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New Day, New Term


Iwake in her arms this morning. It only takes an instant now for me to recognize the difference between my sister’s hold and that of my beloved. “Morning, Nettinya,” I whisper, bringing my hand up to caress her arm. 
“I could set a watch to when you wake,” she replies, squeezing me. “Four hours on the dot. How do you do it?”
I shrug. “I just wake up exactly four hours after I start my trance. Like a timed meditation,” I smile.
“Timed meditation? What do you dream of in such a short period?” she queries.
“I no longer dream Nettinya,” I reply in a serious tone. “Ever since becoming an Elf, sleep is just four hours of silence. I can fill the void with thoughts, recalling my day, or slip into Mother’s Dream Realm to learn something. I don’t dream, not like when I was Human.”
“Sounds almost lonely,” she remarks sadly.
“Do you sleep?” I query. I’m pretty sure she doesn’t.
She shakes her head, “I’ve not slept since the start of my puberty, when I was taught the dark meditation ritual to keep my youth. Two hours of trance, and I can often go two days with no rest. I slipped into bed with you about an hour ago after I was done with my research. You just looked so adorable. I couldn’t resist holding you,” she chimes affectionately. She’s thoughtful for a moment. “Are you completely unaware of your environment when you trance? I moved you and pulled you against me. Like some rag doll, you didn’t resist or react at all.”
“I sense people around me. If I extend my mind, I can pick up surface thoughts,” I reply. “I could respond to something if I were ever in danger,” I feel her relax. “I’m not as vulnerable as you think,” I tease. “I knew it was you and offered you no resistance. In my trance, my whole body is relaxed. I have no control over it. I’d have to become conscious to do something.”
“Elves are so complex,” she grumbles.
“Says the Drow holding me,” I tease, causing us both to giggle.
“I was never truly Drow, Nettinya,” Luna replies. “I was born with demonic blood running through my veins, it… changes how my body works compared to yours.”
“Now who’s complex?” I tease, causing us to giggle again. A thought surfaces… “Do you draw energy from me somehow, Nettinya?”
“What do you mean?” her voice is laced with confusion.
“Emmë once told me she’s glad for my appetite, as you don’t eat as much as you used to. She thought it’s because you’re no longer growing. It’s led me to wonder if you feed on me somehow.” I can feel her body stiffen. “Not feed as in physical, but how my energy fuels you somehow,” I explain. “You don’t meditate as much, eat as much, or are as dependent on the Blood Fruit. Since I moved in, you seem to draw energy from something else. I think it’s me.”
“I’m still not getting it,” she frowns.
“Your body is warmer this morning than when we first met,” I explain. “Close your eyes,” I instruct. “Now reach out to me. Now that I’m awake, this should work better.”
“What?” she asks, confused.
“Focus, Love,” I use the term of endearment to push our connection. “Close your eyes, and reach out to me, feel us connect,” I whisper. “Match your heartbeat to mine, take a deep breath, let our bodies and minds connect.”
She takes a deep breath, and I feel her trying. I reach out and I meet her halfway. She gasps. “Relax,” I comfort telepathically. “That’s it. Just let the connection form.”
Our vision slips into a void of swirling mists. All I see is her aura: a dark purple, featureless form, swirling with her magical abilities. My body is equally featureless but glows like a firefly — like it did in Shadowfell. I take her hands in mine, and our fingers interlace. I focus on extending my life energy to hers. This pulsing light, matching our heartbeats, extends through our connection, slowly filling her form. I draw some mist in as well, so as not to completely drain my energy. The mists change colour and glow as they touch our bodies.
I don’t know how long we were connected, but when we open our eyes, Luna’s body is warm and comforting. I, on the other hand, am now starving. “Wow!” she sighs and squeezes me. “How?”
“You’re my soul bind, Love,” I smile, feeling the energy between us balance. “We connect on a different level than anyone else. This is why I’ve told you repeatedly that I will always love you. I can’t help it. We are connected. Our very life energy is something we can share.”
“How did you get so smart?” she smiles.
“Between Mother’s knowledge of life magic and my research through my tablet, I figured we were doing this subconsciously. This is the first time I’ve tried to purposely share my life essence with you.”
“I didn’t hurt you, did I?” Luna suddenly sounds worried.
“No, but I’ll need to eat breakfast soon. I’m pretty hungry,” I smile. “That felt so good,” I relax in her hold. “You’re all nice, warm and cozy now,” I chime affectionately.
“At least you get something out of this,” she teases playfully. “That was almost as satisfying as sex, possibly better.”
“Oh?” I try to look up at her.
“We connected on a level I’ve never felt with anyone before,” she replies, trying to sort her thoughts. “I could feel everything! Your thoughts, your emotions, it’s as if every question I had about you has been answered!” she notes, amazed. “Including your past,” she mumbles sadly.
“Sorry, when we connect on that level, I can’t control what I share. You get all or nothing,” I apologize.
“So much pain,” I feel her sob. She brings up a hand and caresses my hair, “I wish I had met you sooner.”
“I know, Dear. Try not to linger on my pain. Push further,” I encourage her. After learning how to parse Mother’s memories, I can at least guide her through the connection we still share, as I’m in her arms.
I feel her mind move forward, past the pain. “Oh, so that’s why you love them so much?” She comes across my memories of Kevin and Ruby. “I could never figure out how you three formed such a strong, loving relationship…” she whispers. “It’s always been there… for years now!” she exclaims.
“We just no longer hide it. As a girl, I’ve given us everything we’ve wanted since puberty. It’s why I love them nearly as much as I love you,” I return affectionately.
“Thank you for sharing, Nettinya,” she smiles and kisses the top of my head. “Will we have moments like this again? I’m not sure I understand half of the memories you just shared with me.” She gasps, “Does that mean I shared mine?”
“It does,” I smile. “You’ve had a strange past,” I reply. “After sharing Mother’s memories, I’m better at sorting this out than you are,” I boast. “Expect me to have a few questions,” I note playfully, leaving her to giggle.
“Okay. This hunger has to be you. I can feel it, but it’s not mine,” Luna grumbles, releasing me. “As much as I don’t want to end this connection, you need to eat.”
I slide out of her arms, turn, and kiss her. “Thank you for this indulgence. What I can’t give you intimately, I will share with you in other ways.”
“You are amazing,” she smiles affectionately. “I never thought this type of connection was possible.”
“Rose, Cassi, Mélodie and Penny have hinted that they have a connection that’s beyond telepathy with their soulmates. I wanted to see if it would work for us,” I grin. “The more we work on this, the better it’ll get.”
“It gets better than what we just shared?” Luna gasps.
“Later,” I sense her curiosity. “I need to eat, remember?”
“Okay,” she returns with a knowing smile. “You just took loving you to a whole new level, you know that?”
