but there he was. His pants were rolled up to his knees while he stood in the water trying to catch fish with his bare hands. When he finally noticed me he was at first shocked. When we both realized that we were the same age and had many things in common it was like instant best friends.

Not a single day after that were we ever apart. The day I decided to introduce him to my mother was a day I would never forget. When I mentioned him during mealtimes I didn’t realize then that their expressions were one of concern. When they asked to meet him I was ecstatic. When I told Calen he was at first hesitant but complied.

When that day came, before any introductions were told, my mother took one look at him and immediately banned me from ever seeing him again. Calen didn’t take to well with that and got angry at her, but she ended up chasing him away.

She scolded me that I must never go near him again and forbid me to mention him to anyone. Being five years old I didn’t understand why she was acting the way she was. I was heartbroken though that I had lost the only friend I had ever made.

That night, however, while we were all asleep, Calen came to my window and told me that nothing was ever going to separate us from being friends. He then told me we had to keep it secret otherwise we would be in big trouble, and they might take me away from him.

I was just happy that he came back and still wanted to hang out with me. So from then on we secretly stayed friends and away from the watchful eyes of my family. Even when I left the mountains and told him the city I lived in, he was there. He followed me home telling me that his family also stayed in the same city, so it was like our friendship was meant to be.

We were never apart for a single day.

When I discovered that I was accepted to the academy was one of confusion and delight. I was excited to go, it was my chance to finally bring out the power within that refused to be released, while also confused that I was even considered since I still showed no signs. My parents were all for it and immediately enrolled me.

Calen, not so much. He hated the idea of me going. Hated the fact of suddenly being separated after nine years of always being together. So, to my surprise, the day I stood in front of those gates I felt a presence next to me. Looking over, I see Calen dressed in the uniform with his satchel over his shoulders looking ahead at the school. I’ll never forget the words he spoke right before we set foot onto the grounds.

“I feel like this is going to bite us in the ass one day.”
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Walking into my first class for the day, the first thing I noticed was my best friend. His seat was by the window in the back. He stared out that window with an expressionless face. I hated when he got like this. He was like a brick wall when it came to his feelings. I didn’t know if he was upset, sad, or just plain indifferent to everything. And when he got like this it was going to take me the rest of the day to get him to talk to me again.﻿

This wasn’t the first time he acted like this. Over the years I was gifted with his silence. But more so ever since we started here at the academy.

I walk over to his side and just stand there staring at him. Waiting. He didn’t even more an inch, just kept staring out that window. I wasn’t going to budge, however. I plan to stand right here, all throughout class if necessary, until he looks at me.

I can be just as stubborn as he can damn it.

People started trickling in going to their seats. When one person noticed me, others began to follow and even though I was getting embarrassed at the unwanted attention I was going to stand my ground.

I knew he had noticed my presence. It looks as if he wasn’t going to budge either. He still stared out at that damn window. Okay, I was beginning to lose my composure when everyone was now sitting, and the instructor came walking in.

Come on Calen! Like what the hell?!

Then just as I was about to lose it. I saw it. It was tiny, but it was there none the less. A tiny little smirk formed from his lips and that was all I needed to know that everything was going to be alright between us.

Smiling at my little victory I quickly scramble to my seat just diagonally from his in the next row. I quickly turn to look him to see hie was staring at me. He shook his head and rolled his eyes as the instructor began the lesson. I gave a cheesy smile that made him scoff and point at the front while mouthing ‘pay attention’.

Now rolling my eyes at him I look forward and groan to see what was on the board. Magic circles. Like everything else I can’t do, I’m stuck being everyone’s guinea pig. After a quick lesson of what we need to do we all head to the gym.

I wait in the hall for Calen to come out of the room. Once he steps through I latch onto him and squeeze the crap out of his arm.

“Ow! Hey! What was that for?!”

“For ditching me and then ignoring me.” I seethed as we walk behind everyone else.

“Well, don’t piss me off and I won’t.” He shrugged.

I nearly growl at him in frustration.

“Calen! It’s your turn!” A girl named Chelsea said as she ran to him with a beaming smile. Two boys and another girl walked up to us as well.

I frowned in confusion of what they were talking about. Here is the thing, even though me and Calen are best friends doesn’t mean I am the only friend he has. I may have no one else in this place but he does. Unfortunately for me I have to share him with others.

Ugh, it’s really annoying too.

“Okay, what is it this time?” He asked her.

“Favorite song.” She beamed at him again.

Seriously if she smiled any brighter we were all going to go blind. That has to be a spell she uses to keep those pearls, we call teeth, a pure white shine.

