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Warning of the Wood

The Wood is full of peril,

When using the rings to enter,

Prepare for what awaits within,

Bring your berries and bark of Rowan,

Avoid the beauty of the wisps,

Keep clothing inside out to keep on the path,

Keep blessed bread and salt in your pocket,

Do not fall for tricks from beautiful lips. 
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Excerpt: Lore of Bleaker
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Long before Bleaker was settled in this place, the Wood stood. The Wood is a thick bramble of densely packed twining trees with lush greenery, strange plants, and ancient trees. For a human to enter the Wood was to be lost in it forever. It is filled with beings that will set you off your course, play tricks on you, and even steal your food. Many who venture into the Wood do not return, and those who do return come back with tales of the Fair Ones or no memories at all.

Only one man ever came close to learning all the forest’s mysteries. Edwin, a curious man from Bleaker, ventured into the Wood often and found ways to return. He befriended the Fair Ones and welcomed them to live among us. Slowly, the Fair Ones emerged from the Wood, showing themselves to the humans.

The Fair Ones were all beings of immense beauty and looked vastly different from all the people in Bleaker. They were ethereal-looking beings with pointed ears. Some of them even had horns, tails, wings, or other odd features. All these beings were painfully beautiful, especially their eye colors, which could only be compared to precious gems. The royal family of the Fair Ones had hair that was white as snow and eyes the color of frosted blue kyanite. The royalty were the most beautiful of them all.

Humans lived in harmony beside the Fair Ones for many ages. We married them, had families with them, and lived in peace. They taught us how to harness the energy of the land to create magic and to work with the elements: Earth, Air, Fire, Water. Human powers that grew over time were passed from one generation to the next through the mixing of bloodlines and learning to harness them from the land. We all lived in peace and harmony.

***
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“Sky, you know I love you, don’t you?” Verna asked, looking into Skylark’s eyes. 

“I do, my love,” Skylark replied. 

“Then why will you not tell me all your secrets?” Verna asked, batting her eyes at him. “You know that I can’t tell you all the secrets of my people. My father would kill me,” Skylark whispered into her hair. 

“You know I will keep your secrets, my love,” she said, brushing a soft kiss across his lips. 

***
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Still, as good things go, they say they never last. I guess they were right. It all changed when Edwin’s great-granddaughter, Verna, broke Skylark’s resolve, and he gave her the secrets to wielding Spirit. 

Spirit is a vast, untamed magic that would grant the person wielding it an unholy amount of power. Verna had played Skylark for a fool. She made him believe she loved him above all, so that he would tell her secrets of the Fair Ones. She wanted to use the power of Spirit to claim the Wood as her own once she gained it. 

As the story goes, Skylark was the son of Thorne, Lord of the Fair Ones. Thorne learned of Verna’s treachery and ordered the Fair Ones back to the Wood, away from the power-hungry humans, and cursed the land. 

***
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“You have betrayed our people, son. How could you ever tell that human our secret?” Thorne yelled at his son. 

“But she loves me, I plan to wed her,” Skylark replied, with conviction in his voice. 

“You will do no such thing! She has tricked you, my son. She cares not for you, only power. I have had her questioned, and she has admitted the truth,” Thorne said, turning his back in disgust at his son’s foolishness, and continued saying, “I will curse this land forevermore. Only will these humans be able to break it with the truest act of love. Come, we must banish the humans from our Wood and return our people to their true home, the Great Tree. I will not stand by while humans continue to gain knowledge from us. You told them our biggest secret. Now they must suffer for what Verna has done, and she must face the consequences for betraying our people.” 

“Please do not kill her father,” Skylark begged. 

“No, I will not let her get away with such an easy way out. She and all other humans will lose their ability to love if they draw upon the magic of Spirit. It will not make them as powerful as our people that way. By the corruption of their very souls, they will create their own downfall,” Thorne told his son, then walked from the room.

“What have I done?” Skylark said to himself, falling to his knees.

***
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Many families were torn apart. Not only were the Fair Ones ordered back, but humans who resembled the Fair Ones too much were banished by the townsfolk as well. The town of Bleaker soon became wary of the Fair Ones and began to fear them. 

The Fair Ones had such strong magic that there was no way humans could fight back against them. Thorne placed a curse on the land of Bleaker when the Fair Ones left as punishment for Verna’s treachery against his son Skylark. The curse causes chaos, discord, and strife for all who live on the land, and, above all, it drains them of their emotions of love and harmony whenever they draw upon Spirit magic. Thorne cursed the land, causing the humans to be sickened by their own poisonous hearts. There is always a consequence to magic. 

