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Tuesday Turbulance


Iwake this morning and stretch. It takes a few moments to orient myself. Right, I’m in the Nixë’s spare bedroom, with my darling betrothed just two doors down. Mother is resting in the armchair by the window. She looks like she’s meditating. The sensation of my waking brings her attention to me, and she smiles.
“Mára arin, Hinya.” She whispers. “Sérë mai?”
“Well enough, Mother, thank you.” I smile, replying to her in kind.
I’ve noticed that she speaks only English in the presence of others now. Since reconnecting with Father, she won’t speak anything but our racial tongue unless there are non-Elves around. I guess it’s keeping us both fluent. You can lose a language if you don’t use it enough.
I roll out of bed into a handstand, then slowly split my legs, bringing them down one at a time. I love stretching this way. It feels good for the back. Mother and I perform our Tai Chi session, and not five minutes in, my phone pings. I stretch and grab my phone, continuing with leg movements as I read the screen.
[Sala] Are you awake yet?


I smile. She doesn’t want to rouse her parents by knocking on my door.
[Laurëafanya] Yes, Darling


Ah yes, my little minx is an early riser. She’s looking for some fun this morning. I find myself getting excited at the idea. Mother feels the sudden shift in my mood.
“You can’t resist going to her, can you?” Mother whispers. I flash her a pleading look. She merely smiles and shakes her head. “Go, I won’t tell her parents.” My brilliant smile makes her chuckle. I kiss her on the cheek and then sneak out of the room.
I silently open Sala’s door, making sure that it’s not some odd trap her parents are setting. My beloved is dressed in nothing but a smile and waiting for me. I quietly slip into her room, remove my nightshirt at the door, and fall into my beloved’s arms.

