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Prologue
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On the outskirts of Vamcult Island, a cliff overshadows the dark depths of the ocean. The waves pound against the hard-jagged rocks at fifty feet high, barely reaching the mansion that sat on the brink of the cliff, surrounded by red wood trees that were hundreds of years old. The full moon shone brightly in the star filled sky, with clouds rumbling in the distance from an oncoming storm that seemed to be disturbing the ever-changing sea.

In the mansion on the second landing, looking through the tall center window, stood a single man, staring out at the storm that was brewing less than a mile away. 

A knock sounded at the door and, without turning, the man replied, "Come in Edwin."

A slightly older man, with gray hair barely touching his temples, walked in the cold dark room. He wore a butler’s uniform fitted with white gloves and a white cloth draped over his left forearm. He stood erect at attention and with an expressionless face announced,

"The preparations have been made my lord, everyone expected to attend has been informed of your request."

The man smiled, never leaving his view of the thundering clouds.

"Excellent Edwin, and the letter?" he asked.

"It was sent about an hour ago, along with the Mercedes that you inquired. I expect them to arrive in another couple of hours, my lord." Edwin informed him with a steady grace.

"Good Edwin, when they do arrive, make sure no one hears of it and I mean no one, is that understood?"

The butler bowed slightly. "Yes, my lord." He left the room with a soft click of the door.

Once again, the man was left alone in semi darkness. Down below he caught a movement in the corner of his eye. It was too dark to tell who it really was, but he didn't need to see the face of the person to know. Judging by the young person's stance he had a very good idea. He watched the young man pick up some pebbles and throw them out at the raging sea.

"One day you will thank me for all I'm about to do and realize that I do have your best interests at heart." he said, looking out at the boy as he slowly grinned.
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Chapter One
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"I don't understand dad, why do I have to go to a new school and one that attends at night?" Sky Contour asked at her family’s dining room table.

They were seated down for dinner, and her father had just announced to her that she was no longer attending the high school that she had been attending for the last two in a half years’. Didn't she have a say in this at all? She was sixteen for crying out loud. Didn't she have the right to make her own choices? To decide what was best for her? Apparently not, it seemed.

"You have been accepted a great honor and privilege by Lord Sayles. He has granted you the chance to attend Vamcult Academy."

His daughter dropped her fork on her plate, making it clatter in her shock.

"Sky!" Her mother snapped in fright at the sudden noise, causing her to jump nearly out of her chair, she was so edgy.

"Vamcult...Academy?" she whispered, ignoring her mother's outburst and the angry look she was giving her. "But it's a gifted school for intelligence, why does he want me to go there?" Lord knows she's not a genius.

Her father shifted in his chair, wondering the same thing. At the time, he was too afraid to question the duke on his reasoning. He thought back to the meeting that they had two fortnights ago when they had received a letter that was sealed with the duke’s symbolic crest. At first, they were bewildered that he knew they even existed, but once they read the words, they became tense and filled with worry. They had looked at the man, who stood there in front of their door, the night the letter was sent.

"He requests us now?" he had asked him, looking peeked.

"Yes, Mr. Contour. He requested a car to pick you up, if you will join me, please." The man, who was no doubt the chauffer of the black Mercedes that awaited them in the driveway, inquired.

He looked at his wife with concern and had seen the frightened look on her face. He looked back at the man with a skeptical one.

"Don't be so concerned Mr. Contour, I have been strictly berated by Master Edwin not to harm any of my passengers, by threat of Lord Sayles. As you may well know, his word is law." With that he had walked off towards the waiting car. They watched him open the back door and waited patiently.

He hesitated only a moment and took a step outside. His wife grabbed his arm in a hard grip.

"How can we trust him? I heard they are a vicious lot." She had whispered to him fiercely.

He didn't trust him; he didn't trust any of them. But as the man had said, Lord Sayles's word was law, even for people like them. He looked back at his wife and said to her, "What choice do we have?"

As soon as they arrived at the mansion they were completely awed. It was large and very beautiful. Four stories high with a wing on each side, the driveway curved into a giant U shape that can park at least thirty to fifty cars at a time. The structure was designed crafted and four small balconies hung over the four large windows on the second floor. When they were rushed inside the foyer, they didn't get the chance to look at the place as the butler, also known as Edwin, ushered them in with haste and directly into the duke’s study. The only thing they noticed was the torches lit in the hall, everything else was a blur. 

Edwin shut the study door immediately after pushing them inside. They became frightened and their senses were on high alert. There were four torches lit in the room and a vast collection of thick old books on bookshelves that were against one side of the wall of the large room. There was a wooden globe of the world that looked like an antique in a corner, along with a large old golden telescope, which pointed out of a very tall window. 

On the other side was a large old map in glass casing of Vamcult Island, handwritten were the villages, lakes, and the name of the forests. Against the wall was Victorian furniture of a love seat, two armed chairs and a coffee table. With the map, there were two large paintings, one of a man and the other a woman. They were beautiful people. 

The man in the picture had light brown hair with green eyes and was very handsome. The woman looked young and very beautiful with midnight hair and blue eyes. In the center of the room was a large mahogany desk that was neat and clean. Behind the table was a large leather-bound chair facing the large window that viewed the expanding sea.

"Please have a seat Mr. and Mrs. Contour." A deep smooth voice said behind the chair.

Mrs. Contour nearly jumped out of her skin upon hearing it. Slowly they both reached the two-armed chairs, which were also bound in leather, which were miniature to the one behind the desk and sat down quietly then silently waited. 

The duke turned around in his chair and Mrs. Contour gave out a small gasp. No one had ever really seen the duke before, not in person anyways. He was the most handsome being she had ever seen. He had perfect smooth skin, light golden-brown hair and a body built in great size. His black clothes fit him like a second skin, and he didn't look anything older than twenty-five. Mr. Contour realized he was the man in the painting on the wall, and he assumed the woman must be his late wife, who died a long time ago.

"You must wonder why I summoned you all the way here." he had started out.