The curse left just enough magic for humans to siphon from the land, making them powerful and yet still weak. Once you start siphoning power from Earth, Air, Fire, and Water, the land drains the Spirit from the taker, making them feel drained and weak. Now, to drain Spirit from any other living being will remove all love from the taker’s heart. It will only create a hunger for more power. If humans drain too much power from other beings, they go mad. Yet, humans couldn’t give it up once the use of magic was obtained. They used it, even with the corruption it caused the humans after Thorne’s curse on the land.

Thorne did offer a way to break the curse. A child within Thorne’s bloodline could return the land to what it once was. His descendant requires the ability to love truly and be free from all kinds of corruption. Then, and only then, would the curse be broken, restoring balance to the land.

So, to this day, if a child is born with too many attributes of a Fair One, they are left to the Wood to die. Humans want to ensure they do not lose their tenuous hold on their magical power, because power, no matter how corrupted or weak it may be, is still power. 

Now we only have the Spirits of the past and legends like this to help remind us of what humans have lost, and every chance to break the curse is left in the Wood to die. 
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Prologue
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A woman wearing a dark cloak walks swiftly toward a small cottage, her dark onyx eyes focused intently on her destination. She forcefully knocks on the door. A squat older woman with hooded brown eyes and a sullen face answers the door and says,

“What do you want, Fiona? I have told you I do not wish to see your face.” 

“You swear upon your blood that you will watch over her, Mod?” Fiona asks as Mod’s eyes bore into Fiona. 

“I swear,” Mod replies flatly, her eyes showing no hint of emotion.

Fiona extends her arms, offering a baby girl to Mod. Mod forcefully takes the child from Fiona. Fiona looks up and says, 

“Mod, give this to her when the time is right.” 

Then she gives Mod a small compact mirror, which Mod places in her pocket. Fiona turns her attention to the infant and whispers,

“Grow strong for your sister, my sweet Zinn. I will always love you.” 

Fiona leaves just as fast as she arrived. Turning her head to look at her child one last time as she walks toward the Wood and the gateway to another world. 

***
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Fiona walks slowly up to the two-story house, with a well-manicured lawn, in a strange land so much different from her own cursed land. Fiona approaches the front door of the white house and knocks softly. A well-dressed woman with soft, middle-length brunette hair answers the door, 

“May I help you?” the young woman asks uneasily, taking in Fiona’s appearance.

“You seek a child but cannot bear one of your own, do you not?” Fiona asks outright.

“Excuse me? Who are you?” the young woman replies, stepping back in fear, clearly marked on her face.

“I am of no importance, Amanda Smith,” Fiona says, removing an infant from the sling tied around her body, and she holds the baby toward Amanda. 

“I don’t understand. How do you know my name? Are you giving me this baby?” Amanda asks, taking one more step back. 

“It matters not how I know your name. If you will make an oath to me. Then yes I am giving her to you,” Fiona replies, stepping forward and handing the baby over to Amanda.

“What do you mean by an oath?” Amanda asks Fiona, looking down at the baby girl’s face, her gaze suddenly filled with deep longing.

“You must promise to keep her safe and give her this box on the day Nix turns eighteen,” says Fiona. She takes a small box from her pocket and places it at Amanda’s feet.

“Yes... I can do that,” Amanda says softly, staring down at the infant sleeping in her arms. 

Fiona takes the baby from Amanda and places the baby softly at Amanda’s feet. Fiona produces a knife from the folds of her cloak and grabs Amanda’s right hand. Slashes a cut across Amanda’s palm. Amanda screams. Fiona then does the same to her palm, then locks their hands together, and says, 

“I, Fiona of Bleaker, gift this child to you, Amanda Smith of Hawthorn. I bind your tongue and memories of this exchange until Nix’s eighteenth year. On May 23rd, give her this box and tell her this story of this day. Until then, you will remember only your promise and may love her if you wish. Nix is now yours, Amanda Smith,” Fiona says. 

Bending down, Fiona picks up her child one last time. She kisses Nix’s head and says, 

“Stay safe, Nix, and Zinn will show you our ways. Keep her safe, Amanda. Her life depends on it.” Fiona leaves Amanda with her baby just as quickly as she had arrived. Disappearing into the night.

