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A world of Russian fairytale monsters set on destroying the realms and one girl to stand
against it all. The Skazka Chronicles is a complete series collection, featuring three full length
novels + a novella in a single volume: Remembering Majyk, Majyk Reborn, The Faithful Solider
(novella), and Majyk Reclaimed.I never believed in fairy tales-until I was thrust into one.My first
experience? Creatures straight out of a modern day Dr. Frankenstein's handbook attacking me
at a party. Then, everything spirals out of control as I discover my human memories are a lie.I
have a target painted on my back. The Masters of Shadowlands are after the Relic of
Knowledge. If they find it, the world will be plunged into darkness.As my real memories begin
to resurface, I can no longer hide from the truth: I am a Volshebnitsya of High Realm of
Skazka. My duty is to protect the relic-whatever the cost.There's just one small problem...I have
no idea where I hid it.My only hope is to trust the mysterious Brendan. He's protective and
seems to know more about me than I know about myself.At every turn, another secret is
revealed and another monster of Russian lore is waiting. The secrets inside of my mind are my
destiny and my curse.Can I save the world from darkness? Or will darkness become my
undoing?Supernatural meets Once Upon a Time in this completed fast-paced and addicting
fantasy series!&�&�&�&�&� "This story begins with action, and doesn't stop until the last page. The
chemistry between Calista and Brendan is fantastic! The twists and turns within the story keep
you on your toes." - Missy S, Ebook Tops reviewer&�&�&�&�&� "It starts with a bang! You get thrown into
Calista’s world with an epic adventure to save the world and her loved ones!! I couldn’t put it
down! #BrendanIsEverything #BookBoyfriend" - Dayzee, Ebook Tops reviewerThe Skazka
Chronicles box set includes all three books in the series packed with magic, adventure, and a
forbidden love you’ll be rooting for until the end. Titles include:Remembering MajykMajyk
RebornThe Faithful Soldier (novella)Majyk ReclaimedWhat are you waiting for? One click now
and start reading!
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Valia LindRemembering MajykRemembering MajykThe Skazka Chronicles #1For Mom, who
first introduced me to stories.For Dad, who continues to share them with me every day.In a far
away land,Where majyk thrives,There's a war raging on,Shattering the quiet skies.Good versus
evil,Wrong versus right.The balance in danger,With no end in sight.The hero's journey,Has just
began.For this is not a story,Of a long ago time.The battlefield's set.The weapon's are
drawn.And the majyk pulses,To the beat of the drum.Du-dum, du-dum, du-dum...The battle has
begun.PrologueDarkness envelopes me like a cloak of fine silk, rustling against my skin and
calming my racing heart.I've been running for what seems like hours and the night is a
welcomed protector, keeping me hidden from the monsters. The rain comes as sudden as a
shadow of a bird racing through the sky, soaking me instantly.I shouldn't have ran.I shouldn't
have panicked.Although, if I ever had a time to panic, right now would be the best possible
moment. When you go to a party for a friend, and get attacked by monsters straight out of
some dark fairytale book, panicking is almost demanded. My heart is racing, as I try to calm
myself down long enough to figure out what to do. I stop moving, letting my eyes scan the
street around me, but there is nothing but a sheet of rain between me and the buildings.I hear
footsteps behind me, the same instant a body comes crashing around me. Strong arms pin me
close to a solid chest, slamming me against the wall. I yelp and a hand claps over my mouth.
Struggling against the human cage, a fierce whisper pierces my ear."Hold still, Calista."Just
like that, everything freezes inside me. My body heats up at the sound of his voice and I raise
my head to find Brendan's eyes on mine. He's the last person I expect to see, and yet, this
feels as familiar as a memory.I open my mouth to ask the question, but he shakes his head
and transfers his attention to our surroundings. The tall buildings rise on each side of us, the
rain making everything glisten in the darkness. The full moon casts shadows on the cars



parked along the street, turning a typical neighborhood into a scene straight out of a horror
movie."Come on. We have to get out of here."Brendan grabs my hand and pulls me after him,
away from the main road. Surprisingly, I don't question him, but follow as he leads me away
with the same urgency that runs through my blood. I stumble over my feet, but he keeps me
upright. Glancing behind me I see shadows moving, closing in. There's at least a dozen bodies
running after us, close to the ground as if sniffing out our scent."Brendan!" I choke on his
name, as the panic threatens to overwhelm my senses. He glances over his shoulder,
assessing the situation and I see the frustration written there as plain as day. The odds don't
look so good for us, and he knows it.Before I can offer advice, he pushes through a door on
our right. Running behind him, as he holds my hand steady in his, I wonder how in the world I
have found myself in this position. The thought is much calmer than I expect my mind to be at
the moment, and that makes me pause. Brendan senses me slowing down, and turns to look
behind him."What's going on Brendan?" I ask, when his eyes meet mine. I’m not even that out
of breath. ”What are those things and why are they chasing us?" My voice rises with panic, as
if now that I'm saying the words out loud, it's finally real."Now is really not the time for
questions, Cali. We have to get to the roof.""That's great and all, but you don't actually expect
me to trust you, right?" I ignore the fact that it seems I was doing just that thirty seconds ago.
It's like a reflex. It's been that way since the day I met Brendan. The moment he came into my
life it was like trying to tune a radio and finally finding the right station. The feedback buzz is
gone and there's comfortable silence."Cali, you already trust me. Don't deny it now. And once
we get out of here alive, I will answer as many questions as I can, but for now, we need to
move."There is truth to his words, because I do know him and I do trust him. For some reason,
that's all I need to hear before I'm the one dragging him up the stairs.1FIVE HOURS
EARLIER"I'm pretty sure no one wears shirts that way." I comment, as my best friend Jemma
walks into the room. She's strutting her stuff, the bright orange and yellow shirt hanging off her
hips."Wait, this is a shirt? Well, that makes a lot more sense."I laugh at the mock horror in her
voice, shaking my head at her antics. She throws one of her exaggerated sighs my way, and
strips the shirt off, before reaching for the dress she picked out earlier. It takes her all of two
seconds to pull the material over her body, and then she turns on me."Can you please hurry up
already?" She grumbles as I reach down to zip up my boots. She's been saying that for the last
hour, even though it's another two hours before the party officially starts."Chill, Jemma. We'll
get there."Straightening, I check my reflection in the mirror one more time, cataloging the
ordinary features that grace my face. Slightly tanned skin, small lips, and hair that can’t decide
between the color of mud and chocolate. I tried to tame my ridiculous mane into some curls,
but as usual, it didn't turn out as exciting as I hoped. My hair is too unpredictable, with the
random straight, curly and wavy strands all meshed together. The only possibly interesting
thing about me are my eyes. Medium sized, framed by long eyelashes, they look gray in most
light, turning so dark at times, that they look somewhere between midnight blue and dark
purple. No one has eyes like mine.My best friend, on the other hand, is gorgeous in that super
model way. All legs and blonde hair cascading down her back, she walks into a room and
everyone stares. She's just as outgoing as she is beautiful and that is the reason she's
dragging me to this party. She says I don't socialize enough, even though I socialize
plenty."Let's go, slow poke." She tugs on my arm and I have only enough time to grab my bag
before we're out of the door.I lock up, while Jemma stands beside me rocking back and forth
on her heels, crossing and uncrossing her arms. It's like she's afraid I'll run back inside and put
on my pajamas so I can stay in and watch my favorite brothers battle some new evil this week.
Truth be told, I've thought it about it. She knows me too well."You know, there's nothing wrong



with having a quiet Saturday evening." I comment, getting into the passenger side of her Prius.
She's one of the few freshmen on campus who actually own a car, which earns her a lot of
points with the crowd. It's actually how we got invited to the off-campus shindig in the first
place. That, and her charming personality."Did I say there was anything wrong with that? No."
She answers her own question as she pulls out into the main road. "But a night out with your
best friend at one of the hottest college houses off campus is not something you walk away
from!"I laugh at her enthusiasm, but don't argue any further. I've been promising her a party for
weeks now. As the two of the youngest freshmen on campus, both of us being seventeen, it’s
pretty impressive we’re invited to the party at all. I can’t back out now. Even though crowds
make me uncomfortable. I've been to enough parties over the years to have a system down, so
I'm not that worried. But she would be worried if I didn't complain at least a little bit. It’s like
tradition.It takes all of thirty minutes to arrive to the house. I look around, taking it all in as soon
as we step through the front door. There sure are a lot of bodies here. I'm going to have to ditch
my jean jacket soon, since it's already starting to smother me in this heat. I motion Jemma
toward the back of the house, the music is already too loud to have a normal conversation, and
she nods, following my footsteps.We discard our outwear in the front room, then head toward
the kitchen. I'm following Jemma now, since she seems to know where she's going, and I can
already see a number of guys checking her out. As per usual, she's about to disappear on me
and head to the dance floor."Ladies," one of the guys leaning against the wall calls out to us. I
turn to him, but his eyes are on Jemma. She glances over at me and I do a once over of the
guy as he heads toward us. He's not putting off any creeper vibes, so I nod my head at Jemma
and she turns to the guy in time to give him a brilliant smile. This is how we do it.I seem to have
an unbelievably acute sense when it comes to people. It takes me about three seconds to
determine whether someone is going to be a problem or not. Now Jemma doesn't even bother
talking to a guy unless I approve. I've been right more times than I wanted to count on the
whole creepy factor.Knowing she's taken care of, I grab a Dr. Pepper out of the cooler, and
head for a dark corner of the room to people watch. It's my favorite activity at these kind of
things. Since my people radar is so attuned, it's interesting to see just what sort of people are
around me. I can already pinpoint the few who are going to be a problem by the end of the
night and I have to chuckle to myself. People are so predicable.I'm good like this. There's an
uncanny stillness that is always present inside of me, something that I've had for as long as I
can remember. It keeps me grounded, even with the chaos going on around me. My eyes
catalogue the people dancing, laughing, drinking, automatically. As if my eyes were made for it.
I used to find it unusual how calm and cynical I can be when it came to situations around me,
but I've since learned how to use my skills to benefit me. Some may call me indifferent at times,
but I think I just learned how to hone my emotions in the way most people my age haven't. It's
not a bad thing, but it does make me different.After ten minutes of people watching, I need a
break. The walls feel too constricting around me, as usual. Too many people, not enough floor
space. I dodge a particularly happy couple and then I'm outside. Instantly, I breathe easier and
the sheen of sweat that began to cover my skin dissipates.Michigan is a beautiful state, full of
luscious nature. It's what attracted me most about coming to school here. I walk past the
groups of people in the backyard, heading for a cluster of bushes on the side of the fence. It's
hidden in the shadows and I smile because I see the space around it is unoccupied. My hands
run over the leaves, which are holding on to their greenery, even though it's October. The
weather has been so weird lately, not just here, but all over the states. Storms come out of
nowhere, tearing up towns, but this place seems to be untouched for the time being. And I’m
thankful."You know, you are very predictable."I hear a voice behind me, and instantly, my cool



