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Firstly, I’m not allowed to tell a human about my heartbreak.  

Second, I’m not human anymore.  

I’m Zara Freej and my nineteenth birthday has just past. 

Oliver once said I was unlike anyone he had ever met before, and 

that I was his first and only love. Well, happily ever afters don’t 

exist and clearly neither did Oliver’s love for me.  

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

-1- 
 
‘We really need to get some furniture,’ Zara said softly whilst on 

her tiptoes, looking up at Oliver.  

The bedroom was large with only a king sized bed, a large 

gold rimmed mirror, and two black clothes rails along the wall. 

They were stood facing each other in the middle of the room, 

inches from each other. Zara wrapped her arms around Oliver. He 

tensed and his jaw was tight. Despite this, Zara leant in further; she 

didn’t want what was happening to happen. When his lips did not 

respond to hers, Zara sprung from Oliver. A deep sigh escaped her 

lips. Oliver remained unmoving, statue-like in posture. The room 

that once looked fresh and promising to Zara, now looked cold 

and tainted. 

 ‘Why don’t you like me anymore?’ Zara finally said it. 

Finally said what had been on her mind for so long. Her voice 

shook, and she stood with her back to him. She couldn’t look him 

in his eyes and ask him the dreaded, long-awaited, question. She 

wasn’t superhuman. She was just a witch. The silence that followed 

was painful. Zara almost regretted asking him; confronting Oliver 

was like a vaccine, painful but necessary. He was a rock sometimes. 



 

It was fine when they were just seeing each other at college but 

they lived together now, their relationship should have been 

different.  

 ‘It’s not that,’ Oliver uttered. Neither Zara nor Oliver 

changed their position. Zara could see Oliver in the reflection of 

the mirror, and he was stood still with his head down. 

 ‘Well, what is it? You’ve clearly changed your mind about 

us.’ Zara’s heart was pounding; this conversation was too serious. 

He could break up with me, Zara’s eyes widened at the thought. What 

frightened her the most was the possibility that she might not 

mind.   

 Oliver disrupted the pregnant silence. Zara could hear his 

heavy breathing, and knew he was fumbling in his jean pocket for 

a cigarette. 

 Then there was the flicker of the lighter, and Zara felt a 

flutter of irritation amongst her overpowering dread.    

 ‘What is it you want?’ The simple sentence hit Zara hard. 

Oliver heard a thud.  

He whipped his head around to see Zara clenching her fist, 

and there was an ever, ever, so slight dint in the rented room’s 

white wall.  



 

They looked at each other in the eye for the first time that 

evening. Hazel and bright green fighting each other.  

 ‘Why can’t you just say it?’ Zara pleaded but he just looked 

away. ‘Fine, I will. I’m not happy and I think we should end it.’ For 

the rest of the evening he looked everywhere but into Zara’s eyes. 

 ‘If that’s what you want.’ A thousand different emotions 

rushed through Zara Freej’s mind when she realised the finality of 

this statement, and how this time it was real. Surprisingly, Zara did 

not cry, as she normally would have. Instead, she walked past the 

unmoving figure, grabbed her coat from the clothes rail and left 

without saying a word.  

 Once she was a block away floods of tears erupted and 

Zara had to stop. French locals stared at her, horrified and 

perplexed, morbidly interested in the woman blubbering in the 

Parisian streets like a child who had lost her balloon.  

 The difference was that Zara had lost her first love forever.  

 

 
 



 

-2- 
Zara 

 
 
My body felt tight and uncomfortable. I crossed my legs and 

hugged my arms around torso. I wanted to be as small as possible. 

I was resisting the immense urge to make myself invisible. My 

power of invisibility was the only thing getting me through it all. 

The last nine days had been hell. 

 The sound of the telephone rung and the formal 

policeman’s reply kicked me out of my reverie, more so when I 

heard Emma’s name mentioned.  

 The police station’s waiting room was dingy and cold, 

despite it being spring. I was waiting for Claudia; she needed moral 

support.  

 The policeman by his desk put the phone receiver back. I 

could hear him slightly and I leant to the right to hear what he was 

saying more clearly.  

 ‘I just had a call from someone claiming to have more 

information on the Emma Roger disappearance.’  