Realizing what she said I snort. Yeah, yeah unattractive I know but I don’t care remember. They all turn to look at me when I did. I clear my throat and look away from them.

Calen never tells anyone what his favorite song is. I have asked him multiple times and I always get shrugged off about it. Instead the answer he’ll give is...

"Fly with Me, Jonas Brothers.”

I nearly trip over my foot with that answer. He hates the Jonas Brothers. Which tells me he must have heard that song somewhere and is his most hated song of the week.

One of the guys made a face at his answer. “Dude, seriously?” he asked incredulously.

“Oh my god! You like them too?! I love the Jonas Brothers!” Chelsea nearly shrieked, jumping up and down.

Before any one of us could say anything, Chelsea whipped around and ran to another group. The rest followed her. I look up at Calen to see a serious look on his face.

“What’s wrong?”

He turned to look at me and stated, “I just discovered that Chelsea isn’t my soulmate.”

I jerked back at that. “I didn’t know you were considering it.”

“Oh I wasn’t, but she confirmed, it definitely is not her.”

A smile forms on my lips. “All because she likes the Jonas Brothers?”

He made a face similar to that other boy. “Yeah, she has the worst taste in music.”

I slugged him in the arm lightly. “You are the worst.” I chuckle. “But you know, now they think your favorite music is boy band pop.”

I laugh good heartily seeing his face turn pale.

“Shit.” Was all he said before we finally reached the dreaded gym, where all my problems were going to be well known once again.
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Chapter Six
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Gym time was a disaster. While everyone was enjoying themselves and creating magic circles I was stuck on the sidelines. I wasn’t needed until a circle was created so others can try and hex me or some other bullshit.﻿

Thankfully they were all harmless. Until it was Trixa’s turn, aka my horrible roommate. She gave me an evil looking smile that had me questioning whether she was sane or not. As soon as I entered the middle she didn’t hesitate to start, even when the instructor was explaining to her what he wanted her to do.

With an enchantment spewing from her mouth a dark purple mist rose around me. It slowly crept up my legs until it reached my waist. Small electric sparks shot out throughout the mist. I suddenly felt my skin singe and began to heat up.

Suddenly our instructor gasp in disbelief and just when he said, “Miss Trovoni! That spell is- “, loud popping sounds shot all over my body causing rifts of pain shoot through me. Caught in total surprise I screamed out and tried to get away from the tiny little bursts.

I barely heard the laughter and panic go around as I try desperately to get the spell to stop attacking me but nothing I did worked. I crouched down wrapping my arms over my face and legs to prevent any damage from happening to my body. Then a loud voice boomed throughout the gym.

“LIBERO!”

Just as quickly the mist came, it completely vanished. I didn’t move from my position. I kept my face hidden as tears fell freely. The mist may be gone but the pain wasn’t. I could smell burnt fabric as my uniform was giving off steam.

“WHAT THE FUCK IS YOUR PROBLEM?!”

Calen’s voice was loud and very angry.

I could slightly hear the instructor sounding nervous and upset as well. He tried to use a stern voice against Trixa, but no one could hear him over the sound of Calen’s.

“It was an accident. I wasn’t trying to harm her.” Trixa didn’t sound very apologetic at all.

“THAT’S SUCH BULLSHIT! YOU DID IT ON PURPOSE!”

“Now Mr. Millard, that’s quite enough, the language please.”

I lift my head to see Calen right up into Trixa’s face. He was facing away from me so I couldn’t see the look he was giving her. The girl cowered back from him looking frightened out of her mind. I try to wipe the tears from my face, but they kept on coming as the pain was intensifying.

“Dude, back off...” Mike’s voice faded when he saw the look on Calen’s face. He lifted his hands and backed away into the crowd that had been created.

“Hey, are you alright?” A very gentle and soft voice said next to me. I look around to see Malikai kneeling next to me with concern on his face.

I couldn’t say anything as he kept looking at me. He gently grabbed my arm and helped me stand. I winced at the pain that the movement caused. He didn’t let go of me as he said, “We should get you to the infirmary before this gets any worse.”

Normally I would be ecstatic that Malikai was giving me so much attention. Plus he was touching my arm! But the pain and the events that led up to it overwhelmed everything else at the moment. We started walking when a dark shadow fell over the room.

A shiver went up my spine at the ominous feeling. The shadow quickly faded away after a split second than it arrived. I felt Malikai stiffen with his face slightly pale. Then out of nowhere Calen was by my side. He stared daggers at Malikai.

“I got it from here thanks.” He nearly growled out.

Before any of us could say anything Calen bent down and picked me up into his arms. I gasped at the sudden pain. I felt him stiffen and his face softened when he looked down at the state I was in. When his gaze reached my tear-streaked face another scowl replaced the softness.