“It’s why I did it,” I grin playfully and leave another small kiss before sauntering off to the bathroom. I feel her gaze on my body. I was hoping our shared connection would lessen her physical desire. Will I be able to work on that?

      [image: ]After my shower, I wear the ring-detail top I purchased this weekend — hoping that it’s not too low-cut for school. I’m pretty sure the lace-collar shirt I wore for my ‘concert’ isn’t school appropriate. I’m not used to having a chest to show or hide, so it’s hard to discern between fashion and school dress code. I’m wearing my favourite side-laced black leather pants with it, and my knee-length boots.
“Those pants look like they were painted on. I thought I was bad for wearing skin-tight clothing,” Luna teases me as she holds the phone for the picture.
“Too much?” I ask worriedly, combing my hair back and then moving into Luna’s favourite pose.
“Nettinya, you’d look sexy in a paper bag,” Luna continues. “There’s nothing in your wardrobe that doesn’t promote your figure.”
“And whose fault is that?” I challenge playfully, leaning forward as she crouches a little.
“Put your hands on your knees, Love, hold that pose. Perfect!” she snaps the shot.
“Did you just make me lean over for a cleavage shot?” I gasp, catching on.
“It was a beautiful sight,” Luna smiles appreciatively.
“You’re incorrigible!” I scold her.
“Oh, tut, tut, Hun,” she giggles. “Come Nettinya, you are beyond gorgeous. Don’t be ashamed to show the world your charms. Now, before you lecture me, don’t forget to post your song this morning.”
“Oh, right!” I gasp. I take my belt and pouches off the chair and slide them around my waist. Luna hands me my Data Device, then takes my hand as we head downstairs. “Wait, did you just change my mood there?” I gasp.
“You can be such a blonde,” Luna giggles. “I think Sala’s rubbing off on you.” I gasp, and Luna locks our fingers so I can’t physically retort. So I huff at her in annoyance. “Oh, Nettinya, don’t give me that face. I’m sorry,” my sister pleads.
“I’ll forgive you this time,” I return smugly, and kiss her cheek, sliding my hand out from hers, to sit at the table. My aides are already serving breakfast as we sit down.
“I have to say, I had my reservations when you two said you would be her permanent aides, but I appreciate the help you provide around the house,” Ashanna smiles at them. We all sit down together and eat.
I post my image on both Grid and the Internet. Since my ear reveal last week, I see no point in hiding my Elven features from my Human fan base. My follower list has nearly doubled since I revealed them. There’s an ongoing debate about if they are real, if I’m wearing plastic, cosmetic, prosthetic, or if I may even have had surgery. They quickly shot the last rumour down when close-ups show no scars. There are also no signs of seams, or lines, and the skin tone is so perfectly matched that the “She’s the Real Deal” camp of followers is gaining a stronger voice.
“Will you admit to the world that you’re an actual Elf?” Hrivë queries as she reads the news.
“I’m still not sure if it’s wise,” I frown as I munch on my cereal. “It’s one thing for people to admire that I ‘look’ like an Elf. I’m not sure how accepting the public would be to find out I’m not actually Human,” I finish in a worried tone.
“The magical community accepts you whole-heartedly,” Lairë argues.
“Most of the magical community knows that non-Human races exist in the world. Of course, they accept me. I’m probably the most beautiful mystical creature they’ve met,” I return.
“More beautiful than any Fae I’ve ever met,” our mother replies. “I thought Mélodie was beautiful.”
“Emya, I’m not prettier than Mélodie,” I defend my aunt’s Faeborn beauty.
“You are, My Child. I’m so proud that my daughter is the most beautiful creature on Earth.” I go to argue. “Your parents don’t count. While born of this world, they’re not here now, are they?” I shake my head. “I stand my ground,” she beams.
“Emmë, how can I be more beautiful than you and Luna? You’re both Drow, you have the same racial beauty as surface Elves,” I continue to find arguments.
She takes a deep breath and returns a motherly smile. “I thank the stars that you are not vain, Child. You capture the hearts of everyone you meet. Can you not see the beauty and influence you carry with you?” I reply with a blank look. “Know that you are a wonder that few will ever match. That you don’t flaunt your beauty is refreshing.”
I stop arguing. I don’t want to be seen simply as a creature of beauty. I need to promote Gaia’s plea. For that, I need people to see me as a serious, intelligent leader. Not just a sex symbol. I’m posting Vantaya Laica Restannar when my Sending Stone sings.
“Did we call late enough to speak with the whole family?” Father asks after we trade morning greetings.
“We’re sitting for breakfast,” I reply.
“Can we video call then?” he queries insistently.
I smile and agree. My Data Device is still sitting on the table after having posted my song this morning. I have time to stretch out the display and pull it up when the call comes through.
“Greetings from Arvandor,” Mother smiles as their faces come into focus. My heart aches. I miss her so much. I see the sky and foliage moving in the background.
“You’re on the Alcar,” I smile, recognizing the surrounding deck.
“I thought you’d pick up on that,” Mother smiles. “Someone wants to say hello.”
“By the Heavens, you are living with Drow!” Captain Elerrina gasps as her face comes into view. “Why are your eyes black instead of white?” she frowns, studying Luna. I tilt my head. “Most Drow have eyes like ours, just that, without sunlight, they are white or pinkish, like an albino.”
Ashanna smiles, showing her fangs, “Being a Witch of demonic blood means I look different from the rest of my people.”
The captain’s eyes grow wide. “Here I thought our Arch Druids had amazing stories! Were you born like that?”
“I was,” Luna replies.
“My late husband forced the Demon pact on me as a condition of our betrothal,” Emmë answers. I feel the resentment coming from my sister. She hated her father as much as I hate the Greenwoods — possibly more!
“Oh. That is incredible!” the captain replies. “Are there many others like you?”
“A few, but most of them simply have bloodshot eyes, leading them to be mistaken for afflicted Vampires. It’s only in using our Warlock powers do the eyes turn black like mine.” She looks at the captain curiously, “You seem to know a lot about Dark Magic.”
“Call it a passing curiosity,” the captain smiles. “Before I forget, and the reason I asked to be included in this call. We have a few gifts from our kin for you, my High Druid. I just need your permission to use a storage device to send them back with your parents.”
I smile. “I give you my permission to borrow a storage unit,” I clearly reply in Elvish.
“Recorded,” she smiles. “Thank you, Milady, you’ll love what your mother brings home to you.” She bows, “Now, if you’ll excuse me, we need to change course.” I nod, and she wanders out of focus.
“You’re bringing gifts for me?” I look at Father.
“It was none of my doing, Child, honest. You keep posting music and fashion on the Grid and our people have fallen in love with your voice and your face,” he replies.
“They won’t make another statue of me, will they?” I grow anxious.
“Not until your birthday at least,” Father teases. My anxiety turns to panic. “Daughter, our people love you. Let their adoration not surprise you. You’ve earned your fame among our kin. It’s been none of my doing.”
