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      “Really? You seriously want to let in the…” Camilla Goode-Proctor waved a hand in the air, at a loss for words as to what to call the riffraff the other two council members were proposing they let into their academy.

      “Beings. Beings is the word you’re looking for,” Elizabeth English provided, rolling her eyes at her one-time childhood friend.

      “Monsters! There I’ve said it!” Camilla tossed a strand of her waist-length raven black hair over her shoulder, determined to stand her ground. “My children, no, our children will be coming to this academy in a little over a year. Do you really want to have to worry about them being murdered in their sleep or ripped to shreds crossing the campus grounds?” Shuddering at even the thought of a monster’s hands on her darling children, Camilla closed her eyes for a moment to gather her thoughts.

      Onyvir stroked his chin with one hand while gesturing with the other. “I must agree with Camilla on this one. We really don’t know what type of beings we’ll end up with if we open the gates of this fine establishment to the masses.”

      “Really, Onyvir? You of all beings should be on our side,” Elizabeth said, shocked that the elf could be so callous. “Your people have been trod upon and put down for centuries.”

      “Are you seriously comparing my race to that of the fanged monsters beyond these walls?” Onyvir gasped, putting one slender hand to his chest. “You wound me, Lizzie. I honestly thought better of you.”

      “That’s not what I meant, Onyvir, and you know it,” Lizzie muttered, flushing at even the thought that she would hurt someone’s feelings in that way.

      “Well, all I have to say is you’ll let vampires, werewolves, and those disgusting draconis into this school over my dead body,” Camilla said.

      “I would be only too happy to arrange that for you, Cami,” a voice at the top of the stairs caused Camilla’s shoulders to tense even more than they already had. “And for the record, I’ve heard whispers that they’re letting infernals in as well. The horror! What ever shall we do?” the voice said in a perfect imitation of Camilla’s cultured tones.

      Camilla whirled, a fireball already forming in her hand, to face the Fae princess who stalked into the room, two of the disgusting creatures she was trying to keep out of the academy following in her wake.

      “Tallow, what are you doing here?” Onyvir asked, gently closing Camilla’s hand before she let loose with a fireball that would be sure to end in blood shed throughout their world. “This is a closed meeting.”

      “Yes, for humans, not monsters,” Camilla sneered, her words heavy 2with disgust at their presence.

      Tallow narrowed her brilliant blue eyes, sending a stream of water to put out the fireball, her tinkling laughter filling the room when the stream caught Camilla in the face, soaking her dress and hair. “Oops, sorry, my aim’s a bit off today.”

      Lizzie stepped between the two women, grabbing Camilla’s arm. “Cami, let her tell us why they’re here.”

      Camilla jerked away from Lizzie’s grasp. “Don’t call me that!” Refusing to give Tallow the pleasure of wiping the water out of her eyes, she glared at the fae princess standing on the stone step above her, as if by any stretch of the imagination she was better than she. “Nothing you say is going to make us let your kind into this academy. The votes have already been taken, and you lost.” 2

      Tallow raised a perfectly formed eyebrow. “Nothing?” Her knee-length foam green hair shimmered in the sunlight coming through the far window as she all but floated to the other side of the room. “We are prepared to make a deal with you.” She stopped in front of the window, a

      smirk on her face.

      Stifling the urge to smack that smirk off her face, Camilla snapped, “We don’t make deals with monsters.”

      “No, Camilla, let’s hear them out,” Lizzie spoke, crossing to the window to join Tallow and her companions, not caring that it showed a solidarity with the other side Camilla would certainly take as a slight to her and her family.

      “Thank you, Lizzie,” Tallow nodded her head in Lizzie’s direction before speaking. “You let the werewolves, dragon folk, and vampires into Raven’s Pointe Academy where they belong….”

      “They don’t belong here,” Camilla spat, turning away. “I’m not entertaining another moment of this. It’s not happening, so let it go.”

      “Then you leave me no choice. We’re shutting down the fae rings.”

      Complete silence descended on the turret room at the fae princess’s words, no one willing to believe what they had just heard.

      “Shut down the fae rings?” Onyvir’s brow creased in puzzlement, as if Tallow were speaking another language. “Come again?”

      “You can’t do that. How will people get to Raven’s Pointe?” Lizzie asked, confusion written on her face.