skin heats up as if touched by a flame. It's only my self control that keeps me from jumping at
the sound, and when I turn and face Brendan, he's wearing a smirk on his face that I find oh so
irritating."I could say the same to you. Stalking much?" I ask, giving him a pointed look. He
chuckles, but I swear he looks slightly guilty for a moment, before the mask is back in place. As
usual, I find my people detector malfunctioning with him, and it's frustrating."I wanted to see
how long it would take you to head outside, and here you are. Twenty minutes after arrival, on
the dot.""Oh, so you are stalking me.""Carefully observing.""Because that makes it less
weird?"I laugh, because it's the best defense against the strange effect he has on me. Since
the moment I met him, my second day on campus during orientation week, I felt like I've known
him forever. The instant connection more than unnerved me, and I've been trying to keep him
at arms length ever since. He doesn't seem to have the same hiccup."At least a fraction," he
replies, with a smile. It's hard to keep myself from returning it. He just has a way of getting
under my skin, without even trying."Now that we have that established..." I say, pushing past
him and heading back to the house. I can't stay around him for more than a few minutes at a
time, before I start to give in to his charm. There's a big part of me that's uncomfortable with
just how comfortable I am with him. If that makes any kind of sense.I hear his chuckle, but he
doesn't follow me. Smart boy. I tell myself not to turn around, but I can feel his eyes on me as I
move through the crowd. A smile is still on my face as I smack right into a body much larger
than my own."I'm sorry—” I start, but never finish. Rough hands seize my elbows and I glance
up to find a stranger, much older than those around him, staring down at me. His face ripples
for a second, as if someone has thrown a pebble into water, disarming me. I blink and the
image is gone. I try to move back, but the grip tightens."Excuse me. Let go."The man doesn't
budge, his lips curling up in a sinister smirk as his grip grows tighter still. I can feel blood
pooling under his fingertips, my arm going numb. When he opens his mouth to speak, it's as if
a storm is brewing."Calista Faulkner, we need to talk."That said, he drags me from the
room.2“What’s going on?" I shout, as the stranger shoves me into the room used to store all of
our stuff, shutting the door behind him. I expect someone to come to my rescue, but it's like no
one can hear me yell. Stumbling back against the bed, I turn around and find myself face to
face with another man already in the room. They tower over me, flanking me on both sides,
wearing an expression of hatred that I don't understand. I've never seen them before."Look, I
don't know who you think I am, but you've got the wrong girl. I have no idea who you are or why
I'm here." I say, and my words sound a lot calmer than I feel. Staring at the large men, I keep
backing away until I’m on the other side of the bed.“Volshebnitsya Skazki, sechasze otdavai
Znaniye, ili mi ybiyom vseh.”“Umm, what?” My brain pushes to comprehend the strange words
as the man in front of me growls with every syllable. His eyes narrow and he exhales, almost
like a dog, before trying again."You are Calista Faulkner," he says, his voice thick with an
accent I can’t quite place. "You will tell where Znaniye hides or we kill everyone in this house."It
takes a second for the broken English words to register before I find the courage to reply. "Kill?
Did you not hear a word I just said? You've got the wrong girl!" I'm shouting now, but I don't
care if I sound like a lunatic. Someone has got to hear me."Do not bother yelling, Protector."
The goon who dragged me in here speaks again, as if reading my mind. "Walls now sealed
with majyk of land. No one hear you now."I’ve always thought of myself as a logical person. I’ve
always thought that presented with a situation where my life is in danger I will do the right thing.
Those corners of my mind are trying to piece together what's happening, but the rest of my
body is shaking in fear. It's as if I'm two people all of a sudden. One, fully focused on getting out
of here, with a calm mind. Second, shaking like a leaf with no coherent thought. Thankfully, the
logical me wins out."Listen," I try again, my voice coming out soothing, but I do take a step



back to put some distance between us. "I have no idea what you're talking about. If you'll just
let me go, I can find someone who lives in this house, I'm sure they'll be happy to show you
where whatever you’re looking for is.""Do not lie, Protector!” the stranger booms, shaking the
floor I’m standing on with just his voice. “This house has no wards, no majyk. You would not be
so careless to leave the relic here." I move a bit farther back, putting the bed between us."You
guys have had a little too much to drink." I say, because I can’t even fathom this being my
reality right now. With every word, my mind shouts at me that this is not a joke.
These...things...are here to hurt me. I can’t constitute them as men any longer, as their faces
continue to ripple in an otherworldly way, each time they breathe."Enough!" the man who was
already in the room bellows, speaking up for the first time. "Do not play games, Protector. Tell
us where it is and we kill you fast. Lie to us, and we kill you slow. Then, we kill all humans in
this house."The man takes a step toward me and suddenly, there is a sword in front of my face.
I jump as it manifests itself in his hand, my own hands flying over my mouth. I don't think I
drank anything but soda, so my mind must be playing tricks on me. I swear the man grows in
size right before my eyes. He's almost seven feet tall now, towering over my small frame, his
face twisting and turning, becoming something other than human. His eyes bulge out, taking
over his face, and from what I can see, there seem to be scars all over his skin. As if someone
stitched pieces of flesh together. I watch, frozen, as the giant stalks up to me, pinning me
against the wall in one breath. I try to struggle, but the hand on my throat is cutting off any
circulation."Tell me where it is," he growls, the words almost unintelligible with the noise coming
from deep within his throat. I try to shake my head, give him some indication that I have no
idea what he's talking about, but he growls again and then there is pain.Excruciating pain.I feel
my blood drip down my arm where his sword tip cuts me and that's when I realize this is no
joke. These men—monsters—are here for me and they will kill me if I don't tell them what they
want to know. If only I knew what they were asking, but none of this makes sense. I'm gasping
for breath, my thoughts a jumbled mess as the pain spreads through my body. He cuts deeper,
and any moment he'll scrape the bone, leaving a permanent mark.I push against the burning
sensation spreading up my arm, struggling to breathe as he crushes my windpipe with his
gigantic claw. My vision swims before me as I try to focus on his face and there is more
distortion than before. It’s as if layers of a mask keep coming off the longer he's around me. I
don't understand how my mind manages to catalogue anything through the pain, but I fight it. I
fight with my whole being.An instinct I didn’t know I possessed kicks in, overshadowing the
pain. It’s as if a switch has been turned on inside of me and just like that, the pain stops. It
becomes manageable. As if, all of a sudden, I can push it back. Get it under control.There is no
time to dwell on the new discovery as the monster drops me to my feet. I land hard, my bones
rattling with the impact and I don't see the blow coming. His hand connects with my cheek and
I'm on my knees. Tears sting my eyes, but I push them back, just like I'm pushing the pain back.
The response is automatic, almost like a reflex. I watch my attacker stalk across the room and
I'm on my feet.Acting on pure instinct, I kick out as the stranger comes barreling toward me,
sending him reeling into the bedpost. Surprised my action has the desired affect, I scramble to
my feet, but I don't make it far. The door on the other side of the room opens, and a blur of
movement catches my attention as the other man comes flying across the room.I don't wait to
see who or what did that, as I turn to the window, push it open and run.NOWI hear them
coming before they're even in the building. I don't understand how I can tell they're moving
closer, but the next second the door bangs open below us and the footsteps echo through the
staircase. Brendan is pulling me up the stairs now, rushing to get to the top, and I know I
should be afraid, but for some reason I'm not.There's a familiarity to what’s happening around



me, as if I've been here before. As if I've orchestrated it. I shake my head, dispersing the
random thoughts, and focus on putting one foot in front of the other.In the next moment, we've
reached the top. We stumble out onto the roof gleaming in the moonlight from the recent rain.
That's when I realize something."There's nowhere to go," I hiss, pulling on Brendan's arm.
"What are you doing?""Providing us with an advantage." He replies, and just like with the other
men, suddenly a sword materializes in Brendan's hand."What the— ?"I don't get to finish as
Brendan pulls another sword out of thin air and thrusts it into my hands. There's a click at the
back of my mind at the contact, but I can't wrap my mind around anything long enough to figure
out what it means. I take a step back, my body shaking at the sight of the weapon. Brendan
positions himself in front of me, the hilt of the blade shining in the moonlight."Keep your feet
shoulder width apart, grip the bottom with both hands and keep it close to your body from the
bottom of your torso to the top of your head." He rattles off the instructions, his eyes firmly on
the door."You're not serious!" I exclaim, surprised I'm still holding onto the weapon, instead of
chucking it across the roof like I feel like doing. "You don't seriously expect me to fight? I've
never even held a sword before.""Yes, you have.""No, I haven't."At the panic clearly in my voice,
Brendan finally pulls his attention from the door and focuses on me. Just like a dozen times
before, there is instant recognition when his gaze lands on me, but I don't dwell on it. If there
was ever a time for a brain to overload with the amount of information it’s receiving, now would
be the time. I’m honestly surprised I’m still standing."Calista, I know none of this makes sense
and you're scared. But you've been trained to push those emotions away. I need you to try and
remember who you are.""What does that even mean?" I can't help but exclaim. "Trained? Who I
am? I'm a seventeen year old girl who just got attacked at a college party and now I'm holding
a freaking sword!” By the end of my little exclamation my voice has risen to a higher octave
than ever before, but Brendan isn't fazed. He takes a step toward me, reaching for me with his
free hand. When his skin touches mine there is an intense spark of recognition, even stronger
than I've felt before."You are so much more than you think." He says quietly, and I can hear our
pursuers on the stairs, getting closer with every second. "I need you to trust me and fight. Don't
push yourself toward your opponent, let them come to you. Your body will remember the rest.
But I can't do this alone. I need you to help me protect you."I stare up at him, trying to find
some malice, some kind of dishonesty in his expression, but there's none. I want this to be a
cruel joke. I want it to be a crazy dream. But it’s not. He believes every word he's saying and
that click I felt at the contact flares up again, shining brighter.I believe him.I believe every single
word he's saying as the truth."If we die, I am so haunting you till eternity past." I grumble,
bringing the sword up in front of me like he instructed. The smile that lights up his face at that
small gesture is blinding."I would expect nothing less."I don't understand what's going on, but I
think I'm about to fight a herd of disfigured dog-people and I hope I survive."Cali, just believe
—“Whatever else he may have said is drowned out as the men who attacked me burst through
the door. Although I can’t call them men any longer. My eyes zero in on their deformed
features, patches of hair growing out of their sewn-together skin and my blood runs cold at the
sight. I don’t have a second to wonder what created these monsters, as they advance on us.
Metal clings against metal, Brendan's body a fluid dance of motion as he blocks not one, but
two of the strangers. The sound of sword on sword beats to the drum of my heart, keeping time
with the motions. I watch, almost mesmerized, the beauty of the movement paralyzing
me."Cali!"Brendan's scream snaps me out of my haze just as one of the attackers moves past
him and comes toward me. I stare at the figure, unable to move, as he bares down at me, but
at the last moment I sidestep him with almost practiced ease.Having no time to marvel at the
fact that I dodged an attack, I swing my sword just as the other swings his. Left, then right, my