Luna wraps her arm around me and the connection calms me down. I lean against her for comfort. “The way your fame is growing, Nettinya, please stop freaking out every time you realize you’re a celebrity now?”
“I’m trying,” I reply. “I don’t know why the thought of statues freaks me out so much. I guess they just feel so permanent, and I don’t think I’m that special to deserve one,” I frown.
“What did the Spring Fae call you?” Emmë asks, having seen the videos that Ruby took of my speeches at Palladium.
“The Voice of Gaia,” I frown further. “Like I’m some sort of prophetic saviour.” I look at my parents, all three of them, “Mother, they’re already praising me for being here, and I’ve done nothing yet!”
“Oh, but you will, Hínya,” she smiles at me. “Has Ashanna not told you?”
I feel her more than see her blush with her dark skin. “My visions don’t always come true, Lairelindë. She wasn’t to know what I suspect.”
“Well, visions or prophecies can wait,” Luna squeezes me. “It’s the first day of the new term. We need to leave for class.”
“Very well girls, we’ll talk tomorrow,” Father smiles. “Have a good first day of class.”
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Same, But New


Ileave my Data Device with Emenya Ashanna and my aides. Father has some additional details he wants to discuss. I’m guessing it involves Sala’s party, seeing as I’m not being included in them. I don’t use my Data Device for school, so I won’t miss it much today. 
Ilcaëlwen spots my beloved before I do, and trills happily. Luna steals a quick kiss, thanking me again for this morning, as my betrothed flutters over to us. My sister has just enough time to move out of the way when I feel my Fae’s wings surround my body, pulling me into her arms for a deep kiss.
“Good morning, Darling,” she smiles at me affectionately.
“Good morning. Did you sleep well?” I query.
“As well as one can when not in your arms,” she pouts slightly. Her expression changes. “They left our mural up. Did you see the new numbers this morning?” Considering the kiss in the middle of the diorama, I guess you could call it ‘our’ mural now. I smile and nod at her. Her happiness is infectious.
We wrap our arms around each other and make our way to the mural. Sam happily approaches us, kisses my cheek, and leans on the other side of me. Should I call her a girlfriend with how affectionate she is without Munroe around? Ginette, Lynn, and Dani soon join us as well. Our mural indeed! The boys were busy this morning, replacing some of my solo shots with pictures of me and Sala. Some were taken here at school, others are from my social media page.
“Do you like the upgrade to the diorama?” Lucas probes as he and his brother join us. Lynn slips from beside us and moves to kiss Thomas. I flash Lucas a grateful smile. “You two are like the power couple of the decade. Matt felt compelled to recognize your betrothal as part of who you are,” he explains.
“Much appreciated,” I turn to Sala and kiss her. “My beloved and I appreciate that you’ve recognized our relationship in this mural.”
“Do you think you’ll hit five million?” Matt comments as Connor and Munro join us. By their scent, they were out jogging together before school.
The latter glances at me disapprovingly. His mood soon changes when Sam releases me and pulls him in for a toe-curling good morning kiss. He slides his arms around her waist and smiles. “Whenever I doubt what we have, you always show me there’s a reason I love you so much.”
“Good,” she grins. “You deserve to be loved. Never forget that you are special to me.”
“I often wonder how, but after a kiss like that, I won’t argue,” he grins and they both chuckle affectionately. I notice that Sam’s giggle is deeper than my other loves.
We gather and talk about our weekend. My friends are so excited about my performances at Arcadia and Palladium. They’re all over the net and gaining quite the following.
“What’s it feel like being nominated as the top teen cover artist of the year after only one month?” Ginette queries.
“Ask me later once it fully sinks in,” I return playfully, causing everyone to laugh. “Honestly, I wasn’t expecting to get this much recognition so fast!”
“The strongest teen caster in the magic community gave you millions of possible followers right there,” Thomas notes. “Not to mention every gamer is seeing you as Rose’s prodigy.”
“I don’t do programming though, that’s Kevin’s thing!” I object. “I’m just a lore hound!”
“But you keep showing up with her or Dani at so many social events,” Lynn stresses. “The online concert you threw, singing all the Elven songs in-game… That’s blown up over the forums as people took screen recordings of it. Not to mention streamers like Aide and Brunella, who have millions of followers, were broadcasting it as well.” I gasp. “You are the biggest Elven hit of the Exodus fan base! Thousands are talking about showing up at the convention to get a chance at meeting you in person!”
“Oh, dear!” I bite my lower lip in worry.
“You wanted to get noticed,” Sam comforts me.
“This is just a little too much!” I whimper. “I was expecting to build a fan base over years! Not have millions following me within weeks!”
“Laurëa, while you worry now, I’ve seen you perform in front of a crowd. The moment the spotlight hits you, the anxiety disappears and you are a shining star like no other,” Sam reinforces. “Just remember how many people love you, and embrace the fame you’re gathering.”
“You’re right,” I lean into her as we enter French class. “The Spring Fae of San Marino showed just how loved I am.” Lynn glances behind her, surprised. “I’ll tell you about it over lunch,” I remark. She nods.

      [image: ]As it’s a new term, we’re more focused on the new content than what I was up to this weekend. It helps calm my nerves. Rose is also helping. Much of the class is anxious about complex verbs. She’s emanating a sense of calm to keep us focused. She leans on Ginette and me as her examples of students who are probably further advanced in French than what she’s teaching. Considering it’s Ginette’s first language, it’s expected she knows more than this basic second language course can provide. Compared to what I was learning in San Marino, Rose teaches an advanced class, and I’m welcoming the challenge.
I notice Brad stays close to us as we move into Language Arts with Penny. He’s still rattled over what happened last week. Luna said I would keep him safe. I don’t mind, Brad brings a distinct energy to the group. His knowledge about occult studies and Dark Magic is something that Luna rarely shares with us.
As we head to Math, I finally get what he’s talking about. My morning melding with my sister imparted her knowledge. I impress Brad as I understand how he’s working on learning Entropic Warding. After last week, it’s the invocation he thinks will help him best. Darkness won’t help him, considering that most warlocks learn All-Seeing Eyes or Devil’s sight as their first abilities.
“Can you learn to Walk Unseen yet?” I ask as we enter class.
He looks at me, surprised, then smiles. “Right, your sister has twice the powers of anyone in school. No, I’m not strong enough to do that yet. I’m hoping to take Master Phan’s Dark Arts course next year to increase my abilities.”
“Since when did you become a specialist in Dark Magic?” Sam teases as she sits behind me.
“I’m a lore hound. Inquiring minds need to know,” I grin, causing her to giggle. “I’ve lived with two Drow Witch Sorcerers for half a year. Now that I know they’re more than Vampires, I need to know what to expect from my family.”
