
A Day with Myst


It was morning, the sun shining through the window of her bedroom. The square beam spreads across the bed, the untidiness of the covers revealing a girl of about 16 who is fast asleep. She stirs slightly, waking up from the sudden and unexpected heat of the sunbeam. Sitting up, her clothes are more visible. A small faded blue tank top and some flannel pajama pants show that she is a practical person, even though it is a warm fall morning. Throwing the covers off her legs, she hops out of the bed. Walking over to the end of the bed, she grabs the towel that is almost touching the floor. Quickly proceeding to the bathroom, she tosses the towel on the counter top and proceeds to take off her clothes for taking a shower.


An hour later, she comes out, wrapped up in a towel that just barely covers her lithe body. She walks into her room, and tosses the towel on the bed, letting it wrinkle as it falls off the bed a bit. She goes over to the bedside beau, opens it, and puts on her panties and bra. She then goes over to the other dresser across from the bed, and grabs a pair of jeans. ‘Now where did I put that shirt I was going to wear for classes today?’ she ponders, walking around her room and searching for the blue, faded, denim tank top she got yesterday. She walks out of her room, and into the bathroom, where she finally finds it on the bathroom floor, puts it on the counter, and then pulls on the jeans that she grabbed earlier.

She then pulls the tank top over her head, pulling her hair out of the shirt in the back. ‘Ok, now where is that one other shirt that I like to wear with my tank tops?’ She walks back into her room and searches her closet, not finding her light green-netted shirt. She looks in the dresser next to her bed, and finds it. She pulls it out and slips it on over the tank top, the green-colored netting framing the spots where the tank top is, and the solid sleeves added on give her a very odd and slightly gothic look. She looks at herself in a mirror, ‘Well, besides looking kinda like a Goth, I guess I’m ready for school now.’ She looks over herself in the mirror for a moment, using her hands to quickly comb out her light-blue dyed hair. She then hurries downstairs, hoping that she can eat breakfast without her parents seeing her. But, like every other day, as she was just going by the front door, hurrying to get to school with her breakfast ‘sandwich’, mostly consisting of fried eggs on toast, her father comes down the stairs behind her quietly.

“Leaving for school early today, are we?” she hears behind her, the deep voice of her father sounding oddly bright on a morning that has already faded to a dull gray. She sighs, not turning around to face him.

“Yes, father. I have some extra studying that I want to get in for a test today.” she cringes at the sound of her voice, having found that it sounds like she’s irritated at him for stopping her. He smiles as she turns around, and gives him a weak smile, apparently hoping that he’s not angry with her.

“Well, I’m glad that you’re going early for something. It’s rare that you do that anymore.” Before he can begin a short rant about how kids these days are not hard workers, she interrupts him.

“That’s great, dad. I have to go now, though, otherwise I won’t make it to school early enough.” Myst smiles again, this time a little more cheekily, picks up her backpack from where it sits on the floor, and steps outside into the slightly cold, fall air. Walking along the sidewalk, she begins to munch on her breakfast sandwich, pausing only once she has arrived at Glenbard West to finish it before entering.

‘Well, I guess that was an okay morning. I just hope that Atashi hasn’t started the game yet…’ She thinks to herself as she wanders the hallways, going down a stairwell to her locker near the ramp where the buses drop off the students. She then heads up two floors, to the top of the stairwell next to her locker, and heads down the hallway of English classes to the ‘Carpeted Area’ as it has been so aptly named. She arrives to find him sitting on the bench, apparently waiting for everyone else. ‘Hmmm…His silver trench coat is not as shiny as it normally is, but then again…’ She looks out the window, up at the sky, ‘It’s not exactly a bright and sunny day.’

“So, it looks like I’m not late at all today.” Myst says, sighing slightly as she sits down on the carpet. Atashi raises an eyebrow at her, and leans forward, his ruby-red fox medallion hanging slightly loose from his neck as he does so. His right hand reaches up, and strokes back his white-tipped white-blonde hair, revealing a watch on his arm that glistens faintly with the light from outside, while his other hand is busy supporting his head.

“Well, everyone else cancelled at the last moment. I’m sorry, Myst, but the Dungeons & Dragons game has to be stopped for the moment.” Surprised, she just gawps at him, not saying a thing. Atashi smiles, apparently quite glad that she’s not as furious as he imagined she would be.