feet firmly on the ground, I move as if in a trance. He jabs, but I block, my own arm reaching
out and the next moment the stranger is on the ground in front of me, his stomach sliced open
by my sword.Yet, I don't stop to think that I've just killed a man. I don't stop to think at all. I shift
toward Brendan, my arms moving of their own accord. Left, then right, then left and another
one goes down. Before I can get my bearings, I'm grabbed from behind, the sword falling from
my grasp. Strong hands wrap around my middle, pinning my arms to the side. The stench of
rotting flesh hits me from every direction and I try not to gag. By instinct, I let myself drop into
the monster’s grip, and he stumbles under my weight.Using my attacker’s chest for leverage, I
kick out at the one coming at me from the front. The movement drives us to the ground, and I'm
in motion as soon as we land. I'm on my hands, kicking out behind me and I feel the instant I
connect. Blood rains over me as I flip over, nearly escaping being stomped at. The action
drives me to my sword, my arm acting in some rehearsed fashion and the next thing I know, his
guts are spilling out in front of me.I glance down at myself as the last giant falls, my eyes fast
on where my hand grips the bottom of the sword. Sometime in the last five minutes, rain has
started to fall again and it's getting in my eyes, but I don't push it away. Blood is running down
my hands, mixing in with the water, and I watch it make its way down to the rooftop, until I can't
see it at all. Panic and shock set in as I realize what I've done and I'm about to collapse when
strong arms lift me upright."Come on, Calista. We have to move. More are coming and you're
in no shape to fight any longer. I need to get you out of here.""But I—“"I'll explain everything,
but right now, we have to move."He grabs my hand, taking the sword from my other one and
then it's gone. I turn to glance behind me at where the bodies of the monsters I've killed lie, but
they are gone too. Just like the sword."None of this makes sense," I mumble as the world
grows dark.3Iknow I’m dreaming even before my other self makes an appearance. I remember
this day, the first day of college. The day I met Brendan. I watch the events of that day play out
in front of me like a movie, remembering the first time I’ve felt like an outsider in my own
body."Are you sure we're heading in the right direction?" my roommate Jemma asked, studying
her orientation package and not looking where she's going. I grabbed her elbow, pulling her out
of the way of oncoming traffic, just in time."Yes. I have a great sense of direction. Also, I studied
that packet to death." I replied, excitement bubbling close to the surface as I looked around the
place that would be my home for the next four years.College. It was finally here. There was
nothing like the freedom of finally finding out who you were. Maybe I was late to the party, since
a lot of people have that down by the end of high school, but it didn’t really matter. I was here
and I was going to rock at being a college student. Just like I'd always wanted to.I heard
Jemma’s giggle and turned just in time to see a group of guys walking by us. Having her as a
roommate was a dream come true. We clicked the moment she walked into our dorm room. I
didn’t click with many people, trust was not easily earned, but she was the first person in a
while that walked into my life as if she belonged there. She had a way of making herself
belong.When we finally made it to the auditorium, we were not the last ones there. It looked
like there was only about half of the class there, the rest still wandered around, trying to figure
out where to go. Jemma and I found a seat somewhere in the middle, and as soon as we were
settled she started looking around."What are you doing?" I asked, when she kept on turning
and twisting every which way."Scoping out college boys, of course.""Of course," I laughed. I
wasn’t blind. I've seen quite a few good looking fellas walking around. College sure had a lot to
offer.I continued my own study of the room when I felt the seat next to me shift, as someone
took a seat. Even before I faced whoever it was, there was an otherworldly kind of a buzz which
ran over my skin. When my eyes met that of my neighbor an alarm sounded inside my head.
No, not an alarm. A celebratory trumpet, as if I'd just returned home from months of being



gone. So much more than with Jemma, the moment I met his gaze, I was a puzzle piece falling
into place."Hi, I'm Brendan." He said, those midnight blue eyes fastened on mine, there was a
small smile on his lips, as if he wasn’t sure of his welcome, while I tried to shake off the weird
sensations rushing over my body."Hi!" Jemma called out from beside me, her attention on the
boy. "This is Cali. She's usually more talkative than this."My roommate bumped me with her
shoulder, throwing a pointed look my way. But I just couldn’t seem to move past the feeling of
familiarity enough to speak. Jemma's elbow connected with my arm once again, and I threw
her an annoyed glare, before turning to Brendan."Hi, sorry. Coffee hasn't kicked in yet." I tried
on a self conscious smile and he seemed satisfied with my answer. He leaned over, extending
his hand to Jemma."And you are?""Jemma," my roommate beamed, shaking his hand. I could
see he won serious points with her by that one simple gesture. He turned that brilliant smile on
me next, a lot closer than he was before, and it was like seeing the galaxy for the first time. I
was only glimpsing a tiny portion of all who he was. Not sure why my mind was coming up with
these assessments, but it was spewing off all kinds of information I wasn’t usually thinking."It
was a pleasure to meet you, ladies," Brendan said, but he was looking at me. If I was anybody
else, I would be a puddle of feelings on the floor. However, my ice walls were just barely
melting, but melting they were."You too." I managed to reply and that seemed to satisfy
whatever Brendan was looking for, because with my words, he stood."Aren't you staying?" I
blurted out, because a huge part of me wanted him to do just that. I almost berated myself
silently, but kept my face neutral."Not my scene, really. It was two years ago, when I was a
freshman. See you later." He threw a wink our way and disappeared into the oncoming traffic of
people. I tried to follow his movements, but he was already gone."Wow, Cali. An
upperclassman just snuck into the freshmen orientation assembly to meet you. Impressive."I
didn’t reply, but I had to agree. Brendan was all kinds of impressive.Even before I'm fully
conscious, I know I'm laying on something comfortable. Opening my eyes, I find Brendan's face
inches from mine. The memory of that first meeting and the feeling that follows are not
diminished, even after all this time. He’s still as familiar as my own reflection. His gaze is full of
concern and something else my mushed up brain can't register. I stare at him, wondering if I'm
still dreaming and then I realize I'm not. At the same moment, the memories of what happened
come rushing back at me and I scramble to sit up."Easy does it," Brendan reaches over,
steadying me as I try to keep myself from swaying. I take in my surroundings, finding myself in
a small motel room. I'm laying on the only bed, with a table to my right and a TV stand directly
in front of me. The paint looks dirty and old, the dim lighting making everything seem that much
creepier. My head is reeling, but I push the nausea away and turn my focus to the boy in front
of me."What happened? Where am I? What were those things? And you...what are you?" The
questions tumble out of me as if they could no longer be contained. I try to stay upright, but it's
harder than it should be."I said take it easy," Brendan repeats as I push at him to get out of the
bed. Gently, he urges me to a fully sitting position, my skirt pulling around my thighs. My skin is
dotted with goosebumps from the cold air moving through the room and I'm shivering.
Brendan's arms come around me and with his help, I swing my legs over the bed, finally sitting
up. Tugging at my skirt and hoping to regain some concept of modesty, I drop my gaze and
focus on something besides the feel of his skin on mine. He waits for a moment, then takes a
seat beside me."How's the head?""Heavy?""Are you asking me or telling me?"I manage to
glare at him and that seems to pacify him for the moment. Rolling my head to the side to
relieve some of the tension, I try to wrap my mind around what happened. Being attacked is not
something I'm accustomed to, and moreover, fighting is not something I've ever done before.
Let alone with a sword almost the size of my torso."Is there anything you'd like to tell me?" I



ask, not turning my head from where I'm staring at the wall. I realize that he didn't bother
answering my questions and it seems to be the standard when it comes to our interactions.
He's always unnerved me in the strangest ways. Since the moment we met, there was
something about him that I couldn’t quite understand. He's like a memory I didn't know I forgot.
Or an old jewelry box I picked up on a whim and after taking a peak inside, found my favorite
necklace. He was never a stranger, like he should've been. Now, I'm in a motel room with the
very enigma that has invaded my dreams for weeks.I move to stand, but don't make it far
before his hands are on me again. This time landing on my thighs. I freeze at the heated
contact and then I'm across the room in a flash without knowing how I got there. My mind must
be more jumbled than I realize if I can't even take three steps without forgetting about it. I grip
the only chair in the room, turning to glare at the boy who brought me here. I push the weird
sensations aside and focus on the problem at hand."Are you sure you're feeling up to it?" He
asks, after a moment of silence.I glance up at him as he sits on the bed, watching me carefully.
He looks different somehow, as if I’ve put on a pair of glasses and he’s sharper than I’ve ever
seen before. I must be losing my mind. Frustrated, I run a hand over my face, pushing at the
hair that's fallen in the front."Oh, I'm more than ready. Start talking, Parnell."He raises his
eyebrows at my tone, but doesn't comment. Instead, he levels me with his gaze and asks,
"What do you remember?"Not what I expected. If I was steady enough on my own I would stop
gripping this chair and cross my arms in front of me to give him a visual representation of just
how annoyed I am at the moment."What I remember," I begin, putting all of the annoyance into
my voice, "Is being approached by two incredibly strange and big men at a college party, who
asked me about things I've never heard of, in a language I don’t speak, before trying to murder
me and all my friends. I'm not done," I say, when Brendan opens his mouth to speak."The
crazy looking things, yes things not people, because there is no way those creatures were
human, which raises all kinds of other different questions, threatened me. Those creatures
then chased me down an alley which you magically appeared in to drag me unto a roof, where
you pulled a sword out of thin air and made me slice open the said creatures before they too
magically disappeared. Did I miss anything?"Brendan opens his mouth to reply, but I interrupt
again. " Oh yeah. They cut me." I remember suddenly, and glance down to find my arm
wrapped. Brendan must've done it while I was out. I'll have to remember to thank him for that
later, if he doesn't turn out to be some crazy knife-wielding stalker. Feeling slightly better after
getting that out of my system, I allow myself to cross my arms and glare at the boy sitting in
front of me."Oh, am I allowed to talk now?" he asks, raising an eyebrow at my expectant look."I
don't appreciate the tone, but yes, please." I reply, not breaking my stance. I'm not sure where
all this strength is coming from, but I'm holding onto it for dear life. I rather be this then a
blubbering mess, curled up in the corner. So as long as I can, I will hold on to the annoyance,
and yes, the anger."First of all, the creatures, as you call them, are the minions of the
Shadowlands. They serve as soldiers to the darkness. As I'm sure you could tell, they don't
exactly fit the standard profile of magical creatures, what with all the different pieces of species
stitched up together to make one. As far as we know, they've been scientifically modified. We're
not exactly sure by whom."I want to interrupt and tell him that he's crazy, but surprisingly, I hold
my tongue. Doesn't stop him from seeing my intentions, because he gives me a knowing smile
before continuing on."What they’re looking for is Znaniye, which in loose translation means The
Knowledge, and it is the center of our wisdom. It holds the power of the majyk, which is our
inheritance. Not only that, it holds many of the secrets our kind has guarded for centuries. Like
how to get in and out of the human realm without detection. That's a big one on the list and a
power the Shadowlands want.""I'm sorry, magic? You're talking about magic. Oh, I must have