“Fair enough,” she smiles, then we turn to Cassandra to focus on Math.

      [image: ]As we head into the cafeteria, I hear everyone talking about me. As Ilcaëlwen flies off to get her lunch from the cook, Dani bounces up to us. “Have y’all heard the news?”
“Which one? Everyone around us is talking about me,” I frown. Sala leans against me for comfort.
“Variety Magazine is talkin’ about nominatin’ y’all as the biggest teen influence of the year!” she beams.
“What?” I gasp. “But…” I slump down in my chair, dragging my beloved down with me.
“Edited videos of your speech at Palladium are circulating the net,” she continues excitedly. “Your message of peace, love, and cooperation is all the rage. How we’re one people, one planet is blowing up all over!” I look at her, stunned. “That you’re not just a performer, but one with a message is makin’ y’all the biggest teen sensation!” she grins happily. “Maman is so proud of ya!” she leans down and hugs me close. “My best friend is gonna be sensational! Ain’t that exciting?” I’m too stunned to answer her. I’m just staring at her in disbelief. “Ain’t this what y’all wanted?” Dani suddenly looks worried.
“It is,” Sam smiles. “She just wasn’t expecting to hit this level of celebrity until next year or later,” she places a comforting hand on mine. “Deep breaths, Laurëa, take it in slowly…” I do as she says, and it calms down my panic. “There you go,” she smiles.
“I make one weekend performance, and I’m being voted as the biggest teen influence of the year?” I breathe in a stunned voice.
“It’s not just one performance,” Annabelle corrects me as she approaches our table. “It’s everything you’ve done since Yule.” She sits beside Dani, “You popped out of nowhere, this stylish, stunning, charismatic blonde with an angelic voice that bears a message. How can you not expect how that would make you popular?”
“I figured it would eventually make me popular,” I reply, as I calm down. “Just, between the Elves making statues of me, and media suddenly pouncing on this like I’m the next best thing since sliced bread… it’s a little too much.”
“I love your analogy,” Belle smiles. “Can I use that?” she teases.
“Oh, you!” I huff, leaving her to giggle.
“Made you smile,” she grins. “You are prettier when you’re happy. Are you still joining us for Drama class tomorrow?”
“Thanks,” I relax against Sala. “Yes, I have music class this afternoon, so I’ll be in Drama tomorrow.”
“Rumour has it we have a new Drama teacher this term, it won’t be Mélodie,” she remarks.
“Oh?” most of us say at once.
“Yeah! Mélodie is working on a new project, so she doesn’t have the time to teach anything more than music,” Belle explains. “I’ve been told you know her. They call her The Swallow?” She looks at me, puzzled.
My smile grows, “Tuilindë is Elvish for swallow or songbird.”
Belle’s eyes grow wide, and she gasps. “Does that mean what I think it means?”
“That our new Drama teacher is a 250-year-old Elven Bard? She must have found a place to stay here like High Magus Calithlion has,” I chime happily. “After my ritual, she was talking about staying on Earth. She’s not on the Bardic Council, so she was free to stay here with me.” I look thoughtful, “Something about the bonding made her feel attached to Earth stronger than she ever felt for Arvandor…”
“The bonding?” Belle looks at me, confused.
I look at my friends, and Luna nods. “How much have you heard of how I became an Elf?” I ask Belle.
“The rumours are true, then? You haven’t always been an Elf?” she probes, and I shake my head.
“I explained some of this to my class,” I start. “During Yule, on the Winter Solstice, I underwent a ritual to awaken my Elven heritage.” She leans forward with anticipation. “It’s an obscure bloodline ritual. They drained my body of most of my Human blood, then fed me Elven blood to replace it.” She gasps. “My aides, Tuilindë, and another Elven Bard fed me a pint of their blood to reawaken my Elf heritage. Mother thinks that’s why I’m nearly as strong a Bard as I am a Druid. Not only did I inherit bardic traits from her, but Tuilindë and Lyric have likely shared with me their abilities. I can cast bardic spells, something my mother could never do.”
“That’s fascinating!” Belle’s voice is distant. “How many know this?”
“The complete story?” she nods. “Only those at this table.”
“And we only got it in bits and pieces,” Lynn comments. “Luna’s the only one who knows the complete story. She was there.”
“Please, don’t remind me how I almost lost my sister in her gamble to resurrect herself as an Elf. As amazing as she is now, it was not a pleasant experience to witness,” she whimpers. I feel her pain. Sala pulls herself close to me. The fear of almost losing me weighs heavily on both of them.
“Wait… to resurrect would mean she needed to have…” Belle starts.
“Died,” I finish for her. “Yes, I did.” Everyone at the table looks down. “Please don’t spread that around. Rebirth after death is considered forbidden magic to most, something the magic community doesn’t need to know is possible.”
“But isn’t that a good thing?” Belle pushes. “The ability to be reborn after death!” she gasps.
“No!” I snap. “It’s not a good thing! You don’t want to know what I saw in the three minutes I was dead. It’s best to have our souls move on to the afterlife that they have earned than be trapped in Limbo as I was!”
“I’m sorry,” Belle returns sadly. “But it’s possible?”
“Yes, I know spells to revive someone who’s recently died. It’s even easier if their soul’s still present,” I admit for the first time, causing my friends to look at me, surprised. “The spell is costly, but I could save someone from meeting their end.”
“But…” Belle pushes.
“Who am I to decide who’s worthy of being saved, or who should die?” I argue. “I don’t want that responsibility Belle, I’m a healer, not some heavenly saviour.”
“Right, sorry,” she takes a deep breath. “I wouldn’t want that on my conscience, either. I won’t repeat this to anyone,” she lays her hand on mine. “Thank you for trusting me with this. It couldn’t have been easy.”
“I see us working together for some time to come, Belle,” I flash her a disarming smile. “You need to know what I’m capable of. Know that magic comes with a cost, healing magic more than any other. I channel my life energy to heal others.” She looks at me, surprised. “Yes, so you will understand why I put limits on what I’m willing to do.”
Luna leans against me and whispers. “I know our mother has visions. What have you seen, Nettinya?” I reply with a smirk. She leans back and comments aloud. “So, like Yves, Belle has a purpose?” her comment leaves our bardic Drama lead confused.
“Sorry, Belle,” I reply to her puzzled look. “I have a habit of finding someone with unique talents and treating them differently than others.” She continues to stare blankly. “I shared with you what I am and what I can do, for I’ll need to call on you for a favour someday, and you need to know why.”
“What kind of favour?” Belle narrows her eyes at me.
“She doesn’t tell any of us,” Thomas replies. “Only that we somehow become her inner circle. We will always know more of what’s going on than others. Welcome to the club,” he grins.
“Why me?” Annabelle looks both confused and worried.