 

 ‘Did they sound legit?’ A policewoman replied in an 

uninterested tone; I could tell already from speaking to her 

previously that she thought the case was hopeless. An eighteen-

year-old girl missing from her home for twenty days in London 

didn’t bode well.  

How I could think in such a cold way scared me.  

 I rolled my shoulders back and leaned back into the chair. 

Claudia was giving the police information very few people knew, 

information that we hoped would change things for the better. 

Emma was pregnant. It would give the possibility that she ran 

away more weight, although I doubted that was what she did. I had 

known Emma for too long and knew her parents would support 

her decision. Her running away would be unnecessary; unless there 

was something she didn’t tell us. Part of me wanted her to have 

run away. It beat the alternative.  

 I came to London broken, and I wanted Claudia’s comfort, 

only to find Claudia was broken too. She didn’t want to ‘bother’ 

me with Emma’s disappearance. I think it took me a full day to 

actually process that Emma, my Emma, was missing. And it killed 

me to think I was pondering Oliver’s mind games, and lack of love 

for me, whilst my best friend was missing. I felt I could have done 

something had I have known earlier. It was too late now. Then, I 



 

remembered the stupid letter I wrote her. I couldn’t help but 

wonder whether she had read it.  

 Claudia told me Emma’s mum was away for a few days on 

a business trip when Emma disappeared. There were no signs of 

forced entry. The problem was that no one knew what she had 

been doing that day; she hadn’t spoken to anyone.  

 I felt so self-absorbed that despite all this my mind kept 

wandering back to Oliver. I had never sobbed so hard as I did on 

the coach back home. It was an eight-hour journey and I didn’t 

stop once. Thankfully, the coach was half-full so I didn’t draw too 

much attention to myself. Oliver offered to pay for a flight home 

and whilst that would have been a hell of a lot easier, I refused. I 

wanted to kill him, or make him love me again. Neither was 

practical, or doable. I kept hoping he would want me again, or ask 

for me back, or anything that would show he cared. But no. He 

was the calmest I had seen him in weeks. He merely muttered: ‘It’s 

for the best.’ Then, we awkwardly hugged goodbye. I struggled 

down the stairs with my luggage, hoping he wouldn’t notice. The 

Oliver Westenra I remembered would have watched and chuckled 

to himself. This Oliver Westenra shut the door when I was halfway 

down the stairs, leaving me alone in the darkness.  



 

 I knew my own problems were miniscule in the bigger 

picture, but it was unfair. I never trusted Oliver, or any man, and 

he made me trust him, only for him not to want me once I fell in 

love with him. I wasn’t sure if I just wanted to see him, but I 

wanted to ask for his help. Maybe his mum could find out where 

Emma was. She had the power to do so. I think Claudia thought it 

too, but we were biding our time. 

 Claudia came out then, shoulders hunched, her face paler 

than normal, if that was even possible.  

 ‘I told them,’ she breathed. ‘They said it was helpful 

information. I’m just scared they’ll stop looking.’ 

 ‘Why would they stop?’ I asked, putting my hand on 

Claudia’s shoulder and then holding her hand. Claudia’s eyes were 

full; she never cried, and was resisting the intense urge.  

 ‘Well first they assumed she was dead and didn’t bother 

much. Now they think she ran away so care even less.’ Claudia 

rubbed her head with her free hand. ‘Can we get away from here, I 

need to talk to you.’ I bit my lip, and felt dread already. Hadn’t the 

worst already happened? What else could there be?  

 

In a grimy café, Claudia wrapped her hands around the steaming 

cup of coffee. She avoided my eyes, and I was avoiding hers too. 



 

We both struggled to eat, but forced ourselves to order English 

Breakfasts, which were on their way. 

 ‘You know we need to see Oliver’s family. They can help.’ 

Claudia finally said. 

 ‘Yes.’ 

 ‘You don’t have to come. I can go alone. I just wanted to 

tell you. I know it’ll be hard…’ 

 ‘It’s been nine days. We weren’t even together that long-’ 

 ‘I know you loved him though, and he broke your heart. 

I’m scared you’re going to break, what with Oliver, and then 

Emma. I don’t want to tip you over the edge but this will really 

help us find her. I’ve tried to find her through mirrors but I see 

nothing. Like it’s all black. I’ve seen dead people before through 

the mirror; I see them in their grave. She’s not dead, I don’t think. 