      “Or anywhere else, for that matter?” Camilla asked. Shaking the mere thought from her head, she shrugged. “You’re bluffing. The fae need those rings as much as we witches do. You wouldn’t dare.”

      “The fae don’t have to have the rings to get around. Have you gone daft?” Micah, the leader of the werewolf clan, snarled at Camilla. “We do. You do. Everyone needs those fae rings but the fae.”

      “Micah’s right.” Castillo glided forward from the shadows. “We all need those rings to stay open. She doesn’t.”

      “Vampires. The worst and filthiest of the lot,” Camilla took a step back as if being in the same room would cause her to turn.

      “Cami, stop!” Lizzie shouted, finally having enough of the other woman’s blatant rudeness.

      “No, Lizzie, it’s fine. I figured it would come to this with her.” Tallow gestured out the window with a graceful hand. “I took the liberty of closing down a few rings before coming here today.”

      She stood in silence while the group shoved forward to see the people standing in front of and on the tree stumps that made up the fae rings, then turning to one another in confusion when nothing happened.

      “You didn’t. You wouldn’t,” Camilla sputtered, the anger in her eyes enough to scare a lesser being.

      Tallow was not one of those lesser beings, however. “When you meet our demands, we’ll turn the Fae rings back on, and all will be as it was. If our demands are not met, or an agreement isn’t reached, then ten Fae rings an hour will go down until they’re finally all deactivated for good. We’ll be back in an hour to see if you’re feeling, let’s say, a little more gracious.”

      Without waiting for an answer, the Fae princess glided across the turret room to the wrought iron door, leaving as silently as she came.
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      ONE YEAR LATER

      Jessica Goode-Proctor yanked her hair free from her stiff, blue-green dress, wishing her mother realized how uncomfortable and stupid dressing up for dinner was. She slipped on a pair of silver, strapless heels, knowing that if she tripped down the stairs, she would break her fool neck. But did her mother care? No, all she cared about were appearances, and the stupid-ass, Goode-Proctor name.

      Pulling a brush roughly through her shoulder-length dirty blond hair, she decided to go downstairs early and hopefully get this night over with. She hated family dinners, especially now that her dad wasn’t around, and they weren’t a family any longer.

      Halfway down the stairs, she thought she heard her dad’s voice in the dining room. Hurrying along, she had to grab the banister to keep from pitching headlong into the spacious foyer below.

      “For the Goddess’s sake, Jessica, can’t you conduct yourself like a lady just this once,” Camilla scolded from the bottom of the staircase. “You rush down those stairs like a herd of elephants. It’s not becoming of a lady or the witch that you’re growing into.”

      “I’ve already told you, Mother, I’m not becoming a witch,” Jessica snapped.

      “As if you have a choice,” Brittany laughed, walking gracefully down the stairs behind her older sister. She was perfectly made up, not a hair out of place, something she most certainly had accomplished by using a glamour spell.

      “See?” Camilla said, reaching out to touch Brittany’s shoulder. “Why can’t you be more like your little sister?”

      Jessica rolled her eyes. Brittany had grown up eager to take her place as a witch and beyond eager to go to the Raven’s Pointe Academy to study when she turned sixteen. She already had powers and could do spells that Jessica could only dream of, as if she would. The day that her mom found out Brittany was a sorceress like her was the proudest day of the woman’s life.

      “Yeah, yeah. I know. Brittany walks on water and all that shit,” Jessica muttered.

      “Watch your language and that tone, young lady,” Camilla snapped, tapping Jessica’s shoulder.

      Jessica ignored her and her kid sister’s giggles, walking into the dining room to find her dad standing in front of the fireplace. Rushing over, she hugged him from behind. “Dad! What are you doing here?”

      Dean Proctor turned to face his oldest child, a huge grin on his face. He didn’t see her near enough since he and Camilla had separated, but he intended to remedy that very soon. “Your mother said we needed a family meeting, so here I am.”

      Jessica narrowed her eyes at her mother and then noticed that Britt looked like she had swallowed a canary. “What’s going on here?” she asked, looking between the two. Britt was the spitting image of their mother, while Jessica took more after her dad’s side of the family. In fact, Britt looked so much like her mother, sometimes it was hard to tell where one began and the other ended. Jessica knew part of that look was Britt’s glamouring herself to keep their mother happy. As if!