***
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Fiona makes her way to the edge of the Wood toward Bleaker’s edge. She takes a vial from her cloak pocket, pulls the stopper out, pauses, looks to the Wood once, and takes a deep breath and says, 

“Spirits keep them safe.”

She drinks the vial to the dregs, gasping once. Then Fiona falls to the ground dead.
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NIX
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When I was young, my first memory of something strange happening to me was when I looked in the mirror while brushing my teeth, just like my mother showed me. I saw her. The girl with my face but eyes of smoke and hair dark as a raven’s wings staring back at me. I screamed. I told my mother what I saw, and she said it was my imagination. Then she calmed me in her embrace. I was three, and that is the first memory I have of the girl. I could tell she was always there from that day forward. Even if I didn’t see her, I could feel her eyes on me. 

Of course, I told my parents about this other girl more and more because I kept seeing her in mirrors everywhere, and she started to scare me. The girl’s presence became my constant companion. I saw her everywhere and even heard her voice inside my head. They didn’t believe me. They just thought I was ‘making up’ an imaginary friend. I am not sure how or why, but this girl soon had a greater power over me that I still don’t understand. The girl and I exchanged places. She inhabits my body, and I am transported into hers. 

I was so scared back then, I didn’t know what was happening, and I just wanted it to stop. A strange tingling sensation begins and moves through my body when the change happens. It feels like pins and needles. Then all at once, things freeze, and in the span of one breath, I am gone from my body into hers. I no longer have control of myself. She is me, and I am her. 

I tried to tell my parents what was happening, but they didn’t believe me. Her behavior was bizarre and even vicious at times. For instance, I lost my pet hamster, Mr. Fuzzy, because the girl killed him. She crushed him in her tightly squeezed fist, then presented him to my parents as though she had done something worthy of praise. My parents wrote it off as an accident. I instantly came back into my body with his tiny, warm, dead body still in my hands. I had the memory of what she had done to him, and no way to change it. 

Things like this kept happening for about two years. The girl collected poisonous spiders in a jar and put them in my father’s desk drawer as a joke. I was seven when she finally actually harmed a person. The girl broke my best friend Daniel McCallister’s arm. Finally, my parents no longer thought it was an ‘imaginary friend’ or that they were accidents. It was me, and I was sick. 

It was causing so many problems in my household, and it was the loss of a loving family that irretrievably changed me. One night, I overheard my mom talking. My dad said,

“I am sorry we ever adopted her.” 

“Don’t say that. You don’t mean that. I love her. I made a promise, and I intend to keep it.” My mother responded desperately. 

“Well, I didn’t make a promise, and if things don’t change soon, I am leaving,” my father told my mother in a harsh tone. 

“Then leave,” my mother replied. 

Eventually, he did. Not only was the girl’s behavior violent and disturbing, but the girl would also tell my mother nonsense about magic and a woman named Mod. I had to endure therapy, testing, and behavioral specialists. I tried to tell the doctors it wasn’t me doing these things. Which only made the doctors and my mother more alarmed. The doctors decided I suffered from a dissociative identity disorder. 

After a while of enduring my ‘treatments’, the girl started to listen to the doctors and mimicked the behavior of other ‘normal’ children. The periods when I was what my mother referred to as her ‘sweet’ child lasted longer and longer. My mother couldn’t be happier, and I couldn’t have been more lost. I will never forgive the girl for those years and the loss of my father. 

I am still supposed to be medicated, but I no longer take the pills they give me and haven’t had an ‘episode’ since I was eight. Even so, the damage was done. I am the ‘crazy girl’ the neighborhood children made stories about to scare each other. So, having friends like a normal child was no longer an option. Yet, some God or being out there took pity on me and sent Ana Burchard. Ana moved into the house across the street and kept her distance for a while, until one day in third grade, that changed my life forever. Daniel McCallister, my former best friend, had walked up and just started kicking sand on me and my lunch while the other girl was inside me. The other girl just sat there letting him do it. Afterward, Ana came up to me and helped me clean up. She has been at my side ever since. 

I don’t know what I would do without her. 

Now I am 17 and a senior in high school, and the other kids include me for the most part. I still don’t have a stellar reputation here in Hawthorn, a small town with a population of 5,047. Hawthorn, where there is nothing better to do than gossip and go to the high school football games. It is a perfect picture of suburbia with perfect families, cookie-cutter houses, and only one crazy person. Me. 