hit my head when I fell."I turn away, trying to process what he's telling me but the logical parts
of me refuse to believe what is staring me right in the face.I mean, obviously something
supernatural is going on considering I just fought with a blasted sword, but still. Stuff like this
doesn't exactly happen in real life. I twist to tell Brendan that and find that he's no longer on the
bed but right behind me. I fight the reflex to yelp and take a calming breath instead."I know it's
hard to understand—“"Believe.""Ok, it's hard to believe what I'm telling you, but I know for a
fact that there is a part of you that feels like this is the ultimate truth.""You're not serious,
right?"Even as I protest, I know he is. And he is right. Some part of me is shouting to stop
being stubborn and accept the truth. But I'm a rational human being, I'm a History major for
goodness sake. I like my facts cut and dry and laid out in front of me. A to B to C. Magic is
nowhere near the alphabet."Calista," Brendan interrupts my thoughts, taking a step forward
and bringing himself dangerously close. "You have to try and remember who and what you are.
I can tell you anything you like, but until you make a conscious decision to reach inside yourself
and unlock the secrets buried there, it won't be of much help."I close my eyes against his
gentle voice, trying to force down the bubbling emotion racing to the surface within me, and
turn away. His words are like keys to the doors I didn't know I had to open. I know I have to ask
the question, but I'm terrified. It wasn’t the monsters or the fighting that finally bring that
emotion to the surface. For the first time in my life, I'm genuinely terrified.But that feeling, like
so many I've experienced in the last hour, is not overwhelming. I expect it to be, and yet, I
seem to have some control over it and I don't understand why. There's nothing left to do but
ask."What—what am I?" the words come out whispered, but I hear them echoing off the walls
in this small room. I feel Brendan's heat behind me as he takes a step closer, surrounding me
in his presence. I wait, for what seems like hours, as he takes a deep breath before finally,
finally answering."You are a Volshebnitsa, from the house of Afanasyev."4For some reason, I
expected those words to do something to me. Maybe set off some inner alarm that would tell
me that this is what I am. But there's a bottomless pit inside of me."I'm sorry, I'm a what?"I ask,
trying to wrap my mind around the foreign words. There is no way anything he just said actually
makes any freaking sense. I stare at him, daring him to take the words back, to come up with
some other kind of an explanation, but he just stares right back. There’s a flicker of
disappointment in his gaze and I feel it on my skin like an imprint. For some reason, I don’t
want to disappoint him."Brendan, those didn't even sound like words." I finally say, placing my
hands on my hips."Sure they are. Just not English ones."I throw my hands in the air, as a loud
groan escapes my lips. Taking a calming breath, I move a step toward him."Explain. Now." I
demand, crossing my arms in front of me."You really have no idea what I'm talking about?"
He's daring me to contradict him, but I can't. I'm too focused on keeping myself sane at the
moment. I shake my head, waiting for him to continue, to make some kind of sense out of
everything that's been happening to me."I was hoping it would trigger your memories.""What
do you mean, memories?" I bypass his disappointing tone, wishing he'd just stop giving me
half answers. "I'm not missing any memories.""You are. You just don't know it."He watches me
for another second before he takes a deep breath, pushing the sadness in his gaze away. He
puts on his Brendan mask back on, the emotions once again in check. I've noticed the way he
controls himself often, but never so blatantly before. I don't know what to make of him."Okay, I'll
give you the very short version." He begins. "Alexander Afanasyev was a collector of Russian
fairy tales. He's like the European Grimm brothers. However, Grimm brothers were human,
while Alexander was not. He was a volshebnik, a type of majykal higher being, the keeper of
our knowledge and a warrior. You are a descendant of him and that's why you’re in the
possession of Znaniye. Sorry, The Knowledge. It’s why you are the current Protector."He takes



my hand as he talks, pulling me into his words with that simple contact. I study him and images
of a similar situation, but both of us a lot younger, flash through my mind. Same messy dark
hair, eyes full of focus. The image brings a stab of pain into my head but the question is on my
lips before I can think much about it."How do I know you?"He drops my arm as if it's on fire,
moving away. It's my turn to be the one to reach out, stopping him before he can make it across
the room. He's no longer meeting my gaze and now I know for a fact there's more to what he's
telling me."Brendan?""It doesn't matter how you know me, what matters is that they found you,
which means we have to move. It's our job to protect the Knowledge and if they find it before
we do, all will be lost." His words ring true, on some unconscious level, but I still refuse to be
pulled into the ridiculousness of the whole situation."Alright, let's say I believe you. No," I tug on
his arm, keeping him in place when he tries to move away, "What does this have to do with me
being a—umm,""Volshebnitsa?""Yes, that."I'm acutely aware of the fact that my hand is still on
his arm and that my pulse is beating at the speed of a hummingbird on crack, but I'm not letting
go. This physical manifestation of him next to me is what's keeping me grounded. He seems to
gauge exactly how I'm feeling because his other hand reaches out, taking my palm into his
own. The feeling is different from where I'm holding on to him, a lot more gentle and somehow,
all the more important. He entwines his fingers with my own, guiding me gently back to the
bed. We sit, hands woven together and I wait for him to speak."You being a volshebnitsa is
what makes you the best at what you do. You are from the Family of Warriors. Your specialty, as
you would say, is a Protector. You've been trained, from early on, to guard the relics of our
existence from those who want to use them for their own gain. You're one of the strongest,
fastest, bravest of volshebnits."I'm watching his face, waiting for a spark of unease to appear,
any indication that he's making this up, but it's not there. His face is gentle but firm, his words
truer than the truth. Maybe I'm losing my mind. That could explain a lot. But even as I think that,
something in me prevents the thought from taking root."You're not crazy.""How did you—“ I tug
my hand back, but he's holding fast. His mouth moves up in a half smile that I find alluring and I
want to kick myself. I can't be pulled in by that gorgeous face or his mischievous smile. I know
he uses them as a weapon, I've seen it. Everything about him is precise: the epitome of the tall,
dark and handsome, and even his good looks are used for his benefit. I'm not sure why the
thought comes, but it stays."It's not hard to read you, Calista."He says my name like it's the
sweetest word he's ever spoken. I'm suddenly afraid he can see all kinds of things written on
my face."Well, stop it." This time when I try to retract my hand, he lets me. I stand, stopping just
a few feet in front of him."But I like doing it." He replies, clearly looking to lighten the
situation."I'm sure you do."Where is this conversation going? I feel the heat rising up my neck
and into my cheeks, and I'm sure I'm flashing red. I can't help it. I'm losing ground here and
now I must backpedal before this turns into something else entirely. When I turn to face him
head on I'm afraid it already has. There's a full blown grin on his lips, the self-satisfied look
plainly displayed. Now, instead of kicking myself, I'd like to kick him."This is besides the point." I
state, trying to regain some footing. "The point is—“ My words freeze somewhere at the back of
my throat as he's suddenly standing right in front of me, his body just a breath away."What is
the point?" he asks, his voice a low seductive rumble in his chest. I think I'd forget to breathe, if
I could remember how to think."Umm, the point is—how did you do that? You were sitting one
moment, standing in front of me the next. You did the same thing when I tried to leave earlier.
You move way too fast.""Just one of the perks of being majykal."He shrugs, as if it's no big
deal, and I guess to him it's not. Up until this exact moment I didn't even realize that he may be
one too. The magical name he called me earlier. My mind is not having a good day trying to
understand it all. It's too much and not enough, all at the same time."Don't look so surprised,



sweets. You did see me pull the sword out of thin air.""Don't call me that." I snap, moving back
to try and put some distance between us, while his words travel like passengers on a train over
my skin. Everything he does or says seems so much more real than anything before him. It's as
if there was translucent film over my eyes this whole time and his words have finally lifted it,
bringing the world into sharper focus.Not that any of it actually makes sense to me."Alright,
Calista. Now that you have some answers, we need to get out of here." My brain snaps to
attention and I can't believe, that even for a moment, I forgot why we were in this dinky hotel
room in the first place."Where exactly are we going?" I ask, apprehensive once more as I study
the boy in front of me."You're coming to my house."And that’s that.We leave the hotel room
behind us, moving quickly down the road, Brendan's eyes flicking all around us.He's tense, his
body on full alert and my own responds in kind. I find myself seeing things I've never seen
before, recognizing sounds I haven't paid any attention to previously. I try to shake the noise
away, but it just grows louder. I can hear an argument on the other side of the building and a
car peeling out of the parking lot at the gas station on the other side of the street. My gaze
finds the noises, seeing the pictures play out in front of me with clarity, as if it's the middle of
the day. The sound intensifies as the car speeds away, my hands rising to grip at my
head."Brendan?" I call to the boy ahead of me, freezing in my tracks. He turns on full alert,
because my voice is full of panic I can't mask, but when his eyes find mine, I see the
understanding flash there. I must look terrified, because understanding is replaced by concern
in the next moment."Hey," he comes back to my side, his eyes watching me carefully. "Are you
okay?"I shake my head no, because how do I explain to him that I can see the faint scar on his
neck as if there's a beam shining a light on it. The rugged edges of where a blade must have
sliced him are as visible to me as if I was studying them under a microscope. How do I tell him
I can hear the people in the building across from us arguing about what show to watch?
Tearing my gaze away from his neck, I focus on the ground instead, searching for some kind of
control. Something solid to hold on to."It's your vision, right? And sound?"My head jerks up, my
focus colliding with his intense gaze and I notice for the first time the flecks of gold in his ocean
blue eyes. They're deeper than I've ever seen, a color so rich it would make my head spin, if it
wasn't spinning already."You're seeing things brighter and clearer. More focused.""How do you
know?" I almost whisper, because maybe, just maybe, I'm not completely losing it. I fight the
urge to place my hands over my ears, to shut my eyes against the light that is way too bright for
a moon. He reaches for my hand, and the contact instantly smooths the racing emotions within
me."Because that's how I see. Your majyk is finally reawakening, the powers that are rightfully
yours are reemerging.""Powers?""Yes, Calista. You are a magical creature. Having powers is
kind of in the job description.""It's too much, Brendan. And why now?" I manage to ask. His
eyes dart around us, checking to see if we're still safe before he replies."When I told you of
your true heritage, you should've remembered everything. But whatever went wrong, must
keep you from remembering. However, your body doesn't seem to have the same limitations.
It's remembering for you.""There's more of this?" I ask, raising my voice and instantly cringe at
the sound."Trust me, once you're back to one hundred percent, you'll love it."I give him a little
smile, determined to work through this and the concern in his eyes fades. Instead, he gives me
a proud grin which warms my insides. Shrugging out of his jacket, he places it around my
shoulders, pushing my hands through the sleeves. I look at him surprised at this little show of
affection."You're barely dressed. I think you need it more than I do." He says, shrugging
sheepishly."Thank you."Two words are pretty much all I can manage because his proximity is
once again playing with my emotions. He watches me for a pregnant second before reaching
down and taking my hand in his. The gesture is familiar and frightening at the same time, but I



