
 

Chapter One 

Sharrlette 

 

Turning the ornate sword lazily in his expert hand, a cruel smile spread across his 

lips. Behind him, the two grand crystals crackled menacingly, their power spreading 

between the two like a web. The air was electric. She could feel it humming against her 

wet skin. The crystal’s blinding light cast a dark shadow across the figure’s form, 

obscuring his twisted features.  

“Face it!” His deep voice echoed around her, “You have lost. If you relent to me 

now, I may even spare your life. You know we could do so much together.” His sword 

caught the light for a moment, glimmering, wet with the fresh blood of those recently 

fallen.  

“Never,” she snarled back, hatred washing over her. “I will never join you. I will 

kill you even if it means my own death.”  

Lunging forward, the man brought his wicked blade down fast, slicing through the 

air. Falling to her knee, she blocked it with the dagger she found in her hand, catching 

its fine edge in between the rounded prongs of her own weapon. Gritting her teeth, her 

muscles strained as she fought to keep the man from crushing her into the ground. A 

crimson drop of blood dripped from the razor sharp steel, staining a ruby line down her 

cheek. Feeling its cold touch on her face, she didn’t flinch. There was no time to get 

distracted. Suddenly a splitting crack echoed behind the man. A purple wave ruptured 

forth, hitting the man in his turned back. Stumbling forward with a curse, he moved 

away from her. The crystals couldn’t handle the power lancing between them. Giant 

cracks were spreading across the complex facets as intricate as lace.  

“No,” the man whispered, his trembling voice revealing his terror, “This . . . cannot 

be . . .” Pulsing waves of light started to emanate from the crystals. Pulling herself 

hastily to her feet, she brought her arms up just in time to block the first wave, its 

crackling power breaking over the magical barrier appearing in front of her. Its pure 

force hit her hard, shattering her shield as though it were thin glass and sending her 

stumbling back. The metallic taste of blood stained her lips. She knew she wasn’t able to 

take another hit. Glancing around, she searched vainly for the man but he was gone, 

blown away by the force. The ground under her feet started to swirl hazily. With a 



scream, the crystals were pulled together. Blinding light erupted from the fractures as 

the gems surrendered their powers. Knowing that running wasn’t an option, she 

dropped her blades to the dust gathering at her feet. Sensing the blow, she brought up 

her guard again but the blast was far too great. Ripping her mercilessly off her feet, it 

flung her through the air. Her final scream tore from her lips as the crystals vaporized 

all around them. 

 

Sharrlette snapped awake, gasping for breath. She searched her room, terrified 

there would be some sign of the malicious man. Glancing at the door, she breathed a 

deep sigh of relief. It was just that dream . . . again. The crystal was just her pillow and 

the explosion, her father slamming the door behind him as he entered her bedroom. She 

pressed her hand against her racing heart. Shutting her eyes, she flopped back down 

onto her blue pillow, sighing in relief. 

“Mmm, Dad. It’s a Saturday. Can’t you, for once, let me sleep in?” she grumbled at 

him. She was actually quite content to be woken from that particular dream but she 

didn’t want to give him any ideas for the future. She rolled over, turning her back to 

him. The book she was reading fell off her chest and slid to the floor with a clunk. 

Frowning, she reached out, trying to pick it up. Wobbling, she lost her balance and 

joined the book on the floor with an even louder clunk. Her father didn’t even spare her 

a glance as he walked past her to open her black, velvet curtains. A beam of sunlight 

blinded the clumsy teenager as she peered over the edge of her bed, flicking her long, 

red hair out of her eyes. 

“Good morning,” He said, smiling at the figure on the floor trying desperately to 

avoid the natural light. “I need you up so you can help me clean out the guest room,” 

he offered her a hand off the red carpet. Getting unsteadily to her feet, Shar turned and 

sat back on the bed. 

“We have a guest room?” she mumbled, rubbing her eyes against the blinding light. 

Why was the morning always so bright? She reached behind her, fetching her pillow 

and using it as a shield against the invading sunrays. 

“The room with all the rubbish in it. I’m having a guest over for a while and I want 

the house clean,” he replied, bending down to pick the book up. He glanced at the cover 

with a small smile. “This one again? I don’t know how you can read the same book five 

times and not get bored.” 



“I like this one,” she grinned back, taking the worn book from his hands and setting 

it on her bedside table. “It’s got dragons. Now who’s coming over?” 

“I’ll tell you later. Now get dressed and be downstairs in five minutes. We have a 

big day ahead of us.” He turned and walked out of the room, closing the door quietly 

behind him. 

Sharrlette Moore was a nineteen-year-old girl who hated to be woken so suddenly 

in the morning. In fact, she hated being woken up at all. She was what most people refer 

to as a dreamer and it showed. She had already been kept back a year in school, but she 

finally graduated at the end of last year. It was okay though, she had big plans for her 

life.  

After raiding her cupboard for appropriate cleaning attire, she checked her 

reflection in the mirror. Despite her very healthy appetite (maybe a little too healthy), 

she always managed to stay slim. It was in her family. All skinnies, her best friend 

would say. But now it was just Sharrlette and her dad. She cast a dismissive glance at 

her makeup. No point putting that on today. She quickly ran a brush through her 

tangled hair before heading downstairs. She found her father in the kitchen serving 

breakfast. After a nice meal of pancakes, it was time to face the dreaded guest room. 

Four long hours later, Shar could see the floor but not the walls of the small room that 

had long been the, “Where does this go? I don’t know, put it in the room,” room. There was 

so much junk in that room at one point it was almost impossible to open the door 

without two people. Lunch saw a half-hour break then a few more hours before the 

spare bed was discovered. After a celebratory drink, it only took two more hours to 

finish. Both of them fell on the old bed with a cloud of dust. 

“Finally!” Sharrlette exclaimed happily, “For a moment there, I thought the rubbish 

was breeding faster than we were cleaning it up.” 

