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Chapter One: The New Kid
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Camelot had been the time of two great things. One was the era of honorable knights in shining armor who fought for their kingdom alongside their king. And two, it was the time when magic was as far as the eye could see.

Now I know what you're all thinking. Magic isn't real. Believe me or not, I don't care. But back in the time of Camelot, there wasn't a place you could go without seeing a little bit of it. Whether it was the nymphs in the forest, dragons and griffins in the skies, merpeople in the water, the Druids across the land, unicorns in the fields, or even Merlin and Morgana themselves.

But even with how wondrous and enchanting magic can be, there are always downsides. Even what could seem like a gift from the heavens could end up feeling like the devil incarnate. As charming as the magic seemed, it was hardly controllable. The past was full of wild magic, the type that could not be contained or controlled. And the more wild magic there is, the more dangerous it gets for both humans and mystics alike.

So after some time, the mystics decided to trap it. Or rather, contain it. They created mystical objects to make sure there was less wild magic out there. They placed the magic around them inside of the objects, essentially draining the magic from the earth. But with each object created, the more coveted they became by humans. So mystics took every single one of them and entrusted them to humans they had absolute faith and trust in. And then they disappeared altogether themselves. Every mystic being and creature vanished from the eyes of humans. The families that held the enchanted objects did exactly what was wanted of them. They kept the objects safe and secret.

Years turned into decades and decades into centuries as the mystics chose to stay away from humans, no longer wanting wild magic to get a grip on the world again. And as every year passed, they were soon forgotten. The beautiful creatures and extraordinarily gifted people faded away into myth and legend. Magic, which was once practiced openly and with pride, is now only told in fairy tales and folklore.

The only ones to know the truth were the guardian families. Generation after generation, the enchanted objects were passed down from parent to child. Thirty families and their descendants have a legacy of loyalty in their blood.

But unlike the saying ''gone but not forgotten,'' magic is more along the lines of ''forgotten but not gone.''

——————————————————————————————-
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"HAVE A GOOD DAY AT school, son," Jax Frost told his son as he got out of the car for his first day at school.

"It's the middle of March and I'm starting a new school," his son, Leo Frost, responded. "I'll have as good of a day as I can."

Leo picked up the shoulder bag he was using instead of a backpack. His father put his hand on his arm, giving him an encouraging smile.

"I know it might be tough, but there are reasons our family is known for our icy exteriors," Jax chuckled, trying to cheer his son up.

"If anyone gives me issues over English being my second language, I'll give them a cold shoulder they've never felt before," Leo smirked.

"Ti amo, figlio," Jax said told his son that he loved him in their nature tongue.

"Ti amo anche io," Leo responded in the same language, then walked to the school.

As Leo walked up to the school, he took a moment to stare at it. The name above the doors read "Crystal Rose Academy For The Gifted." Right away, he knew that meant most people call it simply Crystal Rose.

The school was kind of like an old Victorian mansion that reminded him of the grand homes most TV shows and movies have for their rich characters. The walls were made of brick and stone with columns of shiny marble. One of the highlights was the outside courtyard. There were stone platforms that had stone ramps leading to a meadow-like area with a stone fountain in the center. Stone pillars were around both areas. The place was beautifully white with blue accent styles in the stone and building itself.

The school seemed to match the town in terms of beauty. The town of Sea Cove was a nice seaside town in Louisiana, USA. Unlike their New Orleans neighbor, the town had the crystal clear water of the Gulf of Mexico instead of the swamp-like bayou. The town was a very suburban place with great houses with very seaworthy styles. Most of the buildings and houses in the town were big and seemed like a cross between a garden farmhouse and a Victorian Greek mansion.

"Let the day begin," Leo told himself, walking through the doors.

His first stop was at Headmaster Whale's office, a total coincidence considering the name of the town he lives in.

''Ah, you must be Mister Leo Frost,'' Whale said, shaking the new kid's hand.

The headmaster looked to be a very kind man. Just based on his face and hair, Leo could only guess the man was in his early or mid forties. He stood at almost six feet tall with slicked back brown hair that probably had a little too much hair gel in it. But, it did help him look very professional. His choice of clothing also helped since he was wearing a long-sleeve white button-up shirt with the sleeves rolled up to his elbows under a black dress vest that matched his dress pants and shiny black dress shoes. He also had on a dark blue tie that matched the dark blue rims of the glasses on his face. The glasses doing nothing to hide his bright green eyes that shined with kindness.

''Buongiorno, Headmaster Whale,'' Leo greeted, sitting down. ''I trust you've had a pleasant day so far.''

''My, my, aren't you a polite young man,'' Whale smiled. ''We rarely get students like you anymore.''

''I thought those in a school for the gifted would be more mature than a normal high school,'' Leo says. ''They weren't back home, at my last school.''

"Teenagers are teenagers, no matter how 'gifted' they are," Whale said.

He then pulled out some papers from a file on his desk. Leo knew they were about him. What he and his dad filled out so he could go to this school.

"So, it says here that you're a music prodigy but are very active in creative writing," Whale read Leo's school application. "And some of the pieces you wrote are quite impressive for someone only sixteen."

"The arts have always just come naturally to me," Leo responded. "Papá always told me that growing up, I'd always be either writing, reading, singing, playing an instrument, or in the garden. As I grew older, he added the kitchen to the list."

"You're a regular Renaissance man," Whale complimented.

"I may be from Italy, but seriously," Leo raised an eyebrow.

"That joke was completely unintentional," Whale admitted, putting his hands up in surrender. "But it does seem you do a lot. Especially since these grades are also very good as well."

"I have an eidetic memory," Leo said. "When you remember everything, there are things that tend to be easy. Papá likes to joke and say that I have an entire library in my head."

"I see why this school would be so good for you," Whale says. "Between music, creative writing, and your academic grades, you will do just fine."

"Just as long as no one finds out about my memory," Leo said.

"What do you mean, Mr.Frost," Whale asked.

"When others find out that I can never forget anything, they tend to get jealous when they find the connection with my grades," Leo explained. "They think it's unfair. Like I can help how I was born. But I don't brag about it like I know others would. I may have talent, but I'm far from perfect. Especially if you've ever seen me dance. I look like a merman having his legs for the first time."