don't pull away. I focus on the small act of normalcy and allow my breathing to even out."Are
you okay for right now?" he asks, studying me in that unnerving way of his. I look around me,
centering my focus on the feel of Brendan's hand on mine and find that I am. The noises and
sights are there, but as long as I stay calm, they don't bombard me from every side."For now." I
reply, because it's the honest truth."Come on. Let's go then."I allow him to lead me away from
the hotel and the gas station as my mind wanders to all that I've heard so far. While it may
seem unrealistic, I can't deny the solidity behind Brendan's words or my own responses to
them. He's not crazy and neither am I. That much I know for a fact.Now, I just need to figure out
what to do with that information.We walk a few more moments in silence and I can't help but
cringe at the noises I'm hearing around me. There's a TV on in almost every apartment we've
passed. The sound of all of them at once is disorienting. How I'm supposed to get used to this
is beyond me, but I guess it's just another thing to add to my never ending list of questions.I
hear thunder start up somewhere in the sky and jump at the noise.Feeling a slight tug on my
hand, I look up to find Brendan watching me. He gives me a small encouraging smile and I let
out the breath I didn't know I was holding."We're almost there."I nod, refocusing on the feel of
him next to me. It's that reality that's keeping me grounded. If I start thinking about the big men
with swords, my body reacts with shakes. I can't let my mind wander. I must keep control of
what's happening if I'm getting through this in one piece. We round another corner and I
freeze."I'm not getting on that." I say, when Brendan stops in front of a red and black
motorcycle.He reaches for a helmet, thrusting it into my hands without a backwards glance. My
feet won't move even as Brendan grabs the other helmet for himself and puts the keys in the
ignition. He turns then, his eyes steady on mine, waiting for me to move."Calista.""Don't Calista
me!" His voice breaks me out of my spell. "That's a—a—“"A motorcycle?" there's laughter in
his voice as I fight the urge to stomp my foot like a little kid."Yes," I reply, rolling my eyes. "And
I've never ridden one. It's not safe." Now he's outright laughing."Cal, we fought off monsters
from Shadowlands, not an hour ago, and you're worried about a motorcycle?"The nickname
slams into me like a bullet. No one calls me Cal, but rolling off his lips it sounds familiar and
exciting all at the same time. As if he's called me that for a hundred years, and it's like coming
home. I must wear some weird expression on my face, because his own softens. He doesn't
continue, just waits for me to get oriented.I take a deep breath, pushing the feelings away for
further examination later. Now, I just try not to feel silly, because he made me sound a bit
ridiculous, worrying about riding a motorcycle. He continues to wait for me, which seems to be
a practiced skill, and suddenly I come to a decision and plop the helmet on my head with a
grumble.His lips twitch as he tries to hide his smile, while I glare at him through the visor. He
snatches up his own helmet, puts it on, and mounts the bike. When I don't move, his arm
reaches out, grabbing hold of the front of his jacket and pulls me to him. I gasp, but don't
stumble like I expect to, as he steadies me."Here," he places my hand on his shoulder, "hold on
and swing your leg over the back of the bike."I do as he instructs, wishing that I'd worn a longer
skirt. Or jeans. Jeans would've worked much better. He could be a gentleman and look away,
but Brendan, apparently, is anything but a gentleman. I feel myself flush as his eyes keep a
close watch on my progress. The moment I sit down, my body lunges forward, wrapping itself
around Brendan's like a glove. I feel his intake of breath and I try to move back, keeping my
hands on his shoulders while I find a comfortable position. But any kind of distance between us
is almost impossible, so I remove my hands, looking for somewhere to place them."You'll have
to hold on."There's something in his voice, but I can't identify it through the fog that surrounds
my own brain. My breathing is shallowed by his proximity. Tentatively, I wrap my arms around
his middle, locking my hands on his stomach. I feel his muscles contract, and I'm sure he can



feel the beating of my heart against his back. He revs the bike to life and all coherent thought
leaves me as the silence is broken by the rumble of the machine.The feel of the machine
beneath me and Brendan’s solid presence in front of me wrecks havoc on my emotional state.
I’ve never been this close to another human being before and the thrill of the proximity and the
speed is even more intensified by my newly discovered powers. I’m hot and cold all over and I
hold on that much tighter while he speeds away.When we stop, ten minutes later, I have no
desire to get off the bike. And to be honest, it has nothing to do with the fact that my body is
now molded with Brendan's. I've actually enjoyed myself. Surprise, surprise.I can tell Brendan
is grinning even before he takes his helmet off. It's not the first time I feel like he can read my
mind. I realize I'm still plastered to him, so I make my arms unhook and get off the bike slowly.
My feet feel like jelly and I stumble for a minute, before Brendan is once again there, steadying
me against him. I have to get a grip on these weird sensations every time he's near, or I'm
going to drive myself mad.I allow him to lead the way into the house, while I walk behind and
try to find solid footing again. For the first time, I realize we're no longer in the center of the city.
We're back out in the suburbs and Brendan's house blends in with the rows of other two story
buildings lining the street. I really didn't picture him living in a cookie cutter family
neighborhood. Especially after I saw him fight. But I guess I really don't know anything about
him, other than the fact that he makes my heart race.I follow him into the house, keeping my
distance as he walks into the kitchen. I should be asking more questions, I should be worried
he's trying to kidnap me or something, but I'm not. I'm trusting him and I have no idea why. It's
almost like a reflex, from a long forgotten time. I’m getting really nostalgic here. Might need to
tone that down a bit."Here, take a seat. Are you hungry? Because I'm hungry. I'll make us a
sandwich." Brendan gestures to one of the barstools set up in front of the counter. He turns
toward the fridge, not waiting for me to make a decision, and starts pulling items off the
shelves. I watch as he spreads out the makings for sandwiches on the counter in front of me,
not saying a word."Do you live here by yourself?" I ask, after a few more moments of silence.
I'm not exactly sure why I feel the need to talk, the comfortable silence is there. I could sit here
for hours, just watching him. Here comes that nostalgia again. I shake my head as that image
takes root in my mind. That is not why I'm here. I need answers. I know close to nothing about
this guy."No, with some other guys from college." He doesn't elaborate and I realize this is
something he does well. He only answers with the most basic truth. I'll have to extract the
information from him, meticulously, if I'm ever to learn what I am or who's after me. It takes him
all of five minutes to prepare us some food, before he’s pushing a plate in my direction."Here,
you should eat something while I pack." Then, after grabbing a sandwich for himself, he turns
on his heels and walks out of the kitchen."Pack?" Reaching for the other sandwich, I race out
of the kitchen after Brendan. I find him in the first room just up the stairs, sandwich in his
mouth, his hands pulling pieces of clothing out of the dresser, questions racing through my
mind."Where are you going?" I finally blurt out."You mean, where are we going?" He asks,
swallowing the chunk of bread."I'm going home."As soon as the words leave my mouth, I know
they're not true, but there is no way I'm just letting him assume things. I'm not going to be led
around like a puppy on a leash. He gives me a look, something along the lines of "oh please"
and ignores my statement."Brendan," I place a hand on my hips, staring him down, "I'm not
going anywhere until you give me something besides 'you're a magical protector girl, now listen
to everything I say'." There's an unexpected amount of power in my words, an authority I didn't
know I possessed. But this whole mystery business is getting on my nerves. He stops what
he's doing, to study me with something similar to reverence in his gaze. I don't have time to
dissect that before he lets out an exasperated breath and caves."I'm giving you the condensed



version because we definitely don't have time for this." I beam at him, because the feeling of
victory is small and precious and he chuckles. "I forgot how stubborn you can be." Before I can
comment on that, Brendan continues."But I can't tell you everything." I open my mouth to
protest but he holds up his hand. "If I overload you, you will break under the weight of the
information without giving it the time to process...it won't be good."He waits for me to
acknowledge the statement, and I do, after thinking it over. It makes sense. I guess I didn't think
of that. I just want answers, so I'll take what I can get. Brendan nods at my acceptance, before
taking a deep breath and continuing."You, Calista, are from an ancient family of Warriors. Your
family has served the Royal Ones for generations. The Shadows have been at war with our
kind for centuries. They want the land we live on because it holds majyk they've never been
able to achieve and they will stop at nothing to get what they want. You were brought up as one
of the Protectors of the High Relics. The Knowledge is not only an artifact of immense power
and wisdom, it is also a gateway to the worlds. Someone in the possession of the Knowledge
wouldn't have to follow any of the rules.""Brendan, you pretty much told me all of this already.
What I don't understand is how does any of that end up with me here? With no memories?"
Something passes in Brendan's eyes. I take a step closer, lowering myself on the other side of
the bed. He averts his eyes, focusing on some spot on the wall in front of him before
speaking."There was an ambush in Skazka. The name of our homeland, which basically
means Fairytale.” He explains, after seeing my puzzled look. “The Queen, along with the
Council, asked you to protect the relic. You decided to take it out of our homeland. It's harder
for the Shadows to track you in this realm, but something went wrong. The journey erased your
memories and placed you far from the original location. It took me a while to find you, and
when I did, and you didn't know me, I wasn't sure what to do. For the moment, you were safe
and so was the relic. I stayed to watch over you in case something happened.""And something
did.""Yes," he raises his eyes to mine and I see sadness there I didn't notice before. He may
not have said it, but I know deep down that Brendan wasn't just a protector to me. He knew me,
maybe trained with me, maybe it was something more. I just wish I could remember, and
maybe, just maybe, take that haunted look out of his eyes.He stands abruptly, heading for
where he left his duffle bag. I watch for a moment, trying to process the fact that I'm a
Volshebnitsa, a Protector. Trying to process the fact that magic exists.There’s so much here
that I can ask, so much more information that I need before I can understand any of it. But I
know now is not the time to delve into the details, not with the monsters close on our heels.
The pressure in my head intensifies as I try to wrap my mind around what I’ve been told, trying
to keep myself from breaking apart."Calista," I look up at his voice, "I know it's a lot. But we'll
get through this, okay?" The conviction behind his words almost brings tears to my eyes, but I
quickly blink them away."Okay."5Idevour my sandwich, not realizing just how famished I am
and we're out of the house five minutes later.The sky is darker than midnight, the clouds
hanging low over our heads. It's not raining at the moment, which I guess should make me
thankful for small favors. Brendan is all focus and action, determination making him a man on a
mission. He doesn't even bother to close the door behind him as he leaves the house. I do that
for him. He hooks the duffle to the back of the motorcycle then reaches for the helmets."So
where exactly are we going?" I ask when he hands one of the helmets to me. Taking it out of
his hands, I don't put it on, waiting for an answer."We're going to see a friend." Must everything
be so cryptic?"Do I know this friend?" I try again."You used to." There's that catch in his voice
again, as if he's not telling me something."Brendan—“ I begin, but his sigh cuts me off."Cal, I
know you’re frustrated with me for not answering all the questions to your liking, but I’m trying
to make sure we’re alive first. So can we do this once we get there? Or even just away from the