Mr. Contour shifted in his seat uncomfortably. "Yes, my lord, we are." he said a bit stiffly.

"Yes, well the thing is, it concerns your daughter." he replied in that smooth voice of his.

Both widened their eyes with surprise. "Our daughter? Is something wrong?" Mrs. Contour asked, getting even more nervous.

"No, I can assure you nothing is amiss. I'm requesting, however, your permission to have her attend Vamcult Academy." he said watching them with keen eyes.

He raised his hand up to stop their questions at the news and ignored their stricken looks. "I know you are confused and wondering why I requested this. I have my reasons." 

He stood up and walked around his desk in a slow pursuit, holding a folder. When he came in front of them, making them inch back into their chairs, he handed it out to the girl's father, who looked at it with dread.

"I think you know what this is?" the duke asked, seeing the recognition on his face upon looking at the folder.

He slowly and carefully took the folder. When he opened it to look at the contents, he froze and stared at the inside of the documents.

"What is it, Michael?" His wife asked, now afraid of what lay beneath the dark leather casing of the folder.

"You know what that implies don't you?" the duke asked, watching him carefully.

Michael swallowed hard. "Yes." he whispered and went slightly pale.

The duke took back the folder and turned to sit back behind his desk. With such care, as if the document was delicate and fragile, he put the folder safely away in his desk drawer and once again gave his full attention to them.

"I don't understand what is going on?" Mrs. Contour asked, with confusion on her once young face.

"It seems, my dear Mrs. Contour, that your daughter is the one I have been looking for, for some time now." He folded his hands together and waited for that to sink in, then looked at Mr. Contour waiting to see what he would say to his wife at that information.

She looked at him with questioning eyes as it seemed her husband knew what the duke was talking about.

"I'm sorry Jess, but I can't tell you anything. I had sworn never to reveal the contents of that folder to anyone by my father, and he had sworn to his father and so on and so forth, I'm sorry." He shut his mouth closed, demanding of himself not to say another word.

"Very good Mr. Contour and as it should be, now that understanding is clear, I demand that your daughter to start attending Vamcult Academy within one months’ time when the new semester begins." he ordered.

"But how are we supposed to do that?! We live three hours away and you expect us to have our daughter be surrounded by...by those heathens!" Mrs. Contour burst out angrily, not liking where this was going.

"Jessica!" Mr. Contour yelled at his wife in dread and shock, afraid she had gone too far in front of the duke, disrespecting him like that.

"It's alright Mr. Contour, I fully see your concern ma'am, however, your daughter's well-being and safety are in my hands and therefore under my protection and responsibility. She will not be harmed in any way. The Dean and staff of Vamcult Academy have already been informed of the situation and are already taking precautions and preparations of the students on their...behavior." The duke sighed.

"As for your living situation, a house is being prepared for suitable entry and stay. You will now live on Vamcult Island. You all will be well protected, as you well know, no... Humans have ever lived here, but for your daughter I must make an exception where she is concerned." he finished.

The duke could see the uncertainty on their faces and the indecision on Mrs. Contour.

"In due time Mrs. Contour, all will reveal itself, but as it stands that time is still too premature. I am waiting for a certain...moment to arrive." He told her to ease some uncertainty she had.

A knock interrupted their conversation. "What is it, Edwin?"

The butler came in and stood erect, every hair, every clothing particle in place, not a single mishap of his appearance out of shape.

"The car is waiting my lord, and I do believe the time is very near." he announced.

"Yes, thank you."

The duke got up from his seat and indicated for them to rise. "I'm afraid this meeting is adjourned; you will receive a missive on when to expect for the move. Oh, and one more thing," he said, stopping them at the door.

His face became dark and serious. "I must order you not to inform your daughter about any of this. You may tell her that I have requested it, but no more, is that understood Mr. Contour?" He bore his eyes into the man until he slightly nodded his head.

Satisfied with that, he came to the door next to them. "Well, good day to you both or should I say...night." He laughed and shut the door.

"Father, are you listening to me?" Sky demanded.

He snapped out of his daze and looked at a stern eyebrow raised at him. "Yes, I'm listening. I don't know why, but we have strict orders for you to attend and-"

"To move to Vamcult Island." His wife finished for him in a tensed and angry tone.

Sky was in complete shock at that new announcement. "What? We're moving? But this is our home. Dad, you were born and raised in this house, why do we have to move?!" she cried out.

He expected the outburst and so had a ready answer for her. "Because it's easier for you to go to school that's why, how do you expect us to drive you three hours every day? Don't worry about this house, it's not going anywhere. It'll be vacant for a while, that's all." he told her.

"But what about your job?" she accused and crossed her arms over her chest.

"That also has been transferred." That was a lie, but he didn't want to tell her that everything had been provided by the duke. All expenses, necessities, luxury allowances and basically anything they wanted or needed shall be under the influence of the duke, just as long as Sky attended the school.

"What about my friends?" Her voice was now choked with unshed tears.

"Oh sweetheart, we'll be able to visit every once in a while." Her mother said softly, grasping her shoulder in a tender grip. She looked at her husband, wishing for the thousandth time that he would tell her what was going on.

"So, when do I go to this new school?" she asked grudgingly.

Michael and Jessica looked at each other before he said. "Next week."

"Next week?!" she yelled out. She stood up in anger making her chair fall backwards. "Why didn't you tell me sooner?"

"Now calm down Sky, we didn't know ourselves until today. We just got his missive this afternoon about it." Michael said, clearly getting annoyed by her anger.

"So, I'm just expecting to drop everything now because of some high and mighty lord says too? I'm just to forget all my friends and the place I was born and raised in?" she argued with anger flashing in her eyes.

Her father sighed deeply. "No one said you had to stop seeing or talking to your friends, but we can't gainsay the duke, and you know that." He bit out, starting to get angry, himself.

She felt like rebelling, like screaming and lashing out at them all, but most of all, she felt like crying. This place was her home, it was all she had known. To venture out to a new world, a new setting, scared her. She never met the duke, and she didn't understand why, out of all the people, he had singled her out to go to such a well-educated and a highly recommended school. 