"It is refreshing to see a modest teen with a good head on his shoulders," Whale sighs. "Here's your school schedule. Have a good day, Mr.Frost."

He gave Leo some of the papers he needed for his first day and after that. The teen then left the office. Leo looked at his schedule for his first class of the day, even if classes didn't start for another ten minutes or so.

"Okay, so first is English with Ms.Harper," Leo talks to himself, looking at his paper. "And her classroom seems to be on the other side of the school. Oh, for the love of Pluto, why does this place have to be so big?"

Leo made his way around the campus, trying to get a lay of the land. Crystal Rose was a very modern school. The computers were all top of the line, from what he saw by peaking into the computer lab, and he even saw IPads in the library. Other than that, it seemed like a pretty normal school. If normal schools were all made from an old Victorian mansion.

He just passed another hallway filled with lockers when he heard something that really froze the blood in his veins.

"Where ya going, ya weirdo," he heard one person say, in a rather bully-like way.

Leo turned on his heels, heading down the hall. From the murals on the wall, he had found himself in the area of the school where the writing prodigies had most of their classes. But, that was just for their classes. The lockers did not have that type of organization since from what he had seen, prodigies of all talents had lockers next to each other. He found a pair of upper years picking on a black-haired girl maybe a year or two younger than him.

But he smirked at how the girl was not amused at the attempt at bullying. In fact, if they were in a high school-focused movie, she would be the sassy and sarcastic character who befriends the shy main character while helping to defend against the school bullies. Which certainly fit given the two wannabe bullies looked to be typical dumb jocks.

"It's called class, dingbat," she rolled her eyes. "Though judging by how you're here with the athletic prodigies, brains are not your thing."

Okay, now Leo was starting to like her, and that was a hard thing to do. This girl wasn't exactly on the good side of this altercation. The fact that these two guys were so bulky proved what she said about them being gifted in the sports department. And she looked about one and a half heads smaller than them. And to make matters more fun, she also seemed to have one heck of a mouth on her.

"This might be fun," Leo smirked to himself, leaning against a locker.

"Tough words coming from such a small fry," the other joke looked down on the younger teen.

"At least I have something between my ears other than air," she threw back at him.

''For a gifted school, this sure makes me feel like I'm in a regular high school,'' Leo thought to himself.

The girl closed her locker and attempted to walk away. It was obvious that she wasn't even phased by anything they said or did.

''Running from us like a coward,'' one of the bullies yelled at her.

''Running,'' the girl says like she's asking a question. ''Does it look like I'm running? Cause I'm not, I'm walking.''

Leo was impressed. While he would stand up to them like she was now, he'd know that he would be outmatched. He admired her spunk, but also slightly wondered if she secretly had a death wish or something.

But that was when one of the bullies slammed his fist into the locker in front of her, his arm blocking her path.

''You need to be taught to keep that big mouth of yours shut,'' he sneered at her.

''Okay, time to interfere,'' Leo thought.

The bully pulled his fist back, obviously not caring about the ''boys can't hit girls'' thing. The girl quickly held up one of her textbooks out of reflex, also hoping the hardcover book would hurt his hand when he hit it. But no hit ever came.

She looked up from her book and saw that Leo had caught the bully's fist with his bare hand. And while his face was stone cold and emotionless, there was a very obvious fire in his icy eyes.

''Traveled over five thousand miles and I still can't seem to get away from idiots with a superiority complex,'' Leo stated.

"Who the hell do you think you are," the bully snarled at him, trying to pull his fist away.

"Someone that does not take kindly to bullies that pick on those they know is weaker than them," Leo says. "No offense."

"None taken," the girl responded.

He pushed back the fist, making the bully stumble back a few feet.

"Now, I don't condone violence most of the time, but you might want to clean up this act before I start thinking about taking up boxing again," Leo told the bullies.

With that, he walked away. The girl quickly followed him to avoid the inevitable anger the two upper years would start exhibiting.

"Thanks for the help," the girl said. "But I could..."

"I figured you could have handled it," Leo interrupted her. "But then I took into account that the situation would end better with no bruises being formed by the end of it."

"Did you really used to box," she asked Leo.

"Just keep walking before those two somehow figure out what a bluff is," Leo said. "I despise boxing almost as much as wrestling. Such needless violence should not be encouraged."

"And yet you still almost knocked him onto his bully behind," the girl giggled.

"I despise violence, never said that there aren't exceptions to be made in the defense of yourself or others," Leo said. "You should avoid those two for a little while, though."

"Good thing my class is on the other side of the campus then," the girl says. "The perfect way to avoid any bully. Simply go to class, where you know they are too cocky to even bother to show up."

"At first, I thought you talk the way you do just as a reaction toward bullies," Leo told her. "Guess I was wrong. You're like this all the time, aren't you?"

"My little brother has always told me my smart mouth will get me into trouble one day," the girl says. "It hasn't happened yet, so don't fix what isn't broken."

Leo offered his hand to her.

"Leo Frost," he introduced himself. "Just transferred here."

"Ruby Grace," the girl took his hand. "New kid, huh? I didn't think I had seen you before. But then again, I'm not exactly the most observant person at the academy."

"I always have preferred to stay under the radar," Leo says. "I'll never understand why people would crave attention. Do anything embarrassing or even mildly bad, and you'll be on the front page of every tabloid in the country by morning."

"I'm pretty sure you are the only person that thinks that far ahead, and I've just met you," Ruby said.

"I'm not sure whether to consider Ruby in the category of Minerva wisdom, Diana fierceness, or Vesta caringness," Leo thought. "More information needed."

"Where ya from, anyway," Ruby asked him. "Your accent is so obvious that even I can hear it."

"Just moved here from Italy," Leo informed her, weirdly already comfortable with the smart-mouthed girl.

"Oh, that is so cool," Ruby squeals, excited. "Please tell me you're from Rome, I've always wanted to go there."

"Not all Italian people are from Rome, Ruby," Leo playfully rolled his eyes. "I'm from Amalfi Coast, a seaside town next to Pompeii."