      “We have news, but first, let’s get settled around the table.” Camilla ushered everyone to their seats and gestured for the staff to begin serving.

      After a delicious dinner of steak, salad, and baked potatoes, no French fries found their way to Camilla’s table, coffee was served, and everyone’s gazes turned to Camilla expectantly.

      “Okay, Camilla, spill.” Dean leaned back in his chair and crossed his arms. “I have a huge case I’m working on, and I have to get back to it sometime tonight.”

      “You always have a huge case,” Camilla snapped. “But just once, take the time to think of the girls and listen.”

      “That’s not fair, mom. He’s always thinking of us,” Jessica said.

      “We’re not talking about that now.” Camilla reached over and touched Britt’s hand. “Brittany is going to be going to Raven’s Pointe earlier than expected. She’s been accepted at fourteen, and will, of course, be in the Laveau Coven.”

      “Yay?” Jessica raised an eyebrow, then hesitated. “Yay! That means I get rid of her two years earlier than I thought.”

      “Don’t be rude, Jessica! This is a great honor for your sister! Plus, you’ll be there as well, since you’re just short of your sixteenth birthday. It’s time.”

      “Oh, hell no, it’s not!” Jessica stood, her coffee upending and spilling across the snowy white tablecloth and into Brittany’s lap.

      Brittany jumped back, screaming that she was scalded for life and that Jessica had ruined her favorite dress.

      “Young lady, you will sit back down this instant!” Camilla yelled, something she rarely did because ladies, of course, never raised their voices.

      “That’s enough out of everyone. Camilla, you know that Jessica doesn’t want to live that life, so you don’t need to force her. Jessica, you can’t talk to your mother that way. Now, everyone, sit down, and we’ll hash this out,” Dean said.

      “What about my dress!” Brittany cried.

      “It’ll be fine. Nothing a little soap and water won’t get out.” Dean tossed his youngest daughter a cloth napkin and settled back in his chair.

      Once everyone was seated, Dean turned to Camilla. “Now, you know Jess doesn’t want to go to that school. She doesn’t even want to be a witch.”

      “Being a witch isn’t a choice, Dean, and you know it.” Camilla sat back, crossing her arms in much the same position her husband had.

      “But it is a choice. I’ve given up that life, so she never has to start it.”

      “Well, she’s not going to have much choice in the matter, as we’re going to be living on White Wood Island when the new school year begins.”

      “What?!” Jessica yelled, shooting up out of her chair, then sinking back into it at the quelling look from her father.

      “That’s not happening,” Dean said sternly. “My work is here.”

      “And my work is there. It’s not easy going through the rings constantly, day after day, to get to work and then back here to this dreary world afterward.”

      “Not happening,” Dean repeated.

      “Hear me out. It makes no sense to stay here. You’re living in town. Both girls will be going to the academy, so why would we come back and forth when we could just stay there year-round.” When Dean didn’t say anything right away, Camilla went on as if the matter was settled.

      “Now, here are a few ground rules for you girls to follow. As you might have heard, they’ve decided to let the, let’s say, less savory characters go to the school now, so I want you two to stay far away from them.”

      “Less savory?” Jessica asked, intrigued in spite of herself, though she usually tried to ignore any talk of the school, the island, or magic at all, for that matter.

      “I’ll just come out and say it then. They’re letting monsters into the academy. Vampires, Draconis, and Werewolves, and possibly Infernals, but I really think that was just Tallow goading me. As if?” Camilla laughed at the possibility, though Jessica could see just a hint of worry in her eyes at the idea.

      “Camilla, they deserve an education just as we all did, if it’s the path they choose,” Dean said.

      “You always did hang with an unsavory crowd.” Camilla shivered in distaste. Taking a deep breath, she went on, “There are also families that you need to stay away from while you’re there.”

      “Cami, do not start that again,” Dean warned. “You can’t hate and judge people just because of their last name.”

      “They ran, Dean, ran and left us behind.”

      “They didn’t leave us anywhere. It was our ancestors, and that was over three hundred years ago!”

      “You have fun with that, Britt,” Jessica said, “I’m staying right here and going to school with my friends.  I’ll live with dad.”

      “You’ll go where you’re told, young lady. You have such potential. Why can’t you see it!” Camilla took a sip of her coffee. “You must back me up on this, Dean. You know a young lady’s place is with her mother.”