      [image: ]We’re laying in bed. She’s spooned behind me, holding me with her arms and wings. I have one hand holding hers, the other holding my phone. “What time do your parents usually wake?” I whisper, noting we’ve been at it for over a half-hour now.
“Not until seven, usually,” she whispers.
“Good, we have time for me to slip out of your room unnoticed,” I smile.
“Do you have to leave my arms so soon?” she asks sadly, kissing my shoulder.
“If your parents were to catch us like this, they would never let us have a moment alone again,” worry laces my voice.
Sala sighs and releases her hold on me. “Very well, Love. You are much more cautious than I am.”
I turn and offer her a kiss. “My Chat feeds say schools for the Hillcrest region are closed today. Power should be restored within the next hour, but it’ll take most of the morning to clear the roads.”
“We get to enjoy another snow day!” Sala beams excitedly, kissing me again.
“We’ll wait until after breakfast before reaching out to the others,” I smile and offer another kiss. “In the meantime, I need to change, and my father should be calling me soon. I’ll need to be back in the spare bedroom or downstairs when he does.”
“I’ll meet you downstairs,” she smiles.
We share one more tender kiss. I wait at the door, listening for movement. Good, her parents are still sleeping. I pull on my nightshirt, slip out of her bedroom, and go to the bathroom. This way, if her mother wakes, she’ll see me coming out of the bathroom and into the spare room instead of leaving Sala’s.
Sure enough, after I finish my morning business and wash up, I come out of the bathroom to face Miahna. “Good morning, Amma,” I chime cheerfully.
Her hair is dishevelled, and she looks like she just woke up. “Are you always so cheerful in the morning?” she grumbles.
“Yes!” I grin and hug her. “I need to get dressed and post my fashion blog. I’ll be downstairs in a bit.”
She grumbles about morning people and stumbles into the bathroom as I skip off to the spare bedroom.
As I was supposed to have Tai Chi yesterday, today is the perfect day to post the first shot of my athletic wear. For working out, I have a comfortable pair of form-fitting yoga pants with a sports top. My mid-rift, arms, and shoulders are bare, showing all of my upper-body musculature. I’m shapely, with defined, but not overly developed, muscle tone. I take two shots, one looking over my shoulder, showing my back, the other lightly flexing my biceps.
I toss on an oversized sweater, which hangs off one shoulder, and carry my things downstairs. I didn’t take separate headshots today. My curly bob covers my ears completely. One would have to zoom in close to see the pink line of my ears hiding in my golden locks. This works both on my Grid and Internet pages. My fans love my eyes. The angled almond shape is larger than most Asian eyes, while my soft pink skin, golden hair, and emerald green eyes hint at some sort of Celtic or Gaelic ancestry. As I’ve not revealed where I’m from, my nationality is one of the largest debates in celebrity circles.
I still can’t get the 3D Data Device photos to post on the Internet. I’m flattening the image to post on my Internet Social Media page when Father’s call comes through. Mother is the first to pick it up as I left the Sending Stone on the coffee table in the living room. I’m sitting beside her, cross-legged on the couch.
I smile as they greet each other. With how much they profess their love for each other, they are sometimes worse than me and Sala. “Mára arin, Atya!” I smile when I can finally get a word in.
“Your voice sounds different this morning. Where are you?” Father probes. I guess the acoustics in the Nixë living room differ from my bedroom back home.
“I’m at Sala’s place, Father. We had a snowstorm yesterday, and they wanted me to stay in town instead of trying to reach Blightwood in a blizzard,” I look out as I can see the streetlights come on. “It looks like our neighbourhood just got its power back,” I smile.
“Just got your power back?” Father sounds worried.
“Humans rely on electricity that travels over raised power lines,” I explain. “The blizzard knocked a few of the lines out, and it’s taken them…” I look at my phone. “Two hours since they announced work crews were attempting to restore power to this area this morning. It’s been out since yesterday afternoon.”
“Do the Nixë depend on this electricity you talk of?” Father probes.
I smile, “No, magic households rarely depend on the city’s power grid. Enchantments rarely depend on mundane sources of energy. The house still has plugs for Human electronic devices, but my mobile devices have Mecha batteries and never lose power.”
“How did you get a hold of those? Outside of your Data Device, I don’t recall you bringing any back from home?” I hear the frown in his voice.
“Rose procured them. She’s rather resourceful,” I grin.
“Have you spoken of these Mecha batteries to your friends or that purple Fae? What was her name again?”
“Amethyst?” I query. “Actually, I don’t think I have… I just figured, if it was something to be shared, then an adult would let them know.” A thought comes to mind. “You know, that’s just the gift I can give my betrothed for her birthday in three weeks. Though I had a different idea.”
“What was your different idea?” Father probes.
My ears perk up as I hear someone coming down the stairs, “I can’t tell you about this right now. I’ll send you a private message.”
“What are you conspiring, My Darling?” Sala wraps her arms around me from behind.
“It wouldn’t be a surprise if I told you, My Love,” I giggle.
Sala releases me, comes around, climbs into my lap, and leans against my shoulder. “Maer aur, ataremma Laitaurë.”
“So you are addressing both of us as your parents now?” Mother teases.
“Are you not already my parents?” Sala asks confused. “She is my mate, after all.”
“Did we not already have this talk yesterday? You are not a mated pair, two women cannot have intercourse…” Mother starts.
“You told them?” Father probes.
“Laurëa figured it out on her own and called us out on it,” Mother shamefully admits.
“I still consider Laurëa as my mate,” Sala remarks. “To me, you are already my parents, wedding or not. I’ve made my promise to my beloved.” I smile and squeeze her affectionately.
“I sense that there’s some disharmony in your voice,” Father replies.
“We feel slightly betrayed,” I reply before Mother can. “You misled us. I was trusting you to not misguide me as I learn about our people and our ways,” my tone has a slight bitterness to it.
“Melanel, please don’t feel like this is a breach of trust. We wanted you two to feel committed to each other,” Father argues.
“Is this because of my Human friends?” I challenge. My parents are quiet. “Is this about Luna?” I’m trying to keep my voice low. “I’ve already assured you I can’t let my adopted sibling into my heart like that. I’ve stressed that my Human love interests will not challenge Sala for my hand. No matter how long I’ve known them or how much I love them, Sala is the one who wears my ring. I’ve committed myself to her with all of my heart. You did not have to deceive us into thinking we had to marry! I was perfectly willing to follow through with my promise without any of your tampering!” I snap.
I see Mother about to say something, but then she glances over at the stairs as we hear Miahna coming down.
“I suppose I reacted poorly,” Father admits. “I want you two to be happy…”
“Seriously, Father?” I argue. “You, above all people, should know that Elves need love in a union. You can’t just force me into a relationship with someone. It will never work!”
“You were leaning on Fae arranged wedding rites, were you not, Arch Druid?” Miahna asks, leaning over the couch. “That would never work among your people. Why did you even try it?”
“Lairelindë was worried. The Courts are in disarray. Your people need a political union,” Father replies. “The Fae need to find peace…”
“By playing your daughter as your pawn, Arch Druid? You disappoint me,” Miahna frowns. “You are fortunate the children care so deeply for each other. This could have turned badly had you forced your daughter into a loveless marriage.”
“My aides said the girls were very much in love. It was a calculated risk!” Father defends his actions. “The wine was a bargain to allow Sala to join my daughter in Arvandor. Would you have released Sala into my wife’s care had they merely been dating?”
Miahna stares at the stone blankly for a moment, then looks at my mother. “I don’t suppose we would have, no. As betrothed, it was a given that they would travel together. Were they merely dating…” she’s thoughtful for a moment. “While I may have considered it, my husband would not have let her go, no,” she frowns. “Was it that important that my Sala be with her beloved on this trip?”
“Considering the number of suitors that were lining up to offer my daughter a hand, yes,” Father replies. “At 15, Elves are still children. My daughter does not resemble a child, she’s clearly an adolescent. It is why we performed the naming ceremony, to recognize her physical maturity. Most Elves in the Outer Realms consider my daughter to be at least 25 years old. She was a prize catch to anyone under a hundred.”
“Your people believe Laurëafanya is nearly an adult?” Miahna gasps.
Mother nods. “Elves before their naming ceremony are nothing but children. They would not have given her much notice. We want our people to respect our daughter for the mature, intelligent, and wise adolescent she is.”
“But you’re lying to your people!” Miahna raises her voice.
“Queen Miahna, my wife and I have discussed this. I nearly made the mistake of treating her like a child myself. Then, when I met her in person, I now understand why my wife asked for it. Laurëafanya received the Essecarmë she deserves. She is no mere child. Her body, her mind, her maturity is far more developed than a 15-year-old Elf.”
I sit there quietly. I must have missed something when an Elf gets their Essecarmë. I thought it was puberty… Right, puberty for an Elf doesn’t happen as early as it does for Humans or a Fae!
“So, by naming your daughter, your people believe she’s past her childhood stages, effectively a teen in Elven terms?” Miahna probes.
“Our people have been away from Earth for far too long,” Father sighs. “Elves can age in decades what Humans age in years. It’s why we have so few children. It can take fifty to a hundred years to raise an Elf to adulthood.”
“Amazing!” Miahna blinks, sitting down on the loveseat by the couch.
“According to Lyric, I have another 25 years of adolescence before I reach what is considered a young adult for Elves,” I mumble as I recall my reading. “Doing the math, Elves at our grade level would easily be 30, calculating for body development. Depending on the choice of parents, Elves wouldn’t even start school at my age, would they?” I glance at Mother, who smiles and shakes her head. “So, what happens in May when I reach my 16th birthday? For Humans, that’s a major milestone, what are you going to tell our people, Father?”
“Using your math, that would make you at least 45, nearly 50?” Father muses.
“Exactly,” Mother smiles.
I look at Mother with a confused frown. “Why?”
“Melanel, do you not want to lead your people back to Earth?” Father probes.
“Yes, I do, but what does that have to do with…?”
“Do you think they will want a child leading them, or a young woman about to become an Arch Druid?” Father interrupts me. I’m quiet for a moment. “Daughter?”
“You’re not just making this up, are you? I was already going into puberty as a Human, so the ritual moved me to an Elven equivalent?” I blink, still processing it. “So, Instead of a 15-year-old Elven girl, I was transformed into a 30 to 35-year-old Elven adolescent, the equivalent of a Human teen?” I look up in shock.
“Which is why it killed you… Aging that fast took too much of a toll on your body,” Mother notes sadly. “Had Master Phan not been there to revive you, you would not be here today. None of my healing spells worked, he used some sort of life spell I’d never seen before.”
“It was a Wish, not merely a spell,” I mumble.
Sala suddenly holds me tight. “The ritual killed my beloved?” she whimpers.
“Only for three minutes. Even by Human standards, she was at no risk of any permanent damage.”
“Did you know that would happen?” Miahna asks with more calm than her face is showing.
“We had only ever performed the ritual on an adult, no we did not know that would place such a heavy toll on our daughter. Had I known, I would have tried a different method of racial transformation.”
“A different racial transformation wouldn’t have resurrected your bloodline though…” Miahna challenges.
“No, it would not. She would be an Elf, but it would not have stripped her past Human ancestry, she would merely be an Elven descendant, much like a distant cousin. The ritual was aimed at making her my daughter and rekindling my family line. It was a tremendous risk,” Mother admits sadly. She looks up at me with hope and apology. “Know, Dearest Daughter, that I wanted this as much as you did. And look at you! You are powerful beyond any Human or Elf your age!”
“Because I’m developmentally a 35-year-old Elf?! Is that why people say I’ve changed so much? I’m not merely a teenager anymore?” I narrow my eyes. “Will you tell this to emenya Ashanna?”
“No, I don’t think your mother will understand. You are still her little girl,” Mother replies.
I lay my head back against the couch, “Just when I thought I was understanding what you put me through…”
“We suspected your ritual had aged your body. It’s why we told our people that you had been lost in the Material Realm and were finally coming home. It wasn’t until the tests came back from your school did we realize what exactly had happened to your body,” Father replies.
I frown, still looking up at the ceiling, “You got a copy of those?”
“They insisted. Without a baseline on Elven biology, they had no accurate measure for your vitals,” Father replies. “Sanctum and the magical community had never met an Elf under 150 before you came along. Adolescent Sylvan creatures outside of the Fae are unknown territory for most people on Earth.”
“Do they know that I’m physically a 35-year-old Elf and not the 15-year-old girl they thought I was?” My father is about to say something. “Does that change how I’ll be seen here on Earth?”
“No to both,” Father replies. “You’ll likely still be considered a 15-year-old teen. Your birth date defines your age on your world, not your physical maturity. Take solace in that our people will never treat you like a child.”
“Why does my life have to be so complicated?” I ask aloud.
“This doesn’t change who you are, Melanel, just how our people perceive you.” Mother comforts me.
“This doesn’t go beyond this room,” I state, looking at Mother. “No one else would understand.”
“No one else will understand what?” Sala’s father asks as he comes down the stairs. “You are all being so loud this morning!” he frowns.
“Sorry, my parents just told me something new about my Elven development. It took us by surprise,” I return with a disarming smile.
“Will it affect your relationship with Sala?” He frowns, concerned.
Sala and I look at each other a moment, smile, then look at him. “No, Appa,” we say together.
He blinks, surprised for a moment, then smiles. “You two are one mind sometimes… Pancakes?”
“Yes, please!” Sala and I chime excitedly, causing him to chuckle.
“Very well, blueberry pancakes to cheer the family up!” he announces.
“I should go help him before he destroys my kitchen!” Amma stands, suddenly alarmed. “We’re not done with this conversation,” she glares at Mother, then wanders off.
“Why is she so concerned about your father cooking, Sala?” Mother probes.
“Appa’s a messy cook, which is why she doesn’t let him in the kitchen often,” Sala giggles.
“How many more surprises will we have like this?” I ask Mother.
“I believe this was the last one, was it not my husband?”
“The last one that we are aware of,” he agrees.
“You know, that’s not entirely reassuring,” I frown. “I suppose there’s no sense in being angry about it. I am still disappointed that you lied to me about marriage rites. My relationship with Sala is important to me,” Sala pokes me and I smile at her. “To both of us,” she returns a kiss of approval. My expression changes, “Don’t mess with it again. I won’t be so forgiving next time.”
“Husband, no,” Mother cautions before my father gets upset at my giving him an order. “We will not meddle in your relationship, Melanel. We want your love, not your ire.”
My face softens, “I do love you both. You have been so good to me. Just let me make some discoveries on my own?”
“Very well,” Father’s voice softens. “I should let you go. Love you all.”
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Clean Up Day