"Pompeii," Ruby gasped. "Dang, boy."

Leo just shrugged. "When you live there, it's simply a day-to-day thing. A part of our history. We think of Pompeii probably like how you, Americans, think of Bunker Hill or the Boston Tea Party."

"Uh..." Ruby was completely lost at his display of American History knowledge.

"My dad's an archaeologist and a historian," Leo explained. "He leaves a lot of history books lying around, and I like to read when there isn't anything else to do. American history is quite violent, but interesting nonetheless."

"What type of gift do you have," Ruby asked, trying to get to know the new kid as fast as possible before class. "I'm an art prodigy and I specialize in digital art and drawing."

"I'm a music prodigy," Leo smiled at her excited and eager nature. "While I will have to mostly rely on the music room, here, I did bring this."

He took a case, that he kept hooked to his bag, out and opened it. He took out a mandolin. Other than the lyre and panflute, it was a very traditional instrument in Greek music.

"A mandolin," Ruby gasped. "And in pristine condition too. What else do you play?"

"Not much," Leo said, putting the instrument back in its case. "Just the mandolin, lyre, flute, violin, piano, guitar, trumpet, harp, bass, saxophone, cello, clarinet, drums, banjo, ocarina, sitar, panflute, and the spoons."

"Yeah, that's totally not a stunning and almost impossible number of instruments you're able to play," Ruby laid the sarcasm on thick.

"I could never get the bagpipes or accordion down, though," Leo admitted. "Oh well, nobody's perfect."

"Ah modesty, such a rare thing for the male species," Ruby giggled.

"I repeat my earlier thought about her uniqueness," Leo thought to himself.

As they walked down the hall, Leo narrowly missed knocking into another girl who passed them. He looked back at her to apologize for the "almost bumping into" thing, but all he caught was a glimpse of blond and blue hair vanishing around a corner.

"Who was that," he asked Ruby.

"Who was what," she responded.

"That girl I nearly ran into," he told her. "All I saw was blond and blue hair before she disappeared before I could say anything."

"Oh," Ruby realized who he was talking about. "That would be Elena Avalon, our resident rich girl. Though she always keeps to herself, don't know why."

"So, no one knows anything about her," Leo guessed.

"Pretty much," Ruby shrugged. "If it weren't for the fact that I've seen her pick up books and things, you'd think that she was a ghost. Appears and disappears as she pleases."

"Hm," Leo breathed thoughtfully.

"Since we're heading in the same direction, I'm guessing you have English as well," Ruby said. "What do you have after? I have Potions."

"Mystic History," Leo answered. "Back home, we had just started on the origin of werewolves and werecats."

"I don't start that part of the story until next year," Ruby says.

And there you have it. A world hidden in plain sight. That is how the mystics and guardian families work. Around the world, there are towns, villages, schools, and even a few islands that are used as sanctuaries for all forms of magical beings, creatures, and guardians. Over the centuries, mystics have adapted a way of life where they can blend in with the humans around them while still maintaining their own magical lives.

Places for them to learn about their heritage and abilities without worrying about a repeat of the Salem Witch Trials. The descendants of mystics, those born with powers, they have their own schools to train their abilities so that they don't lose control. They also learn their way around mundane subjects for those who wish to find a place in the mundane world.

For those descended from guardian families, those that are born without powers, their schools prepare them for when they inherit their family's object when their parents see fit. The schools also teach mystics with passive powers or those that didn't inherit powers at all. Easily hidden in schools for the "gifted" is a definite help. Even without their family object, the students are taught non-magic-wielder subjects like potions, runes, mystic history, magical creatures, weaponry, and combat.

Little does the mundane world know about these hidden wonders, and they would all like to keep it that way.
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Chapter Two: Discovery
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"Oh for the love of the gods," Ruby swore. "Here we go again."

"Maybe I should teach you to give people the cold shoulder," Leo says. "Bullies rely on the reactions of their victims to see if they can get to them."

"Okay, maybe lessons in cold from you aren't such a bad idea," Ruby said. "But messing with them is so much more fun."

Leo just went back to adjusting the strings on the violin he had brought to the Academy that day. But he knew what was coming.

Elliot Kensington and Kolby Cass were on their way over, probably looking for trouble. Leo had learned their names from Ruby soon after that first encounter on his first day. They had been the ones picking on her. And she had been right, too. Even as members of guardian families, they were a bunch of lunkheads. Most suspect, or hope, that they are only distantly related to one of the families.

"Can you even teach me your brand of cold," Ruby asked. "Cause it just seems to come naturally to you."

"You do know that my last name is Frost, right," Leo reminded her. "My Papá has always told me that our family has arctic water in our veins and ice in our hearts."

"Why do I feel the need to make a reference to Frozen whenever I'm around you," Ruby wondered out loud.

"Because you spend too much time with the cinematography prodigies," Leo told her.

"Remind me why I hang out with you," Ruby said.

"I'm not sure how to answer that," Leo says, confused.

Ruby slightly laughed at her friend's confusion. She knew that Leo was definitely one of the smartest people she knew, but there were times when things like sarcasm, American expressions, or jokes just seemed to fly right past him. She was never sure why, mostly just shrugging it off as a side effect of not being born and raised in America.

"What are you laughing at, little weirdo," Elliot sneered at Ruby, trying to get all up in their faces.

"Can't you two get a life, already," Ruby crossed her arms.

"How these two are descended from guardian families is beyond me," Leo thought, bitterly. "They don't seem nearly as loyal and noble as they should be. They seem more loyal to themselves and haven't got a single shred of nobleness in them."

"At least we have friends our own age," Kolby tried to insult. "All you have is the foreign music freak."

"You do know that the more you try to insult us, the more pathetic it makes you look, right," Leo coldly says. "I've only been going here for about a month, now, but it seems impossible for you to be any more pathetic than you were before I came here."

That's when Ruby started to wonder if it was more him spending too much time with her instead of the other way around. Cause Leo seemed to be catching more and more of the sassy way that she talks. The jury was still out on whether that was a bad thing or not.

"Why don't you just keep your mouth shut until you can talk like a normal person," Elliot glared at Leo.