“Why not you?” I turn it around. “You are a talented Bard. One day, I’ll need more than Dani here to help me. I’ll never ask you to risk your life or do anything beyond what you are able. Someday I will need your help. Can I rely on you to stand by my side when needed?”
“I love it when she’s all mysterious and mature like this,” Sam grins.
“This goes beyond the Drama club?” she blinks. I nod. “So, he’s serious. I’m part of your inner circle?” Belle looks both eager and worried.
“I never saw it coming, either,” Brad comments, and Luna flashes him a knowing smile.
I feel her excitement build as it sinks in, and stand. “Oh, Gods, you are incredible! Yes, I’ll be your ally!” she pulls me into a tight hug. “Oh! You smell nice.”
“Down girl, not that kind of ally,” Sam warns.
Bell blushes, “Sorry.”
“Laurëa has that effect on people, nothing to feel embarrassed about,” Sam smirks. “Just know that you need to go through Sala if you want that.”
“What? No, I’m not that kind of girl!” Belle defends herself, then sees my friends are all smiling. “The humour of this group’s going to take some getting used to,” she smiles as she releases me.
“Laurëa’s a natural flirt. We’re learning to have fun with it,” Lynn giggles, causing a chain reaction.
Munroe looks around, “Why has no one been reacting to anything we’ve said during lunch?”
“Because Luna’s cloaking the table again. Keeps nosey people out of our business,” Ginette grins.
“Which brings me to something you brought up earlier.” Lynn changes the topic. “What is it about you and the Spring Fae?”
“San Marino North School of the Gifted has a 30% Spring Fae population,” I explain. “Who are apparently allied with the Winter Court,” I smile at my beloved. “They’re calling me Gaia’s Voice, like I’m some sort of prophecy come true.”
“That’s deep!” Munroe answers. I play the videos that Ruby took so that they can get the entire story, not just the edited clips found online.
After playing, I look at Meadow in the last frame. “They even asked me if I could be their queen.”
“Is that possible?” Ginette frowns
“No, not currently. I’d have to wed into the Seelie Court first.” I look at my beloved, “I had to remind them I’m Sala’s future queen, and that, by their customs, I can’t be a queen of two Courts.” I look back at my friends. “I’d like to find them other options.”
“Such as? Don’t they already have a royal family?” Ginette queries.
“No, their Court royals were killed by Vampires a decade ago.” I feel Brad stiffen. “The Afflicted, not your kind, Brad. They won’t take their anger out on you, your family, or mine,” I assure him, and he relaxes. “Meadow Everspring, the one with the monarch butterfly wings, is their oldest heir. Her family are the Stewards of the Spring Fae, but they’re not royals. They’d have to be given a title by someone already in power.”
Everyone looks at Sala. “My family is considering it, now that we know,” she replies. “Appa wants to make sure they’ll truly be allies and not turn their backs on us when needed.”
“Does your life ever get easier, Laurëa? You just seem to find one problem after another,” Connor frowns in concern.
“That is why they call me the Voice of Gaia,” I frown. “Apparently, I’m here to find all that is wrong with the world and work at fixing it.”
“And why she needs allies like you. She can’t do this alone,” Luna stresses.
Everyone looks at each other and smiles form on their faces. I reach my hand out to the middle of the table, and they follow suit. “For Gaia, we shall heal our world,” I proclaim.
“For Gaia!” everyone echoes me, and I smile. Yes, this will all work somehow. I feel it now!
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Musical Experience


Lunch ended better than I expected. I smile at the prospect of having Annabelle as an ally. Her bardic abilities aren’t quite on par with Dani’s, but I’ve picked up on her aura that she’s currently a better spellcaster than my best friend. Considering Dani’s more like a younger sister, should I still think of her as only a best friend the way I do with Sam and Ruby? I called her little sister once, and she took it in stride. I look nothing like my older sister. Why should my younger sister be any different?
“What are you thinking of, Love? You look distant…” Sala comments as we head into Biology.
“I’m wondering when I started thinking of Dani as a little sister,” I ponder.
“I’d wager it was about the same time you started considering Rose as a mother,” Lynn smiles. “The guild has seen it. They all treat Carrot as your little sister.”
“You’re right,” I smile back at her. “I think I made that connection once, but it really sank in today how she’s so much more a little sibling than just a friend.”
In Biology today, we are studying Human blood groups. Dee says that we’ll start with common Human physiology, then work into more complex biology with non-Human creatures.
“Does that mean we get to find out what makes Sala and Laurëa so different from us?” Jack queries.
“Or what makes them the same? Yes,” Dee smiles. “As we’re all born of this planet, you’ll discover there are certain markers in your DNA that show how we’re all related somehow.”
“Whoa!” the class says together, and Dee smiles. “We have the entire term to study humanoid biology, one step at a time.” We all nod. “What we don’t learn here, we’ll learn in Home Economics this afternoon, as we’ll be touching on humanoid sexuality.” Some of my classmates look at her, surprised. “You’re all maturing, and some of you are dating already. Sex Ed is needed at your age, so that we don’t have unwanted accidents. Right girls?” She waits for the girls to stop giggling or shaking their heads, “Good, let’s continue.”

      [image: ]It seems this term is like the last; I often have at least one class a day without my beloved. She’s not taking Music or Drama this term. While she doesn’t fear Mélodie the way she does Master Phan, she doesn’t share my passion for the arts. She’s chosen more academic electives, today she’s off to magical theory. Lynn, Ginette, and Connor join her, leaving Sam and Thomas as my only friends joining me.
Sam happily takes my hand and leans against me as we walk to music class. “You don’t even try to hide it any more,” Thomas shakes his head.
“What?” Sam asks innocently.
“Every moment you can, you’re holding Laurëa, sometimes even when Sala’s right there,” he grumbles.
“Have you heard her object?” Sam scoffs. “Do you see Laurëa trying to stop me?” He looks at her strangely. “She’s my girl too, Thomas. I’m just not as overly affectionate as our Fae is. Sala could have ended our growing relationship weeks ago, but never once has asked me to stop, so why should I?” she challenges.
“You’re too cute,” I smile, pull her face to look at me, and kiss her. She blushes and slides her arm around me, leaning into me for more.
“I thought you were dating Munroe?” Thomas doesn’t let off as we approach music class.
“I am dating Munroe. He’s not accused me of cheating on him. Nor has anyone else, for that matter. Since when does my girlfriend have sole ownership of polyamory?” This is the first time I’ve heard Sam outright admit to someone that we’re dating. It’s rather comforting to know this feeling isn’t one-sided. “He’s acknowledged my feelings for her, but he can’t help but feel jealous if he sees it. I love him, so I’ll respect his wishes so we can all be happy.”
Thomas stops at the door, stunned. He looks at me, confusion still clouding his features, “You have the most confusing relationship circle I’ve ever known.”
“After seeing Rose and her family together, I think you’ve seen more,” I challenge him. “I don’t recall you balking at Rose, her husband, or her wives all affectionate together.”
