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Divvy Goes Up

The meeting was brief and to the point. Divvy Valstarious stood up and walked around the large wooden table made of a special kind of wood that grew below and near the earth's surface, where the sunlight peeked through. Altus citizens hid it from the humans above. The rectangular meeting table had a purple glow, luminous and shimmering. The papers appeared to be floating above the table rather than resting on its surface. "Do you understand the parameters, Divvy?" asked Harvartus.

Divvy was there but not quite there, staring into space. Harvaratus sighed. He needed to grasp the instructions relating to his surface stay. Divvy was daydreaming about her again; she was so enchanting. He noticed Harvartus staring at him. "Yes, I understand," he replied, smiling, excitedly anticipating his trip to the surface.

"I know you're excited," whispered Harvartus with a smile. "But try to reassure the others of your readiness for this mission."

Divvy couldn't help it; he was a dreamer, and either it had paid off or his fate had delivered him a winning hand. Maybe it was both. He didn't see the point in being too serious anyway. It was already a done deal. He was more than familiar with the parameters because he had gone to the surface for a few practice runs before. It was incredible up there. There was so much to see, do, and be. He had dreamed of this moment for years after his most satisfying timeline was shown to him. Where he was from, beneath the surface, they all found and adhered to the most satisfying timeline for them in this lifetime. His inner-earth city, Altus, had informed him that they didn't have this technology on the surface and often ended up on unfavorable timelines.

Divvy stood up and caught his reflection on the mirrored walls of the meeting room. He was well over six feet tall and girlishly slender, with long straight white hair that reached his waist and light pale lilac eyes. Divvy had pretty, effeminate features that appeared to be perfectly symmetrical and well-proportioned. He was wearing surface clothes instead of the usual one-piece suits or robes they wore beneath the surface. He was trying to get used to earth clothing, which he found uncomfortable and slightly itchy; his multicolored t-shirt read: Good Times Ahead, and the acid-washed jeans had a hole in each knee.

He could cast illusions that made him look different, but Divvy knew he needed to conserve his abilities for more important things. He looked human, and so did all of them living in this world below the surface. The only differences were that sometimes their hair and eye colors were naturally different from humans, and sometimes they had cat ears. Thankfully, due to the upgrades in body modifications, contacts, and hair dye, he was told most humans would think he was just a part of that crowd. He looked like he was in his early to mid-twenties but was hundreds of years old.

He remembered his timeline reading like it was yesterday. All timelines were read after birth and after what humans would refer to as young adulthood. He had learned he would meet a beautiful surface woman—his soul mate—during the 21st century; their relationship would be essential and beneficial to the two of them and all of humankind and Altus.

His kind had arrived from a distant galaxy many years ago. They came from their home planet, Deliria, and mixed in with the first humans. They went underground as soon as humanity became aware of their differences and were somewhat hostile towards them. A warring alien race destroyed Deliria, and the Earth was the closest and most habitable planet available, so they decided to settle there.

Page was the most fantastic human he had ever seen. He was already in love with every aspect of her—even the less common spelling of her name, which suggested books, knowledge, and intrigue. She was stunningly beautiful, with honey blonde hair and smooth brown skin. After his timeline reading, he had spent those years learning about her. Her uniqueness thrilled him, and her mind excited him. He hadn't been in direct contact with many humans. None like Page, whose every intuitive expansion—somewhat unbeknownst to her—intrigued him more than even he thought it should. He smirked flirtatiously even though there was no one to return the gesture. It was as if she were made just for him, and he was just for her. Although they had agreed to this before Divvy and Page existed in physical form, he couldn't remember enough about that to make it mundane—and because of that, he was grateful. As a human without a frame of reference for lifetimes, she had no clue; even better. He couldn't wait to meet her. Page's contributions to romantic relationships and painting would reach and change the lives of millions as soon as he came to the surface and assisted with his part in their shared destiny.

It was divine-right destiny. Source energy did not create fixed timelines, even though parts were divine, right, and destined. Humans had largely forgotten about this and how easy it was to shift to their most satisfying timelines. It was Divvy's purpose to remind them. He dreamed of Page often, as she often dreamed of him, but she didn't always remember her dreams or know he was real. Page lived alone on the western coast of the United States with her cat Bobbi. She intuitively painted Divvy with snow-white hair, traditional silver robes, and elliptical lilac eyes.

Can you feel Divvy's excitement? How will he and Page meet?
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The Perfection of Page

Page Pendleton woke up from her dream about the white-haired guy. Bobbi was sitting on her chest, staring at her and purring gently. When she was a little girl, he told her his name was Divvy, and Page could ask him for whatever she needed. Page often had dreams of playing with dolls or games with him. She always thought of him as her childhood make-believe friend or guardian—that is, until this latest dream. In this dream, he told her he would visit her soon. He also kissed her hand as he knelt on one knee. That part felt real. Yeah, right, she thought, my dream pal with cat eyes and white hair is coming to visit me. But part of her wanted it to be true. Her relationship history read like short stories at best and help-wanted ads at worst. She felt like she was always just one trait or attribute away from what she meant. And if it wasn't her who felt this way, the potential mate would feel that way—even if they hadn't voiced it. In the back of her mind, she knew there was a perfect mate for her. She didn't know why she thought that, or how she knew. Bobbi seemed to meow in agreement, nuzzling her face and purring loudly. All the research she'd done on the subject seemed to suggest she was being unrealistic, too picky, and misinformed. So she put the matter out of her mind—except when those dreams
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