“So…I guess that means that it’s just us two here for the moment?” Myst says quietly, knowing that he can hear her.

“Yeah, I guess so.” He gives her another smile, and leans back into his seat, letting his head rest against the window behind him. Myst begins to unpack her backpack, pulling out her schoolbooks as she searches for something. She finally finds what she wants, and puts the smaller book aside as she puts the contents of her bag back together like she’s trying to rearrange the pieces of a jigsaw puzzle.

“Atashi, could you help me with some studying?” She asks of him, looking up as she puts the last book away. Atashi moves forward, so that he can sit up straight, then he looks to her.

“Ok, just don’t tell anyone else that I helped you, all right?” Myst smiles, giving him her best, ‘little innocent girl’ look.

“You can count on me, Atashi.” He smiles, and his eyes incidentally travel down to her breasts, which he instantly stops doing, before she can notice. Myst gets up from her seat on the ground, and sits next to him, holding the book in her hands.

He reads the title to himself under his breath, “A Novice’s Guide to Magery: From Nothing to Everything.” She looks at him as he looks up, giving him a reproachful glare. He smiles, and then continues on, “So, you’re just beginning to take some magic classes here? That’s great, Myst.” He gives her a small pat on the back, but she pulls away from it quickly.

“Well, I don’t think it is. Magery is just a tool for those who want to have power over those who can’t do anything at all.”

“Exactly, Myst. Why else do you think that I don’t use it either? I find it abusive to use it at all. My parents think I’m a total nutcase for saying so, but then again…” he pauses, studying her curious nature, “I guess it’s sillier coming from people who use it every second of their lives.” He smirks, seeing Myst’s shocked expression.

“But, why do your parents use it all the time? I thought that it drains the life out of someone who does that.” Atashi shakes his head, responding.

“No, Myst. It doesn’t drain the life out of those who use it; it just makes them tired, and sometimes a little irritable. I’m sure that you heard that from your parents. It’s not surprising that they don’t want you to learn it, Magery is a dangerous subject, especially for those who are just beginning.” Myst just gawps at him again, quite surprised.

“Are you sure about that, Atashi?” Myst asks him, quite concerned about this. He just smiles.

“I’m sure it will be, Myst. Anyone who’s new to magic will be looked down upon by others, even if they’re better than anyone else.” Myst sighs, not very happy with this response.

“Goodbye quick and easy friends, hello moral outrage and anger.” Atashi raises an eyebrow as she says this, and adds.

“As for the ones you already have, I’m sure that they will support you all the way. You’re too cute and fun loving to be someone to have mortal enemies, Myst. Plus, if it’s any consolation, I’ll help you every step of the way.” Myst smiles, glad that Atashi reassured her on her first day of Magery Lessons.

“Well, I have to get going, Atashi. I had better enjoy my life for the moment until I get to my Magery class.” Atashi just smiles, and hands her the book, secretly casting a shielding spell on her so that it will activate when her class starts, and dissipate when it ends.

“Right, see you later, Myst.” He watches as a small little aura of light emits from her as she heads off to the classes before her Magery class.

Eventually, at about 12:45 p.m.

“This is sooooooo booorrriiiinnnnngggg!!!!!!” Myst moans, letting her voice be heard above everyone else’s as she sits in her seat at her Magery Class, resting her head on her outstretched arms on the desk. Atashi walks in, making the whole class come to attention as he goes over to the teacher’s desk.

“Hello, Class. By now, I’m sure; you’ve all had time to read a little bit of the book we will be using. Is that right?” He asks, getting only a gallery of confused and surprised looks from the class in front of him. “Oh, and yeah, I am the teacher. You can all call me Mr. Toshitaka. Or, if that’s a mouthful for you, you can call me Atashi.” Myst just stares at him; quite disbelievingly that it’s him. He looks about the classroom and then drops his book on the desk with a THUD. “Well class, let’s get started. I’ll ask you a question and I expect at least one person to be able to answer the question, okay?” He grins, waiting for the inevitable question he’s heard so many times. A lone hand goes up and he smiles, quite amused, “Yes, Darlenu, what is it?” He looks to the handsome spikey-haired blonde to Myst’s left.