The best thing for me to do here is keep my head down and blend in. The other girl comes, and I cannot stop it, believe me, I have tried. I have not mentioned her to anyone since I was seven. She has mastered the art of being me. Even my mother and Ana can’t tell the difference. I started collecting books about magic, and I have my mother take me to antique shops and every bookstore in the county to find historical books on all manner of magical or Spiritual topics. I am obsessed. I have to find a way out of this. So far, I have found nothing, at least not a helpful thing yet.

***
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Her name is Zinn, and I must find a way to free myself from her.
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ZINN
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I remember when it started. At first, I didn't know what was happening. I could see the girl in my mirror and even talk to her. The mirror is the only personal item I have. It is a small silver compact mirror that latches shut. It has a beautiful antique patina. My mirror is the only thing my mother, Fiona, left me. There used to be lettering on the top of the compact, but I wore it down to unreadable marks by rubbing my fingers across them. I would hold tight to my precious piece of my mother when I was small. I couldn’t help looking in the mirror. I was genuinely baffled by what I saw. I saw another girl in another world. I didn’t even understand how I could see her in my little mirror. 

Her world was so very different. There was no violence, no trickery, and definitely no magic. She got hugs and kisses, while I received beatings and punishments. This weak girl with my face, but eyes blue as frosted kyanite and hair as white as snow, was such an oddity to me. A child that looked like that would have been left in the Wood as a baby to perish in my world. I couldn’t look away from her and her world. It was like nothing I had ever known. I should have known better and stopped. If I kept looking, there would be a consequence. There always is a consequence when you use magic.

I started crossing over, fully exchanging into her body, and she would be transported to mine. I had no control over the switch, and I couldn’t stop it once it started. All I wanted was these strange people to like me. I especially wanted the woman called ‘Mommy’ to like me. I missed my mother so very much, even if I had never known her. Maybe I could get hugs and kisses like ‘Mommy’ gave the other girl if I pleased her. I tried to earn them the way I thought she would want. When I tried to get her love by killing the rodent in the girl’s room, she looked at me with disgust and concern. I didn’t understand why it didn’t please her. Killing small rodents is something I learned early from Mod.

Mod is a squat, haggard older woman with stringy hair and an ill disposition. Mod is my guardian. Mod is the person who forced me to kill small animals, killing them after she siphoned out their Spirit, and then keeps the remains of the poor creatures for her spells and charms. I had better not waste Mod’s time. It’s the one rule of her house. So I learned things quickly. If I balked at what she asked of me, she would hit me with anything she had nearby until I was black and blue, or she drew blood with her sharpened fingernails scraped across my skin. Therefore, I could kill small animals and birds perfectly by the time I was five. So many things can be mastered early when pain is the incentive.

I didn’t understand for a while that what worked in my world to get praise didn't work to get hugs and kisses in the other girl’s world. The other girl would come here and cry or hide in an old shack that was behind the field of Mod’s house while she was here in the beginning. I think she, too, learned that pain is a good incentive to learn things quickly. Her fits of weak emotions almost had the village take me to the Wood. Mod would beat the emotion out of me, and I didn’t eat for three days as punishment sometimes. I was alone, utterly alone. I could take whatever Mod decided to give me for the other girl’s behavior to go to her world.

I had to learn the ways of her world or suffer loneliness in both. It was so hard to figure things out and learn her customs. I was feared by the girl’s mother, whose name wasn’t Mommy but Amanda Smith. Amanda started taking me to see a man called Doctor Fraund. There was a man who would do well in my world, a thin man with an overly gaunt face and eyes that always seemed to water. I could handle it when he prodded and poked at me, fed me medication after medication. Compared to what I experienced at the hands of Mod, he seemed tame. I could still see the satisfaction hidden in the depths of his eyes at the agony he thought he was inflicting upon me with his tests. The other girl, the weak one, could not handle the testing, which seemed to alarm the doctor even more. I honestly didn’t understand what I was doing wrong until they took me to the woman called Dr. Sophia, a round woman with rosy cheeks who smelled of cherry tarts.

There was no pain or tests when I was with her, only talking and playing with toys. Toys were such an oddity to me. Why would I want a tiny car or a doll? Toys are useless to me as tears. Toys are genuinely baffling. Dr. Sophia would show me videos of children playing, and I would ask why they weren’t hurting each other. I remember her response, 

“We don’t hurt our friends. We are kind to them,” she said in a kind but worried voice.