      “Seriously? Mother?” Jessica raised an eyebrow. “You’ve never been a mother to me. Why start now? You’ve always been too busy with that damn school and perfect little Brittany over there. Well, I’m telling you, I’m not going! I’ll run away first, and you’ll never find me again.”

      “You can’t talk to your mother like that,” Dean said, trying to bring a semblance of calm to the situation. “We’ll work something out.”

      “You have two weeks until the beginning of the school year, so say your goodbyes to your friends here because you’re going, and that’s final,” Camilla said, ignoring Dean’s words once again.

      “We’ll see about that!” Jessica flung her chair back and ran out the front door before she said something to her parents that she couldn’t take back.
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      Kicking her heels off as soon as she hit the front porch, Jessica leaped over the railing, dress be dammed, and took off at a run for her best friend Finn’s house. She wasn’t at all sure what she was going to tell him was wrong, but she knew he would understand.

      He was sitting on his parent’s wide front porch when she sprinted into his driveway and rose to meet her.

      “How did you know I was coming?” she asked, her breath coming in gasps from running all the way there.

      “Your dad called and said you’d be coming this way. Are they seriously trying to send you to boarding school out of state?” Finn pushed his unruly mop of hair out of his eyes, then led her to the porch swing.

      Jessica had to grin at her dad’s foresight. Of course, she couldn’t tell Finn that she was a witch who didn’t want her powers and refused to go to a witches’ academy. As usual, her dad had paved the way for her when it came to the gift, she considered a curse like no other.

      Finally able to talk without gasping, Jessica nodded. “Yeah, it’s my mother’s idea. I’m not going. It’s dumb, and she can’t make me.”

      “You know, technically she can’t make you. You’re almost sixteen, which means legally you can choose to stay with your dad.”

      Jessica laughed, the bitterness in her voice unmistakable. “That might work in your world, but it doesn’t fly in mine.”

      “You’ve said that before, and for the life of me, I still don’t ever get what you mean. You’d think you’re from another dimension or something. And we both know that shit doesn’t exist. If it did, things would be a whole lot different for both of us.”

      Puzzled, Jessica raised her face from where she had buried it in her hands to look at him. “What do you mean? Different? You have a sweet life here.” She glanced behind her at the picture window that looked into the Gallagher kitchen where Finn’s mother was just pulling dinner out of the oven. The smell of pot roast wafted out of the window she had left open to the breeze. It was cozy and picture perfect, and she had longed for years to have just this sort of life.

      “Sweet, but boring.” Finn lifted a hand, “Don’t get me wrong, I love my parents and my little sister, but don’t you ever wish for something to happen. Something different. Something you never even knew existed.”

      “You don’t think I should give my mom a problem, do you? You think I should go!”

      Finn shrugged. “I never said that, but what could it hurt? It’s only for a year, and if you don’t like it, you can transfer back here to a school of your choice.”

      “It’s not that simple.”

      “You always say that, but you never tell me why. Why isn’t it simple? Why is everything a secret with you?”

      “I’m not going to fight with you, Finn. You’re the last person I want to fight with right now.”

      “We’re not fighting. I just don’t understand what’s so hard about your life. Your dad’s great. You have an awesome house and your mom and sister…” he trailed off, then had to grin, “Well your dad is great.”

      Jessica laughed, the tension between them broken. However, as she made her way home later that night, she was more determined than ever that she wasn’t leaving. She would find a way to stay here with her dad and Finn, whether her moth2er liked it or not.
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      ONE WEEK LATER

      Jessica hopped out of the shower, threw on a pair of faded denim shorts and a blue crop top, then slid her feet into a pair of old flip-flops that had certainly seen their better days. Taking the stairs two at a time, she skidded to a halt in the kitchen doorway, not expecting her mom to be waiting for her.

      She knew something was up, when she saw Brittany standing beside her mother with a satisfied smirk on her face. A smirk that Jessica had long been battling the urge to smack her for.

      “What’s going on?” she asked, scooting past her sister and heading for the coffee maker on the counter. Grimacing when her hand touched a cold, empty carafe she whirled around to face the two people responsible, both of who were still standing in the doorway. “Would it kill you to make another pot of coffee when the first one is empty?”

      Brittany muttered under her breath, and the coffee carafe instantly filled to the brim. Jessica’s mouth watered at the fragrant scent of the Colombian blend her dad loved filled the air.