"Why don't you get a dictionary and look up the word 'accent," Ruby threw back. "Because if you knew a thing about them, you'd know that they are not something that people can control."

"That would require them to open a book, Ruby," Leo calmly told her. "And I reckon that they hardly even know how to read. Not even menus, they just point at the pictures."

Ruby laughed. "Let's get to class. Don't want to risk their stupidity rubbing off on us."

"I think I'd rather keep my IQ as it is,'' Leo stated. ''Need to be prepared for the trip to that archaeological site today.''

They walked off in separate directions, Leo to Geometry and Ruby to Weaponry.  Their schedules rarely align, as Ruby was in her tenth year and Leo in his eleventh. The only classes they had in common were electives like Runes and Magical Creatures.

This was pretty much an average day for them. Before Leo came around, Ruby felt she was at the last of her sanity concerning the bullies of Crystal Rose. It doesn't matter how the mystical world works, there are always bullies. But it seems like Leo's cold nature balances it out with how he isn't affected by anything Elliot or Kolby says.

Both were thinking about the upcoming field trip during their classes. Ruby was never one for dirt, and there is a lot of it at an archaeological dig. But she's always wanted to be an Indiana Jones-type adventurer, just without the Nazi. Leo was more into the historical aspect of the dig and what they could find. He wasn't the son of a historian for nothing.

——————————————————
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FOUR GROUPS OF TEN students were digging around the local archeological site. While it might seem strange that a hidden magical town has an archeological site. But, whoever said the town was normal. To any non-mystical visitors, it would look like they were looking for old Native American artifacts. But in truth, every magic-aware person on the planet is always on the lookout for lost mystical artifacts. Even the most experienced of safekeepers lose things after a few centuries.

The field trip was open to those from one teacher's world history classes from the ninth through twelfth years. The mundane system would say grade, but mystics are not the fondest of human ways. The same number of school years before graduation is basically where the similarities end.

"I can handle a lot of things," Ruby says. "But dirt is not one of them. How do people do this for a living?"

"You do remember that this is what my Papá does for a living, right," Leo reminded her. "There are always artifacts around our house that he authenticates for museums and other places."

"That must be cool," Ruby said.

"Only until someone accidentally knocks over an Egyptian vase or something," Leo says. "They loved to curse things back then."

"My mind is immediately going to Cleopatra, but who doesn't when Egypt and curses are mentioned in the same sentence," Ruby giggled.

"I have a pen pal in Egypt," Leo told her. "Even as a resident and a specialist in olden curses, she's hardly ever seen a real curse in her country."

"Has her family always been interested in curses," Ruby asked, curious.

"I think Abby might be the first," Leo admitted. "But Abby has always been one to want to stand out from the crowd and not be what others expect her to be."

"I'm starting to like her," Ruby grinned. "If you ever meet her in person, you have to introduce us."

"I'm sure you two would get along just fine," Leo says. "She's a tad eccentric like you tend to be from time to time."

"I'll take that as a compliment," Ruby smirked at her friend.

"Would it be able to be taken as anything other than a compliment," Leo asked, tilting his head a little bit.

Ruby just slightly shook her head and went back to digging with her small shovel and tried her best to stay as clean as possible. Leo was a very logical person, despite his mystical heritage. And when you're that logical, you can take things quite literally and seriously.

But something caught Ruby's eye when she was digging. Leo always had his own unique sense of style that seemed to be the definition of his name. Which was an icy style with his blue jeans and a t-shirt with his white jean vest, fingerless gloves, and boots. It also went with the white streak in his pitch-black hair. Yet Ruby saw something when Leo was leaning down, closer to the ground.

When he leaned down, his shirt moved up his side a little. Ruby was no expert on scars or anything else medical-related, but she knew what she saw. Leo seemed to have some serious scars on his side that she was sure were from some type of fire. Part of her was telling her to ask about them, but the other part was screaming reminders at her that Leo was a very private person and would not take it well if she started to pester him about them.

"What exactly are we even supposed to be looking for," Ruby wondered out loud. "Cause all I'm finding is a lot of dirt."

"Sea Cove is one of the oldest magical cities in America," Leo said. "Everyone knows about the lost artifacts. Those that were either lost by a guardian family or had been the artifact of an extinct family."

"Well, of course, I know about them," Ruby told him. "I'm not stupid, just eccentric like you said."

"I wasn't trying to imply anything," Leo stated.

"I know, but that's only because I understand your very blunt way of talking," Ruby says. "Other people may need me to translate."

"What I mean is that cities or towns, like ours, could possibly have some of the lost artifacts," Leo explained. "That is the point of most digs near communities like ours. It's so we can get to them first. The last thing the world needs is some random mundane person coming across one of them."

"It would be Salem all over again," Ruby's face darkened in understanding.

"And nobody wants a repeat of Salem," Leo said. "There hasn't been a magical being in Massachusetts in almost three hundred years."

"Too bad, because I hear they have really good lobster rolls," Ruby says.

"If you want a lobster roll, just come by the house next time my Papá has fresh seafood around," Leo told her.

"Cool," Ruby smiled.

"But it would be much better with a romesco sauce," Leo started thinking out loud. "Lobster would be great with a hint of Cuban and Latin flavor."

''Between your music, your studies, and your writing, how do you still find time to cook,'' Ruby asked. ''Do you just not sleep?''

"I prioritize what things to do at what times," Leo says. "You need to learn how to organize yourself when you're me, or things can easily get out of hand."

"You almost seem too smart for your own good," Ruby remarked.

"We're teenagers, there should be at least some of us with something other than hot air between our ears," Leo said.

"Put those down," they heard their teacher, Ms.Harper, order.

The two friends stood up, looking over. Ruby laughed while Leo rolled his eyes at the sight. Class clown, David Shepherd, was juggling four of the small shovels. He was always doing silly things like that. Ms.Harper was trying to scold him for misuse of the equipment, not that he was paying any attention to her. Ruby found his clowning quite amusing, but Leo was obviously not amused.

"Were you raised by clowns, put those down," Ms.Harper ordered David again.

"Come on, Teach." David chuckled. "You're liking this just as much as the rest of us are."