“Yeah, that took longer than anticipated,” her father admitted. 

“Huh,” said Shar frowning, glancing around at the walls. 

“What is it?” 

“I always thought the walls in here were painted pink, not brown.” 

Grimacing, he slowly climbed to his feet, brushing the dust off his worn pants. 

“They are pink. Oh well, two things left to do: make dinner or make the bed. Which do 

you prefer?” 



“Me, cook? Dad, you are such a joker. I’ll take the bed.” Sharrlette jumped up. She 

grabbed the old sheets and pulled them off gently. She tried hard not to stir the dust too 

much. There was enough in the air as it was. Opening the back door, she quickly hung 

them on the line to air. She went to the closet, grabbed the first sheets on the pile and 

started heading back to the room.  

“Wait,” Dad called from the kitchen. Jumping, she turned around to see him in his 

pink, frilly apron pointing a wooden spoon at the pretty, floral sheets she had in her 

hand. “I don’t think those sheets are appropriate. Try choosing something a little more . 

. . masculine,” he added before turning back to the stove.   

“Masculine?” she sniggered, lifting an eyebrow with a chuckle.  

“Yes, masculine.” 

Why not, she thought as she turned around. Of course, her dad had male friends. 

She searched through the cupboard, trying to find the manliest sheets they owned.  

Here’s a nice, dark green sheet. Yep, that’ll do. Once again, she turned back to the spare 

room.  It was upstairs, opposite her room. They were the only two rooms on the upper 

floor. All the other rooms were downstairs, including her father’s. This was on the way 

to the kitchen. She had been sprung upon many times trying to get a midnight snack. 

He had super hearing. Sometimes it was quite creepy. Their little house was set on the 

very edge of the township of Kyralee.  At the back of their land was the Kyran National 

Park where Greg, her father, served as a ranger. Sharrlette knew that park from tree to 

tree. She practically grew up in it. She wasn’t the best bed maker but she was certainly 

proud by the time she finished. Just as she was standing back to admire her work, she 

heard the shrill notes of her mobile phone downstairs.  

“Shar,” her dad called, “your phone!”  

“Yeah, I got it,” she yelled back, sliding down the wooden handrail. Rushing into 

the living room, she snatched it off the bookcase. A quick glance at the screen showed it 

was her best friend, Chelsea.  

“Hey Chel,” Shar collapsed into one of the recliners.  

“Hi Shar, just calling to see if you need a lift tomorrow,” Chelsea’s voice replied 

from the other end.   

“That would be great, Chel. I can’t shop well if I’m tired from walking.”  



“Okay then. I’ll pick you up at ten. I gotta go now. Bye!”  

“See ya.” Ending the call, Shar let her phone fall onto the side table. 

Her father appeared around the corner with a bowl this time. He flicked his brown 

hair out of his gentle eyes. With no traces of grey and very few lines, her father was 

often confused with a man many years his junior. “Who was that?” he asked. 

“Oh, just Chelsea. She wanted to know if I wanted a lift tomorrow. We’re going 

shopping with the gang.”  

Returning to the kitchen, her father put the bowl gently down on the bench and 

started cutting up some vegetables. Shar followed him, sitting on the wooden bench 

behind him.   

“Shopping, eh?” he said over his shoulder, “that’s okay, just please don’t be out too 

late. My friend’s coming tomorrow and I want you to make a good impression.”  

“Dad, I always make an impression.” She grinned, picking up one of her father’s 

knives.  

“Yeah, I know,” he muttered under his breath. He turned from his cooking to look 

her in the eye. “He arrives around three. Please, please promise me you won’t be late,” 

he pleaded. He held out his hand. Jumping down from the bench, Shar relinquished her 

weapon with a sigh.  

“Don’t worry, Dad. I solemnly promise I’ll be home before three tomorrow.” 

 

Honk! The car’s horn echoed through the quiet street.  Honk! Chelsea stuck her 

head out the tinted window.  

“Come on Shar, we gotta go now!” The front door burst open to reveal a running 

figure with a half-eaten piece of toast in her hand. Shar closed the car door behind her.  

“Sorry, Chelsea! My alarm clock malfunctioned.”  

“Malfunctioned? As in it was turned off malfunctioned?” Chelsea asked, lifting her 

sunglasses.  

“Yeah, something like that.”  

Shar and Chelsea met up with the rest of their friends at the Kyralee Plaza Shopping 

Centre. There were the sisters, Amy and May. They were twins. Their parents were told 



they were only going to have one so they thought of one name. On the plus side, if their 

friends wanted to call both at once, they just yell out, “May-me.” Even though they 

were identical twins, it was easy to tell them apart. May had bleached blond hair longer 

than her waist, while Amy’s was blacker than night and was cropped very short. Also 

part of the gang today was Shar’s boyfriend, Toby. They met in high school. She never 

believed in love at first sight until she saw Toby. They had been together for two years. 

He was usually studying or working in his father’s factory. He spent any spare time he 

had with Shar. The shopping centre was the only one in Kyralee. It was quite small 

compared to some but its size matched the town perfectly. They were relaxing after the 

first wave in the food court when Shar’s phone started singing again. Digging it out of 

her bag, she glanced at the screen.  

“Err, it’s just Dad again,” she explained to the blue eyes peeking over her shoulder.  

“Just wondering,” Toby murmured, wrapping his arm around Shar’s shoulders, 

“Why’s he texting you so much today?” 

“One of his friends is coming to stay with us today and he doesn’t want me to be 

late home,” she stretched out on the seat.  

“I don’t know why you’re still at home,” Amy said, sneaking a chip from May’s 

container.  

“Yeah,” May continued, “we moved out at the end of last year and haven’t looked 

back since.”  

“Yeah, but you guys had to. Your parents moved to New York. My dad would flip 

out if I asked him if I could move out. When I was young, he told me my husband could 

sleep in the guest room. Isn’t that nice?”  