Was there something about her that no one is telling her about? It was obvious her parents were keeping something from her, but what? The way they were acting was strange. Why were they so afraid of the duke? Does he really have that much power over the people? 

She didn't want to leave, how was she going to tell her friends? They would never believe that she had been accepted to Vamcult Academy with just her brains. They would know something was up and she wouldn't be able to tell them anything, for she didn't know herself.

"Look, I know this is hard for you to accept, but over time you might learn to like it. Just think, with you going to one of the highest schools in the country it will be a major opportunity for your future, you'll meet new friends," Hopefully, "and you’re going to love the scenery of the island. It might be better than you think." Her mother put hope in her voice and actually sounded convincing.

Sky looked away and sighed. "I'm going to bed, I'm tired." She moved to leave the room.

"Sky?" Her father called after her. She turned to look at him and waited for him to say what he needed to say.

"Since it's a night school it's best to start learning new sleeping arrangements from now on." he told her.

She clamped her mouth together and bit back the reply she wanted to let out and just nodded. Who the hell operates a school in the middle of the night? She thought to herself before slamming her bedroom door shut.
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Chapter Two
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Charleston High School was a vastly improving establishment, with its new students coming in with great numbers each year, that they had to keep building to be able to hold them all. They never refused an applicant and unfortunately it also became the poorest and lowest of the unified school districts. Everything was used, books, desks, supplies, sporting equipment, computers were outdated, telephones looked like they dated from the 90's, including their machines in the office. 

But nobody was prouder of it than Sky Contour, for this was the same high school her father, grandfather, great grandfather, and great, great grandfather had gone to. It was also the first high school ever built in Charleston. The oldest part of the building was the front as it dated back to the late 1800's and she loved the architecture of the structure, the one part that will never be replaced as long as it stood there.

Sky was standing just outside of it, staring up into its glorious, crafted brilliance. How much she was going to miss this wonderful place. It was the last week of the quarter before the new semester started and they were into the semi-finals of their courses. There were students heading for their first period of the day. 

"Sky!" A young girl, of Sky's age, walked up to her from across the street. She had blonde hair and was wearing tight jeans with a blue and white striped shirt. She had a bag slung across her chest.

"Hey Emiko." She smiled at her friend. 

"Hey, you won't believe the rumors that are going around town right now." she said breathlessly and started walking with her toward the school.

"What rumors?" she asked, not really interested in the town's gossip, it was always about someone.

"Well, everyone is saying that you’re going to start attending Vamcult Academy! Is it true?" Emiko asked eagerly with excitement. 

Sky stopped dead in her tracks. "What? Where did you hear that?!" she said in astonishment and disbelief.

"At the doughnut shop on Parker Street. Some old lady was telling Mrs. Trusts about it." she told her as they passed the administration office and into the grounds of the school.

As they passed, people were saying hello to them, but Sky was oblivious to them all. How the hell did people know? How does anyone know? She barely found out herself last night! She looked away, finding it hard to believe that people knew about it before she was even given the chance to say anything.

"Is it true then?" Emiko asked, looking unconvinced as she finished saying hello to a young freshman girl.

Sky looked around her and for the first time noticed that people were staring at her and whispering to each other. One girl gave her a dirty look, and another looked at her up and down, shook her head, and laughed. She turned red from the unexpected embarrassment that she didn't think she would have received.

"Sky, are you okay?" Emiko asked her with a frown.

"Miss Contour, a word please!" Sky's English teacher, Mr. Johnston, yelled out as he walked up to them. 

He had a bit of a port belly, and he was going slightly bald on top. He had glasses and a thick mustache, but with that aside, he was actually a really sweet guy who loved his work. He helped out those who were far behind without a hint of giving up on them, unlike some teachers now days.

"Oh, hello Mr. J." she said with concern. Was she in trouble?

"Good morning, Sky, you’re needed in the principal’s office right away, before class starts." he said to her joyfully. "Don't worry, I won't mark you down for being late since I know where you will be." He laughed and walked away.

"Oh, and by the way, congratulations on being accepted to Vamcult Academy!" he yelled out across the yard where everyone heard and smiled.

Sky wanted to disappear at that moment for making the rumors official by a teacher saying it aloud. She could see and hear everyone's tongue start lagging away with the newest gossip for the town to know.

"So, it is true! You really got accepted?!" Emiko practically yelled with delight.

"Shhhh!" Sky looked around to see the other students staring at them. "Oh, come on!" She pulled her friend after her, ignoring everyone who tried to talk to her, took her into the girl’s bathroom and locked the door.

"Ow that hurt Sky, you didn't have to be so rough." Emiko said rubbing her upper arm.

Sky didn't listen to her for she was looking into the stalls to see if anybody was in there with them. When she didn't find anybody, she turned to her friend she had known almost all her life.

"You can't tell anybody about this understand?" she said seriously.

Emiko looked at her skeptically. "Alright." she said after a moment.

She told her everything that she knew about the transfer, who transferred her and how they had to move to Vamcult Island and start a whole new life.

"You’re going to be living on Vamcult Island?" Emiko asked in awe.

"Yeah." Sky said miserably. "But I don't want to. I know absolutely no one and it’s three hours away from everyone I do know."

"Yeah, but Vamcult Island!" Emiko smiled hugely. "And the best part is you’re going to Vamcult Academy."

Sky looked at her. "Miko didn't you hear a word I said?" Apparently not. "Aren't you curious on why Lord Sayles wants me to go there in the first place?"

"Who cares!" She jumped in giddiness. 

Just then there was a pounding on the bathroom door. "Whoever is in there needs to unlock this door right now!"

********************
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SKY SAT IN A CHAIR in the principal’s office waiting for her to be done looking over the transfer papers, with an expression of disbelief and bewilderment on her face.

"Well then..." she said finally with a sigh. "It seems according to these transfer slips that you will be leaving us this coming Friday and starting at the Academy on Monday."

