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A stunning collection of over 80 of Kit Sora’s most ambitious photographs, paired with short fiction inspired by the art by Canada’s best authorial talents. Includes stories by USA Today Bestselling Author Kate Sparkes, USA Today Bestselling Author Victoria Barbour, and Bestselling Author Amanda Labonté.
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To my parents and family, for helping to keep the spark of strange and unusual alive in me with endless love and support.

To my Droodles, who somehow makes everything seem possible, and without whom I wouldn’t be writing this.

<3
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The Summer of Two Sons
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The dewy earth beneath Elaya’s feet was cool despite the stifling heat from the unforgiving sun. The elders had prophesized the summer of two suns for a generation. All manner of life had altered: some benevolently and some far more sinisterly. 

“You will move, child, or I will move you,” Elder Brannan said for the twentieth time.

She’d been in this standoff between him and his prey for an hour. How much longer could she protect the buck? Five minutes? Ten? 

“This creature does not belong to you,” she said. “He’s special and I will see no harm come to him.”

“You make it suffer longer, child. I will finish the deed and bring it to my table.” 

The elder’s sneer revealed his jagged teeth—this was his true savage form. The thought of him ravaging the innards of the poor creature made her double over and wretch. A moment later, he shoved her aside and leapt toward the bushes. Elaya closed her eyes, visualizing the buck’s wound healing, then jumping to its feet and escaping.

Elaya opened her eyes to see the deer cresting the crag about a mile away. The elder spat on the ground in front of her and jabbed a fat finger into her shoulder. 

“This is not over,” he said. “I will have you before Council by sundown.”

With that, he strode off. Elaya turned back toward the crag. The buck bowed its head once, then hopped away. Council be damned—today was a victory.
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The Doorway Home
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“I wish the nightjar hadn’t spoken.” 

“Oh come on, sweetheart.  It’s just a bird.” Jesse joined Shannon on the couch.

“They bring... change.” 

Jesse took a deep breath. Patience. 

Beautiful. Mysterious. Dramatic. Shannon said and did strange things sometimes.  Like the gown she wore on this very ordinary night of Netflix and wine. And this old creaky one hundred and fourteen-year-old house. Now a bird had her freaked out? 

The nightjar trilled its ghostly song again.

“Hold me.” Her voice shook and she gulped a great sob, dropped her head into her hands and wept.

Jesse embraced her. “Shhh, I’m here, it’s nothing.” He pulled an auburn curl straight, then watched it spring back in the candlelight. He closed his eyes and breathed, inhaling her sweet, wild-rose scent. 

A cool breeze touched his skin as he slipped further into the hypnotic bliss of holding Shannon. He kissed her. Soon her anguish left his mind as he pulled her closer still.

He fell – slammed—onto the floor.

No, not the floor. Dirt. The ground. 

The night air spread gooseflesh down his bare arms. He looked up. Shannon stood, ephemeral, hands spread in a plea. 

Bewildered he asked, “What has happened?”

“They’ve called in their favour,” Shannon whispered, her silver gown rustling with the birches and birdsongs. 

“It’s just a dream.” Jesse reached for her.

“No, life was.” 

Shannon turned and left, through all that remained of the old house.

She did not look back.
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Tarnished
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She rounded a corner, nearly running into an unexpected dead-end. Blinking in surprise, she came to a sudden stop. She couldn’t say how long she’d been trapped in this white labyrinth for time had no meaning here. Her stomach never begged for food, her body never changed, her teal dress never ruffled, and her energy never wavered. So she continuously wandered, memorizing the layout and measuring time by completed circuits. However long it had been, nothing had ever changed. And yet, here was something new.

With nothing but her continuous exploration to keep the overwhelming whiteness from enveloping her, she kept moving, altering her circuit in order to pass the dead-end. The changes were small and slow in coming, but eventually it seemed a completely different labyrinth than the one before. At first, she might have done several rounds before she came across a missing door or hallway, but now there were perhaps a dozen or more changes by the time she returned to the room where her entrapment began.

Before she had rushed through the room, the window to the room where she first discovered the beautiful silvered mirror only a flash in her periphery. This time she paused before the glass she had banged on for likely hours after she had pressed too hard on the mirror. She had tumbled into this room most ungracefully, and yet amazingly not damaging herself or the mirror. With a deep breath, she looked forward and gasped. The oval of glass was no longer clear: only a small section still showed the room she remembered. Instead, silver tarnish closed in, destroying the mirror... destroying her world.
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Fly Free
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Leea ran through the woods, stumbling over tree roots and rocks. She had to reach the edge of the cliff. They had run out of time.

She heard screams in the distance. It sounded like a woman. She hoped it wasn’t the Princess Callista, but there’s wasn’t any more time. She couldn’t wait, she couldn’t risk them catching her too.

There wasn’t enough of them yet.

The Fae War had been raging for centuries.

And the fae weren’t winning.

Finally, after all this time, their enemies had reached the Kingdom. The royal family and their associates were at risk. There was nothing left to do but scatter and hide, and figure out what to do later.

The army was gaining ground on Leea. She could hear their heavy footsteps shaking the ground behind her.

She couldn’t help but think of how all of this could have been different.

It had been so easy for fae to survive before the war. They were able to cast protective spells over the woods, and take flight to avoid most evil creatures.

But no longer.

Now, they were almost non-magical, with wings that didn’t expand, and spells they couldn’t cast.

Leea broke through the thick bush as the army was only ten feet behind her. She launched herself over the side of the cliff, opened her wings for the first time in her life, and flew to freedom.
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