“I much prefer your room,” Toby laughed, “much better view.”  

“Ha ha, very funny.” She glanced at her watch, “It’s time I got home anyway. Can I 

borrow your phone to call a taxi, May? I’m low on credit.”  

“Nah, We’re finished shopping anyway. It’s not fun without the future soap opera 

star present. No one’s as funny as you.” Getting up, they all grabbed their shopping 

bags, and headed for Chel’s car. She got it as a present from her mother and father. 

Chelsea came from a very rich background. Her car was a sleek, little, red sedan. It had 

a matching interior and a personalised number plate and, even though she could easily 

buy another car, she loved this one. Shar was very jealous. It was a beautiful car. She 



had her license but was still saving for a car of her own. She slid into the passenger seat 

while Amy, May, and Toby climbed in the back.  

“So anyway,” Chel continued as they drove out of the parking lot, “have you heard 

back from that acting place yet, Shar?”  

“No, not yet,” she sighed, disappointed. She applied a few weeks earlier to 

Holburton Academy, one of the top colleges for the arts, hoping to get into their famous 

acting course. “Maybe they don’t think I’m good enough yet. I mean, it is only for the 

best in the whole country. Plus, it’s only my first try getting in. The website said most 

people get in on their third try if they even do get in.”  

“Don’t worry,” May beamed, “you’ll get in.”  

“Yeah, you’re way too good not to,” chimed Amy.   

Shar smiled gratefully at her friends in the back. They dropped Amy and May off at 

their unit on the way to Shar’s house. She was really lucky to have such great friends, 

she thought staring idly out the window. She knew Chelsea since primary school. They 

met walking to sport one day and nothing was able to divide them since then. She knew 

the twins from her work. A great clothes shop called Klash Fashion. She had been 

working there for years, too. And, of course, there was Toby. She couldn’t have asked 

for a better boyfriend. He always remembered her birthday and bought the best gifts. 

Not that that was important, she hastily reminded herself. He was sweet, kind, honest, 

and pretty smart too. The kind of boy that was rare in modern times. The sudden roar 

of a motorbike snapped her out of her daze. She glanced up just in time to see the blue 

and black bike run the stop sign. Chelsea quickly slammed her foot on the brakes but 

not soon enough. The rider didn’t seem to care though. Just before he ploughed into her 

car, he put his feet on the seat and jumped. He leapt over her car, spinning in mid-air to 

avoid it. His bike skidded harmlessly around the car. Shar glanced up as he flew 

through the air and her eyes found his. Just his eyes were showing through the helmet. 

Blue is all she could see. Ice blue. It was mesmerizing, harsh yet so beautiful. She had 

never seen someone’s eyes like his. They almost looked like they were glowing. She 

could feel herself falling into them. He landed gracefully on the other side, walked to 

his bike and continued on his way. The car was silent, broken only by their heavy 

breathing. It all happened so fast. 

“Wow,” Toby muttered, “I didn’t know the circus was in town.”  



Shar tried to stifle a giggle. This helped break the tension in the car. Chelsea was 

still in shock though. Silently, she stepped from the car. Shar tentatively followed. There 

was a slight scratch in the paint near the wheel but that was about it. Chelsea glanced at 

her best friend.  

“I don’t know what happened.” she breathed, her voice faint with shock, “These 

streets are usually so quiet and he had a stop sign. Why didn’t he stop, Shar?”  

“Because he’s an idiot, Chel,” Sharrlette replied firmly. “He won’t stop until he gets 

himself killed. We’re just lucky he didn’t decide to take us with him.” She quickly 

glanced at her watch. Great, it was five to three. Her dad was going to kill her but she 

didn’t want to push Chel to drive while she was in shock. She didn’t really have a 

choice, though. 

“Are you all right to drive, Chelsea? Do you need a break?” Shar gently put her 

hand on Chelsea’s back, attempting to comfort her. The contact seemed to work. Her 

eyes cleared and she gained some colour in her face.  

“Yeah, I’ll be fine.”  

Both girls got back in the car. They were only a few streets from Shar’s house but it 

took them over fifteen minutes to get there because Chel was being over cautious, not 

that anyone was going to complain. A quick goodbye followed by the mad dash up the 

garden path brought her face to face with one unhappy daddy. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Two 

Billeaphrin 

 

“Shar, what time is it?” her dad questioned sternly.  

“But Dad, it wasn’t—” she tried to explain.  

“What time is it?” he interrupted.  

Shar sighed in defeat. “Ten past three,” she murmured quietly, not meeting her 

father’s eyes.  

“And you were meant to be here before?” he continued.  

“Three. I’m really sorry, Dad. We left at quarter past, but there was this lunatic and 

we almost had an accident.” That got his attention as she knew it would.  

“What? Are you okay? Was Chel driving? How is she? What happened?” her father 

frantically asked as he pulled her into the living room.  

“It’s okay, Dad. We’re all fine and her car’s only a little scratched. Just shocked, 

that’s all. This biker just came out of nowhere and ran a stop sign just as we were 

entering the intersection.” She fell into the maroon armchair, dropping her bags with a 

sigh. 

“Greg?” A strong masculine voice came from the kitchen.  

“Er, yeah, we’re in here,” Greg called over his shoulder.  

“Who’s that?” Shar asked her father quietly. She quickly smoothed her frazzled hair 

down.  

“My friend. He arrived a few minutes before you. I just had time to show him the 

room. Please be nice,” her father replied back. Shar glanced up just as he walked into 

the room.  



“Wow . . .” she muttered under her breath, her eyes nearly falling out of her head. 

And she thought Toby was good looking. The stranger was tall with wide shoulders. He 

looked like he had stepped out of one of her fantasy books. Long, dark brown almost 

black hair fell across his face. He wore a long sleeve, black shirt with dark, denim jeans 

and heavy, leather boots. Completing this gorgeous ensemble was a set of alert, dark 

brown eyes and a chain around his neck. All in all, she had never met a man who could 

take her breath away. He did.  