"Just put the shovels down before you hurt yourself, or one of your classmates," Ms.Harper sternly told the class clown.

Leo looked at Ruby.

"The jury is back in, and I was correct," Leo said. "Case closed."

"Uh..." Ruby couldn't find the words.

"I have three cousins, one older and two younger," Leo explained. "The older one is a lawyer in New York. I got quite a lot of law lingo from spending time with her."

"Don't expect me to ever call you if I need a lawyer," Ruby says.

"Why would you call me," Leo asked. "It's my cousin who's a lawyer, not me. I can give you her number and tell you which firm she works for if you need it."

Ruby facepalmed. "I give up."

"Okay," Leo accepted.

They went back to work. That was when the two heard something. Looking down, Leo stomped his foot down. What his foot hit did not sound like solid ground. He and Ruby shared a look before beginning to dig.

Being careful when moving the dirt, they uncovered what seemed to be a container of some sort wrapped in a burlap blanket. It didn't appear to be any larger than a breadbox. Each taking one end of it, Leo and Ruby lifted it from the ground. They used their mini brushes to get rid of the excess dirt.

"Careful not to damage whatever is under this cloth," Leo told Ruby.

"I wasn't born yesterday," Ruby rolled her eyes. "I may not have the delicate touch most archeologists possess, but I can be careful when I want to be."

"Just being cautious and giving a friendly warning," Leo said.

They slowly unwrapped whatever they had unburied, not wanting to damage their find. Using their brushes to clean the dust off of it, they were amazed at what they had found. It was a small wooden chest, with a similar design to a pirate's treasure chest. Around the chest were patterns that looked like the sea. And instead of the metal being copper or steel, it looked like silver.

"This craftsmanship is quite remarkable," Leo examined the chest. "The wood and silver don't seem very aged, so it can't be very old."

"You've been with your dad at some of his digs, haven't you," Ruby asked, picking up on the archeologist lingo he was using.

"My Papá uses that type of language a lot when we get a new shipment of artifacts," Leo says. "I had to learn it or spend quite some time very confused in my own house. Whether in English or Italian."

"I wish I could pick up another language as easily as you seemed to have with English," Ruby said.

Leo just went back to the chest, continuing to look it over.

"The wood isn't very degraded and the silver also has no rust on it," he examined. "And by looking at the state of that cloth, it doesn't appear like it couldn't have been buried for more than a decade or two."

"Let's open it," Ruby excitedly suggested.

"Scusami," Leo gasped 'excuse me' in Italian. "You can't just simply open a random archeological find, like this. It might not be ancient, but you could still damage whatever's inside it by recklessly opening it."

"Alright," Ruby accepted, knowing that the son of an archaeologist would know how to handle things like this. "Then what do we do?"

"Reckless is one thing, but careful is another," Leo says, examining for any type of lock. "You wouldn't happen to have a..."

"Bobby pin," Ruby offered, having taken one out of her hair.

Leo took it from her. "This is a girl thing, right?"

"Not really," Ruby shrugged. "My mom doesn't use these, and I mostly keep them on me in case there's a lock to pick. If I ever learn how."

"I won't even ask," Leo stated.

He twisted the pin so that he could get maximum use out of it. While he was no lock-picking expert, he knew his way around old locks like the one for this chest. His father had taught him because his big adult fingers couldn't get into the same small nooks and crannies that his son's nimble fingers could. He liked to joke and say that it was like comparing sausages to pencils.

"It's all about the tumblers," Leo told Ruby. "And... voila."

They heard a 'click' and the chest slightly opened, showing that it was unlocked.

"Wow, you're good at that," Ruby grinned.

"Just don't expect me to try this on a bank vault anytime soon... or ever," Leo says. "Let's see what this thing has in store for us."

The chest gave a 'creek' as it opened. Leo pulled out a beautiful bracelet. It was a complete circle bracelet, with no opening. It seemed to be made out of dark sapphire, emerald, and a light blue zircon. The sapphire and emerald blended into a tone that seemed to move with your eye. The zircon formed patterns that looked like the sea.

Ruby pulled out a book. It was bound in a navy blue and silver leather hardcover. On the front cover was a triple crescent symbol. Each moon was made from a different "aquatic" gem. Sapphire, diamond, and aquamarine.

What shocked them was that neither the bracelet nor the book looked degraded at all. Yet neither seemed to have any type of preservation on them.

"This is so cool," Ruby said, running her hand over the moons on the book. "I've never seen a book like this in my entire life."

"But something doesn't feel right," Leo says, holding the bracelet. "This doesn't seem like these things were buried for any other reason than to hide them. Not for protection, but... something else."

"If they wanted this to stay buried and hidden, why choose an archaeological site," Ruby asked. "It's where people dig for a living."

"This dig was only started a few months ago," Leo told her. "By the state of this cloth, it's been a few years. Why they did... I don't know."

"Something you don't know, that's a new one," Ruby laughed.

"Ruby, be serious," Leo slightly glared at the girl. "I have a strange feeling that whoever buried this chest intended it to stay buried."

"Well, we found it," Ruby says. "But what do we do with it?"

"For one thing, keep it to ourselves and away from prying eyes," Leo said. "We have no idea if the person who buried these is dangerous."

"Can we, at least, look at the book later," Ruby asked. "It could have some stuff on the lost artifacts from the guardian families. Maybe even what the objects are called."

"Ruby, the names of the objects have been lost for centuries," Leo reminded her. "Not even my great-grandparents knew, and they had a library bigger than the Library of Congress."

"I just think it is a great thing to finally know the name of what the hell our families have been guarding since Camelot was around," Ruby says.

"Well, every family got so used to the individual names of their personal objects that they all eventually just forgot their name as a whole," Leo shrugged.

"You should try on the bracelet," Ruby suddenly suggested.

"What," Leo gasped, looking at her like she had lost her mind. "We have no idea what these things even are, and you want me to wear one!"

"What better place to hide it than in plain sight," Ruby crossed her arms.

"A locked vault in Fort Knox," Leo offered.

"Just put it on," Ruby snapped.