      “There, problem solved.” Brittany crossed the room, poured some of the coffee into a mug shaped like a frog, and pushed it into her older sibling’s hands.

      Gripping the mug to keep from smacking her sister, Jessica took a sip, having to admit the “magical” brew was pretty good. She walked to the table in the corner, flipped through the mail, pulled out the envelopes with her name on them, then turned to take them upstairs.

      “What the hell is going on here?” She paused when she saw Britt and her mother still hovering in the doorway.

      “Watch your mouth and we’re going out for the day, remember?” Camilla gestured towards the front door, as if Jessica knew exactly what she was talking about.

      “No, no I don’t remember. You never said anything about us going anywhere today. I’m spending the day hanging out with Finn.”

      Camilla wrinkled her nose in distaste at the mention of that boy’s name. “Really, Jessica?”

      Brittany elbowed her mother in the side. “I’m sure Finn will be around tonight for you to hang out with. Mom told you about this outing weeks ago,” Brittany pleaded. “Say you’ll come.”

      “Don’t beg, it doesn’t suit you.” Camilla snapped, snagging Jessica’s bag from the coat tree in the foyer, she pointed at the door. “There’s nothing to talk about. Get in the car, this isn’t up for discussion.”

      Jessica bit her tongue to keep from cursing her mother, knowing it would only end badly. She, instead, poured her coffee into a travel mug, shouldered her bag, and followed her smiling sister and mother out to the family car.

      It wasn’t until they pulled to a stop in a wooded area outside of town that Jessica realized what was going on. “This is not happening!” She hopped out of the car, slammed the door, and started walking back towards town.

      “Young lady you come back here this instant!” Camilla yelled, jumping out to stand beside the car.

      Jessica paused, then walked back to the front of the car to face her mother. “I’m not going to White Wood Island. I have no desire to be a damn witch.”

      Camilla grabbed her arm in a firm grip, then dragged her to a tree stump that stood on its own in the middle of a circle, surrounded by metallic blue mushrooms that glimmered in the early morning sunlight.

      “Let go!” Jessica had managed to dial her dad’s number when she saw where they were but hadn’t had time to say anything to him. She lifted the phone to her ear, only to have her mom snatch it out of her hand and toss it to Brittany, who fumbled it, then caught it as it fell.

      “Tell your dad everything is fine,” Camilla snapped, grabbing Jessica around the waist and tugging her back towards the Fae rings.

      Brittany had the grace to blush, not meeting Jessica’s eyes as she turned away to talk to her dad. After hanging up, she stood at the back of the car, the phone dangling her hand. “He said okay.”

      Jessica continued fighting her mother with everything she had, determined not to step through the Fae rings.

      “Well, can you get over here and help me!” Camilla screamed at Brittany, her perfectly coiled hair coming loose in the struggle and falling across her face.

      If she hadn’t been so mad and panicked, it would have been comical, Jessica thought. Her mother was always perfectly dressed, every hair in place.

      Brittany rushed to help her mom but tripped over a tree root in the process landing on her butt in the grass.

      “Never mind!” Camilla snapped, “Everyone in this family is incompetent. I’ll get it done myself.”

      Jessica reached back, knowing what was coming, trying to cover her mom’s mouth before she uttered the words. Screaming, when her mother bit into her hand, she reared back, elbowing her mom in the stomach.

      “You little bitch!” Camilla caught her breath quickly and uttered the words Jessica was dreading. “Aperi Annulorum! Ravens Pointe Academiae!”

      Jessica gave one final push backward with her feet against the stump, just as her mother gave one hard push forward.

      Jessica didn’t have time to find her footing before the Fae ring opened. Throwing up an arm to block the blinding brightness, her stomach heaving, she plummeted through the ring and into a different world.
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      Dean pressed hard on the gas pedal, sirens blaring as he rounded the curve onto the deserted country road. Cursing his wife under his breath, he skidded to a stop just as his oldest daughter disappeared from view, falling headfirst through the damned Fae rings that he had come to detest over the years.

      Slamming on the brakes, he was out of the car before it stopped, having to reach back inside to slam the gear shift into park. The anger on his face apparent as he stormed over to Camilla and Brittany, caused them both to go pale.