“Sharrlette, this is Billea.”  

“Nice to meet you.” Sharrlette quickly jumped to her feet and, after wiping her 

hand on her pants, extended it to the stranger in the threshold. “Sorry I’m late, had 

some car trouble.”  

“Apparently, some idiot ran a stop sign and almost crashed into them,” her father 

continued the story. Billea glanced at her hand before looking her in the eye. 

“You should be more careful then. If you can’t handle the others on the road, you 

shouldn’t have your license.” He leaned against the door frame and continued rather 

rudely, “Expect the unexpected, that’s the first rule of driving. But, then again, you 

don’t strike me as the kind of girl who pays attention in class. Let me guess, you were 

hurrying back from . . . the mall, probably with friends, too.” His quick eyes had 

spotted the bags against the chair. 

Normally Shar was fast with a retort, but this caught her completely off guard. 

Beautiful though this man was, he had the tongue of a snake. She just stood there, 

shocked, her hand still hanging in mid-air. Billea stared at the blank look on her face for 

a second then transferred his gaze to Greg.  

“Greg, a second in the other room, if you don’t mind,” he requested before walking 

out on Shar. She turned to her father, still gobsmacked.  

“Why is this man your friend?” 

“He’s tired. He’s had a long journey,” her father tried to explain frantically. “He 

really doesn’t mean it.”  

“I don’t care. How long did you say he was going to be with us?”  

“I don’t know, for a while.”  

She sat down with a groan, “Why can’t he stay at a hotel then?”  



“Come on, Shar. Be nice. He helped me out of a rough spot a few years ago and I 

owe him. He’s really very nice when you get to know him.”  

“I was nice, Dad. He didn’t seem to like me so now I’m not too fussed on him 

either. Talk about rude, and did you hear the way he talked to you?” she asked. Shar 

stood in a pose and said in her best snooty voice, “The other room, if you please. I 

mean, come on, Dad. Even I can tell he thinks he’s better than us.” Her father smiled at 

her. She did the voice perfectly. She really was a born actor, able to mimic anything. He 

walked over to ruffle her hair on his way to the door.  

“Go get changed. Billea is taking us out to dinner tonight,” he explained as he 

walked into the kitchen. Shar sighed in submission. She went up the stairs to her room.  

Pausing at the top of the landing, she called out to the men below, “I’ll just go put 

my pearls on then, shall I?” before disappearing into her room.  

Greg entered the kitchen to find Billea leaning on the bench. “If you don’t mind me 

saying, that was harsh.” A tainted grin touched Billea’s lips.  

“I was harsh? You were, Greg. My name isn’t Billea.”  

Greg laughed back, “I know, but ‘Billeaphrin’ isn’t a name you hear too much 

around here.”  

Grimacing at Greg, Billea continued, “I had to be. If she liked me, she would want 

to talk and I couldn’t be bothered with that at the moment. I’m here for one reason and 

one reason alone. You know that, Greg.”  

Greg tensed, suddenly alert. “They’re true then, the rumours and those readings. 

It’s here, in this realm.”  

Billea looked out the window towards the beautiful woods that surrounded the 

house. “Yes. I believe it’s here. The only problem, I haven’t any idea where,” he hissed 

quietly. 

Greg’s frown deepened. “But if you know, doesn’t that mean—” he dropped off as 

Billea turned sharply from the window.   

“Yeah, he knows too. Resources say he sent men all over different parts of this 

realm. That’s why I’m here in the forest, to mask my tracks. But when I first arrived in 

Kyralee . . . I sensed a wave. There is another in the forest, too, and it’s not one of ours. 

It’s a special piece of land it’s grown on. It blocks all senses. So, while I’m here, he can’t 



find me, but it also means I have no idea what he is doing until he comes out of those 

trees.”  

Greg stood immediately and went to the window, “You’re sure? Do you know 

who?”  

“No, but I do know one thing. I am going to find it first. I have to.” 

Both men stood silent watching the branches of the trees blow in the wind, so 

peaceful. Anyone else looking at them could easily be lulled into a false sense of calm, 

oblivious to the threat behind the view.  

 

“So how was your day?” 

“Hell, Toby, pure hell.” Shar stretched out on her bed, pressing her mobile against 

her ear.  

A long week had passed since Billea first moved in. Oh, what a week. Dinner was 

horrible. Billea had invited them but spent most of the time off at other tables, talking to 

strangers. The time he did spend with them was taken up with insulting Shar 

(everything from her hair colour to her shoe choice). He was lucky Shar was enjoying 

her meal so much otherwise he may have ended up wearing it home. Since then, she 

tried to avoid him as much as possible. Thankfully, that was easy during the day 

because she worked almost full time and any day she didn’t work, he was out trying to 

find work. Or at least that was his excuse. A few times she saw him in the shopping 

centre, talking to people. Not to mention how late he came in at night was just 

incredible, reeking of alcohol. He’d whisk off to bed only to leave early in the morning.   

“He acts really weird, too. It’s like he doesn’t even want a job. All he does is 

complain and insult me. I don’t like him at all,” Shar explained to Toby.  

“Well, from what you’ve told me, I don’t like him either,” he replied over the 

phone, “I mean, how could he have a problem with perfection?”  

Shar giggled and rolled on to her back, staring up at the ceiling. “Well spoken. I had 

better go. I promised May I’d call her tonight and I don’t want to be up when he gets 

back.”  

“Okay, babe. Night. Be good.”  

“Always.” Shar hung up with a sigh. She really was lucky to have a boy like him. 



Scrolling through her phone, she quickly found May’s number.  

“Hello?”  

“Hey, May.” 

“Hey, Shar. Have you heard the news at work?”  

Shar sat up, her brows furrowed. “No. Why? What’s the news?”  

“Well . . . maybe that a certain manager is . . . quitting!”  