Reluctantly, Leo slid the bracelet onto his right wrist. Because of the sunlight tricking them into thinking they only saw reflections of the crystal, they both missed a glow admitting from where the bracelet touched his skin and the glow in his eyes.
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Chapter Three: Weird Happenings
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"I still can not believe you got me to wear this thing," Leo says, messing with the bracelet on his wrist.

"Oh relax, it looks good on you," Ruby told him.

"It's stolen from an archaeological dig," Leo glared at her.

"You really need to learn to relax," Ruby said. “You said we needed to keep what we found to ourselves. Wearing the bracelet makes it look like you bought it rather than found it.”

"How can I relax when there is a potentially very rare artifact around my wrist," Leo almost snapped at her. "How are you so laid back at this?"

"Stress is for those that think too much," Ruby says. "You just need to learn to let go and not see the negative."

"How can I not see the negative in the chance that we could go to jail," Leo had to hold back from yelling.

Near them, a water fountain to rattle. As if the pipes were backed up and about to burst.

"This school needs better plumbing," Ruby stated.

Leo's face did a full one-eighty. Anger being replaced by calm. His clenched fists released themselves. Ruby's go-with-the-flow attitude, combined with his Frost family's icy personality, was quite relaxing and had a way of returning to the calm before the storm. She had her way of melting his icy exterior. Or, at least, chip away at it.

"This entire estate is basically from the Victorian era, what do you expect," he asked her.

"I expect Headmaster Whale, and the previous heads of this academy, to know what a plumber is," Ruby put a hand on her hip.

Leo just shrugged in response.

"Well, if it isn't the academy's own pair of pathetic pansies," a very annoying and very familiar male voice insulted.

"Every day," Ruby complained, rolling her eyes.

And, of course, Elliot and Kolby we're back at it. It seems that the two of them were their favorite targets. Mostly just to try and get a reaction out of them.

"Don't you two have anything better to do than try to insult us," Leo crossed his arms. "And I do mean 'try.' Because we don't care about whatever comes out of your mouths."

"I wonder if I should start calling him the Ice Prince of Crystal Rose," Ruby thought to herself. "He certainly acts like it."

"Think about the next thing you say when talking to your betters, greaseball," Elliot sneered at him.

Leo's hands re-clenched. There are always words, slandering terms, that people use for those from different countries. Like 'Jews' for the Jewish and the 'N' word for black people. While none are as insulting as the 'N' word, they were still mean. And Greaseball was one of those terms for those of Italian descent.

"Do you talk to your parents with that mouth," Ruby snapped at the bully.

"Why don't keep your opinions to yourself, like a good woman should," Kolby threw back at her. "Simply be seen and not heard."

"Talk about old-school thinking," Leo says. "When your brain catches up to the twenty-first century, don't bother letting us know. We wouldn't care."

"Yep, Ice Prince," Ruby thought.

"Don't fix what isn't broken," Elliot puffed out his chest, trying to seem superior.

"Or, in your case, broken beyond repair," Leo said.

He adjusted the strap of his bag, turned, and began walking away. Ruby smirked as she followed him.

"Least we have both our parents," Elliot called after him. "Noticed your father drops you off every day. Where's your mother? Abandon you because you're just that pathetic? I know I would."

Instantly, Leo froze. These are one of those situations where if he was literally anyone else, he would have tackled the bully to the ground and beat the living crap out of him. Or, in terms of the magical world had he been a werewolf, he would have wolfed out and mauled him.

"Leo..." Ruby tries talking to him.

The Italian's eyes glowed, unnoticed by everyone nearby. There was a "CREEK" from the water fountain, making a few students in the hall look at it. The fountain then full on erupted into a geyser. The top popped like a bubble, letting out a slightly heavy pressured stream of water that soaked both bullies and knocked them onto their behinds.

Leo and Ruby both jetted around to see the aftermath. Neither had any idea what had happened. Every student in the hall was now looking at their shoes as the water spilled down the hall.

"Well that just happened," Ruby said, trying to suppress a smile at the sight of the bullies being shown their place by Lady Luck.

"Bad plumbing and karma working as one, how... useful," Leo stated, then walked away like nothing had happened.

Ruby stares at her friend's retreating form like he is the action hero casually walking away from a burning building. She was a little shocked at how he could treat what just happened like it was so simple.

"Aren't you even the least bit weirded out by that," she asked him, catching up. "That pipe blew seconds after he..."

Leo looked at her with one of his famous icy glares. It shut her up immediately before she could mention what Elliot said about his mother.

"Everything happens for a reason," a girl's voice says. "Even accidents like a pipe bursting and turning a water fountain into a geyser."

The two turned around to see the most evasive person at the academy standing there. Elena Avalon. They were probably the first two that ever actually got to have a good look at her outside of class.

The girl was in a knee-length dress designed to look like the night sky. It was black and covered in tiny silver gems that looked like stars. She also wore a Milky Way white infinity scarf, matching her white wedges. Silver cuff bracelets were on her wrists. She had her long blond hair dyed with dark blue on the ends.

"Wow, she can actually talk," Ruby snickered.

"Yes, and she can also hear you," Elena said, one of her hands on her hip.

"I sure hope you two aren't rivals or something," Leo says. "Because I am not breaking up any catfights, now or ever."

"Me and Grace have hardly ever spoken two words to each other, Leo Frost," Elena responded, almost as coldly as Leo himself would.

The mysterious girl then walked away. Leo's eyes caught sight of a medallion of sorts on her belt. Part of it looked like a thin crescent moon made out of a dark emerald with a black outline. And at the top of the crescent, hung a circular snake's eye made from more emerald with a black slit for a pupil. Subconsciously, he rubbed his bracelet with his other hand.

"She is rather unique, isn't she," Leo says.

"How did she know your name," Ruby asked him. "Do you share any of your classes with her?"

"She is a part of the art prodigies," Leo told her. "I think she specializes in people and landscapes with either paint or pencil. So we rarely have classes in common."

"Okay," Ruby said, then looked back at the two bullies still soaked to the bone behind them. "We really just walking away from that?"

"If you want to stay, be my guest," Leo responded.

The rest of the school day did not get any more normal than it started. More than just exploding water fountains. It seemed that everything involving water was going completely haywire.