"Monday?!" She really wasn't ready for this.

The principal ignored her outburst and set the papers back into its folder that was marked with Sky's name.

"Personally, I'm quite confused on why you have been accepted to such a prestigious school. Looking over your academic records in the past two and half years has shown no significance of Vamcult Academy's requirements."

Sky frowned at the implied meaning. "Are you saying I'm too stupid to even be considered?"

The principal looked at her with a shocked face. "Why, no I'm not. I was just simply saying that there are students here with a greater GPA and academic progress of perfect scores that try to apply at Vamcult and are still denied, stating that their requirements have not been met."

The principal folded her hands in front of her on the desk. "However, there is a reason after all. I may not have been informed why, but that is not my concern. The seal on the transfer slips has been documented by the Duke of Vamcult Island, therefore, they must have protocols of the requested document papers of your school records. I'm also required to inform you that throughout your last week of school here at Charleston High that you inform your teachers and that you receive your report cards from each class to take along with you."

Sky sat there wondering why this was happening to her. It shouldn't be all that bad, right? The principal took a notepad and wrote something down then signed it.

"Here, take this with you and show it to each of your teachers, it's signed with my approval for your request of your report cards." She handed the note to Sky, and she put it in her bag.

"Well, you may now go Miss Contour, and good luck at the new school." she said to her and went back to her duties.

Sky got up and went to leave the office, but then she thought of something. "Principal Reyes, do you know why Vamcult Academy only attends at night?"

The principle thought for a moment. "Honestly, I can't say I do. It always made me wonder as well why they had young high school students go in the middle of the night, but then again, they are the number one educated school in the country, so maybe their methods should be reckoned with. You should be very grateful to be accepted Miss Contour."

She gave a weak smile and left the office. She walked down the empty hallway of the school. She didn't understand why she had to go to a school meant for geniuses. She's not a genius, far from it, and she will never be one. She was just barely getting by in her classes. She didn't want to know what they were teaching in Vamcult Academy. What if they taught something that was like three times worse than trigonometry? Or taught formulas that only NASA can comprehend? What would happen when they fully realize that when a teacher asks her a question and she will have absolutely no idea how to answer? She'll be the laughingstock of their school. 

She stopped. "I'm going to be the dumbest kid there." she said in dread.

Oh, that's perfect. The stupidest kid without a doubt. There was no way she could compete with any of them. How the hell did they expect her to survive in a place like that? She can't go to something like that, she'll have to do anything she can to convince her parents to change their minds and refuse the duke’s request. There just had to be a way. With determination set in her mind, she went to her first class of the day.

********************
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"WHAT, YOU’RE TRANSFERRING?" Ana, who was Sky's other best friend, exclaimed in bewilderment.

Sky, Ana, Emiko, and their friend Sandra were all seated at an Ice cream parlor, as they like to call it, The Ice Box.

"So, it’s officially true then?" Emiko asked, trying to confirm it with finality in her mind, looking at Sky with a spoon of ice cream halfway up to her mouth.

"What! You knew about this?!" Ana yelled at her with an accusing look.

Emiko started stuttering at Ana's outburst, not used to being confronted by her.

"Well, there have been rumors going around the school about this Ana. I'm surprised you haven't heard wind of it, but then again most people run the other way when you come near." A very calm and collected Sandra, who was carefully eating her ice cream, said not looking at anyone.

Sky always thought she was a strange one. One day, in fourth grade, some kids were bullying her, trying to get a reaction out of her, but whatever they tried to do Sandra just stood there not saying a single word. She pretty much acted as if they didn't even exist. Well, Sky wasn't so calm about it. She marched right up to them, told them off, by telling them to leave the girl alone. They just called her mean names and walked away, but ever since then Sandra started joining her in things as if they had been friends since they were born.

"I didn't actually think they were true!" Ana spits out in shock.

Ana was a spitfire and a bit of a hothead, but she was honest to the core. One of the reasons why Sky valued their friendship so much. No matter what the situation was, Ana always said what was on her mind, regardless of if it might actually hurt someone's feelings. She always had a comment about something.

"Well, it's true." Sky knew she meant well, but sometimes she could be a little brash and hardheaded. 

As far as Sky knew, Ana was the realest person she knew. 

Sandra ignored Ana. "So, is it true that you’re transferring to Vamcult Academy?" she asked Sky instead.

"Oh, come on, that one can't be true!" Ana practically yelled. Some of the other customers turned in their direction at her outburst.

"Calm down Ana, people are beginning to stare at us." Emiko whispered, feeling a little embarrassed.

"Let them stare then! If they have a problem with my yelling, then they can kiss my ass and move the hell on!" Ana again yelled out.

"Ana please!" Emiko pleaded with her, sinking lower in the booth.

Ana ignored her and looked at Sky, waiting for her reply as well as the other two. Sky felt like she was put on the spot suddenly.

"Isn't that what Mr. Johnston said this morning?" Emiko asked.

"Um, yeah that's true too." Sky said meekly.

"Are you serious?!" Ana looked bewildered. "But...why?"

Sky shrugged her shoulders. "Believe me, been asking the same question, no one will tell me."

Sandra frowned and looked up at her for the first time since they sat down. "That's a bit odd, isn't it?" she asked her.

"Yeah, well what's even odder is the one who is requesting for me to go." she whispered, not wanting anyone outside their group to overhear what she was about to tell them.

"Who is it?" Ana asked, her interest suddenly peeked with excitement upon hearing the whispered response.

Sky looked at all three of them and at Emiko a bit longer, knowing she already knew, looking around making sure no one was looking at them, she brought her head in closer and the three of them followed suit.

"Lord Sayles, the Duke of Vamcult Island."
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Chapter Three
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Sky was standing in her room staring at her new uniform that arrived yesterday afternoon. There were two sets. One was a white button up dress shirt with the Vamcult Academy logo on the right pocket. With a matching dark gray and navy-blue striped tie and a navy-blue skirt that came with thin black stockings and black leather boots that reached mid-calf.