“Or the fact Rose and her family have something like ten kids,” Sam adds.
“And not all from the same pair of parents,” I finish.
“You’re right, forget it,” he concedes. I don’t think that had fully sunk in that weekend at the chateau.
Sam and I both giggle, and I nudge him to move into class.
Mélodie smiles as we enter the class, “Let’s see, I have my drummer débutante, my violinist. What instrument were you thinking of playing this term, Laurëa?”
“As the harp is close to the piano in scales, I’d mentioned to you earlier I’d like to try it,” I smile.
“I know Ashanna is a virtuoso pianist, but you’ve never touched one yourself, not even in your mother’s memories?”
I scan the class while I comb through my mother’s memories. Sam is preparing a violin. Peggy is strumming a guitar while Brad is strumming a bass beside her. The werewolves in class seem to have one wind instrument or another. Roger has a flute, Larry a trombone, Sally and Carla are working at cleaning clarinets. Becky has a trumpet in the case behind her as she watches her girlfriend.
“Mother favoured stringed instruments,” I reply thoughtfully. “Outside of the three harp sizes, she knows every size of the violin family. I know of some Elven instruments which no longer exist that are like lutes, but the piano is a Human invention. She’d never seen one before her death.” I dig deeper, “There was a wind-driven keyed instrument for concerts, but it resembled more a pipe organ, and the scales were different — having over two hundred keys on two levels.”
“So, I can count on you to get an ‘A’ on your music theory?” Mélodie teases, leaving me to blush.
“Can I include all the lines on a staff?” I get cocky.
“No, you cannot,” she chuckles. “From the ancient tomes I have found, the other three lines are outside of Human hearing ranges,” she points out. I giggle. “What measure of instrument did the Elves have that could emit those sounds?”
I look at the blackboard, “May I?”
She motions to let me draw it out. I start with a lute base, but then draw out the upper half like a hand harp. I have everyone’s attention now. “With twenty-two strings, the lute-harp can resonate more, and the higher cords can extend outside of the Human hearing range.”
Mélodie looks at the instrument in wonder. “I have never seen a lyre fashioned like that. Do you think your father could bring us one of these when he arrives on Thursday?” she asks. “Can you play this?”
“I’ll ask him tomorrow morning, and yes, I can,” I smile.
“I do not know what I find more impressive,” Mélodie studies my drawing. “That such a beautiful instrument exists, or that you drew even the inlays and details in less than ten minutes.” She turns to me, “Were you holding back on me during Art class?”
“This is only a rough sketch. The chalk isn’t fine enough for all the details,” I reply with a smug smile. She chuckles and shakes her head.
“Oh!” Roger suddenly exclaims, looking at his phone. “Humans call it the Edward Light Harp. They rediscovered it in the eighteen hundreds.”
Brad looks at the image, then at my drawing. “But Laurëa’s Elven version has more frets than the human version.” He points at the phone. “See, humans only have one fret bar, like most stringed instruments, but hers has frets at five levels across all the cords.”
“How in the Hells do you play an instrument like that?” Larry asks, looking over Roger’s shoulder.
“If Father can bring one, I’ll show you next week,” I grin.
We settle down in our seats. The music room is two classrooms in size. The front of the room is like a traditional classroom with desks, blackboards, display boards and such. The back of the class is a small music hall. There are sound tiles to reduce the echo of the instruments in such a small space. As I look around the area, I see that it also contains some enchantments to help reduce noise. The square the drums sit on dampens them so that they don’t over-power the rest of the orchestra. Incredible!
Like most of my other courses, my classmates have been in the same school together for years now. Sam’s the only new student beside me, as she was found to have magical talent among the mundane at grade 7. At that, she’s been here for two years now. So I’m the one playing catch-up to what they already know. Mélodie first does a review for those who may not have been practising. She smiles when she soon realizes my musical theory is more advanced in some ways, yet not in others. Mother was a virtuoso performer, but Humans and Elves look at music differently, so I’m now learning the difference between the two races.
“Let’s do something challenging,” Melody suggests halfway through class. “Do you have a copy of the song you posted this morning, Laurëa?”
“Yes,” I reach into my bag. “I have Rose’s copy from when we performed it at the manor. You left yours on the piano?” Mélodie blushes. “That’s okay. We can keep this copy here at school. I know the song by heart.”
Mélodie places the sheet music on the overhead projector. The page is as much a piece of art as it is a music score. The corners of the page are decorated with floral designs. There is a drawing of rolling fields at the bottom of the page. Even the staff and the notes have little flourishes to them.
“Wow!” Peggy fawns in admiration. “The Elves make even the simplest thing something of beauty.”
“Once a song is written, they can often play it for centuries to follow,” I smile. “These are merely copies, but the master copy that is in the songbook I gave Mélodie for Yule is enchanted to withstand the ravages of time.”
“That’s amazing!” Brad exclaims.
Mélodie smiles. “Now, as we look over the song, we see it has been drafted primarily to be played on a string instrument. There are several pages to this song that repeat. The first section is for a soloist.” She flips through the song, “Then we have duet, and concert further on, adding more complex notes as you add more instruments.”
“So it was the last one that Laurëa used for the recording she played this morning, as there were four musicians?” Thomas queries.
“Very observant, yes. Though I have a feeling that our young harpist here could play the concert version on her own.” I merely grin at her. “I will find a challenge you cannot play, Sunshine.” She teases, causing me to giggle. All of my family now uses that nickname. Oh well, at least they don’t call me their Little Vanilla Treat, as Brielle does.
We continue to analyse the song, style, and method. The music sheet is complex with pedal marks, ornaments, accentuations, and note relationships.
Finally, Becky pops the question I was expecting. “These sheets look like they could be played on everything, with the notation to any instrument imaginable. How do you distinguish all that during a concert?”
“I’m glad you asked,” I smile before Mélodie can formulate an answer. “You tell the page what you’re playing,” I reply.
“You what?” a few in the class stutter. Mélodie flashes me a coy smile.
I stand and walk closer to the page. “Nandë,” I say to the page. The song changes, removing notes and adding notations for the Harp. I turn to the class. “Even copies of Elven sheet music are enchanted to assist the musician. Rather than write multiple copies of one song, a master muse will write all instruments into one sheet. You merely tell the song what instrument you play, and it will shift to remove the notes you don’t use, and highlight the ones you do.”
“How much magic do the Elves use?” Sally looks amazed.
“Thirty percent of the Elven population is magically active. Magic is a part of our daily lives. It amazes many of my friends about the number of magical items I carry, but these are just common goods to many. Bards are not only commonplace in the entertainment industry, they are almost a requirement. Very few will want a non-bardic performer. Each person has a role in society. No job is insignificant. We all become artisans or professionals in what we do.”