“What good will that do? They would try to hurt me if I did that,” I replied. Why were these people so dense and weak?

“Why do you think that?” she asked curiously.

“It is just the way things are where I live. That is why I like it when I get to be with Amanda, not Mod,” I told her.

All the while, Dr. Sophia took notes on a yellow notepad. When I asked why there was no magic here, I earned stranger treatment. They asked me questions about what I thought magic was. I told them because magic was commonplace in my world. I told them what Mod had taught me so far, about hexes, everyday household magic, natural gifts given by the elements, and the absorption of Spirit. The doctors were perplexed. Dr. Sophia asked me to show her, and when I tried to blow her hair around with the Wind, nothing happened. Frustrated, I tried to stomp the ground to show how I could crack the floor with my foot, but still nothing happened. I didn’t understand why nothing happened.

The doctors then informed Amanda that I was sick. I listened as I pretended to play ‘nicely’ with the toys in Dr. Sophia’s office. They said I had some sickness of the mind that made me think I was two people. The doctors told me I had to take medicine and special classes to learn to ‘play nice’ with others. Amanda told the doctors they could do what they needed to have her ‘sweet’ child back. I learned the proper behaviors that the other girl had always been taught as fast as possible. I would get the hugs and kisses I craved, no matter how hard I had to try. I finally did, and that was the best day of my entire life. To have arms softly wrap me in their embrace and a feather-soft kiss on the top of my head. I tried my very best to fit in here from that point on. I would be loved by Amanda from that moment on, doing whatever it took.

***
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It has been years since I first passed for the girl called Nix Smith, and I don’t plan to stop any time soon.
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NIX
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I wake to my phone's alarm chirping in my ear. Sitting up in my bed, I notice how bare my room is. I have never spent much time making it my own because it isn’t mine, not really. After making my bed, I head to my closet. I pull out jeans, a tank top, and a light flannel, then head to the bathroom to brush my teeth. I avoid looking in the mirror. I hate mirrors and always will. Especially this one. It is the mirror where I first saw Zinn.

My phone vibrates, reminding me it is almost time for school and bringing me back to the present. I pull on my platform wedges, which Zinn hates. It is the little things I can do to annoy her that bring me a small amount of satisfaction. Zinn can’t walk in them well, no matter how agile she claims to be. The shape of the shoe always trips her up, giving me a small amount of satisfaction. It is the small things in life that make it bearable. When I am done, I head downstairs to the kitchen. My mom is there making herself some coffee.

“Morning, Mom,” I say.

“Morning, love, sleep well?” she replies, smiling at me.

“Yeah, I'd better get going. See you tonight,” I say, grabbing some granola bars and my hydro flask for lunch. I shove them in my backpack and head to school.

“I love you, Nix. More than anything,” she calls out.

“Love you too, Mom. More than anything,” I reply.

Putting in my AirPods and shoving my phone in my back pocket, I head out the door. I am thankful for one thing about our connection. We share memories and all the things we learn. So, when we switch places, it’s almost seamless now. I had to learn how to replicate Zinn’s reactions and skills as fast as possible. Mod, the horrible woman who fosters Zinn, wanted things done quickly and done right on the first try, or her punishments would be swift and unbearable. I remember the first time I had to kill a small bird with a mallet. I froze up, and Mod stood over me, looking perplexed. I was filled with repulsion and fear. I didn’t want to hurt the bird. I felt a sudden sting as Mod slapped me with her calloused hand across the face.

***
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“Hurry up, girl, I don’t have all day!” Mod demanded while her face turned red with impatience. I squeezed my eyes tightly shut and crushed the bird’s skull in one swing of the mallet. I burst into tears, and Mod was disgusted. 

“What is the matter with you, disgusting creature!” Mod spat, “You have earned yourself a night in the closet after I lash you for this display. Never do this again, or I will take you to the Wood and leave you for the Fair Ones to have.”

***
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A car honks for me to cross the street, bringing me back to the present. I shake the memory out of my head and realize I am already at school. I don’t even remember the walk here. Hawthorn High School is a typical American public school. It’s like a school you see in cheesy teen movies with jocks, cheerleaders, popular, and unpopular kids, and all the usual groups. The only thing that ruins this town and school is me. I glance around the quad, looking at all the cliques, talking and laughing, longing for some connection to their normalcy.