Shar leapt off the bed gleefully, a smile spreading like wildfire across her 

face. “You’re joking?” 

“Nope.”  

“Yes. Finally. She’s been talking about it for months. Now it’s my turn.”  

May couldn't help but laugh on her end. Shar had been working there the longest. 

When the last manager quit, she should have gotten the job. She wanted it real bad, too. 

After almost being guaranteed it, Rosie, the current boss, wanted to be transferred to the 

city and she got the job. Shar was understandably annoyed, but she accepted it. What 

else can you do? Not this time though. Now it was her chance.  

May replied, “Good for you, Shar. But why do you want this job if you’re trying to 

get into the acting school?” 

“Well if I don’t get in, I still wanna have a good job for the future. It’s my back up 

plan. I need to get one of them done before I hit 20 if my next life steps are going to be 

accomplished in time.” 

“Good point. You go get ‘em Shar. Anyway, just wanted to tell you the good news. 

I’m getting in a shower now.”  

“Okay, thanks. See ya at work. Bye!” Shar beamed through the phone.  

She hung up and let out a whoop of joy. She swung open her door and took the 

stairs two at a time until she hit the bottom floor. She skidded into the kitchen to see her 

father sitting at the table. Billea was leaning on the counter eating a biscuit. He must 

have got rejected early tonight. He looked very frustrated. Shar just ignored him when 

she jumped into the room.  

“Guess who’s handing in her notice?” she bubbled, continuing without waiting for 

an answer. “Rosie! I’m gonna get the job this time. I know I am.”  



Greg laughed at her jumping around the room in excitement, “I know you will, 

darling. You deserve it. You might actually have to buy a car though.”  

“I don’t care!” she sang, “It’s worth it.”  

“Who’s Rosie?” Billea broke in sullenly.  

“She’s my manager.”  

“And you want her job?”  

“Yep.” 

“And you think they’re going to hire you? A teenage girl with no car who took two 

years to finish year three?”  

Shar winced. That was uncalled for. It was the year her mother died.  

“Come now, Billea. At least try,” her father muttered, staring at the floor.  

“Shush, Greg,” Billea said harshly, not even sparing a look at him.  

“Well?” He looked her straight in the eye, expecting an answer. His gaze was so 

unnerving. It felt like he was looking right through her. She felt anger boil inside her. 

Why was he always trying to bring her down?  

“Because I’m the best for the job. I’ve worked at this company for almost four years 

and I would have got the job last time if it weren’t for Rosie. I’m trained to do it and I’ve 

been involved with every part of the company since I started. I have to deal with 

different people every day,” Shar snapped at him, her eyes flaring with anger. “And I 

don’t know why I’m explaining myself to you. You can’t even get a job. Probably 

because you’re so rude and selfish. You spend your time insulting everyone because 

you can’t cope with your own failures. Maybe you should have the job so you’d learn 

something about manners!”  

With that, she stormed from the room. Talk about ruining the moment. How dare 

he? She stamped up the stairs and stormed into her room.  

Greg glanced at Billea with disappointment. “If I may speak freely, My Lord?” his  

voice low as he  fiddled with a fork from the table.  

“Eh,” Billeaphrin replied, his eyes still on the doorway where she left. That girl 

intrigued him. Most people in this realm were quickly affected by his magical charm. 

He could say anything and they would simply nod happily and agree with him. But not 



Sharrlette. She was too strong to be fooled. He would have to watch what he said 

around her.   

“Why must you be so harsh on her? She doesn’t understand our ways.”  

“Ha,” Billea scoffed, throwing the rest of the biscuit out the window, “she’s mortal. 

Give her a few years and she’ll be dead so why waste your breath? This reminds me, 

you’ll need to find another child. Don’t want to make them suspicious. They look for 

solitary travellers.”  

Greg sighed in acceptance. There was no reasoning with him when he was in this 

mood. “Okay,” he said rubbing his eyes, “I still can’t believe you haven’t found it yet. If 

anyone can, it’s you. You are the most powerful.”  

Billea sat down opposite Greg and said in a quiet voice, “Not if they find it first.” 

Greg leaned forward, “So . . . do you think they’ve found it yet?”  

Billea gave a small smile, “No, not yet. If they did, they would have left this realm 

in a hurry and I haven’t received word from home that they have. I’ve still got time, but 

. . .” he glanced up frowning, “it’s running out fast.” 



 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Three 

Toby 

 

The next day Greg had bad news for Shar. He had to go away for the weekend for 

training for his job. Shar wasn’t looking forward to spending two days alone with “the 

party pooper” as she dubbed him to her friends. Greg left late on Friday night. Standing 

in the street, Shar waved him off with a sigh. Thankfully, Toby promised to come over 

after work on Saturday to keep her company. Watching her Dad’s taillights disappear 

around a corner, she turned back to the house. A small breeze ran through her hair. She 

shut her eyes and let it swirl around her. Although it was cold, she didn’t care. 

Sometimes she loved just standing in the wind, feeling it caress her cheek.  Swaying in 

it, she put her arms out and gave a little spin. Billea stepped into the light on the porch 

before she embarrassed herself further.  

“Come inside!” he shouted sternly out to her, “Don’t want you to get hit by a car. I 

don’t have the money to pay for the damages.”  

Blushing, she pulled her dressing gown closer to her body. She hadn’t realized he 

was watching her. She turned and ran past him into the house.  

“I’m going to bed,” she called to him hurrying up the stairs.  

“Fine.” 

 

Work on Saturday flew past. For once, she wanted to go home. She was looking 

forward to Toby coming over. He had only come over to her house a few times since 

they started going out. He was nervous around her father. Shar jumped over the fence 

and ran to her room where she quickly changed out of her work clothes and into her 

favourite jeans and a comfy if somewhat low-cut top. Happy at her reflection, she gave 

her hair a quick brush before touching up her makeup. Posing, she caught sight of a 



familiar silhouette in her doorway.  