      “Now, Dean!” Camilla said, holding her hands out in front of her to stop him. “You know it had to be done. She has too much raw talent for it to be wasted in this stink hole of a town.”

      “Stink hole of a town? Really? Your ancestors are from here! Hell, my ancestors are from here!” Dean slapped a hand to his head. “What about she doesn’t want to be a witch don’t you get, Cami?”

      “Don’t call me that,” Camilla gritted her teeth, trying to ignore her estranged husband. Instead, she turned to Brittany. “Take your sister’s things to the school and I’ll meet you there in a bit.”

      “This isn’t over, Camilla.” Dean strode forward, standing in front of her so she had to see him. “Brittany do not put Jessica’s things through those rings.”

      Brittany sighed, beyond tired of her parents fighting and even more tired of her older sister’s drama. How could she not see what a great opportunity they had. In fact, all her senses were tingling, just being this close to the Fae rings. She, herself, couldn’t wait to get to the academy and begin her classes. Powerful magic was just around the corner, and Brittany was determined to get her fair share and more.

      She did have to admit that she was a little worried about starting school so young. Most of the students would be sixteen, with only ten of them being chosen to study to be sorceresses instead. At least she would be in the Laveau Coven, so she would have her sisters around her.

      After all, all the women from her great, great, great, great grandmother on down had been Laveau, and she and Jessica wouldn’t be any different. Hearing her parents still screaming at one another behind her, she shrugged, pushing her worries about suddenly being thrust into a different world out of her mind. Picking up her sister’s things, she tossed Jessica’s suitcases and other possessions through the still open Fae rings behind her.
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        * * *

      

      Logan and Indigo rounded the corner of the apothecary shop at a run. Logan glanced over his shoulder, then urged Indigo to run faster. If their parents found out what they had done, they would ground them for the next century. “Come on, pick it up, Indigo!”

      Indigo shot his friend a dirty look, but picked up the pace, at the sound of fireworks exploding over the town square. “I’m a genius, not an athlete,” he yelled at his friend, both of them making a bee line for the forest, as the shop keepers all along the cobbled streets came out to see what the ruckus was about.

      He shook his head as he ran, wondering how he had gotten himself into yet another scrape that his dad would kill him over. His answer was running full tilt ahead of him, trying to put as much distance between them and the fireworks as possible. Logan was constantly coming up with one scheme or another and taking him reluctantly along for the ride.

      Indigo took a sharp turn to the left, almost losing his footing, as Logan veered further into the forest, heading towards the Fae rings on the southwest side of the academy. “Wait up man! he yelled, his breath coming in gasps. “You know I’m not going there!”

      Logan turned, jogging backward, so he could look at his friend. “Wimp!”

      “Show off!” Indigo hurled back. He couldn’t help it if he was afraid of the other side of the forest. There was something about it that just gave him the creeps. The caves, the brackish water, the creatures that you could hear if you hung around long enough. Besides, it was the one part of the grounds they were forbidden to go into. The one place that his dad said their magic couldn’t reach. He could hear him now, “There’s no magic at all in White Woods Forrest, so best to stay away. We have no idea what lies on the other side, son.”

      Instead of replying, Logan continued trotting backward, not watching where he was going, heading deeper into the forest.

      Indigo skidded to a stop, crossed his arms, and refused to go any further.

      Logan stopped too, leaning over, and placing his hands on his knees to catch his breath. “You have got to get over this obsession that the forest is haunted,” he said, when he could breathe again. “There’s nothing there but trees, animals, and a waterfall from what I’ve been told. There’s no magic whatsoever, so what could hurt us? It’s a totally normal forest.”

      Indigo made air quotes with his hands. “’Been told.’ Are you seriously trying to tell me that you’ve never been into the forest?”

      “Yeah, dude! I’ve been telling you that since you got here! I’ve always wanted to go but never had the chance.” Logan looked down at the ground, rubbing a toe in the dirt, as if he were sad. “I always thought that once my best pal was allowed to go to school here, we’d go together.”

      “That’s not working Logan.” Indigo laughed, though the mention of him being unable to attend the academy until his mom passed away caused a twinge in his heart that he didn’t want to explore.

      Catching the look on his friend’s face, Logan put up a hand. “I’m so sorry, Indigo. I didn’t realize what I was saying. I’m an idiot!”