I’m quiet for a moment as Sala snuggles into me. Mother can sense I’m not happy, so she offers to go help Sala’s parents in the kitchen. I merely nod. 
“My life will be a lie to my Elven people and my parents don’t see any problem with that,” I grumble in English after a few moments. Sala looks at me sympathetically and kisses my cheek. “If the Grid were to discover my true age, this could go so horribly wrong! Why risk it?”
“I don’t know,” Sala whispers, “but it explains one thing,” she smiles.
“What’s that?” I smile, feeling the change in her mood.
“How you ended up having such a sexy body for a 15-year-old?” she purrs.
I can’t help but chuckle slightly. I squeeze her tight. “You are adorable, My Beloved,” she looks up and kisses me. “You know I’m not that much more developed than you are.”
I’m distracted by pings on my device. I reach out, “Sairinanampë” I cast Mage Hand to bring the device to me, rather than having to move my darling Fae from our comfortable snuggle.
My Grid and Internet pages are full of comments about how amazingly fit I look; seeing as my outfit was hiding none of my toned body. I comment on how I have a pretty intensive physical workout schedule with my Tai Chi, martial arts, and workout sessions — outside of having gym at school twice a week. It requires quite a commitment. I receive other comments asking what my diet is, and I reply that I’m a vegetarian. None of my protein comes from meat, so there’s little fat in my diet. I remind my fans that my food intake may surprise them. As an adolescent, I need a lot of food to fuel my exercise routine. Balanced nutrition is important. Never go on a restrictive diet when you have the workout schedule I have. You’ll end up hurting yourself if you do. Going forward, I need to remember to use the term Adolescent on the Grid. Teen won’t mean anything to Elves, and researching the definition could end badly for me.
Sala makes some comments of her own, and I add a few of them. “You know,” she purrs, “even in an oversized sweater, you’re still gorgeous.”
“Because you know what’s under the sweater,” I tease playfully.
“Hmm… Do I ever!” she purrs and slides her hands under my top.
The kiss turns passionate, and our making out is interrupted by Amma telling us that breakfast is ready. “You two can’t get enough of each other, can you?” she frowns.
“I can’t help myself Amma, my beloved is so beautiful. I just can’t keep my hands off of her,” Sala defends her morning fondling.
“Your betrothed isn’t on the menu this morning. Come get your hands on some actual breakfast, Young Lady,” she reinforces. We nod, Sala climbs out of my lap and we follow her mother hand-in-hand.
“No school today?” her father comments, reading the news on a tablet.
“No, they announced at six that, since most of the residents had no power last night, they’d leave schools and most businesses closed. It’ll take most of the day to clear all the roads. I’ve not seen a plow go by on the street yet, and you live on a secondary road. Imagine people like Sam who’s not on a feeder route.”
He nods, “I’ll have to see if the station calls me in later. Downtown still had power last night.”
My cell phone chimes in the living room. Ilcaëlwen chitters, flies off and fetches it for me. I thank her and rub her crown. “Sam says she’s up for some fun in the park,” I smile.
“Doesn’t she live five blocks from the park? How will she get there?” Amma worries.
I smile. “I have an idea,” then text Sam back to stay home. We’ll come to get her.
After breakfast, Sala and I get dressed. I have a leather tunic pant set and gloves over a green silk blouse. We don our boots and cloaks, then head to the privet hedge in the backyard. I cut two of the outside bushes, and — with my Wood Shape spell — make snowshoes. Sala stays quiet for most of it, amazed at how I can cut and shape the wood without anything more complex than my knife. I’m being very meticulous, using a design on my Data Device as an example to make them look authentic.
“So, why the snowshoes?” Sala asks as we wave goodbye to her parents.
“Because we need an excuse for how we can walk on top of the snow,” I smile. “I’ll cast an illusion that we are wearing these as well. When we show up at Sam’s place, you’ll cast your spell on these so that Sam can walk on snow just like we can… otherwise, her parents will get suspicious.”
“You’re so clever!” Sala hugs me close.
[Laurëafanya] Meet us outside. We have a gift for you. :) 