I just don’t know where she is.’ 

 I knew Claudia tried to see Emma using her power, but I 

didn’t know it potentially meant Emma wasn’t dead. It filled me 

with hope.  

 Feeling a slight weight lifted from my shoulders, and the 

pit of my stomach, I noticed how different Claudia looked. 

Without her dark lipstick, and tight fitting dark dresses, she looked 

more human, less intimidating and a shadow of her hard self. She 



 

wore a loose fitting long cream jumper, with black skinny jeans 

and black boots. Her hair was off her face in a high messy bun. 

I’m sure if Emma were around she would have commended her 

new look, but argued more make-up was needed. It almost made 

me smile, almost. I just wanted her home and safe. It was partly 

my fault, our fault. We had all been so engrossed in Vulcan, and the 

magical world, that we forgot our friend needed help, was in 

trouble and needed us.  

 ‘I don’t want you to go alone,’ my hands were 

unconsciously balled into fists under the table. I couldn’t see him. 

Not when he didn’t want me. I felt pathetically desperate. I wanted 

to see him, so badly, but the feeling was not at all mutual. Whereas 

I had to delete his number from my phone to stop myself from 

contacting him, he not once attempted to. I had expected him to 

run after me, for him to have begged me to take him back, but 

instead he forced me to break up with him because he didn’t have 

the guts to do it himself. I was only appealing when I was an 

unattainable love. He lived in a novel, not in real life. ‘I’ll come 

with you but lets just meet his mum. You shouldn’t have to go 

alone.’ 

 ‘Do you have her number?’ 

 ‘No.’ 



 

 ‘Do you have his number?’ 

 ‘No.’ Claudia narrowed her eyes, and then slowly 

understood. Unlike myself, Claudia had dated many guys, broken 

up with many and had been broken up with. She knew the feeling. 

I never understood till now how much losing someone you cared 

about romantically could feel. Especially when you still loved them 

when you broke up with them. I wouldn’t wish it on my worst 

enemy. Even Vulcan and Matilda.  

 ‘I mean, we know their address…’ We were interrupted by 

the waitress who placed two greasy breakfasts in front of us. The 

baked beans made my stomach turn, something I never thought 

possible.  

 Seeing my face, Claudia sighed. ‘It’s not just me that has to 

eat, you do too. You’ve gotten so slim this past nine days, it’s not 

good for you.’ 

 ‘I can’t eat. I can barely even think. He’s always in my mind 

and in my dreams. In my dreams we get back together, and it’s 

always terrible. Our relationship is always terrible. I miss him so 

much though. The thought of him with someone else makes me so 

sad, and angry, but it’s inevitable isn’t it? I can’t imagine being with 

anyone else. Why did I even trust him? I wish so frigging much 

that I didn’t. He said we’d get married. How can that all change?’ I 



 

could feel tears running down my face. I couldn’t stop. Couldn’t 

stop talking, telling Claudia everything because the same thoughts 

spun in my mind, interrupted any intelligent thought, and made me 

miserable. I blamed him, but more so I blamed myself for allowing 

a man to rule my world. Without him I felt like nothing.   

 ‘I don’t know, Zara, I don’t know. With time though things 

will feel better.’ There was a pause, and when Claudia next spoke 

there was fire in her voice. ‘Why did his mum say you would get 

married? Why put such pressure on you both? It was cruel.’ 

 ‘Something in him changed. Maybe in me too. Vulcan and 

Matilda made everything complex, maybe he resented me for it.’  

 ‘Maybe he does want you still, and is protecting you from 

them.’ Claudia voiced something I fantasied about. That only 

happened in novels though, and in the past he tried to protect me 

but this time everything felt different. The change in him wasn’t 

forced; it was natural, maybe even unconscious to him.  

 ‘You should have seen him, Claudia. You wouldn’t be 

saying it if you saw him.’ Claudia cut up a sausage, and the oil 

spread out as she carved her knife into it. She popped it into her 

mouth, reluctantly. I picked up a slice of toast and took a bite. We 

looked like we were performing a play, pretending to eat for a 



 

scene. Neither of us enjoyed our food but were acting out a role to 

get back to normality. 

 ‘Well, we will find out when we see them today.’ Today. I 

gulped, took a sip of my coffee and prayed we would find Emma 

and then at least I could pretend we were all normal. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