      Indigo started to shrug it off, when he heard a loud swooshing sound coming from the edge of the forest, followed by a surge of magic unlike anything he’d ever felt in his limited time as a witch. “What the hell was that?”

      Logan turned to look in the direction the noise had come from. Peering into the forest, he stepped closer. “I don’t know, but I’m going to find out.”

      “Always have to be the hero,” Indigo grumbled but followed Logan anyway. After all, it’s not like he could just let him go by himself.

      “We’re just taking a look. What if someone needs help?” Logan stepped onto the path leading into the forest, with Indigo trailing behind him, stopping just short of stepping onto the forbidden ground.

      “I don’t see anything,” Logan called back over his shoulder.

      Taking a step closer, Indigo’s eyes widened. “Logan, watch out!” He surged forward to grab his friend but couldn’t save him from the girl who came shooting out of the closest Fae ring.

      Logan looked up, startled, just in time to put his hands up to catch the female hurtling through space straight for him. Together, they went tumbling to the ground in a pile of entwined arms and legs.

      A few seconds later, a single suitcase tumbled out of the same Fae ring that the mystery girl had just fallen through. A second after that, Indigo yelped as a travel mug smacked him in the top of the head, then tumbled across the ground to land by what he assumed was its owner.

      “Well, I’ll be damned,” Indigo muttered, wiping what smelled like coffee out of his eyes, then rubbing the stinging knot that was already starting to form on the top of his head.
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      Jessica lay in stunned silence, her cheeks burning bright. Not only did she tumble through the Fae ring like a novice, but she’d also managed to single-handedly take down the sexiest guy she’d ever seen.

      “Hi, my name’s Logan. Nice to meet you.” The boy pulled a hand out from under her, where they were laying tangled together, all asses and elbows, then grabbed hers to shake it.

      “I’m so sorry. I’m mortified.” Jessica pushed on the boy whose body crushed hers to the ground. “Now, please get off me. I can’t breathe!”

      Logan climbed to his feet, a grin on his face. “I knew the new crop of Freshman were arriving soon, but I didn’t think they were dropping them from the sky.”

      “Ha, ha,” Jessica mocked, but couldn’t help but laugh. “I guess it is kind of funny, huh?”

      “Just a bit,” Logan held two fingers in the air close together for emphasis.

      “Hello! Are you okay in there?” a voice called out from the path in front of them.

      Logan turned to see his friend holding one hand to his head, just close enough to see them, but not very clearly. It looked like he might have been hit with a flying cup. How was that for magic?

      Jessica raised an eyebrow but didn’t say anything.

      “That would be Indigo, my best bud.” Logan rolled his eyes. “We’re going to have to go out there. He won’t set foot off the path into the forest. He says it’s haunted.” Grabbing her hand, he pulled her up from the ground, then led her to a dirt road that was longer than the eye could see.

      Jessica smiled at the sight of a lithe Elf with green and blue hair pacing the path in front of where she had popped out.

      Catching sight of them, Indigo ran over to where they stood. “Are you okay? What happened? Who are you?”

      “Hold on a second, dude,” Logan held up a hand to ward off any more questions from his friend. “Give the lady time to recover. She had quite a landing.”

      “I’ll say. She shot out of that Fae ring like a cannonball!” Indigo stepped forward, holding his own hand out. “Indigo Redwood, nice to meet you. And you are?”

      Jessica stepped forward, shaking his hand with a firm grip. “Jessica Goode-Proctor. Nice to meet you too, Indigo.”

      Indigo’s eyes narrowed. “Goode-Proctor. Where do I know that name from?”

      Jessica sighed. “My mother is the head of the Laveau Coven, and a professor here, but I’m not sure what she’s teaching this year.”

      Indigo’s eyes widened. His dad had many things to say about the Goode-Proctor woman, and none of them were very nice.

      “Anyway…” Logan stepped in to diffuse what was turning into an awkward situation. “I’m Logan English.”

      Jessica blushed again when she turned to face him. “I’m sorry I landed on you like that. My mother…” she trailed off, shaking her head. “Never mind. That’s certainly a story for another day.”

      “Parents, right?” Logan laughed, rolling his eyes again, then turned when a shrill voice rang out from the woods behind them. “There’s not another girl about to football tackle me, is there?”

      “Jessica? Jessica! Are you out there?”