“You have gone off-topic,” Mélodie teases.
“Sorry,” I blush.
“By all means, continue,” she motions. “I am sure they will love to hear what you say next,” she urges.
“Much of Elven society is automated. Simple tasks like cleaning, maintenance, and repair are all managed by magic, drones, or sentient constructs. When the task becomes complex, then someone else looks at it. Elves enjoy life, love, entertainment, and leisure. We don’t so much as work, as we promote artisans to make things. Money is not a factor among Elves. You barter for the items you’d like to have, offering fair trade or services in kind. While we understand the value of gold and rare materials, we don’t see them as wealth.” I motion to the music sheet, “When an Elf creates something, they create not only an item for use or utility. It has to be an item of beauty and refinement. Something that people will appreciate and love. I guess you could say that we can be faulted for our pride in our craftsmanship.”
“Which is why you so passionately set yourself to nearly every task you do,” Sam smiles. “You’re not trying to look like an over-achiever, it’s just your Elven desire to make everything perfect. It’s part of you.”
“Thanks for understanding,” I smile.
“You were not raised in that lifestyle, Darling,” Mélodie challenges me.
“I not only gained Mother’s talent for music. Through her, I learned what it is like to be an Elf. Now some of her knowledge is dated.” Mélodie chuckles. “The concept of our society hasn’t changed in millennia, though. All my life, I have been told I am a quick learner. I quickly adapt to new situations. I’ve had to, for my protection.”
“I know, Sunshine,” she reaches out and caresses my hair. “Like many of the family, I would so love to remove the pain you endured to become who you are, but know it has its benefits,” I see a few puzzled faces in the class.
“Thanks,” I smile.
“You may sit down,” she pats my shoulder and I do. “I am sure many of you have questions about her past now, but we will leave that for later. This is music, not history or drama.”
“Yes, Mrs. Rivers,” my classmates respond.
Mélodie smiles, “Good. Now, who can tell me why they would use a break in this section?” She points at the wall. A little laser dot highlights her question.
I almost feel insulted by how we pick apart one of my favourite folk songs in this class. I understand why Mélodie does, however. She’s trying to get the class to understand the difference between Elven music and what they’ve been learning for the past few years. If the popularity of these two songs is any sign, we’ll be seeing more Elven culture slowly slip into the world. Our Art teacher wants to help the class prepare for it… starting with music. I’ve never dug this deep into music theory. The few years in band and the music classes that were mandatory for my class credits never went into such detail as Mélodie does.
Like Rose’s class, I feel like this music course is advanced compared to what I’d learn in a public school. I’m not about to complain. I love how this school is full of bright and intelligent people. It’s the opposite of what I’m used to. Here, the more you know, the more popular you are. While I see some cliques, there’s no teasing, tormenting or bullying here. There seems to be a pecking order, though. The Vampires seem to rule the halls. There is tangible tension between them and the Werewolves, but it rarely goes beyond the occasional verbal jab. Anyone with magical abilities is respected. The more spell power you possess, the more people look up to you. I’m understanding Sala’s need to be with me. She probably felt like an outsider. Sure, she had friends who tried to help her feel welcome, but she had no one to relate to before I came along. Nature magic seems to be the rarest form here. I saw it on Master Phan’s face when I first told him I loved herbalism. Half of my curatives are herbal remedies and alchemical concoctions. Nothing like the magic potions that an arcanist can make.
We’re soon joined by our friends as we make our way to our last class. Sala kisses me deeply. Any time away is worth an affectionate greeting. She’s so adorable. We happily chat about how we’re learning roughly the same thing, just on two different subjects. Sam animately talks about the complexity of Elven music, leaving Lynn to comment on how she now wishes she’d taken the class this term. Apparently, Music was never that interesting before I came to the school.
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Afternoon & More


Human Sexuality is an interesting topic, and not as exciting as most of my friends had hoped. We don’t so much talk about sexuality as we talk about the Human reproductive system. If I didn’t enjoy Biology as much, I would probably find it boring like some of my classmates. Being the lore hound that I am, I just can’t seem to get enough facts to discover something new. 
I subconsciously compare Human and Elven reproductive systems. Humans don’t have very efficient biologies. I fall into the same trap as my kin, finding the Human body inefficient. Short-lived, they sweat easily; they don’t regulate body temperature well, and their hairy bodies keep sweat and dirt close to the skin, leading to a variety of health issues, if not properly maintained. Humanity also seems to be in a perpetual desire to mate. Males constantly produce sperm, and women cycle every month. I’ve seen that in the bars and clubs, and with my relationship. While I enjoy intimacy, I enjoy it for the joy it brings. Reproduction isn’t the goal of Elven desire. It’s a form of pleasure, an experience to share with the ones you love. When Dee starts talking about masturbation, I couldn’t fathom why anyone would need to perform such a thing.
Of course, Sam gets curious. “Do Elves masturbate?” she whispers. Sala giggles, but I shake my head.
“She rarely starts something unless I do,” Sala replies playfully.
“What do you do when Sala’s not with you?” Sam probes.
“Nothing. I wait until I can be with a loved one,” I reply. “Intimacy is something to enjoy with your partner. Why would I want to do that to myself?”
“Something you want to share with the class?” Dee queries, looking at Sam’s deadpan expression. I shake my head quickly. Though not an Empath, Dee knows me well enough to know I’m holding back. “I’ll get it out of you eventually, Young Lady, so you might as well fess up — do you forget who I live with?”
I take a deep breath. “Sam wanted to know if Elves masturbate, seeing as some people find it gross or the idea awkward…” I start. “Well, I told her we don’t.”
“It is a personal choice,” Dee comments. “While boys tend to be drawn toward needing to release sexual tension, it’s perfectly normal for a girl to not want it,” she offers a disarming smile as the boys all blush.
“No, Elves don’t as a race,” I reply. “Nowhere in what I’ve read or from my mother’s memories are there any records of masturbation.” Dee shoots me a disbelieving look. “Well, there’s satisfying a partner, but self-gratification is unheard of among Elves.”
“You don’t please yourselves?” she looks surprised.
“Nor would we want to. What’s the point? The entire purpose of intimacy is to share yourself with someone you care about. What’s there to gain by selfishly satisfying yourself when you can enjoy the experience so much more with a partner?”
“What happens if you don’t have a partner?” Dee offers me a curious look.
“Then we wait,” I reply without pausing. “Unlike Humans, Elves are long-lived and can patiently wait for days — years even, for the right time to do something. Intimacy is about sharing and caring about one another, not about reproduction or self-satisfaction.”
During all of this, I’ve been watching Sala’s reaction to me. I’ve completely validated our relationship in my statement. She smiled knowingly when I said that intimacy was about sharing. Yes, my mischievous Fae knows all about that. Sam giggles behind me. I imagine the combination of emotions going around the room must be quite amusing to an Empath.