[Sam] You are so mysterious sometimes! :giggles: 



When we reach Sam’s place, her mother is shovelling the walkway, while her brother, sister, and father are shovelling their driveway. Sam approaches and hugs us in the knee-deep snow. Sam introduces Sala and me to her family as two of her friends from her private school. I can see the look of jealousy on her siblings' faces. I can’t quite read auras yet, but by their intensity, all but Sam are mundane in her family.
“How are you not sinking in the snow?” her mother gasps as Sala and I are barely making tracks. I purposefully started making tracks a block back so she wouldn’t get suspicious.
“These!” I grin, producing the snowshoes. “Sala’s parents have a spare pair. They should fit Sam. Can she join us at the park?”
Sam’s eyes light up, and she flashes me a coy smile.
“The resources your private school friends have!” she shakes her head. “What are you going to do for lunch?”
“Good question,” I smile. I pull out my cell phone and send a group message to the girls.
[Laurëafanya] What are we doing for lunch, girls? We’re just picking up Sam now. 

[Lynn] I just read your text out loud. Mom says we can all come here. I’m closest to the park entrance. 

[Ginette] ooh, I love your mom’s cooking! Meet you in 20?


We all agree, and I tuck my cellphone back into my belt pouch under my cloak. Lynn and Ginette live only a block away from each other. Their friendship reminds me of how close I was with Kevin and Ruby growing up.
“You two have fancy cloaks instead of winter coats?” her sister notes and we nod.
“I also have a waxed version for the spring when it rains,” I smile.
“Laurëa is into fashion. She rarely wears casual clothes,” Sam boasts. “I’m glad that she and her beloved are in my study group. We’re never apart.”
“Beloved?” Sam’s mother raises an eyebrow. “Oh, right, you showed me the pictures from the dance. These two beautiful blondes are dating?” she asks. We nod. “The boys must be so jealous of your relationship,” she continues, and I return a disarming smile.
I whisper my Wood Shape spell as Sam ‘ties’ the straps to her boots. She steps from the shovelled walk up onto the unplowed sidewalk and grins. “These are so cool!” she turns to her mom, bending down and hugging her. “Be home for supper!”
“Okay, Dear, play safe and watch out for traffic! Vehicles will have trouble seeing you with these high snow banks!”
“Okay, Mom!” she waves to her family as we trudge off to play.
“It doesn’t annoy your family that you’re not helping to shovel?” I query as we effortlessly all walk on top of the snow. I stop having us leave tracks when we’re out of eyesight.
Sam shrugs, “We only have the four shovels, so all I was doing was sweeping the porch and back deck.”
When we reach the major road alongside the park, we notice the sidewalks are plowed already. Sam looks at me, “Can I take these off now? It feels weird walking in them.” I release the bindings, and she steps out of them. “Wow, who needs buckles when you have a Druid around!” We all giggle. Sala takes my hand as Sam carries the snowshoes under her arm. “What made you come up with the idea of these?”
“I wrote a project on Antarctica last year for geography class, and discovered that people use these, sleds, and skis to get around on the snow,” I reply. “I needed an excuse why Sala and I can walk on top of the snow.”