The other set was a pair of black skinny jeans that stretched, with a long-sleeved navy blue and dark gray striped shirt that had a hoodie in the back. For a moment she thought the clothing to be a bit odd. She had never seen anybody choose this type of dress code, except maybe for the skirt outfit, but according to the note that came with it, she was allowed to mismatch them in any way she wanted. 

She found out the school colors were navy blue, dark gray and black. Odd colors for a school she thought. A bit dark in her opinion, but it wasn't as if she was the one who chose them, so she just shrugged and laid them on her bed. 

She looked closely at the school's logo. It was a simple V and A put together with the Vamcult's crest behind it, which was a unique design of a shield in the center where the V and A were. Above the shield were three designs of lion heads, or what she assumed were lions, she could be wrong about that. They were baring their teeth in an evil growl and their eyes showed great intensity. Around the shield were like every other family crest had, which were floral designs of leaves and swirls. She shook her head and set the shirt down with the other clothing.

It's been a week since she found out how her life was going to change so dramatically, and she started her first day at the new school tomorrow night. She was debating how she wanted to present herself there when a knock sounded on her door.

"Come in." 

Her mother walked into the room, which was almost completely bare from all her possessions. "It's nearly time to go. The car is waiting to take us to the ferry boat to Vamcult Island. We can leave whenever you like." she said to her, looking a bit down.

Sky looked at her mother and saw the sadness on her once beautiful face that was now etched with slight lines from stress and hardship of being a housewife.

"I just wanted to say goodbye to my friends before I left. I'm supposed to meet them at the cafe in ten minutes, after that we can go." she told her a little reserved.

Her mother nodded her head and closed the door without saying a word. Sky grabbed her thin sweater and left the room.

She sat in the U-shaped booth, sipping her very hot hazelnut cappuccino in the town's coffee cafe. Emiko, Ana, and Sandra sat beside her as they had all looked gloomy.

"Are you nervous about tomorrow?" Emiko asked, finally breaking the silence that had fallen on the group when they all gathered together. 

Sky took a deep breath as she said, "Well, a little, I guess. I'm not going to know anyone and it's going into a whole new territory." She stared into her drink.

"Not to mention that everyone there is like a genius, so you must feel intimidated by that." Ana said, completely engrossed with her caramel frap, not noticing the look on Sky's face at her admission.

They all looked at Ana. When she looked up and saw their faces, she shrugged her shoulders. "What?" she said.

Emiko moved closer to Ana and loudly whispered, "You shouldn't say things like that Ana, you don't want to freak her out any more than she already is!"

Ana looked at Sky, saw her sudden pale face and her eyes had widened. "Oh, come out of it Sky! I'm sure it won't be all that bad." she said sheepishly.

Ana didn't sound convincing at all, and they all sat there in continued silence, slowly sipping their drinks.

"Oh, I know!" Emiko said out of the blue, making them all look at her. "Maybe someone saw your true potential and that convinced them enough to accept you! Just maybe it's not all about brains at that school and they just want people to think that's that reason!" She smiled hugely, completely happy with her conclusion.

"Oh, come on Miko!" said Ana. "Why would they do that?"

"Well, if you think about it, if brains are what really gets you into Vamcult, then why won't they accept Steven, who is by far the smartest kid in our school, but instead has accepted Sky?" Sandra said calmly, voicing her opinion to them.

Ana's face went into thought at that. "Oh, yeah your right, Steven has been applying to Vamcult since freshman year and they still deny him, even with his 4.5 GPA."

Sky thought two days back when Steven had walked up to her between classes, looking for the entire world like he was having a breathing problem, he was so angry.

"So, I heard that it is true that you are going to Vamcult Academy." he had said stiffly to her.

He was a tall lanky type of dude. He wore black square glasses with a bob of a haircut that was split in the middle and had way too much gel put into it. He always wore a sweater like vest over his dress shirt, which was neatly tucked into his high watered khaki pants and black dress shoes that had seen better days.

"Um, yeah that's right." she said to him, trying to get past him, but he would just step in her way again.

"Well, is that so? And what is it that makes you so special? I didn't even know you were applying." He crossed his arms as his words oozed with anger.

"I don't know, and no I never attempted to apply there. What is it any of your business anyways?" She had started to get angry at him.

"Well, it just so happens that I'm smarter than you! I should be the one going, not you!" He pointed a finger at her and snarled. "You cheated, didn't you?"

"Excuse me?!" she said heatedly.

"Somehow you lied on your application to where they accepted you!" He squints his over large eyes at her. "I'm going to find out and prove you’re an imposter and expose you!"

"Go right on ahead Steven, because when you find out you’re going to look like a damn fool and feel like a damn idiot!" She shoved him out of her way and stormed off to class.

Sky shook herself off the memory. "I could care less why they won't consider him as a student." she said, having some of that old anger surface.

She looked down at her phone that went off and stood. "I have to go you guys, the ferry leaves in an hour and we still have to drive there."

They all stood at that and went outside of the café. Emiko immediately pulled Sky into a hug. "I'm going to miss you!" she cried out.

"We all are." Sandra said, for once, showing some emotion.

"Make sure you call us and tell us all about Vamcult and I mean everything!" Ana said.

"You know I will." She looked at all three of her best friends and gave them a shaky smile. "I'm really going to miss you guys."

They all went into a group hug. "If you become too miserable there you let us know and we will sneak you out and hide you with one of us." Sandra said seriously, and Sky laughed.

"Don't worry about me, I'm sure I'll be just fine."

********************
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TWO HOURS INTO THE ferry ride Sky pretty much remained by the railing all alone. She watched her beloved hometown drift away. She felt a little piece of her had died. Separated from the familiar surroundings and people that she had known all her life. 

Will she ever see them again? Will she be able to visit her friends and they visit her? Thinking of not being able to see her three friends for a while put a damp coldness on her feelings. A small depression and sadness settled into her bones. She felt she wouldn't ever smile again. 