“I was wondering what will happen if we answer a question wrong?” He asks, not too sure of this.

Atashi smiles, laughing a bit, “Darlenu, if you answer a question wrong, you get hit with one of my favorite spells in the book…” he grins slyly at this, “Though I’m sure you’ll all find out once someone doesn’t answer correctly.” His malicious grin makes most of the class look at him wide-eyed, slightly surprised that that is even allowed in the classroom. Myst curiously eyes him, not one to be surprised by the littlest of tricks. He then claps his hands together and rubs them quickly. “Okay, I’ll give one of you the first question.” He grins, then quickly looks down at the list and calls out, “Alesa!” he looks up and queries, “Is Alesa here today?”

Myst speaks up, “She was called in sick early this morning, Professor.” Atashi smiles gently at Myst after this, somewhat glad to see that there are more than a few people awake in the classroom.

“Okay, listen up! From here on out, everyone is to answer each question that I pose. You all know the consequences, so don’t screw up in your answer.” He opens up the book on the desk and takes a seat, then peruses it a bit. After a while, one of the students raises a hand into the air slowly.

He looks up, then looks back down, “Yes, what is it Arnas?” he sighs, quite bored.

“I was wondering, Professor, when you’d be asking the question you said you’d be…” He states, making Atashi smirk at him after noticing that the class is worried about missing their next class. He slowly gets up, then goes in front of the first row of desks, pacing back and forth as he answers.

“Good idea. Maybe it is better to start now, seeing as how you all have my class until 2:35. Here’s the question, ‘What is the second name for Wolfsbane?’” He asks, waiting for someone to raise a hand even the slightest bit to call on. He notices that Darlenu’s hand is the first to stir close enough to be called on. “Yes, Darlenu?” He pointedly asks him, making some of the class look at him interestedly.

Darlenu shakes a bit, looking slightly scared, but also keeps his courage, “Monkshood?” he answers questioningly. Atashi nods his head, Myst busy watching this with quite a bit of interest.

“Well then, do you know the fatal effect it has on Were-Creatures?” He asks, eyes narrowing at Darlenu. Darlenu shifts uncomfortably as he tries to remember the answer.

“I don’t know, sir.” He mumbles very quietly, looking sheepishly to his left as he says, this.

“Hm? I didn’t hear your answer…” Atashi amusedly tells him, grinning at him. Darlenu blanches very slightly and then responds again.

“I don’t know, sir.” He looks quite scared, not ready for what’s about to happen. Atashi smiles at this, still slightly amused by him.

“It’s okay, Darlenu. As long as you don’t answer the question incorrectly.” He turns to face one of the other students and looks back to his seating chart. “Cahele, can you answer that question?” He looks up to see a cute and well-endowed girl with a beautiful figure to match. He pauses a bit, taking close note of her starch-white blonde hair. Grinning feebly, he waits for her to answer, though she seems to be staring off into her own daydreams. After a while, Atashi clears his throat loudly, stirring her to his attention.

“What?” she asks, apparently annoyed, though Atashi is also equally annoyed. He looks as if he could growl at her and repeats his question for her.

“Can you answer the question that Darlenu couldn’t answer, Cahele?” He hisses lightly, sounding quite annoyed. She looks at him curiously and then adds on to her confused look by tilting her head to the left slightly.

“Oh, that’s fairly easy. It drains their powers and renders them as possibly dead.” She replies, sounding quite bored and giving off the impression of being tired. Atashi glares at her a bit, then walks over to his desk and stands behind it, slamming his palms onto the top.

“I’m sorry, but that is not the answer, Cahele.” He points to his book and suddenly a small vortex of smoke wraps around her, then disappears quickly, switching her race to be Kitsune. She looks down at herself, horrified at what he did to her. “I hope you enjoy your new look, Cahele. You’ll have that for the remainder of the day.” She glares at him, quite annoyed at him for doing that to her. “Well, on to the rest of the questions.” He scans the frightened class carefully, then smiles when he settles his eyes on another student, a fairly average-looking guy sitting behind Myst. “Charlie, can you tell us what Monkshood does to a Were-Creature?” He queries commandingly, making Charlie stir nervously a bit.

“Y-y-y-yes….yes, sir…” He stammers, almost vibrating the whole desk he’s sitting in.