      “No, that’s just my little sister and my mother,” Jessica sighed, sarcasm dripping from every word. “I’m here,” she called out, then turned to putting her stuff back in the suitcase that had burst open when she plummeted through the Fae rings. Putting a hand to her head, she blushed. “I’m so sorry. I didn’t even thank you for grabbing my stuff and bringing it with us. Logan had grabbed everything he could find including her suitcase and brought it to the edge of the clearing.

      Logan rushed to help her, as Indigo handed her the travel mug that had recently tried to give him a concussion. “Not a problem. Anything for a pretty girl.”

      Camilla wrinkled her nose as she stepped onto the dirt path. “Couldn’t they have replaced this with cobblestones?”

      Mimicking her mother, Brittany wrinkled her nose as well, picking up her dress to avoid getting dust and dirt on the hem.

      “A long dress in this heat and humidity. Really? It’s a school, not the prom,” Indigo muttered under his breath.

      Logan tried to cover Indigo’s words with a cough, but they’d already landed on Mrs. Goode-Proctor’s radar.

      Turning to look at the boy standing in front of her, Camilla wrinkled her nose in distaste once again. “A lady dresses for the occasion, no matter the weather.” Catching sight of Jessica’s clothing, she hesitated. “Well, most ladies at least.”

      “I wouldn’t be dressed this way, if I had known where we were going, now would I, mother.”

      “If we had told you where we were going, we wouldn’t be here, now would we sister dear?” Brittany chimed in, reaching to take Jessica’s purse from Indigo. “As for you, it’s none of your business what clothes I wear, or when I wear them.”

      “Hi, Mrs. Goode-Proctor.” Logan stepped in between the two, not wanting a full-scale war to break out in front of one of the professors. “It’s nice to meet you, though it could be under better circumstances, for sure.”

      Camilla took the boy’s hand shaking it slightly, then pulling away. Her eyes narrowed; she took a closer look at him. “What’s your last name, Logan?”

      “English, ma’am.”

      “Logan English? So, you’re Elizabeth’s son. And you are?” She turned away from Logan to address Indigo.

      “Indigo, mam. My dad is Onyvir. He’s on the council with you.”

      Camilla sniffed. “Yes, I remember.”

      “Mom, we need to go get Jessica settled in,” Brittany reminded her.

      “Yeah, I guess we should do that. Of course, neither of you will be staying in Nataero for long.  You’ll be placed into your covens by the weekend, and the fun will begin.”

      Brittany snickered. “It’s not going to be much of a Pull. We all know what coven we’ll be placed in. It’s always the same for our family.”

      “And what coven does your family get placed in?” Indigo asked, confused. “I thought it was different for everyone. The emblems and familiars do the choosing, not the families, right Logan?”

      Camilla’s tinkling laughter carried across the forest, prompting a group of starlings into flight. “Maybe for most families, dear boy. We are a special family, so though we don’t know that we will be placed in Laveau, for centuries, the Proctors and Goodes have always been placed there through this fine university. This year will be no different.”

      With a sharp clap of her hands, she turned on Jessica. “Your sister is right; we need to get going.” Looking Jessica up and down, she sneered. “We need to get you to the Nataero Coven, so you can do something with those clothes and that hair. We have a reputation to uphold!”

      Brittany reached over and pulled a twig out of Jessica’s hair with a smirk. “Making a fashion statement, sis?”

      Ignoring her sister and mother, Jessica turned back to Logan and Indigo. “Again, I’m so sorry for all of this.”

      “Nothing to be sorry for,” Logan said. “Maybe we can hang out sometime, after The Summoning?”

      Before Jessica could answer, her mother snatched her by the arm and marched her away.

      Logan could just hear their conversation as they walked off.

      “You are under no circumstances to have anything to do with that English boy. His parents are uncouth beasts. They led the charge to get the school opened to the mongrels and leeches. Imagine! A daughter of mine associating with an English and a monster. Not on my watch! Those boys are trouble. You mark my words!”

      Logan’s cheeks burned and his temper flared for his friend, but Indigo didn’t seem to hear what the woman said.

      “What’s up?” Logan elbowed Indigo in the ribs. “You look like you’re a million miles away.”

      Indigo didn’t take his eyes off the trio that were slowly making their way into town.

      “Hey, what gives?”

      “I was just thinking. How did that family come through a Fae ring in a forest that isn’t supposed to have any magic?”
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