      [image: ]We arrive at Lynn’s place first. It gives me time to clean and tuck the snowshoes into my haversack. Sala helps me, while Sam hugs our friend. Her parents are ‘shovelling’ with ‘electric shovels’, but that’s just a cover so that their neighbours don’t get suspicious that they’re using actual spells to move the snow around. While the two houses on the left have families that go to our school, the family on the right is mundane.
“These are the blonde girls in your class that you talk so much about?” Lynn’s father smiles as she introduces us to her family.
“You are both so beautiful, and you’re a couple?” her mother probes, noting how close Sala is holding me. Her eyes glow for a moment, and she lowers her voice. “No wonder, you’re not even Human.”
“I’m an Elf and my betrothed is a Winter Fae,” I confirm, not hiding who I am, recognizing a detection spell when I see it. Her mother quirks an eyebrow at the term ‘betrothed.’
“There are Elves left on Earth?” her father replies in a hushed tone. Fortunately, the neighbours’ snow blower is loud, so his voice doesn’t carry far.
“You can think of me more as a forward scout. Once I establish a base for a town, there will be more of us.” I flash a sly smile. My friends grin. He looks surprised. “Perhaps a formal introduction is in order,” I smile, taking a bow. “High Druid Laurëafanya Laitaurë Rasmussen, at your service.”
“High Druid? At your age?” her mother gasps.
“My father crowned me as a member of his Council this winter break. I am to lead our people in returning to Earth,” I nod.
“Rasmussen?” her father probes. “Well, with your family’s influence… will it be here?”
“No, there is a hidden vale in the Rockies on the West Coast. We’ll lay ground there, build our town outside of Human sight, and slowly integrate ourselves into society. This is to improve our world, Magus Johnson. Global warming is threatening the natural world, and we need to restore balance to the Earth. I can’t do that on my own.”
“You intend to slowly bring more Druids like yourself back into this world to start healing it?” he catches on. I nod. “Let us know if you need help,” he smiles curiously. “I’d like to see where this goes.”
“Dad, we’re going to play in the park for a few hours. You can ask her more questions later,” Lynn sounds impatient. While this is interesting for me, I’m probably boring the girls.
I whistle for my owl and we head to the park. I can hear her mom comment as we walk away, “Did she say she was betrothed to the Fae?”
“You’re doing this on purpose, aren’t you?” Sam nudges me.
“I won’t hide who I am from our magical society. The more who know what my family has planned, the more help I can gather so that I’m not doing this alone,” I retort.
“My daughter is so much like her father, ever the diplomat, looking to make connections.” Mother beams proudly from my amulet.
“Why is your mother not out with us like the last snow day?” Lynn probes.
“Having the three of us walk on snow like we’re wearing snow shoes is hard enough. There is no way mother could walk on the snow with her height, it wouldn’t be plausible.” I turn to Lynn. “Besides, your parents have enough questions for me. Imagine what they would have for my mother?”
“You have a point there,” Lynn smiles.
We meet up with Ginette at the park entrance. Sala casts her Snowshoe spell on the girls. I can see by the footprints that Ginette’s neighbours have already ventured into the park. As we approach the lake, my keen hearing picks up laughter and giggles from the play area. I look at Ilcaëlwen, who then takes off from my shoulder to investigate.
“Why was your owl not with you when you arrived at my house?” Sam probes as they watch my owl fly off.
“It would have created even more questions,” I reply, my voice distant, as I’m focusing my sight on what my owl sees.
Eight kids, ages four to twelve, are making a big snow fort and snowpals in the play park. I have Ilca bank away and fly over the lake. No one’s sledding yet, but there are a good dozen houses bordering the park. There are bound to be more kids later.
“Okay, let’s go over to the lake. There’s no one there to see you make sleds,” I comment as I bring my focus back to myself.
We make our way to the lake. I set my haversack down beside a bench. My owl perches on the park bench to keep an eye on our things. Ginette proceeds to make the five of us sleds to play on.
“Do you think the boys will join us?” Lynn probes.
“Sorry, I don’t have any of them on my message list. If you want your boyfriends here, you’ll have to invite them yourselves,” I reply apologetically.
“Oh, okay then!” Lynn grins, then pulls out her phone to message Thomas.