“What are you still doing here?” she growled at Billea, “I thought you were going 

out again tonight.”  

Billea cocked his eyebrow, something she found he often did. “And leave you and 

lover boy all alone in the house? I think not. I’m not giving Greg a reason to kick me 

out.” Turning, Shar frowned.  

Planting her hands on her hips, she glared at him. “How did you know he was 

coming over?  Only he and I know and I really don’t think he would have told you. So, 

how?”  

A coy smile tainted his lips, “Oh Shar, it’s easy to know what you’re about to do 

because you’re so predictable.”  

“Predictable?” She hissed back. 

“Well, let me put it this way,” he called striding down the stairs, “reading you is 

like reading a children’s picture book.”  

“What do you mean by that?” Shar scowled angrily after him.  

“Rudimentary at best.”   

Shar was still bristling when Toby arrived half an hour later. She opened the front 

door to see him down on a knee brandishing a single droopy, wildflower, hand over his 

heart.  

“For the fairest in all the land,” he said with a twinkle in his eye. Shar reached 

down and accepted the flower with a giggle and, just like that, she felt better. Toby 

often appealed to her love of fairy tales. She always wore a beautiful dress to every 

dance and costume party they attended. He was sure any dress would look great on 

her. She had that kind of build. 

“So,” he continued as he rose, “I take it we’re all alone?”  

“Er, not quite,” she groaned, turning to let him into the house.  

“What do you mean, ‘not quite’?” He frowned. 

“Well,” she fell onto the plush sofa with a sigh and pointed to the kitchen.   

Right on cue, Billea’s head popped around the corner. “Ah,” he said sliding the rest 

of his frame around the doorway, “so this is the infamous Toby. I’ve heard a lot about 



you. I’ve been looking forward to talking to you. Just let me finish cleaning up.” He 

disappeared again leaving Toby grinning like a fool.  

He turned to her, “You told him about me?”  

“No,” Shar said shocked, “maybe Dad did.”  

Billea walked back over to the sink. He really was looking forward to meeting this 

boy. From what Greg told him, Toby had the highest trace on him. Maybe this boy was 

the key to finding it. He may even have it. Either way, that boy was the best lead to 

finding it. Billea beamed to himself as he flicked his hands at the dishes, making the 

water on them evaporate immediately. Magic always made household chores a lot more 

manageable. A quick thought made the cutlery fly into their right drawers, as he 

straightened his hair. He’d be happy to return to his own realm and his own comfy 

clothes. These modern fashions were just plain uncomfortable, looked good though. He 

walked out of the kitchen into the back garden. He knew they were out there trying to 

escape from him. They were just in the edge of the bush land when he caught up with 

them, sitting on the seats near one of the lookouts.  

“Oh, no,” Shar squeaked in mock horror as she saw him appear in the backyard. 

She nudged Toby hard in the ribs. “Quick. Run as fast as you can.”  

Toby grinned that cute, little smile he had as he dragged Shar down on the seat next 

to him. “Now, now,” he tutted, “we mustn’t be rude. He might be very nice once you 

get to know him.”  

Shar gazed out over the cliff and stretched out her long legs with a sigh, “I don’t 

want to get to know him. He didn’t give me a chance so I’m not going to give him one.”  

By this time, Billea was close enough to hear her so she quickly fell silent. She 

wasn’t so rude as to speak about him when he was within earshot.  

“So,” Billea cut in smoothly as he slid into the seat opposite the couple, “Shar tells 

me you’re an accomplished student of the arts. I find it fascinating. I’ve always wanted 

to know. Do you know what the stylistic differences between classical Raphael and 

abstract baroque are?”  

With a groan, Shar dropped her head to the table. No, not that, anything but that. 

Forty minutes later, they were still going. The only fault with Toby was his obsession 

with theoretical art. He could go on for hours. Why would Billea mention that? A 

thought entered Shar’s head that made her frown. How did he know? She never told 



him. Shar couldn’t even remember telling Billea she had a boyfriend. Dad probably told 

him. Yes, that’s it. She pushed herself up from the table with a sigh. She wasn’t going to 

sit there and get eaten by insects just to listen to those two drone on.   

“Well,” she interrupted the boys, rising to her feet, “I’m going inside to get myself a 

drink.” She wasn’t really thirsty but needed to get away before she turned to stone from 

the boredom.   

“We’ll come too,” Billea said with a quick flash of white teeth, “It’s getting a bit cold 

out here anyway.” Toby agreed and the men set off for the house without even waiting 

for her.  

“Okay then,” she growled before heading back to the house by herself. Toby and 

his audience had made themselves comfortable in the lounge. She could hear them still 

talking as she entered the back door. Shar grabbed the book she was reading off the 

shelf before sitting down across from them. On and on they droned. She tried so hard to 

focus on the book but the boredom was driving Shar insane. The big day at work 

followed by this snorefest made her eyes start to droop.   

 

“Run,” the voice screamed in her head. “Run, as fast as you can. Don’t look back. 

They are coming for you.” Sweat running down her face, she ran. Panting from the 

effort, the great trees blurred as she ran past. Sprinting as fast as she was able, she 

jumped over a fallen log. Suddenly, a cliff loomed up ahead. She faltered. “Keep 

running,” the voice screamed, “don’t stop, they’ll get you. Jump!” Heart in her throat, 

she launched herself into the cool air. For the first second, she felt like she was flying. 

Then the ground began to rush up. Screaming in terror she fell.  

“Sharrlette? Are you awake? Wake up, Shar.” Toby’s hands shook her shoulders 

gently as he peered down on her face, sticking out from under her book. Her eyes were 

closed but she was murmuring in her sleep. She sounded scared. He lifted the book off 

her and put it gently on the floor.  

“Wake up Shar,” he said a little more firmly.  He was reaching down when she 

sprang to life. Gasping, she opened her eyes. Fully awake, she glanced around the room 

in a daze. Toby jumped back himself.   