One of Elliot and Kolby's minions was making fun of one of the younger years, and the water bottle he was drinking from froze to his lips. There was also a rumor that boys smoking in one of the bathrooms were soaked by the toilets almost regurgitating. Then there was an incident where one of the "A-list" popular girls seemed to have been pulled into the fountain in the courtyard when she made a few unsavory comments about a few other girls.

Anyway, a lot of the students had to find changes of clothes that day from falling victim to unexpected drenchings. While Leo was all for ignoring the events as minor mishaps, magical or otherwise, Ruby was curious. She prided herself on being able to "smell" when something was the start of an adventure. Those first few moments things just don't add up.

"So, you aren't curious at all," Ruby asked Leo as they walked out of school at the end of the day. "Not in the least."

"No," Leo answered. "Why should I?"

"I don't know, maybe the fact that everything involving water today seems to have gone to the dogs," Ruby sarcastically said.

"That figure of speech is for people, not objects or events, Ruby," Leo told her, causing her to facepalm.

"Whether it is or not, the meaning still stands," Ruby says.

She looked at the bracelet around Leo's wrist. She started to remember how everything weird that happened today was always near Leo. The water fountain exploded after Elliot mentioned his mother and she knows very well how much he hates bullies. She grabbed her friend's wrist and held it up, looking at the jewelry.

"Ask for permission, next time," Leo told her but was seemingly ignored.

"None of this started happening until you put this thing on your wrist," she said. "It has to be involved in all the water craziness."

"I remind you that if it is, then it's your fault for telling me to put it on in the first place," Leo crossed his arms.

"Okay, that I can take the blame for," Ruby says, still looking at the bracelet. "Do you think that this bracelet might be a..."

She trailed off, loosening her grip enough for Leo to pull his wrist free from her grasp.

"You're not gonna give up on this, are you," Leo asked.

"As easygoing as I seem, I am also extremely stubborn," Ruby said.

Leo sighed. "Fine. Come over to my place and we can do research. Bring the book we found. It could be useful."

"If we can find a way to get the dang thing open," Ruby shook her head, walking away.

———————————————————-
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"WOW," RUBY GASPED.

She nearly fell backward as she stared up at Leo's house. It was not exactly a mansion, but also not exactly a small townhouse. It was somewhere along the middle of the two, like a manor.

It stood three floors high with wooden walls of white. The roof was made from navy blue shingles. There was also a huge porch out front with thin columns keeping up the roof. There were large windows all along where she could see. There was a cobblestone path up to the oak front door, and the driveway was also made from them. It had a serious ocean vibe to it.

"Did I forget to mention that my Papá moved us here because we have a family home in town," Leo says, walking up to the door and unlocking it.

"Dude, how loaded are you," Ruby gasped.

"Straight up asking someone that can be quite offensive," Leo said. "At least to those that aren't me, that is."

"The question still stands," Ruby put a hand on her hip.

"To answer it, my family inheritance is worth more than the city of Manhattan," Leo responded. "At least, that's what Papá says. Why he even knows how much that city costs is beyond me."

Ruby rolled her eyes, going into the house.

"I better not see a single thing made of gold, or I'm out of here," Ruby stated.

"Not sure about gold, but we might have some artifacts of silver," Leo says. "Or maybe some ancient jewelry."

"You are not making me feel any better," Ruby said, making 'I'm gonna strangle you' motions with her hands.

"Like it's my fault that my Papá is the world's foremost expert in archeology and history," Leo crossed his arms. "Just be happy that this place doesn't have the same type of secret passages as the ones back in Italy."

"And exactly why would your old house have secret passageways," Ruby raised an eyebrow.

"It's the Frost ancestral home," Leo explained. "One of those places where it's been around for a long time. The passages are mostly for protection. When someone breaks into the house and you need to hide or get the jump on the intruders. In olden times, during the Pacification of Somalia, many of my ancestors used the passages to avoid either enemy soldiers or local soldiers trying to force men to sign up to fight."

"I'm guessing your hatred of violence is genetic," Ruby giggled.

"Meaningless violence, yes," Leo says. "But my family is also known to be fiercely protective of one another."

Ruby then got a good look around the room they were in, which seemed to be the living room. One was almost just a window, with the light blue frames matching the wall paint. Against another wall was a stone fireplace, a flat-screen above it. The furniture was a large leather couch, a recliner in one corner, and a coffee table made from gray wood. The doorways were largely arched with white frames.

There were plenty of pictures on the walls. Ruby looked at one which appeared to be Leo when he was younger. It was almost hard to imagine that her stern and cold friend had once been the happy-go-lucky kid in the picture. She suspected the man with black hair and the woman with brunette hair in the picture were his parents.

"I repeat my earlier statement of 'wow," she said in awe.

"It's just a house, Ruby," Leo says. "Pretty sure there are plenty of places better than here."

"You seem way too good to be true," Ruby said, making Leo raise an eyebrow. "You're a music prodigy, you're grades are perfect, you're rich yet humble about it, you're humble about how amazing your house is, you don't let bullies get to you, you can cook, your family is known for being protective. Is there anything about you that isn't perfect?"

"Nobody's perfect, Ruby," Leo told her.

"See, you're even humble about how perfect you are," Ruby threw her arms in the air in an 'I give up' kind of way.

"Ruby, no matter how perfect someone might be, there are always things about that person you don't know," Leo says. "The saying 'every rose has its thorns' may be used to say that beautiful things are also dangerous, but it can also mean that everything has its own flaws."

"I need an aspirin," Ruby said.

"We have some in the kitchen," Leo walked into the next room.

"Your silverware better not be made of actual silver," Ruby mumbled.

"What was that," Leo asked.

"Nothing," Ruby quickly responded.

Leo shrugged as they entered the kitchen. The smell that hit her nose nearly made her drool. Plus, the kitchen was huge. The cabinets were all made from navy blue wood with metal knobs. The counters were all shiny marble. The top cabinets were see-through glass outlined in the wood. The fridge, microwave, and stove were all top-of-the-line. There was also plenty of other kitchen equipment like a blender, food processor, hand stick blender, and even a small deep fryer.

"You've been cooking," Ruby guessed.