What is life going to be like from now on? What were the people like? What if she couldn't get along with any of them? Were they stuck up know it all's, were they going to be the superior like because of their upbringing on the Island? 

She asked herself for the hundredth time why Lord Sayles wanted her to go to live there only to attend a very highly educated school. She didn't understand how she caught his attention. What was it about her? She wasn't anyone special, she didn't have high grades, anybody of royal blood or anyone famous. So, what was it? Her parents seemed to know as much as she did and that bothered her. 

They just accepted the duke’s wishes without any explanation of why. Her father was taking it all in with stride. He acted as if this new arrangement was supposed to happen. Although at times, when he thought no one was around, he would show a sad look as if he was dreading this day would come. 

Her mother on the other hand was taking it worse than she was herself. Before they left the house, her mother had turned around and took in one last look as if she would never set another foot in it again and had burst into tears. She had become quiet and a little distant from everyone. Sometimes, she would slam things down and give her father a glare of anger. At times like these, Sky wondered what was really going on. Somehow, she figured there was more to this story than anybody was letting on, and she meant to find out what she could.

She jumped at the sudden blow of the horn on the ferry and looked to her right. Her mouth fell open at the sight before her. It was so beautiful; it was like a tropical Island with white sandy beaches that were so bright it hurt to look at it directly. The water was so crystal clear that you could see the coral beds and all the different kinds of sea creatures swimming around, some darted, and others took their leisure. 

There were palm trees on the beach and further back there were red woods. There were exotic cactus plants and all kinds of varieties of flowers in different shapes and colors, which popped with brilliance. 

There were willow trees that grazed the edges of the higher grounds of the hills and cliffs that dropped straight down to the ocean. It was all so bizarre it looked like someone had taken this land and made it into their own personal garden. She looked up to the highest cliff and, from a distance, saw a huge mansion sitting on top with all its glory. 

It was both beautiful and eerie at the same time. She wondered if that was where the duke lived. Dotted across the shoreline were manmade huts and she saw that dark-skinned people were moving about on their daily business. They pulled up to the only docking point. The wooden dock was beautifully handcrafted with dark rich mahogany. Sky noticed that the railing had cravings on it but was too far away to make them out.

"Ah, there you are my dear, was wondering where you have been this whole time." Her mother said behind her.

She walked up to the railing next to her and gazed out to the Island. "I had forgotten how beautiful this place was." she whispered to herself.

Sky turned to her in surprise. "What was that?" she asked, thinking that she had misunderstood her just now.

"Oh, nothing." she said quickly.

She backed away from the railing. "Well, we should get our belongings and disembark. You start tomorrow, so you’re going to need all the rest that you can get." Her mother walked away leaving Sky standing there wondering about her odd statement.

She moved away to go in search of her father. She ended up finding him ten minutes later already on the dock, talking to some older guy with white hair and what looked to be like a servant uniform fit for a butler. Come to think of it, the way the guy was standing erect with one hand behind his back and an expressionless face, he acted like one too. Did they still have butlers and servants like in the old days? She was surprised to see the older man bow to her father and walk away. 

Guess so, she thought. 

Her dad turned around, saw her standing there, and was momentarily surprised.

"Sky honey, didn't notice you were there, are we all packed and ready to go then?" he said in a rush, with a nervous look about him.

She frowned at him. "I guess so, but I'm not sure." she said truthfully and decided to hold the information about her mother's slip.

Something was going on. Her parents were acting weird, and this place was weird, the butler thing was weird, and Sky thought to herself, what was going on with the world today?

********************
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AN HOUR AND A HALF later, after endless varieties of sightseeing, of open spaces, meadows, trees, lush green hills, different flowers, ponds, horses, sheep, peacocks, gazelles, and Camano dragons, she thought this place couldn't get any weirder. How are all these animals and plants surviving in a place like this? She was in complete awe of her surroundings, watching the scenery go by in the car window. 

They pulled into a long dirt road to a huge plantation. It was the most beautiful place she had ever seen. There were palm trees surrounding the high three-story house. The driveway turned into gravel, and when they got closer, she saw the home itself was squared shaped that had tall windows with each their own balcony. The front porch was wide, spacious, and was made out of the richest oak that was waxed until you could almost see your reflection in it. The steps were oval shaped, made out of white marble along with the pillars that surrounded the place. 

Sky got out of the car when it stopped and looked at her fill of it. She gazed to her left and saw a small pond with a mound of earth in the middle. It sat a willow tree that grazed over a gazebo made of the same structure as the house. It was surrounded by one particular flower that she couldn't identify. A small wooden bridge, which made a curved motion, was connected to one side of the pond to the mound of earth. It was so perfectly beautiful, something like out of a fairy tale of the nineteenth century. 

She looked over to her right and it became drastically different from the change of scenery. On this side of the house, it was more of a summer dream vacation. The beach lay on this side with a few more palm trees. Two of them were set together and leaned in towards each other with a hammock attached to them. Lawn chairs laid around on a wooden platform that consisted of a built in bonfire with bricks surrounding it. A U shape couch that was more like pillows and cushions of different colors sat around it. Further away was a massive Bar B Queue pit for wood chips and charcoal and was made of cobblestones set with a canopy above. A wooden pathway was lined with different shaped rocks that reached to the back of the house.

"Oh my, Michael, this place..." Her mother said, completely dazzled by everything.

"When he said luxury, he really meant it." Michael mumbled, just as surprised as the rest of them.

"Wait a minute, we're going to live here?" Sky asked her parents, her mind reeling at that thought.

Before her father could answer the front doors opened and a young man, followed by four young maids, three chefs, a gardener, and an older fellow with an older woman, came forward. They all lined up in a single file, and they all wore identical servant uniforms according to their station. The older man stepped forward and announced himself.

"Good afternoon, I'm Wilfred the Valet, welcome to the Saroyan Plantation." He bowed.