house. I don't feel safe sticking around the city." It's hard to argue when he uses logic on me,
but I have to."What about Jemma? I kind of left her at the party without an explanation." I'm a
terrible friend for not thinking of her earlier, but I'm thinking of her now. "She'll probably freak
and call the police if I don't come back. And you may have clothes and whatever supplies you
stuck in that bag, but look at me. I'm still wearing this and this is not exactly traveling attire." I
wave my hand in front of my body, glancing up just in time to see Brendan's eyes darken. His
gaze slides over me, pausing every so often, with a careful study that seems to take forever.
But only actually lasts a moment."Jemma is being taken care of and we'll get you supplies
when we get where we're going. Now, get on." He swings his leg over the bike without waiting
for reply, but I still won't budge."What do you mean Jemma is "being taken care of"? What does
that mean?" I know my voice has risen an octave higher but my overactive imagination is
conjuring up all kinds of horrible scenarios. I give myself some credit. It’s not like I’m not
justified in thinking the worst."Cal," he lets out a puff of frustration."No!" my voice rings out in
the quiet around us, slamming into him as if I've physically reached out and pushed him. He
sways on the bike, jumping off it to land on his feet. I stare at him in shock, unbelief racing
through my veins."Did I do that?" I ask, fear lacing my voice. The hum of power still vibrates
under my skin and I have no idea how to make it stop. I glance down at my hands, wondering
where that power came from and what exactly it means."It's okay." Brendan manages, taking a
step toward me and I'm thankful there's a bike between us now. I look up at him, terror rushing
over my skin at what I can do and all signs of this being a fluke fly out the window. He nods his
head, reaching out to close his fingers over mine.“Just breath, Cal. It’s okay. Don’t be afraid of
your power.”His voice soothes my nerves and I feel myself relaxing at the simple touch.
Swallowing down the fear and confusion, I meet his eyes, keeping my gaze steady on
his."Please, Cali, just get on the bike.” He pleads once more. “We really need to get out of here.
And the less your friends know, the better it is for them. They'll be protected, but we have to
go." He puts emphasis on the last statement."I didn't mean to." The statement rushes out of me
and I see his face soften."I know. I'm not afraid of you." The way he says it, I believe him. But
what about me? I'm afraid of myself."Okay," I finally say, pulling the helmet on my head and
settling behind Brendan. He doesn't hesitate, but reaches behind him and tugs my arms
around him. How he's okay with me being this close when I can't seem to control myself is
beyond me, but I silently thank him for his trust in me. Because I don’t trust myself and I don’t
trust the life I’ve been living.He's the only thing I have left to hold on to.6When we finally stop, it
feels like we've been driving for an eternity.Every minute, the weather turns worse. Not the best
driving conditions, especially on a motorcycle. It's been like this for days though. Rain comes,
seemingly from nowhere, the clouds rolling in within minutes. Michigan is not exactly known for
it's earthquakes, but we've had five in the last week alone. The school and the surrounding
area were the only haven in this crazy weather mess. It’s not smart to be traveling anywhere
right now. I feel like pointing all of this out to Brendan, but I doubt he'll actually take it under
consideration.My legs feel frozen from the constant beating of the wind. I'm thankful Brendan,
at least, let me wear his jacket, because it's keeping me somewhat warm. He grabbed another
one before we left, so I don't feel as bad about holding on to this one. Not that I should be
feeling bad about any of this. He's practically kidnapping me from my life. And surprisingly, I’m
going along with it.We pull into a gas station, in the middle of nowhere, and Brendan parks in
front of a gas pump. I disentangle myself from his body, my legs numb from sitting like that for
hours. I take off my helmet, swiping at the hair that keeps blowing into my face and study my
surroundings. There are trees as far as I can see, the only light is that of the building to my
right. It makes me nervous, being so far away from everything, from civilization, but I'm putting



on my brave face. I don't want Brendan to see just how scared I am.I turn to him, as he's
suddenly standing right in front of me. I let out a little squeak, and he gives me that knowing
grin that I really want to wipe right off his face. Before I can say anything, his hand is on my
hair, pushing it out of my face and I forget to exhale. What is it about him that makes the
normal functions of my body go on the fritz?"You should go inside, warm up a little and get
some food. I'll be there in a second."It's not a request, but it's not quite a command either. I
can't really decipher the tone behind his words, and it peaks my curiosity. He turns away before
I can voice the question ringing in my mind. Having no other choice, I head for the inside of the
store.When I walk in, the guy behind the counter doesn't even glance up from his magazine.
He looks ancient, and I wonder briefly how long he's been here. Not that it truly matters. At all.
But my brain isn't exactly working rationally at the moment, so maybe it's no surprise random
thoughts keep popping into my head.I head toward the drink aisle, looking for something to
quench my sudden thirst. I stare at the selection as if I've never picked out a drink before. I'm
not sure what's wrong with me, my head's feeling lighter and lighter by the minute. Turning
away, I almost stumble to the front."Excuse me, where are your restrooms?"The man behind
the counter glances up briefly, reaches under the counter and places a key in front of me. Then
points to my right. I grab the key, and make my way to the ladies room. I'm lightheaded,
confused, and there is a ring of colors around my vision. All of it hits me from seemingly
nowhere.When I stumble into the restroom, I almost face plant on the floor, before catching
myself against the closest sink. I glance up, shocked to see how pale I am. How different I look.
My hair is a squished chaos, my eyes carry dark circles under them. The makeup I so carefully
applied earlier this evening is now a smeared mess. I can't believe Brendan has seen me this
way. I bark out a laugh at the irrationality of my thoughts. Turning the water on, I splash the cool
water over my overheated skin. Reaching for a paper towel, I scrub at what's left of my eyeliner
and mascara, my eyes feeling better instantly.Then, before I can do anything else, a pain
sharper than I've ever experienced before shoots through my brain, making me cry out. I drop
to my knees, my legs no longer strong enough to hold my weight, my hands clawing at the pain
in my head. I scream, shutting my eyes as tightly as I can, hoping to stop whatever this
is.Images assault me.I'm in a room full of color and sounds. I'm uncomfortable, the clothes on
my back binding me in a way that suffocates me. I glance down and find myself in a gown of
the darkest purples, darker than I have ever seen. A voice calls out to me, and I turn to watch a
man with long gray hair make his way toward me. He smiles in a way that doesn't really reach
his eyes before he takes my hand. I hear another voice calling my name, this voice familiar and
soothing. I turn around and I'm snapped back to reality."Calista!" The voice pushes through the
fog in my mind and I know it’s Brendan.He's here and he's holding me in his arms. I twist and
turn, the pain still overwhelming my senses, but I'm coming back.Slowly, I'm coming back."Cal,
hey, come on, zaichik. You're okay. You're okay."His voice calms the storm within me, and as
suddenly as it came, the pain is gone. I open my eyes to find Brendan's face inches from mine.
I'm half cradled in his arms, my head in his lap. The look of confusion and worry is plain on his
face and for some reason that brings tears to my eyes. I shut them quickly, hiding the emotion
there and try to sit up."Hey, take your time." He holds me as I shift to a sitting position, staying
close. "Are you okay?""Yes," I state after a moment, my voice sounding raw even to my ears.
He studies me for another second, before coming to a decision."Come on, we need to get you
something to drink. And eat. You're exhausted.""What was that?" I mumble as Brendan hauls
me to my feet. I'm disoriented, the aftershocks of the pain still ringing through my system, but
I’m keeping it together better than I thought I would."I don't know, Cal. I really don't know." His
voice catches and I glance up to find his worried gaze on mine. He's terrified. I can see it



plainly on his face before he fights to mask it. Some part of me wants to comfort him. Fiercely. I
place my hand on his arm, feeling those impressive muscles tense at the contact."Hey, I'm
okay."It's the best I can do, but I think it's the confidence behind my words that calms him a bit.
We make it out of the bathroom, his arms still around me, and I don't feel any urge to pull
away.When he deposits me at the front, the man behind the counter barely glances up. I
wonder if he heard my screams. Brendan did, didn't he? And he was all the way outside. Yet,
the old man doesn't seem to blink when I lean against the counter while Brendan races over to
get me some food.Coming back with bags of chips and a few hot dogs, he places them on the
counter before going back for drinks. He returns with mostly bottles, but he also managed to
grab an assortment of candy. I give him a questioning look, but he ignores me, paying for the
items before reaching for me again. I let one of his arms wrap around my waist, and then he
leads me outside."Let's eat before we go anywhere."I nod, but as we sit down on the curb in
front of the station, I can't shake the chill that runs over my skin, a chill that has nothing to do
with the weather outside."What is it?" I turn to find Brendan studying me intently. At first, I don't
want to say anything, but he continues to watch me."I don't know. I don't feel...right, sitting
here." I say, but I can't explain more than that.He doesn't hesitate. Without a word, Brendan is
on his feet and pulling me along with him."Here," he thrusts a bottle of green tea into my
hands, "drink some of this and let's go."He doesn't wait for me to say anything, but grabs my
hand, tugging me along. When we stop in front of the bike, I gulp down a few sips of the tea,
the taste at once making my body hum. I take another sip, tasting it more intensely than I've
ever tasted anything before. I gasp, and catch Brendan's knowing gaze. But there's no time for
questions right now. I just want to get away from here.Placing the bottle back in the bag, I grab
the helmet and mount the bike. Wrapping my arms around Brendan is the most natural thing
now.I hold him close, letting him whisk us away.7The feel of the wind against my skin is like a
calming lullaby. I hold on to Brendan, trying to push away the aftermath of memories tearing
through my mind. There is an undercurrent hidden in the simplicity of seeing myself in a ball
gown. It speaks to me on a level I do not understand just yet.When Brendan stops the bike on
the side of the road, I get off as if on autopilot. I stand to the side as he walks the bike farther
into the woods, grabs our stuff, then reaches for my hand. I look at it for a moment, before
taking it in my own. The contact is simple, yet much needed, solidifying the situation. We head
into the forest in silence. Any normal person would be terrified, but I'm not.I'm
calm.Reserved.Fine.Brendan stops when we come to a small clearing amongst the trees.
Dropping my hand, he bends down to ruffle through his duffle bag. He produces a thin blanket,
spreading it out in front of us, then settles on it before proceeding to pull the food out of the
bags. This man is prepared for anything, it seems. I'm still standing in front of him, so he
reaches over and drags me down to the blanket. The possessive show of force seems to snap
me out of my daze."You could ask you know?" I growl at him."I could."Annoyed, but too tired to
play his game, I roll my eyes and tuck my legs under me, pulling on my skirt. Finally settled, I
reach for a bag of chips. Neither one of us speaks as we devour the food. I seem to be a lot
more hungry now, with more frequency. At the moment, I have to work at keeping my mouth
shut because everything I eat, the taste of it, is intensified on my tongue.I can feel Brendan
watching me out of the corner of his eye, and I know I can't fool him into thinking nothing has
changed. The food is so much more now, I'm not sure I'll ever be used to the intensity of the
taste. I have a million questions on the tip of my tongue, but I don't ask. Not just yet."We'll stay
here tonight. The rest will do you good." Brendan finally breaks the silence as I finish off the
bottle of green tea he gave me earlier. I almost choke on it going down."What do you mean
we're staying here? We're in the middle of a forest!" A fact that might've escaped me until now.