      [image: ]I’m done with my first run down the hill when Lynn excitedly tells us that Thomas should be here in about ten minutes, and that Connor will be here in five. I look at Sam.
“Munroe is out cross-country skiing with his family on the golf course. He can’t join us,” she pouts sadly.
I hug her, “Did you want to join them?”
“What, and miss out on all this fun with you girls?” she smiles. “This is way more fun than following his family on skis!”
“Okay,” I smile. “I didn’t want to take you away from him.”
“You are my best friend. I rather spend time with you,” she smiles.
“Sam, it’s your turn!” Sala calls out as she climbs the hill. Sam smiles, plants a peck on my cheek, grabs her sled, and launches herself belly first down the hill.
She screams a “Wahoo!” all the way down.
“She’s more affectionate with you since you kissed her Friday,” Sala remarks as she approaches, sliding her arm around my waist. “Do you think she’s hoping to be your girlfriend?”
“As long as she’s still dating Munroe, I doubt she’ll ask,” I return thoughtfully. “But it could be building in that direction. Does that bother you, Darling?”
“Sam is so much like Ruby. I always thought she was straight, though,” she pulls me in for a kiss. “It doesn’t surprise me how she finds you attractive. You are the most beautiful girl in town.”
“I am, am I?” I tease, kissing her. “You’re not jealous?”
“Not of Sam, not right now. We’ll see how it develops,” Sala suggests in a mature tone. When we first met, she was almost possessively jealous. It continues to amaze me how my Fae now accepts my polyamorous nature. “As long as we’re open about this,” she states in a cautionary tone, almost reading my mind.
“I love you so much,” I smile tenderly, and we share a deeper kiss.
“Can I try one of those?” a small voice calls out to our left.
“Looks like my neighbours heard Sam,” Ginette giggles before hopping on her sled and zipping down.
I crouch and motion for the girl to come closer. “What’s your name?”
“Sylvia,” she returns bashfully.
“I’m Laurëafanya, this is Sala,” I offer her a friendly smile. “How old are you?”
She holds up her mitt-covered hands then giggles when she realizes we can’t see her fingers, “Eight!”
“These sleds go really fast, Sylvia. So how about you hold on to me, and we’ll go down together?” I offer in a gentle tone.
“Okay!” she grins excitedly.
I set the sled higher on the hill, and sit a little further back. I pat the spot in front of me, curling my legs along the edge of the disk. Sylvia holds on to my shoulder as she sits down on my lap.
“Now, hold on tight,” I caution, and she grips my legs.
I push myself forward. As we pick up speed, Sylvia turns, hugs me tight, emitting a long ‘e’ that hurts my ears. She giggles as we flatten out at the bottom. I lean back to dig the sled into the snow to stop us from going up the other side. She’s all giggles and laughter as she climbs off of the sled.
Sylvia turns and gasps, noting I’m standing on the snow. I make a shushing motion with my gloved hand, “Here, let me carry you up.”
She nods. I crouch so she can hop onto my back. “Okay, hold on tight,” I warn her. She nearly chokes my neck, So I bounce, pushing her further up my back. Once I know she won’t choke me, I run across the lake with her giggling.
“How come you and your friends don’t sink in the snow?” Sylvia asks as we reach the top.
Connor and Sala join us. It looks like she’d gone to fetch him to cast her Snowshoe spell on him. He’s not trudging through the knee-deep snow.
“My friends and I have special boots that allow us to walk on snow,” I tell her. “It’s a special type of snowshoe.”
“They don’t look like snowshoes…” she argues, examining my feet.
“I know. That’s what makes them so special,” I return.
“Oh… Okay!” she concedes. “Can we go down again?”
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Sledding & Snow Fun


Seems hearing Sylvia scream and giggle brought the other children to see what she was going on about. By the time that Thomas joins us, we’re each holding a child and sliding down with them. We let the two older twins ride down on their own. The children don’t have Sala’s snowshoe spell. We now have foot tracks on the side of the hill. The kids are good about it, though; they don’t walk where we’re sledding, so there are no divots in the part we go down. 
We have a well-enjoyed sledding hill by the time we can hear the Bradley children’s mother call out from their backyard. “We have to go eat lunch now,” Sylvia remarks sadly.
“My friend Ginette lives right next door. Next time you want to play, just let her know, okay?”
The girl’s face lights up. “Okay!” she offers me a big hug before joining her siblings as they head to the park entrance.
The other three children join them. They live two doors down and are halfway to the park entrance when they hear their mother calling. I have Sala help slip my haversack on under my cloak, and we decide we should head to Lynn’s for lunch now as well.
“You love children, don’t you?” Sam smiles as we start for the park entrance. She is holding my hand. I don’t think she realizes it. Sala is holding me close. She leans over, looks at her, smiles, then squeezes me.
“I do!” I smile happily. “Spending Sundays with my cousins made Sunday School at church tolerable growing up.” I take a deep breath and sigh, “I miss them.”
Sam squeezes my hand and leans against my shoulder for comfort. I smile and lean my head against hers for a moment. Sala’s right, she is a lot more affectionate since Friday.