He turned to the older woman that stood next to him. She looked more like a strict boarding school headmaster with the way she erected herself and her hands clasped in front of her. Her hair pulled back tightly in a bun, her black dress was ironed out without a single flaw and was wearing a serious expression. She was standing so straight and stiff that Sky wondered if she moved that she crack and break.

"And this is the head housekeeper, Mrs. Stone." The valet said formally.

"Makes perfect sense now." Sky mumbled under her breath.

"She had all of your rooms prepared and ready for your arrival." he finished with a tiny smile on his face, telling Sky that he had heard her.

The old woman gave a small curtsey, which didn't require hardly any movement from her, so it was kind of hard to tell if she did it or not. The valet turned to the young boy that came next in line, the one who had come out first. Sky realized they were lined according to their rank.

"This is your footman, also serving as your butler, Edmund Shaw."

The boy, who looked to be around Sky's age, bowed his head slightly and gave her a quick wink that made her blush a little. Wilfred went to the three chefs, who were Roberto, Finstad and Marimoto. He went to the maids, Sofia, Carla, Vicky, and Debbie. They had all curtsied and the one thing that Sky had noticed was that they were all blonde. Last was the gardener.

"This is our gardener Charlie, he is actually new with us, but as you can see, he does a wonderful job." Wilfred said, indicating the freshly cut landscaping.

This man was a bit rugged with a two-day old beard, sharp eyes, and a lean muscled body. He slowly bowed to them. A golden lock of hair fell over his forehead as his intense eyes never left Sky's face, which completely unnerved her. He looked to be maybe early to mid-twenties.

"Well, it's nice to meet you all and hope to become better acquainted and good friends over the duration of our stay." Her mother said giving them all a warm smile.

No one said a word and it suddenly became awkward. "Well then! Shall we get you settled in." Wilfred said breaking the awkward silence.

He clapped his hands, and everyone went back to work. The housekeeper instructed the girls to bring their belongings to the correct rooms. The gardener and footman/butler hauled their suitcases, following the maids. The chefs headed back to the kitchens to prepare the supper meal. Mrs. Stone stood in front of them and gave them what looked to be a smile that turned more into a grimace.

"If you will follow me, I will show you to your rooms."
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Chapter Four
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Sky sat under the giant willow tree in the side yard. She sat with her knees drawn up against her chest. She couldn't handle it; it was all too much for her. Not knowing the reason for any of this, of why she was now living in a big, beautiful house that she later found out had been here since 1762. Of why she is living on this island, why she was attending a new school that was higher than her expectations and, most of all, why it was all requested by Lord Sayles, the Duke of Vamcult.

Questions with no answers, changes with no reasons, acceptance with no knowledge. What was the purpose? Suddenly, she knew where to get the answer. Of course, she did, it was there the whole time. She quickly got up and ran back to the house to find Wilfred the valet. When she looked through four different rooms and asked all the maids of his whereabouts, she finally found him in the library, looking over some ledgers.

She hadn't been in this room yet and was surprised at how big it was. All the walls were completely covered from top to bottom, row after row with shelves filled with books. There was a big chandelier in the center of the roof that still held candles. Against the walls, every now and then, there were torches that also carried candles and not light bulbs. 

The paint was chosen of a rich burgundy color and the floor, even though it was wooden that shined, was covered in a massive Victorian rug. The room consisted of three long cherry wood tables with three sets of candlestick holders per table. Set around the tables were great big armchairs of creamy ivory color. Her most favorite part was the mirrored ceiling. It made it look as if there were two identical rooms, only one upside down.

When she moved in further, she hadn't noticed the opposite wall on her side. She completely became transfixed on the giant paintings, that almost took the length of the whole wall, of individual people. There were four of them and one empty space, as if a painting was either removed or about to be hung, for there laid a bronze plate that was bare of any writing. 

She looked closely at the painted figures. There were three men and one woman. They all looked so much alike it was uncanny. The one farthest away looked to be an older gentleman with gray hair and deep blue eyes. The next one to him almost looked like a younger version with only some gray hair and a straighter back, also with blue eyes. The gentleman next to him was even younger, only with jet black hair, blue eyes, and a more determined posture. It was like seeing the same man in three sets of pictures either aging or getting younger, depending on how you want to look at it. 

The woman was strikingly beautiful. She looked so young, maybe around sixteen if Sky had to guess, rosy cheeks, a warm smile and her hair was also jet black that cascaded down her back in waves and the same blue eyes.

"That there is Miss Vanessa Saroyan, daughter of Mr. Caleb Saroyan, the man next to her."

Sky jumped in fright, momentarily forgetting that Wilfred was in the room. "She's beautiful." she said after calming her heart down.

Wilfred smiled. "Yes, she was." He pointed to the other two paintings. "That one there was her grandfather, William Saroyan and this one her great grandfather, Nicholas Saroyan. He is the one who had built this plantation back in 1762. It was a gift for his wife, who died two years later."

"And this one?" she asked looking at the empty space next to Vanessa.

"Ah, that will soon be a portrait of Vanessa's son."

Sky looked at him incredulously. "Son? What is taking you guys so long to put it up?"

Wilfred looked at her oddly, thinking on what to say. "It's being refurbished at the moment." He walked away and sat back at the desk he was working at.

Remembering why she was looking for him in the first place, she sat down in front of him and for a moment sat in silence. He looked up from his papers at her. She looked around nervously trying to figure out how to ask him what she wanted to know, without giving much away.

"So... how many exactly live on this island?" she asked innocently, sounding as if she was just making small talk.

"Eight hundred and fifty-four, not including you and your parents." he said automatically as if he had to repeat that a million times before.

She blinked at him. "That's it?" she asked bewildered. The island was huge, how was there less than a thousand people on it?

"Well, Ms. Contour, even though the island is quite large, most of it is just land and the citizens of Vamcult are either natives, royalty or, like you for example, was simply accepted to Vamcult Academy."

"Oh." 

He tilted his spectacles down to get a good look at her. He took them off when she looked to be confused. "Well, now let’s see...we have the royalties such as the Penhurst, I believe there is about..." He thought for a moment, counting his fingers as he whispered some names.