The clearing we're in is surrounded by trees, and we're tucked away from the highway, but I’m
not exactly prepared to sleep in the woods."Cal," Brendan's voice is soothing, something I feel
like he perfected just for me. "Sleeping outside will help you. As volshebniki we're particularly
attuned to the plant life in this dimension. It helps us replenish our strength. Our majyk. It'll help
you unlock the inner parts of your heritage.""So what? I cuddle with the trees and I get my
superpowers back?" I say, making a very un-ladylike noise at the back of my throat which
makes Brendan raise his eyebrows in amusement."Well, I was thinking you could cuddle with
me. But if you prefer the trees, by all means, go right ahead."I throw a glare his way, and he
sobers up instantly, raising his hands up in surrender. There is some familiarity to our teasing,
and not just from the time we’ve spent together at college. I remember thinking this when we
finally started hanging out at school, how easily he could read me, how automatic my
responses were to him. It's so much more now."Do you want to talk about what happened at
the station?" He asks, softly, brining me out of my quiet musings.I don't. I've been trying not to. I
don't want to think about it, because just thinking about it makes me unbalanced. Brendan
doesn't push, just sits next to me quietly, waiting for me to make a decision. I’m not ready and I
think he sees that on my face, because he speaks up.“Would you like to hear a story?”“What?”
I ask, baffled by the sudden switch in the subject.“A story. You used to love hearing me tell
stories from our childhood. It always helped you relax.” He adds that little part as an
afterthought, as if unsure of what I’ll think about it, but surprisingly, it’s the right thing to
say.“Yes, I’d like to hear a story.”Brendan beams at me, and I can’t help but smile back. He
settles a bit more comfortably on the blanket, his eyes have a far away look as he begins to
speak,“Once upon a time there lived a king with three sons. He had a great kingdom, but his
pride laid in an orchard, where a tree with golden apples blossomed. One day, he realized that
the golden apples were being stolen, so he commanded his guard to watch day and night to
catch the thief. They watched and they waited, but couldn’t catch him.”His voice is soothing,
calming my nerves instantly, bringing with it the feeling of home. Even without my memory, I
know we’ve been here before and it’s a place I loved to be. My worries seem to diminish as I
listen to the story unfold in front of me like a movie.“The king was so upset,” Brendan
continues, “that he lost his appetite. His sons tried to comfort him, but he wouldn’t have any of
it. So the eldest son decided he would go guard the tree himself. He told his father not to worry,
he’ll find the thief and bring him to justice.So the eldest son went to the tree early in the
evening, but couldn’t find anything. Getting sleepy, he laid down on the grassy bank and soon
fell asleep. The next morning the king asked if his eldest son had any good news for him. But
the eldest son replied, “I did not sleep at all, I did not close my eyes, but I saw no one and no
one came by.”The next night, the second son went to guard the orchard. But he too slept all
night and the next morning told his father, “I did not sleep at all, I did not close my eyes, but I
saw no one and no one came by.”Then, it was the youngest brother’s turn. He was so anxious
that he wouldn’t even sit down. In the middle of the night, he saw a bright light coming from the
orchard, and followed it to where the tree was. Coming upon it he saw a great Firebird, sitting
among the apples, pecking at them. He tried to catch the Firebird, getting a hold of it by the tail,
but the Firebird flew away, leaving only one tail feather behind.”Brendan is getting animated
now, as he tells the story, his face lights up in a way that I’ve never seen before. He’s happy
telling the tale, content with the familiar words and my heart is bursting with the warmth it
brings. I lay on my side, keeping my hand under by head, my eyes fastened on Brendan.“The
next morning the youngest son told the king about the Firebird. The king thought it over and
decided to send his sons to find the Firebird and bring it back to him. So the three brothers set
out on horseback, each going their own direction.In his travels the youngest prince came upon



a fork in the road, with a pillar and words written on them“If thou goest straight, thou will be
cold and hungry. If thou goes to the right side, thou will be safe and sound, but the horse will be
killed. If thou goes to the left side thou will be killed himself, but the horse will be safe and
sound.”The youngest prince decided to go to the right, for if his horse be killed, he could still
continue on.So the youngest prince traveled on and came upon a big grey wolf. The wolf said,
“Why have you chosen the right, young prince? For you know your horse will be killed.” Before
the young prince could answer, the big grey wolf tore the horse to pieces and took off into the
trees.The young prince mourned the loss of his horse, but he continued on his journey. After
some time walking, exhausted, he settled down to rest and the big grey wolf found him thus. He
asked the young prince about his journey and the prince replied, “My father has sent me to ride
through the world and find the great Firebird.”“You could ride for years, from one end to the
next, but you would never find the Firebird,” the big grey wolf told the prince. “Only I know
where the Firebird is.” The big grey wolf felt bad for killing the prince’s horse, so he told him to
get on his back and took the prince to the castle where the Firebird lives.The castle was big
and great and the grey wolf told the prince, “Climb over the wall and up into the tower. The
guards are sleeping and the Firebird is in a golden cage, hanging in the window. Take up the
Firebird, but do not touch the cage.”The prince did as he was told, but when he saw the golden
cage, he couldn’t help himself and took it as well. An alarm sounded and the prince was
captured and brought before the king.“Why are you here?” the king asked.“I am here for the
Firebird, who has been stealing golden apples from our orchard.”“If you have asked,” the king
replied, “I would have given the Firebird to you. But now, you are in my service. Ride to the next
kingdom and find me the horse with the golden mane. Bring the horse to me and you can have
the Firebird.”“Why have you taken the cage when I told you not to?” asked the big grey wolf of
the youngest prince.“I saw it and I could not help it. Forgive me, big grey wolf.” And the grey
wolf did.So the youngest prince and the big grey wolf rode to the next kingdom and to the
king’s castle. The big grey wolf said to the young prince, “Climb over the wall and into the
stables. The guards are sleeping and the mare is in the pen. Bring the mare but do not take the
bridle.”The youngest prince climbed over the wall and into the stables. He found the horse, but
when he saw the golden bridle with jewels, he forgot what the big grey wolf told him and took
that as well. An alarm sounded and the youngest prince was caught and brought before the
king.“Why are you here?” the king asked.“I came for the horse with the golden mane, so that I
can bring it to the king in the next kingdom, who will give me his Firebird.”“If you had asked,”
the king replied, “I would have given you the horse. But now, you are in my service. Ride to the
next kingdom and bring me the princess Helena, then I will give you the horse and the
bridle.”“Why have you taken the bridle when I told you not to?” asked the big grey wolf of the
youngest prince, when he returned to him.“I saw it and I could not help it. Forgive me, big grey
wolf.” And the grey wolf did.So the youngest prince and the big grey wolf rode to the next
kingdom and there the prince met the princess. The princess was the most beautiful creature
the youngest prince had ever seen and they fell in love. They rode back to the king with the
horse and the youngest prince grew sad.“Why are you sad?” asked the big grey wolf.“Because
I fell in love and now I must give up the princess for my foolishness.” The prince was
brokenhearted that his greed had brought him to this place. The big grey wolf saw the change
of heart in the youngest prince and took pity on him.“Do not worry, young prince. Hide Princess
Helena away and I will go in her place.” Then, the big grey wolf said a magic spell and turned
into Princess Helena. He was presented to the king as is and the youngest prince received his
reward. After the youngest prince and his princess rode away, the big grey wolf ran away from
the king and found the prince and princess in the next kingdom.Once again, the youngest



prince was sad and once again the big grey wolf took pity on him. He took the place of the
mare and then he took the place of the Firebird, until the youngest prince had it all. The
youngest prince returned to his kingdom with the princess, the golden mare, and the Firebird in
his golden cage. But when he was close to the castle his brothers ambushed him and tried to
kill him out of jealousy, wanting the princess, the mare, and the Firebird.The youngest prince
told the brothers to take it all from him, for he didn’t want any harm to come to his bride and the
creatures he’s collected. His heart burst at the thought of any of them losing their lives for him.
He realized he had been as greedy as his brothers, and he didn’t want his mistake to be paid
for with the life of his beloved. But once again, the big grey wolf was there and he saved the
youngest prince, taking pity on him.The big grey wolf rescued the princess, the golden mare,
and the Firebird from the brothers, shredding them to pieces with his teeth. The youngest
prince told his father the king of his adventures and although the king mourned the death of his
sons, he rejoiced in his youngest. For the youngest had become a better man, and the big grey
wolf saved him. And the youngest prince and princess Helena lived happily ever after.”After
Brendan finishes the story, I don’t know what to say. His voice has lulled me into a comfortable
state, my mind at peace for the first time in hours. He’s watching me, waiting for a reaction, but
the only reaction I have is to lay there comfortably, letting the memories of the life before take
root in my mind.I have heard this story before, I have heard it told to me, but it’s only a fleeting
knowledge in the back of my mind, not the ultimate truth. I can find the moral in it, the parallels
in my own life to that of a young prince on a quest. But a part of me fears that I’m more like the
young prince at the beginning of the story, than that of the end. Not sure where the thought
comes from, but there it is. I push it away, the need for a different kind of a conversation rising
in me.His story has calmed me enough that I can talk now. I stay quiet for a few more minutes,
before speaking up."I think it was a memory." I finally say, turning to face him, just in time to
see confusion flicker over his face. "I was in this garden, dressed in a purple ball gown. And
there was a man. He had really long gray hair."Brendan's face grows darker for a split second,
before the image is gone and I'm left wondering if I've imagined it. But no, he's thinking
something over. I can tell by the look in his eyes, that calculating daze that Jemma has
mentioned she'd seen me wear. I've never understood what she meant, until now."What is it?" I
ask, when he doesn't say anything."It was a memory. The man you saw, he's the king of our
realm, our ruler. The dress," he clears his throat, shifting in his seat, "I think you wore that to
the last Summer Solstice. Before you came here." He glances away, fidgeting."You remember
what kind of a dress I wore?" I ask."Well, yes. I'm trained to be very observant."He's
uncomfortable with that statement, and there's more to it than he says. I grin without realizing
I'm doing so and when he glances at me, he rolls his eyes and stands. "Whatever, Cal."The
coldness of an uncertain reality brought on by the images of my memory diminish, for just a
second, and I can breathe easier."Did you remember anything else?" Brendan asks, and this
time his question doesn't send a stab of panic through me."No. That was it, before I heard your
voice calling me through the pain." I shudder at that memory. "Is it always going to be like
that?" I'm almost afraid to ask."I don't know." He says, settling on his knees in front of me, "I've
never seen anything like what's happened to you. Your memories should've never been erased
in the first place. I have no explanation for why they were or what's happening now." He takes
my hands in his and I know he can feel how cold and clammy they are."We'll figure it out,
Calista. Whatever happens, you're not alone. We're in this together."I don't tell him, but those
are the most perfect words he could've said.“Thank you for the story, Brendan,” I half whisper,
the intense look in his eyes making my heart thud in awareness.He nods, extracting his hand
from mine and stands to walk the perimeter of our little camp. I watch him for a moment, not