      [image: ]We invade the Johnson household. I don’t think her parents were ready for seven excitable teens at the dining table, happily chatting about our sledding fun. My owl adds in trills as she joins us.
Her mother notes that Sam’s the only one without someone at the dinner table. “Oh, my boyfriend Munroe went skiing with his family today. I don’t have cross-country skis of my own that fit me.”
“That’s a shame,” her mother returns sympathetically. “I hope your friends aren’t making you feel uncomfortable with their boyfriends here.”
“As long as Laurëa is here, it’s always a fun time!” Sam beams and then takes a sip of soup.
Lynn’s mother flashes me a curious glance. “We’re best friends,” I explain between mouthfuls of vegetable soup.
Lynn’s mother smiles. “You seem to have quite an influence on your friends.”
“Laurëa is funny and has the most amazing stories about gaming, science fiction, fantasy, and her people!” Lynn adds.
“Oh?” her mother probes.
“I spent almost a week before school visiting my kin on Arvandor. It was an amazing time, wasn’t it, Darling?” I ask Sala.
“Magical,” Sala swoons and kisses me.
“On Arvandor?” Lynn’s mother probes. “Where on Earth is that?”
“Well, it’s not on Earth,” I reply without hesitation. “It’s among the Outer Planes. It’s where most of my people fled when the Romans drove them off.”
Lynn’s mother sits there stunned. “My best friend is a powerful caster, with magical gear, and has an animal companion. She’s not only travelled the Cosmos, but has likely experienced more this year than most of us will see in half a lifetime,” Sam chuckles. My owl trills and bobs in agreement.
“That’s why you introduced yourself as a High Druid,” Lynn’s mother acknowledges, still amazed. “You’re not just learning magic, are you?”
“One never stops learning, but I’m more powerful than some adults twice my age. As a Druid, my abilities differ from yours,” I explain. I notice the spider plant in the corner by the window is struggling. “Let me show you,” I offer.
I rise with my glass of water in hand. My wood shape ability allows me to seamlessly move the planter over a bit. I stand up on my toes, pour the water into the plant, and whisper a growth spell. The plant suddenly grows thick and green, the tips birth baby spider sprouts that grow another two centimetres.
I turn. “Water him twice a week, rotate the plant once a month, and he’ll give you more baby sprouts like this,” I remark, caressing the ends.
“Amazing!” she returns.
“We came back from Arvandor with a handful of winter-hardy plants, and Amma loves how green our house is now!” Sala beams.
“You came back from Arvandor?” she looks at us, confused. “You went together?”
“I thought it was best for my people to meet my betrothed, yes,” I reply, as I return to the table.
“Your…” she finally ties our rings with my comment. “You’re engaged?”
I nod as I sit down. Sala slides her arm around me. “It’s an arranged marriage, but I love my fiancée very much,” I smile.
“If I didn’t have a girlfriend, I’d say it’s still unfair that the two prettiest girls in class are a permanent couple that no one else can date,” Thomas chuckles.
“Luckily you have me then,” Lynn teases her boyfriend.
“Absolutely,” he smiles affectionately, and they kiss.
“But you’re all in the same class, right?” Lynn’s mother is still confused.
“I believe Sala and I are older than they are. We turn sixteen this year, but we’re all in the same grade,” I nod. Lynn’s mother looks at me curiously. “I started a year late in school. My birth parents are not normal people,” I roll my eyes.
“I ended up repeating grade two,” Sala admits, embarrassed. “My beloved has helped me so much in improving my grades,” she leans against me.
“Birth parents?” Her mother frowns.
“My past is complicated. Ashanna Rasmussen adopted me this fall. I only started school here in Hillcrest in October,” I look down at the table, not sure where to start.
“It’s okay, Dear. Lynn speaks highly of you; you don’t need to tell me more if it’s uncomfortable,” she offers me a soft smile.
I return her mother’s smile, “Thank you.”
Lynn’s mother looks at me for a moment. “Have you ever told anyone your whole story?”
“My friends know most of it now,” I nod. “Sala knows more than the rest of them, as she’s my mate.”
Lynn’s mother shakes her head, “I still can’t believe two girls such as yourselves are to marry each other so young…”
“For Sala, it was an easy choice,” Sam smiles. “She’s loved Laurëa the moment she set eyes on her. They have a very… um… mature relationship.”
“It’s hard to keep my hands to myself when my darling Laurëa looks so beautiful,” Sala sighs as she snuggles in more.
Her mother looks at Lynn, who shakes her head, “No, Mom, it’s only those two. None of the rest of us are ready for that kind of thing!” Her mother relaxes and smiles.
“I’m sure Thomas is a very well-behaved gentleman,” she shoots him a keen stare.
“Absolutely, ma’am!” he coughs. “I wouldn’t think of doing anything… you know…”
Sam suddenly bursts out laughing. “Chill, Thom, you’re going to pop something!”
“Mom! Quit scaring my boyfriend!” Lynn huffs, causing the rest of us to laugh when Mrs. Johnson smiles at us.
“Are you kids going to go back to the park?” her mom asks once we calm down.
“That was the idea,” I comment, and my friends nod. “Are we still doing a movie tonight?”
Connor pulls out his phone as we’re all debating. “The theatre says they’ll be open tonight.”
“And our favourite restaurant says that their parking lot is clear and are opening at two,” Ginette adds, checking over her device.
“We all going to watch The Sandman?” Thomas inquires.
“Not my kind of movie,” Sala scrunches her nose.
“How about Nexus 6? I know Sala’s not much of a Sci-Fi fan…” Lynn asks.
“It’s not that I’m a not a fan, I just don’t understand it,” Sala pouts. “Last space movie we went to watch, it took my beloved over an hour explaining it to me.”
“How about a romance?” I offer. “There’s Blossom Hill still playing.”
I see our geeks debate about it. Finally, Lynn nudges Thomas to cave in. Lynn and Thomas remind me so much of Kevin and me. I should see about trying to include them in our Exodus guild. While they both play games, the few times I’ve mentioned the MMO I play, they’ve never really shown an interest. They love strategy games like NebulaCraft, where they can team up, build bases, and defeat enemy armies.