"Jackie...Louann...Brian..." Then he looked back up at her. "Yes, about seventeen of them."

"Seventeen?" she asked amazed.

"Well, you have to consider uncles, aunts, cousins, siblings, grandparents...which by and by is not very much." he said. "Then there is the Larkin’s, I must say though that's not a very big group either about less than ten, they seem to be dying out I'm afraid."

Sky only had her mom and dad, so even ten was a lot to her. She didn't have any siblings after she was born, her mother couldn't seem to be able to get pregnant again. They tried though, even went through all kinds of testing for both of them, but no matter what they did they just couldn't get any results. So, they both just sort of gave up on trying.

"Then there are the Montgomery’s, that's a big group, about a hundred and fifty of them-"

"A hundred and fifty?!” Sky was shocked. How could there be so many people in one family?

Wilfred smiled at her. "Yes, well there is also the Sayles and there are only three of them."

"The duke." she said.

"Yes."

Sky wanted to know more, especially about the duke, but she frowned. "Is that all the Royals?"

"Yes, the four oldest families of Vamcult. The rest of the population consist of ambassadors, senators, chairmen and high business owners of Vamcult, which are all under the rule of Lord Sayles. The rest is just the working class, like me, and people who were basically on scholarship at the school."

"Oh, I see but wait a minute what about the Saroyan’s?" she asked looking at the paintings.

The old man gave a small sad smile. "Unfortunately, the line ended with Miss Vanessa when she died." 

Sky frowned at him. "What about her son? Didn't you say she had a son? Wouldn't he be the last one?"

Wilfred's eyebrows rose at that. "Why yes, of course, I suppose he would be. Never thought about it that way. He didn't grow up here on the plantation and not having the same last name, it never really occurred to people that he would be, by blood, a Saroyan."

"It doesn't really make a difference though. He lived over a hundred years ago, so it would have died with him, unless he had kids?" she asked him and for a moment Wilfred looked at her.

"Wilfred?" she asked when he didn't answer right away.

"No, no he doesn't have any children."

“You mean he didn't have any children." she said.

Wilfred just gave a small chuckle. "Of course."

"Four royal families huh. So, who lives in the big mansion on the cliff?" she asked him, thinking back to when she first had arrived on the island and seeing the building from afar.

"That would be Lord Sayles’s home." he told her.

Sky became a little more interested in their conversation. Hoping to find out just where it was and how far it was from the plantation. "It looks pretty far." she said hopefully.

Wilfred put his glasses back on, shut his books and ledgers and stacked his papers into a brown leather satchel. "From the pier’s point of view, it is, but in a manner of speaking it's only about five miles out east of here."

Sky was shocked that it was a lot closer than she had hoped it would be. Was there a reason why he would station them in a home so close to his own? He got up from his seat and picked up all his belongings with him.

"Now, if you'll excuse me Ms. Contour my duties await me, good day to you miss." With that, he left the library without another word, leaving her in the silent room thinking of her next move.

********************
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SKY WAS WALKING DOWN a dirt road completely at war with herself. "Okay Sky, you can do this. Just keep walking, don't think about it and just do it!"

She took a couple of strides and quickly turned herself right back around. "Oh god I can't, I can't do this and it’s completely insane! I mean what was I thinking!"

She stopped and then turned around again. "No! I can do this! I just need to go up there and demand for some answers!"

She walked a few more minutes. What was she so afraid of? Other than the fact that he was a royal Duke and that he owned basically the whole island and half of her hometown. Or that he was far more superior, powerful and can most likely behead people without a second’s notice, then throw them in a ditch without so much as a wink. But really, what was she so...afraid of? 

Completely freaking herself out, thinking of all the horrid things that he could do to her. She started to walk slower and fully take in her surroundings. It was mid-day, and she was completely surrounded by the forest, with only a small dirt road going straight through. She had been walking for an hour now and not a single vehicle had come by in either direction or, what's worse, she didn't even tell anybody where she was going. 

It was so quiet that she could hear the leaves move in the slight breeze. It was too late to turn back, she wasted a whole hour she should almost be there. She heard a small noise to her left. She quickly turned towards it, looking into the forest so intently that her eyes began to play tricks on her. Psyching herself out, she began to walk faster until she was in a near run. 

Stupid! Stupid idea to do this! 

What was she really going to say to him anyways? Oh, hey, I'm Sky. The girl you forced to come live here, yeah what is this all about anyways, that you had to drag my family and me from the only home we have ever known just because you said so? No pressure just thought I would ask. 

Yeah right. 

She will just ask for a ride back and say that she got lost or something, they'll believe, that right? Why did he have to live so far from civilization? It's creepy, she continued to walk faster.

********************
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FULK SAYLES SAT AGAINST a tree, his face raised toward the warm and bright sunlight basking in its glow. He was surrounded in tall soft luscious green grass with dandelions sprouting around him. He was so still and silent it looked as if he was asleep. He slowly opened his eyes as the sound reached him. Someone was walking or well maybe more like thrashing about on the side road. He frowned, wondering who it could be. 

He got up and, as stealthy as a panther, sneaked up behind a thick red wood tree. He became immobilized at the vision before him. It was a young woman or a girl more like and she was charging down the road clearly determined to get to her destination. He closed his eyes and felt for a moment. The girl was human and was frightened, but from what? He tuned in his senses to find the source of her fear and came up empty. What was she so afraid of? And why was she going in the direction of his home? 

He hid himself when she walked past him. He was going to reveal himself when he thought that maybe that wasn't such a good idea. The girl was already freaked out, he didn't want to upset her even more by popping out of the trees out of nowhere and scaring her half to death. He was a male and a stranger and that might not go over to well in her present state.

"Oh." she said suddenly, stopping in her tracks.

The boy came fully aware and wondered what had caused her to stop like that. He watched her move slowly, seeing something on the ground up ahead. "Aw you poor thing, you’re hurt." she said to it.
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