He started walking and with each step the pain seemed to fade away from my body to an almost numb feeling. The walk to the infirmary was a long one and I was thankful that he took it upon himself to carry me.

I never realized how fit he was. He seemed to be carrying me with ease with no stress on his body whatsoever. Since when did this guy gained muscles? I could feel every single one through our clothing. Realizing where my thoughts were going I felt my face heat up.

He walked down the hall in silence, not once looking back down at me. After a few minutes, as I was nearly falling asleep from the odd sense of warmth and comfort that surrounded me, he stopped dead in his tracks. I felt him sigh irritably.

“Why are you following us?” he asked, turning his head around behind him.

I was trying to look over his shoulder to see who he was talking too, but my vision was beginning to fade as exhaustion weighed my body down. Why couldn’t I keep my eyes open? The warmth feeling swarmed through me like a blanket. I look back up to the boy holding me to see the annoyed look he gave to the other person.

“I want to make sure she’s going to be okay.” I heard a reply that sounded faint and far away.

I sighed deeply trying to force myself to stay awake. My sigh must have alerted Calen because the last thing I saw and heard before the blackness overtook me was his beautiful eyes showing an emotion I have never seen before and him whispering,

“Don’t fight it Nessa, just close your eyes, I’ll make sure you’ll stay safe.”
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“There is really no need for you to stay, you know. It’s not like you can do anything for her anyways.”﻿

“I want to stay.”

“I’m telling you that you don’t need too. I’m here with her.”

“What? Am I not allowed to be worried about my friend?”

“Friend? Look, just because you stood up for her one time doesn’t make you her friend.”

The voices sounded a bit far away and a little distorted. My eyes felt heavy as I come in and out of consciousness. It was like my body didn’t want to respond. Pain shot through me as I attempted to raise my hand, and the voices were getting louder and more defined.

“Look, I’m not leaving until I know she’s alright, besides, the nurse isn’t even here. I think I should wait with you until she comes.”

Malikai’s voice was calm as if he was dealing with an unruly child. That child being Calen, who sounded downright irritated. The fact that Malikai was even here for me left me in shock. He even called me his friend. It wasn’t exactly what I wanted to hear but I’ll take anything I could get. Happiness still swelled inside me.

“The next class already started; shouldn’t you be more worried about that?”

“You’re not going to class? Why should I?”

Desperately trying to open my heavy eyelids I so badly wanted to stop this argument between them and tell them both to get lost. They were both beginning to get on my nerves with all this back and forth bickering. Honestly, I didn’t see what the big deal was in just letting the guy stay. But I knew Calen and I knew his feelings towards my crush. I still didn’t understand his dislike of him, however.

Trying one more time to lift my hand, as pain shot through me a second time, I hear a door being opened. Just then a coolness swirled in my bloodstream and the pain ebbed away.

“Are you awake?” Calen’s whispered voice was next to my ear as I realized he had placed his hand onto mine.

“She’s awake?” Malikai asked but Calen ignored him.

“And what do we have here?” A strong female’s voice asked.

Malikai jumped in to explain what happened in the gym and as he did I felt the tightness of my hand. This time succeeding in opening my eyes just a crack my view landed on Calen’s annoyed face as he stared next to him. My vision was blurred, and the pure whiteness of the room was too much to take in.

“Well, you both don’t need to be here. So please go back to class. I’ll look after the girl.”

Just then a blurred figure came to my other side and leaned down. “Get better soon.” He stood back up and started to leave, then stopped.

“Aren’t you coming?” Malikai sounded a bit protruding.

“What, are you my babysitter now?” Calen snapped at him.

All I hear was a loud sigh that followed that statement.

I hear the door shut and all was quiet. Another deep sigh rent the air, and I knew it was Calen calming himself down. I tried to speak but I was only able to mumble. I watched as he turned back to me and leaned over. “Hey, not yet. You still need to heal. I’ll be back for you later. Promise.”

My body once again felt tired. A warm sensation overwhelmed me like a thick comfortable blanket and right before I fell into another dreamless sleep I felt a slight gentle pressure on my forehead as blackness took over.

***
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SOMETHING WOKE ME UP. I didn’t know what did, but the feeling wasn’t pleasant. Jerking awake I quickly look around me. At first I was disoriented and confused. As the seconds passed I remembered that I was still in the infirmary. It was quiet. I slowly sat up and felt sore in all the places I was previously burned. Quickly checking my injuries I realized I didn’t have none. Frowning, I see red marks where they used to be as if they were already healed for days.

It was still light out, but I could tell the sun was beginning to set. Looking around for the first time I see that I was alone in the room
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