"I'm from one of the most food-centric countries in the world," Leo reminded. "Want a lobster tail?"

At first, Ruby thought that he meant seafood, which was quite a thing in coastal towns like Sea Cove. But it turned out that it was a traditional pastry that was shaped like a lobster tail. It was filled with a sweetened ricotta mixture.

"You need to market these," Ruby says, already halfway through her second one. "Open a bakery and sell these."

"You came here for research, remember," Leo reminded. "Not for my food. Leave some for my Papá. He'll want some dessert after dinner."

"You were the one that distracted me with this sweet, delicious, buttery pastry that I just want to dive right into," Ruby got lost in the lobster tail again.

"While you enjoy that, where's the book," Leo requested.

Ruby opened her bookbag and pulled out the book they found in the chest, along with Leo's bracelet. Leo took it from her.

"Good luck opening it," Ruby said. "I've tried everything from my hands to a crowbar. Nothing worked."

But to her immense surprise, Leo simply opened the book like it was the simplest thing in the world. She nearly dropped the pastry in her hand.

"A book is a book," he told her.

"Research is most definitely needed," Ruby says. "And I may, or may not, also try to find out why you could open that book when hitting it repeatedly with a crowbar didn't work."

"Not to sound obvious, but it was probably because you were hitting it repeatedly with a crowbar," Leo deadpanned.

"I'd hate you if you weren't so... so... you," Ruby did an 'I give up' motion with her hands.

"If you did ever hate me, think of that pastry in your hand before you make your final decision," Leo smirked.

"I think you've been hanging around me a little too much," Ruby giggled. "My immaturity seems to be infecting you."

"I adapt or I lose my..." Leo trailed off, looking at the first page of the book.

"What," Ruby asked, surprisingly putting her lobster tail down.

"Well... when you wondered if this book would have the name of the objects the guardian families are responsible for, your assumption seems to have been correct," Leo told her.

"You say what now," Ruby looked at him in shock.

"Look," he showed the girl.

On the first page of the book was writing in elegant calligraphy. It also seemed to be in ancient Greek.

"Τάφος των Κορυφών του Θύρου"

It would be said like "Táfos ton Koryfón tou Thýrou." It also seemed to be written in a sparkling sapphire shade of blue. Ruby was starting to see a theme growling with the blue and silver. The book matched the bracelet.

"I know you're from Italy, but you wouldn't happen to know any Greek, would you," she asked.

Leo rolled his eyes but read anyway. He only read it, and couldn't speak it. But that was as far as he could go as far as being bilingual. He could speak his native Italian language and English and also read Greek. But that was all she wrote.

"After centuries of not knowing, we have the name of the ancient artifacts of our families," Leo says. "They're known as the Crests of Thyrós. The full name of this book is the Tomb of the Crests of Thyrós."
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From the book, Leo and Ruby learned quite a bit about the Crests, and they were really happy to know the name. Ruby was lucky that the inside of the book magically translated into English after the first page.

At first, it was just the origin story about the Crests, which every guardian family and mystic is already aware of. But what had been unknown to them was how each different kind of Crest had been made by specific magical creatures or beings. For example, Leo's bracelet would have been made by a water-related mystic like a naiad or one of the merpeople.

However, they did find more in-depth research into what was already known about the artifacts. The Crests are like amulets, but also quite different. There are over four hundred and fifty Crests around the world with most guarded by families that can't be corrupted by the power of the Crests. The Crests also bond with one person until that person dies and it is then passed to another member of the family. The Crests give their bonded a single special power, no two being the same. They are in ten categories: water, fire, earth, air, ice, light, music, magic, animal, and heart.

The Crests 'families,' so to speak, are also each represented by a different mystic of that element. A mermaid for water, griffin for air, dryad for earth, dragon for fire, cherub for heart, witch for magic, siren for music, unicorn for light, a bear for animal, and a winter wolf for ice.

Course, Leo and Ruby already knew how each guardian family was only trusted with a single Crest family. And guardian families have only ever inter-married if one of them had no amulet to inherit from being the youngest of a group of siblings or something along the lines of that. Leo's family is a water guardian family, which Ruby considered quite ironic with what their family name was. Ruby's is an air guardian family, which made sense to Leo because of the 'Grace'-fullness that air has. Leo didn't get the pun, even though he unintentionally made it, but Ruby laughed anyway.

"This book is incredible," Ruby says as they continue to flip through the pages while sitting in the academy library.

"Whoever buried these things must have intended for them to stay buried," Leo said. "Like they never wanted these things to see the light of day again."

"No kidding," Ruby agreed. "This type of information would be desired by every mystic and guardian in the world."

"As well as dangerous," Leo added. "It looks like generations of research added each time the book changed hands.

"There are a lot of different types of handwriting in here," Ruby says. "Any artist would see the subtle or major changes in styles."

"Music prodigy, Ruby, not art or writing," Leo reminded. "I may be a creative writer, but I'm average in terms of those skills."

"It's the little things here and there," Ruby explained. "Like on these two pages, here. The handwriting on this page is slightly slanted to the right, meaning that the writer is left-handed. You can also tell by how some of the ink is smudged while being written, which happens when the hand runs over the written words. While on the other page, the words lean to the left. Meaning a right-handed writer."

"I never noticed anything about my own handwriting," Leo admitted. "Just when I double cross my uppercase 'T' because I used to do it by accident."

"Most never pay attention to their own writing, as they are just simply used to it," Ruby says. "Plus, a person's writing slightly changes depending on the emotion they are feeling when their utensil hits the paper."

"You are a lot more insightful than you let on," Leo observed.

"People tend to underestimate you when they see you as a nutjob," Ruby shrugged. "I mean, I am a nutjob, but I'm a smart nutjob. Plus, history has shown how many people underestimate women in general. But women have upgraded just like our writing utensils."

"I don't think that's changed throughout history," Leo said. "Just be glad that we're no longer using feather quills."

"I once used one while on a field trip to a Puritan village, even as an artist it was hard," Ruby remembered. "I kept leaving ink blobs everywhere and my words always turned out very thick."

"Too bad they didn't have preservatives back then," Leo sighed. "What my
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