“Toby?” she gasped in confusion.  

“It’s okay.” he said tenderly, “you fell asleep. I guess I woke you up rather 



suddenly.” Shar glanced around the room again. 

“Yeah” she agreed quietly before her roaming eyes noticed the absence of the 

second man, “Where’s Billea?”  

“He left, said he had some things to do.” A small frown flitted across his face before 

quickly being replaced by a grin.  

“What is it?” Shar said suspiciously. She could read his emotions easily. 

“I really can’t see why you don’t like him. He kept asking me so many questions 

about myself. Like where I eat lunch. Boring stuff like that but, overall, I found him 

rather nice and very polite, too.” Shar gaped at him.  

“What?” she squeaked, “Nice? He’s not nice or polite or anything but a meanie.”  

“Either way,” Toby butted in, a coy glint in his eye, “he’s left us all alone.”  

 

Toby had left for home by the time Billea returned. Shar was still awake, lying in 

her bed when she heard him come in. She had gone to bed as soon as Toby left, not 

wanting to be awake when Billea arrived. Even if she was sleeping, she still would have 

known he was back. He was bumping into everything down there. She heard him 

stagger up the stairs, heard the thump as he misplaced his feet and met the railing head 

on. From the silence that followed, Shar guessed he came off second best. With a 

frustrated sigh, she threw her covers back, shivering in the cold night air, and made her 

way carefully to her door. She turned her light and the stair light on before opening her 

door. There he was. Face down on the wooden stairs, still conscious though which 

surprised her. He raised his head blinking in confusion at the bright light. Meeting his 

eyes, Shar gasped. He had blood running down from his nose covering the bottom part 

of his face. He had a deep blue bruise spread across one of his cheeks. He kept looking 

around, clearly dazed. A part of her wanted to leave him on the steps, but thankfully for 

him, not a very big part. Shar was just too nice. She flicked his light on before returning 

to try and get him up. 

“Come here you,” she muttered. She put her arm around him and managed to drag 

him to his bed. Amazingly, she got him in it. Propping his head on pillows, she turned 

his head to inspect the damage, a broken nose. Well, he had a pretty face. That’ll teach 

him for getting drunk. Shar couldn’t even tell what he drank. The stench was far too 

complicated and spicy to clearly name a drink. The fumes made her head spin slightly. 



She left him for a few minutes to gather some things downstairs. When she returned, he 

had come back into his head. He was looking at the compact mirror she left by the bed, 

frowning. He glanced up alertly when she entered the room. Sighing, Billea looked 

guiltily at the bed. She sat down and put the bowl of warm water near her feet. She 

dipped the rag in and turned to him, expecting him to giggle or something else a drunk 

does. He merely looked at her. He reached out and took the rag out of her hand.  

“Thank you,” he said quietly, “but I think I can manage the rest myself.” Shar 

blinked, quite confused. When she left him, he was as drunk as ever, glancing around 

the room futilely trying to focus. Now he was fine, like nothing had happened. It was 

liked he had sobered completely in the few minutes she was gone.  

“Well?” Shar demanded, watching him clean his face. “What happened?”  

“I guess I knocked it when I tripped and hit the banister,” he murmured.  

“Nice try, mister,” Shar snapped back, “I’m not that dumb. You have blood on your 

shirt, which means it was there before you hit the railing. That’s how gravity works. 

What happened?” Billea glanced up at her for a moment. She was smart. 

“Don’t remember,” he said, glancing back to the mirror. 

“Really?”  

“Yeah.” 

With a growl, Shar got up and left. If he was going to be difficult, she wasn’t going 

to stick around for him to take his frustration out on her. She went back to her room, 

pausing to glance at the stairs on her way across. No blood on the ground, not one drop. 

So it already dried before he got home. She knew it. She turned the lights off and got in 

bed. It took her a long time to fall asleep. 

 

Sunday was a classic stay at home day. The weather was simply nasty, a cold wind, 

icy rain, and no signs of it letting up. Shar slept in until about midday before she finally 

decided to get up. Billea was nowhere to be found like usual. Shar spent the whole day 

rugged up in front of the computer, researching monologues for her audition if she ever 

got one. Not to mention talking to friends. That was a given on the net. She was just 

about finished when the front door slammed.  

“Wow, it’s wet out there,” Billea yelled from the front door. A small snigger 



escaped Shar’s lips.  

“Your fault for going out,” she called back. He came striding up the stairs and into 

her room, flipping his hair like a dog.  

“So,” he said brightly as he leaned on the back of her chair, “what are you looking 

at?” He seemed to be in the best mood since he arrived.  

“Stuff,” came the usual reply. He turned to look at the rest of the room. It was 

pretty dark since she only turned the computer light on. Putting his hands on his hips, 

he sighed like a parent. 

“Well, I don’t know how you can work in these conditions. You can barely see the 

computer screen. It can’t be good for your eyes.”  

“Then turn the light on,” Shar replied, not taking her eyes off the screen. Nodding, 

Billea walked over to the switch and flicked it on. It buzzed for about ten seconds before 

fading to black, taking everything with it including the computer, the streetlights, and 

the other house lights in the distance.  

“Hmmm, power’s out. Probably because of the storm.”  

Glancing back over her chair, Shar made a face at Billea.  

“You’re right,” she said simply, “it’s much easier to work like this. I wonder why I 

didn’t think of it before.” Did this man live to make her life difficult?  

“Oh, shush,” Billea muttered rummaging through some drawers. “Where does your 

father keep his candles?”  

“Not in my underwear drawer!” she stood up and marched over, slamming the 

drawer and almost catching his fingers. “I don’t think he has any.”   

Billea stood up in surprise, “He doesn’t have any? No, I really doubt that. Are you 

sure?”  