I am a senior now, and I am so close to being rid of this town and these ordinary people. I haven’t told anyone my plans, but I am leaving right after my birthday (if I can find what I need). I am still scanning the quad, and I see Daniel McCallister, a typical jock, perfectly handsome and the most popular boy in school, the bane of my existence. I wish Zinn had never broken his arm. Apparently, he holds grudges.

“Nix! Hey Nix!” Ana calls out from across the quad, getting my attention. Ana, my best friend, is beautiful, and she knows it. Her long red hair falls in perfect waves to her waist, eyes like emeralds that are constantly full of mischief, legs for days, and curves in all the right places. She is hilarious and so outgoing, fun, and so unlike me. Ana is the one thing I enjoy most about this school.

“Hey!” I call back as she reaches ‘our spot.’ It is a bench tucked away in the back of the quad, which we claimed our freshman year.

“So, do you have any plans after school? If not, can you come to my house and study for that History test?” Ana asks, wiggling her eyebrows, waiting for my reply.

“Sure, I can do that. Let me text my mom and let her know,” I reply. Ana knows very well that I don’t have any plans. I have no social life other than with her or my mom. I roll my eyes at her, and she giggles. Pulling my phone from my pocket, I send my mom a quick text letting her know. The bell rings, and we head our separate ways to our lockers on opposite sides of campus this year.

“See you in class,” I call out to her. I grab my AirPods from my pocket and put them in as I walk toward my locker. I try to blend into the walls on my way to class. I started wearing headphones in middle school, so I couldn’t hear the other kids making fun of and teasing me. Now it is a habit. As the song switches over to ‘Technicolor Beat’ by Oh Wonder. It happens in one breath, tingling spreading through my body, and I am no longer at school.

***
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I am in the middle of Zinn’s room, getting ready for her version of school.
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ZINN
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I breathe out, then I hear the music first. I try not to break stride, but I stumble, and now I am falling. I throw up my arm on instinct, reaching forward to brace myself. Damn, Nix and her love for these platform shoes, they should be burned. I still haven’t mastered walking in them, not that I would admit it out loud. My hand collides with something warm and hard. I look up slowly through my lashes, apologizing softly, trying to look meek as Nix would do. I can’t help when my eyes fly wide with shock. My hand has landed dead center on Daniel McCallister’s chest. I feel heat rush through me. It is the same heat I always feel when I see him. It disgusts me.

I haven’t been this close to him since we were children. He is no longer a child. Daniel is tall, at least six feet, lean, with a beautifully sculpted face, golden-brown hair cut short on the sides and a little disheveled on top, full lips, and eyes the color of topaz. I am so shocked. I stand there, my hand still on his chest, feeling it rise and fall with each breath he takes. Daniel must be shocked, too, because he is just staring at me. I snatch my hand away, and he seems to realize who I am.

“Hands off the goods, Nix-aphrenia,” he says coldly, searching my face for a reaction.

At that moment, I think about fisting my hand into his hair and slamming his head against the wall. His eyes fly wide, and he shoves past me and toward his class. He looks back at me over his shoulder with the strangest look. His two cronies, Josh and Seth, trail after him. Seth pushes me against the wall with his shoulder as he passes me, saying,

“Watch where you are going, crazy girl.” Rage. Pure rage flares in my body. It takes everything in me not to knock Seth on his ass and punch his face, leaving it bloody.

My hands are fisted by my sides so tightly I feel my nails biting into the flesh of my palms. I must get hold of myself. I spot a bathroom and duck into it. Heading to the nearest sink, I turn on the water and splash my face a few times. I reach the paper towel dispenser and pull out a handful, drying my face roughly. I catch sight of the reflection in the mirror, and Nix’s face, blue eyes blazing with anger, is staring back. I still have a hard time facing her reflection.

Nix has the same facial features as me: a perfect oval face, a thin button nose that fits her face, and a light dusting of freckles, beautiful high cheekbones, and lips the color of pink rosebuds. The only differences are Nix’s hair and eyes. Her hair is white as snow, and her eyes are the color of frosted kyanite. While my eyes are smoky gray and my hair is the darkest black. Her face is a face that could never exist at home. She indeed would have been left in the Wood.

The bell rings. I look at her forbidden face one more time and head to class. I no longer have time to get my book from my locker.

Great...
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