Dee changes the topic to physical characteristics to stop the class from derailing further. I’m sure I surprised much of the class today.

      [image: ]As we exit class, it seems I’ve gained a following for Tai-Chi. Thomas and Connor have finally convinced their girlfriends to join us, promoting it as low-impact exercise. Rose is happy to see ten of us enter the gym, as Luna and Dani caught up to us halfway to our destination. I have yoga pants and a wrap top I use for Tai-Chi. It allows me to move smoothly with no fabric getting in the way. I encourage the girls to change into their gym clothes. While they could perform in their jeans or Lyn’s dress, they’ll find their first experience more comfortable in their workout wear.
Again, I appreciate Sala when she does Tai-Chi. It’s a full-body experience for her, wings included, as she flexes her wings in the direction of her motions. Sometimes her wings will move in the other direction to balance her pose. My betrothed is a creature of poise, beauty, and grace. I could watch her all day. I realize that, of my loves, Sala rises in me the most physical desire. When she smiles, her beauty is enough to take my breath away. While I’m drawn to geeks and intellectuals, Sala represents my physical need. Everything about her is perfect. It’s why I have so little resistance to her charms. I can never get enough of her.
“Psst!” Sam breaks me from my drifting, and Luna giggles. She felt what Sam was, and I blush at being caught gawking at my beloved. “She turns you on that much?” Sam whispers beside me. My blush deepens.
“She’s not alone. I feel it from half the boys in the room,” Cassandra whispers behind me. “Between Sala, Laurëa, and Luna, there’s so much desire floatin’ around the room, it’s tangible,”she giggles.
“You forgot Rose in that statement,” Luna grins.
“Hmm,” Cass purrs. “I’ll agree with ya there.”
“So I’m making supper tonight?” Dee offers, causing the women to giggle.
“Ask Alice to cook, and y’all can join us,” Cass suggests in a sultry tone.
“That turned on? I won’t say ‘no’ to that offer,” Dee purrs.
“I thought my friends were bad!” Sam gasps, causing all of us to giggle.
“What are the lot of y’all plottin’ that you’re gigglin’ so much?” Rose asks at the front of the group. One look at her wife. I swear they’re psychically linked. “Oh… Okay,” she flashes Cass a coy smile. “Focus,” she berates playfully.
“Yes, My Beloved,” Cass returns in a sultry tone.
“On my motions, leave my tush out of this!” Rose scolds her, leaving the entire group to laugh.
“But your assets are your best feature, next to what’s up front,” Cass pouts playfully. I’m not used to seeing my Math teacher so vocal about her relationship with Rose in public. This side of her is rather interesting. Odd how I’m not as disgusted with the thought of Rose and Cass being intimate as I am with my parents. I guess it’s because I’ve always seen it with these two, I almost expect it. I sigh. Great, now I miss Mother again.
“You really miss your mother,” Sam says.
“She whines about it almost every morning,” Luna replies. “I guess, after a season of being connected, it must feel empty not being able to feel or hear her close,” she notes sadly, then suddenly smiles at me fondly.
“What were you two up to this morning?” Sam probes, feeling Luna’s emotions shift.
“Nettinya showed me a way to connect as she does with her mother. It’s incredible!” she sighs happily.
“You two didn’t…” Sam starts, and Sala looks back at us, alarmed.
“No!” I reply. “It wasn’t sexual. It’s not like that. I formed a mental connection with Nettinya today.” I feel as much as see Sala relax. “It allowed us to share our thoughts, and our emotions, deeper than normal, as I do with Mother.”
“But you can only really do that with a soulmate,” Dee comments. She looks over at Luna and me, who are smiling. “Right, I forgot you two are.”
“I needed to find a way to share myself with Luna that wouldn’t upset my beloved, or betray the fact she’s my sister now,” I reply. “The mental bond is special,” I smile at my sister affectionately.
“Quiet now, or you’ll make Sala jealous,” Cass comments.
“Why would I be jealous?” Sala looks back as she does a bridge. “My beloved and I share ourselves like that all the time.” Cass looks at her, puzzled. “There’s a reason I only wrap my wings around my beloved.”
“It’s so amazing when we connect,” I smile at Sala.
“So that’s why you can’t get enough of your Fae beloved?” Ginette catches on.
“Okay, that’s all for today,” Rose announces. Cass pouts. “Tai-Chi only works if y’all free yer thoughts and emotions, becomin’ one with the world around you. None of y’all are focusin’ right now,” she scolds us. “At least y’all got a good stretch in.”
“Yes, Rose, “we bow to her. Our new people in the group copy the rest of us.
“Oh dear, we upset our Mama Bear,” Cass pouts.
“You…” Rose walks up to Cass, “are incorrigible!” she pulls Cass into her arms, who gasps at the sudden motion.
It’s not entirely unexpected as Cassi’s arms wrap around Rose’s neck, and she flashes her wife a coy smile. “Good thing y’all love me?”
“Good thing for you,” Rose smiles, and they share a deep kiss. “Let’s go home?” Cass bites her lower lip and nods. I don’t need to be an Empath to see Rose’s passion rise suddenly.
“They won’t make it home without starting something.” Dee giggles. “Dismissed everyone. We’ll see those of you for Aikido on Thursday.”
As our teachers head for the office, the boys break and head off for the lockers, leaving the girls to mingle and talk.
Sam and Sala lean against me. Their height difference allows their arms to wrap around my back without connecting. Luna approaches behind me, sliding her arms along my neck. I lay into her as she folds her arms just below my breasts.
“Good thing we’re not as bad as they are?” I speak after we all relax into one another.
“At least not yet,” Dani teases. “The way y’all are together is rather adorable.”
“Can’t help it,” my loves chime together, and I smile.
“Now you’re soundin’ just like Maman’s wives,” Dani teases. “I give y’all a few more years,” she teases and heads off to the lockers.
“Do you think we’re just as bad as Rose and her wives?” I frown, a little worried.
“I see nothing bad about what we share. I’d say we’re just as good,” Sam smiles.
“I’ll agree with that statement,” Sala smiles and snuggles into me more.
“I second that motion,” Luna grins, and we all giggle.
“Okay, let’s get changed,” I suggest.
Luna releases me and follows us. Sala and Sam only let go to enter the locker room, as the door only allows a single file. We chat animatedly about what we plan to do tonight.

      [image: ]We’re half-dressed when Sala suddenly wraps her arms around me. “Do we have to part so soon, Darling?”
“Would you rather work on Math after supper? I don’t think my guild will mind if I log on after ten,” I ease her worry.
“I’d like that,” she replies in a sweet tone, caressing my cheek. I offer no resistance as she leans in for a tender kiss.
“Get a room, you two!” Sam gasps, feeling Sala’s need. My beloved gasps as the girls giggle.
“Did you want to come over

      [image: ]
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