“Yes. I’m sure,” Shar continued, trying to make her way across the dark room. “We 

usually just use the fireplace.” She pushed past Billea and started to carefully make her 

way down the stairs and into the living room. She glanced around, her eyes vainly 

trying to focus in the dark. She could hear Billea following her down the stairs. 

“I’ll go get some firewood from the pile. We should have some kindling next to the 

fire place. You go try and find some paper and some matches.” She wandered out the 



back, smacking into a lot of things before finally finding the door. Walking around the 

back of the house, she paused. The wood pile was close. But how close? Turning, she 

took another step. Slipping, her foot came down on a stray wood chip. Her leg shot out 

from under her, bringing her down on the pile of timber. Sighing, she slowly climbed to 

her feet. Thank God Billea was inside. That was just plain embarrassing. Quickly patting 

herself down, she made sure there was no permanent damage before turning back to 

the woodpile. She bent down and grabbed an armful. By the time she returned, she 

found a cheery fire burning away and Billea leaning back against the chair looking very 

pleased with himself. He glanced up smugly when she entered the room, smiling to 

himself at her look of shock.  

“My God,” she slowly dropped to her knees next to him, “how did you make such 

a fire so quickly?”  

“It was easy,” he smiled, “just a flick of the wrist.”  

She piled the wood next to the kindling, “That should last us a few hours but we’ll 

need to get some more later.” They sat in silence for a while watching the flames dance 

upon the glass.   

“So,” Billea said awkwardly breaking the silence, “what are we having for dinner?”   

Ten minutes later, they both returned to the fire with what they could find in the 

kitchen.  

“Wow,” Billea said taking in the sight of the food, “talk about a mix and match 

dinner.”  

“It’s the best we could find. Let’s start with the popcorn.” Shar pushed the metal 

container closer to the fire. Close enough to cook but not burn. “So what do you want to 

do now?” she asked him, “Truth or Dare?”  

He glared at her, “Trust you to make a suggestion like that. Do you have any board 

games or cards?”  

“Sure do,” Shar hurried to her feet. Walking to the cabinets at the end of the room, 

she pulled open the top drawer to reveal a pack of playing cards. She shuffled them 

quickly before dealing them out. He viewed the cards dealt to him with a furrowed 

brow. It had been so long since he played this game. He hoped he remembered the 

rules.  



“Tell me about yourself,” Billea commanded, shifting the cards in his hand around. 

He glanced up expectantly.  

Shar sighed, took the pair in her hand and got rid of the rest. Might as well. Maybe 

he would tell her something too. 

“Well . . .” she started, not knowing what to say.  

“Start at the beginning,” he prompted, getting his new cards.  

“The beginning?”  

“When you were born.”  

“Ah yes,” she blushed. “Well I was born in Kyralee. I grew up in this house. Went to 

school, got a job. That’s about it.” Sitting back, she glanced down at her cards. She had 

just summed her life up in less than twenty words. And it was boring. She made a 

mental note to improve this in the future. 

“Nice try,” he grinned, “tell me something interesting, like your childhood.”  

“My childhood?”   

“Unless you’ve suppressed it.”  

“No, I haven’t suppressed it. I just don’t know what you want to know.”  

He grabbed the glass jug to pour himself a drink, the popcorn merrily popping 

away near the fire. He sipped it before noticing Shar’s glare and pouring her one. 

“Thank you. Well, let’s see. Um . . . well, I went to school here, both primary and 

high school. I met all my friends at school, apart from the twins. I met them at work. I 

grew up here with my mum and dad—” Shar suddenly felt a bit choked up, something 

that always happened when she thought about her mother. Billea looked 

uncomfortable, shuffling his cards around in his hand.  

“Sorry,” she whispered, her voice failing, “my mother died when I was in year two. 

She was . . . going out with my father. He came home, she didn’t. Dad won’t talk about 

it. I don’t even know what happened . . . how she died.” She felt a single tear escape her 

eye and drip onto the carpet.  

Shar glanced away, sipping her drink to keep more from joining it. What was she 

doing, just blurting that out like that? She never talked to anyone about it, not even 

Toby. Talking to this man was just way too easy, and looking at him? Talk about 



uncomfortable. The poor guy looked like he wanted to jump out the window and take 

to his feet down the street. He was probably terrified of love, typical. Billea cleared his 

throat and glanced down at his cards. He was uncomfortable and rightly so, but not 

because he was afraid of love, far from it. The reason he was nervous was experience. 

He had been there that day, the day Shar’s mother, Maria, had died. He remembered it 

clearly. One cannot just forget experiences like that.  He felt as though he needed to say 

something to comfort her a little. He cleared his throat roughly and awkwardly patted 

her on the back.  

“It’s okay,” his soft voice echoed in the darkness around them, “I know how you 

feel. In my, um . . . profession, I see a lot of people die, many of them friends.”  

Shar glanced up surprised at this sudden sign of human emotion. She thought he 

was faking until she met his eyes and saw the sadness and the regret. She smiled 

weakly.  

“I’m sorry,” Shar said quietly, “I usually don’t talk about it. You’re just very easy to 

talk to.”  

“It’s okay. You’ve got to speak about it and give the wound time to hurt, grieve, and 

then move on. I learned that the hard way. Give it time and you will too.”  

“You should tell Dad that. He blankly refuses to talk about it at all. I wish he would 

just tell me. I think I deserve to know,” she sipped her drink again. “Wait, what do you 

do that is such a dangerous job?” she squinted in confusion, gently placing her empty 

glass on the carpet. “I thought you were still looking for a job.” Billea mentally cursed 

himself for telling her so much.  

“Um, I just meant that I’ve had to bury people that have died. That’s all. Come, let’s 

speak of happier things. Your father will be back in the morning and I’m sure he doesn’t 

want to come home to two, emotionally raw house guests.” He re-filled Sharrlette’s cup.  

“Hey,” Shar protested, “I live here normally.”  

He reached over to the fireplace with a grin.  

“Popcorn?” 

 