sure what to do next. I can’t take this tension between us, not when my mind is a jumbled
mess."So explain this whole magic being replenished thingy." I demand, sitting up and
smoothing out my clothes once more. I’m getting colder by the minute and even more
apprehensive about sleeping outside."Thingy? Very eloquently put." He smirks. The laughter in
his eyes doesn't last, because I'm sure he can see the frustration written all over my face. I
have the sudden urge to hold on to something—anything—and I reach out with my hand.
When my fingers extend toward the ground, I yelp at the sudden contact with the bush. It has
leaned out to me, wrapping itself around my hand like a set of fingers would."Umm, Brendan?"
I hate that my voice quivers, but I'm not exactly used to plants acting alive. He spins around at
the sound of fear in my voice, but then exhales in relief when he notices the plant around my
hand. Kneeling in front of me, he moves his fingers over mine and the plant uncurls from
around them, reaching for him."This is nothing to be afraid of," Brendan speaks softly, as if
afraid he's going to spook me, "She reacted to your heightened emotion. You were agitated
and she wanted to soothe you.""She?""Yes, she. Lindera Benzoin. Most commonly known as
Spicebush. They're part of the native shrub family in this part of the United States.""Awesome
biology lesson, Brendan. Still doesn't explain why you call it a she or how 'she' wanted to
soothe me." I'm getting agitated again, and I'm a little afraid the plant will reach for me, so I
stand, moving away from both Brendan and it. I watch him as he caresses it as if it's a pet, the
leaves dancing with grace against his touch, before coming to stand in front of me."I told you
our majyk is strong when it comes to the natural world. The plants are part of that thin line
between our world and this one. Tell me, when you feel upset or tired, do you go outside?"My
eyes fly to his, because it's exactly what I do. Jemma still comments sometimes when all I want
to do is go sit in the grass in our courtyard."You do, don't you?" His eyes flash. "It's why at the
party, you went outside. Nature calls to you, even if you don't realize it, even if you don't audibly
hear the call. Nature allows our inner self to calm, while letting us tap into the powers that are
our birthright. Since your majyk is coming alive again, the plants are finally able to pierce
through the veil."I take a step away from him, processing what he's telling me. Sure, I've fought
some giants, seen Brendan pull swords out of thin air, and had a mind blowing memory-vision.
Yet, each piece of the puzzle is just as mind boggling as the first. However, there is one
question that's been bugging me since the beginning. The descriptions he’s given me,
everything he’s said, it sparked recognition.“Does this...make us fairies?” I ask and am
surprised when Brendan doesn’t brush my ridiculous question off.“It’s the closest the human
mind has come to naming us. There is definitely a bit of fey in us, and that is how we are
portrayed in many of the human stories.”I let that sink in, allowing myself to come to terms with
that word. It’s true it’s easier for me to use the word fairy than the other one. After a moment,
another question arises."So this whole fey business," I begin, fidgeting with my shirt and trying
not to look at Brendan. "Why don't I have wings?" His full belly laugh shatters the quiet around
us."Brendan!" I exclaim, outraged."I'm sorry, it's just such a typical stereotype, I never expected
it from you." He manages between fits of laughter. "And you don't have wings because you're
not Tinkerbell.""Wait," his words take me completely by surprise, "Is Tinkerbell real?" He gives
me a look as if to say I'm crazy to even think so and it's my turn to laugh. However, my laugh
comes out much less joyous and maybe slightly hysterical."Well, how am I supposed to know!"
I throw my hands up in the air, trying to keep my voice calm and failing. "Up until a few hours
ago I thought magic only existed on TV and now there are 'she plants' reaching out to comfort
me."I'm panicking, and maybe it's a delayed reaction, but I can't seem to stop it. Thoughts race
through my mind, everything that's happened invading my senses from all directions. My
breathing grows shallow, my heart racing at the speed of light. Brendan is there instantly, his



hands on my arms, holding me up before I can collapse.But the moment he touches me air
rushes out of me and he stumbles back at the impact, as if I've physically pushed him away.
The space between us shimmers for a split second, before my head fills with blinding pain and
I'm on my knees."Cal!" I hear him, but I raise a hand, warding him off before he can take a step
toward me."Don't." My voice comes out strong, commanding. I bury my fingers into the ground,
hanging on for dear life, as the pain inside my head spreads through my body. The dirt moves
under my hands, the grass and the bushes pulling themselves towards me, until I'm
surrounded. I shut my eyes against the odd sensations racing through my skin, like a thousand
needles poking me with precision. The panic recedes and I open my eyes to stare at the
darkened ground below me.Where there was green grass, there is now lifeless dirt. I raise my
head, meeting Brendan's shocked gaze. It's not a look I've ever expected to see from him, but
it's not surprising on some level. I let go of the ground as if it's on fire and the trees around me
snap back to their upright position."Cal?" Brendan's voice is cautious, as if he's afraid he'll set
me off again. I don't understand the switch he pulled. Or maybe I was the one who changed,
but I don't want to do that again."I'm okay." I reply, keeping my voice calm as best as I can. But
the moment I say the words, I know they're true. There's a renewed strength rushing through
my veins now, pumping the majyk I've forgotten I possessed closer to the surface."I'm okay," I
say again, even as I feel that I will never be again.8The thunder wakes me.I pry my eyes open
to find my cheek pressed against a solid chest. I'm tangled in Brendan's arms and legs,
completely wrapped around him. I lay absolutely still, trying to figure out a way to disentangle
myself without waking him up. I shift a little, and he sighs in his sleep, his hand moving farther
south on my back. I freeze at the sudden sparks shooting through my system and try to
suppress my own whimper in response.When my hand runs down his sculpted abs, it's as if it's
moving on its own. I can't help it. He moves under my touch, almost leaning his body towards it.
I glance down to where my hand is making small patterns on his stomach and smile."And here
I thought you were afraid I'd take advantage of you." The gruff voice rumbles under my ear and
I jump up in panic. I don't get far. Brendan catches me before I can get away, pulling me down
until I'm leaning over his grinning face."If you wanted to touch, all you had to do was ask." I
want to punch that arrogant smirk right off his face, but he's holding my wrists captive against
his chest."I was—“"Oh I know what you were doing, zaichik. And if you'd like to continue—“ he
winks then, and I wretch my hand away, pushing myself to my knees."You're a pig.""And you're
adorable when you're mad."I'm throwing mental daggers his way, as I stand and right my
clothes. He follows in suit, reaching for the blanket we were laying on. Another rumble of
thunder shakes the air around us and a rush of wind ruffles my hair. There's an odd presence
in the air, as if we're being watched, and I look around, but don't see anything."Here," Brendan
hands me a fig bar from his backpack, bringing my attention back to him. "breakfast is served."
He doesn't seem concerned, so maybe it's just the nerves.I take the food offered gratefully,
because any minute now my stomach will start the morning song of its people. But before I can
dig in, a rumble comes from beneath our feet. I reach for the nearest tree, my heart jumping
within my chest. Brendan stands still for a minute as the aftershocks of the tiny quake die out.
As suddenly as it came, it's gone. I glance over at Brendan and find him watching me, waiting
for me to lose control again, no doubt. But I'm fine. It's only an earthquake. He seems satisfied
with my calm exterior and turns back to what he was doing.Nibbling on my food, I watch
Brendan pack up our stuff, scarfing down his own fig bar. When he's done, he nods in my
direction and sets off toward where he hid his bike. I follow a bit slower behind, contemplating.
We never did talk about what happened last night. How I turned the green grass into ashes, or
why. I asked to lay down right away, seeking the comfort of sleep to push all these conflicting



emotions away. I thought I would have a difficult time falling asleep, but as soon as I laid down
on that blanket, I was out.It doesn’t take a genius to see there is something that he's not telling
me. Something that's guarding his words and actions when it comes to me. I want to demand
answers, but then I’m afraid he’s going to demand the same. I’m not prepared for that."Ready
to go?" Brendan asks when I meet him back on the road. He's secured his stuff to the bike and
is standing next to it, waiting for me. Before I can answer a noise catches my attention and I
spin around, staring into the shadows of the forest."What is it?" Brendan is beside me in a blink
of an eye."Do you hear that?" I ask, my hearing straining to understand the noise, before it
comes again. "I hear—Jemma."Her voice becomes clear as soon as I say it, calling my name.
There's movement in the leaves, and I'm pulled towards it before I can make a conscious
decision to go."Calista. Don't." Brendan steps in front of me, but I can't take my eyes off the
forest."She needs me." My own voice sounds far away to my ears. I hear my best friend calling
to me, and I know she’s crying. Without a second thought, my whole body is being pulled
toward where she is. I just need to get to her."No, Calista. Focus on me." He puts his hands on
my shoulders and the contact seems to snap me out of the fog. I meet his concerned gaze,
trying to disperse the cobwebs littering my mind. I still hear her voice, but now there's
something different in it, a tone that's not quite right."Don't you hear her?" I whisper, not taking
my eyes off Brendan. There's panic in Jemma's voice now, and I have to physically restrain
myself from rushing off after her by wrapping my hands around Brendan’s arms. He doesn’t
flinch at the harsh contact, not taking his eyes off of mine."No," he replies, keeping his body
between me and the trees. "It's not Jemma. What you're hearing is a Leshy, and you have to
fight against it. Push past the voice it wants you to hear and listen for the reality." I shake my
head in denial, because it’s Jemma. It has to be Jemma. But he won't let up. What I said earlier
is true, I do trust him. That’s why I’m keeping myself pinned to him. ”You can do it. Fight
it."There is a soft confidence in his words that pushes me over the edge. My hearing reaches
out to the voice, but this time I look further. It's an automatic response I can't explain, but I don't
stop to wonder. I keep going. When it becomes clear, I gasp."It's an old man."Brendan visibly
relaxes at my words, before standing up straighter. Now that I've heard the old man's voice, the
pull is no longer there. I look at Brendan questionably, waiting for him to explain."Let's get out
of here before I divulge any other information." He says, reaching for his helmet once more. I'm
beyond ready to go."To see an old friend?" I ask a question I already know the answer to."To
see an old friend."
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