      [image: ]Once we’re done with lunch, Ginette makes the sleds in the backyard. There will be too many people in the park to make them in the open. Once made, we take the half dozen that we have with us. I’m not carrying one. I have my hands full, with Sala holding one hand and Sam holding the other.
At one point, Lynn turns around to ask a question, and notices. She raises an eyebrow, smiles, and then turns around. I feel Sam blush beside me. She loosens her grip on my hand, allowing me to lace our fingers together.
“I have a boyfriend. You’re not supposed to encourage me to be affectionate,” she whispers.
Sala giggles and replies in a low tone. “You’re even more like Ruby than I thought.”
“I’m almost jealous that you get to kiss her every day,” Sam replies, blushing. She looks at me. “You are just so beautiful. Why do I find myself attracted to you? I’ve never felt this way for a girl before.”
“I think it’s her Elven grace. Everyone seems to fall for my beloved. Just no more kissing in front of your boyfriend,” Sala teases.
We all giggle. She releases my hand when Ginette turns around. “What are you three conspiring about?”
“We’re having a debate about how many people would ask me out given half the chance,” I grin, still giggling.
“Well, if Sam’s any sign, you even got straight girls wanting to get a kiss from you,” Lynn teases. Sam turns beet red. I wrap my arm around her shoulder, and she leans into me, hiding her head in my shoulder.
“Please kill me now,” she squeaks.
“She’s just teasing,” I whisper.
“But it’s true… I want another kiss,” Sam looks up at me with puppy-dog eyes.
I return a smile and kiss her forehead, “We’ll talk about it later, okay?”
“Okay,” Sam relaxes against my shoulder. “You’re so warm and soft…” she takes a deep breath, “and smell so good. I have a boyfriend. I shouldn’t be having these feelings for you.”
“No matter what happens, you’re still my friend first,” I reassure her, and she finally calms down.
We enter the park. My ears pick up that some kids are already here and have brought sleds of their own this time.
“You’re back!” a small voice squeaks. I smile and release my two snugly girls in time to catch a happy Sylvia.
“She’s taken a liking to you,” Sam smiles, welcoming the change of topic.
“Come, I want to introduce you to my mom!” she beams excitedly, pointing to a woman at the benches.
“Hi, Mrs. Bradley,” Ginette chimes happily.
“Oh, so the girl who caught my daughter’s attention is a friend of yours?” the woman by the benches probes.
“Yes, she’s a girl from my class,” Ginette smiles. “We all hang out together.”
“And which one of these strapping young lads is your boyfriend?” she teases Ginette. Connor wraps his arm around her and the woman smiles. “Oh, I never figured you’d go for the athletic type…”
“Well, Connor isn’t just an athlete, he’s really smart as well. He’s the school’s top varsity player in our age group. Thomas here runs a close second.”
“I’m Laurëafanya,” I smile, extending my hand to shake hers.
The woman blinks, “Oh, so that’s why my daughter had so much trouble saying your name!”
I giggle. I can only imagine how many variations of my name Sylvia tried before giving up. “My friends at school call me Laurëa or Laure for short,” I return with a disarming smile.
I see Sylvia trying to get her tongue around ‘Laurëa’ but unable to. “Laure, did you bring those amazing transparent sleds back?” she asks with a hopeful look.
“We did!” Connor lifts the one he’s carrying.
“Can you take me down the hill again, please?” she pulls on my hand.
“Sure!” I smile, and Connor hands me the sled.
I wave to her mom as Sylvia drags me to the hill.
When I put the sled down, she hops in and waits as I slide in behind her. She helps me get us going by leaning forward, and we pick up speed quickly. She’s squealing and giggling all the way down. Her happiness is infectious, and I copy her as we zip down the hill.
By now there are so many footprints in the snow, you can’t tell I’m not sinking as far as she does. Still, I can get us up the hill faster. I crouch, and she hops on my back, giggling as I run back up the hill. I think she likes this part the best, not having to walk up the hill herself.
Next round, Thomas slides beside us with her little sister in his lap, and we race to the bottom, which gets even more hoots and giggles from the girls. We run back up the hill, running neck and neck with Gina on his back.
“Well, you’re getting your workout today!” Mrs. Bradley chuckles. “How is it you can run up the hill with my daughter on your back and not sink so deep in the snow?”
“I’m really light,” I smile, taking a deep breath and letting out a puff of air. “These are special boots.”
“You know how I’ve told you that Papa works on special projects?” Ginette offers. The woman nods. “These are special snow shoes. They have a type of webbing on the bottom that stops us from sinking so deep in the snow!”
“And he has the seven of you trying them out?” noting that all of my friends are walking on top of the snow.
“We’re all different weights and body sizes. It’s the perfect way to try out a new product.” Connor grins, playing along. “Most of us are into sports at school. I play basketball. Thom plays volleyball, and Laurëa here does Track & Field.”
“You’re forgetting Thom’s a member of our Aikido Dojang,” I remind him.
“So that’s why you are all so fit!” she blinks, amazed.
“He can be hard to keep up with, but it has some benefits,” Lynn grins.
She looks at Sam. “Oh, I’m into running and soccer, but we’re already done for the season,” Sam replies. “Though I might join my best friend for Track & Field in the spring,” she grins, wrapping an arm around my shoulder.
“That would be so much fun!” I grin.
“She’s also in your workout program, isn’t she?” Sala asks.
“Yes, but she’s not quite at the weight limit to spot her boyfriend on the free weights, which is why it’s me or one of the guys that helps him,” I smile at my beloved.
“You help Munroe on the free weights?” Thomas gasps, surprised. “I knew you were strong, but… wow!”
“Strong enough to toss this little squeaker around!” I boast, grabbing Sylvia by the waist. She gasps and giggles as I set her on my shoulders.
“Laure’s fun!” she giggles more, hugging my head.
“You really should join in on our weekly workout schedule, Thomas. It’ll get you ready if you want to join us for Track & Field in the spring. It only takes up an extra hour after school, twice a week — seeing as the weight training is the last class of the day on Fridays, you have the entire weekend free afterwards.”
“That’s not a bad idea. I’ll ask Coach Montgomery on Thursday during gym class,” he smiles.
We say goodbye to Mrs. Bradley as we continue to play with the neighbourhood kids. Because there are so many unknown people, my owl just stays out of the way and watches from a distance. She blends in so well with the snow that I almost miss her perched on a lamppost.
I take a moment between downhill runs to let Emya know I won’t be home for supper. My friends and I are doing our regular Tuesday night routine of dinner and a movie. She asks to call me. I walk away from the others as we switch to voice. One of the first things she hears is the hooting and laughter.
“Sounds like you are having a lot of fun, Melanel.” I hear the smile in her voice.
“The only one missing out of our group is Munroe. He went skiing with his family. We’re with… I scan the hill, twelve of the neighbourhood kids. Two of them are our age and go to the public school while two others come from our school. Wanda is in Dani’s class, and her brother Peter is two grades lower. Otherwise, the rest of them are mundane.”
“No one’s taken notice of your transparent sleds or the fact none of you sink in the snow?” I hear the worry in her voice.
“Ginette came up with this wonderful cover story about her dad being some sort of inventor or scientist,” I smile.
“I’m glad you’re having fun. So you won’t be home for supper, but are coming home after the movie?” she probes.
“I’m sure that Sala would prefer I spend another night,” I smile. “I’ll be home after the movie.”
“Good, I’ll see you tonight then. Be safe and take care.”
“I will. Love you!” I return.
“Love you too,” I hear the warmth in her voice as she hangs up.
Sala approaches me, sliding her arm around my waist. “All set for the movie?”
“All set,” I grin. We join the others for afternoon fun in the snow.
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Dinner & a Movie


Just before four, Ginette suggests we should leave. We gather the sleds. “My spell won’t last much longer. The disks will fade when it runs out. I rather the mundane kids don’t see our sleds suddenly disappear,” she whispers. 
“Okay, let’s pack it in and change, then. I doubt most of us want to go to the restaurant in wet winter clothes,” Sam nods. “I’m surprised you’re not wearing a snowsuit, Laurëa.”
“I don’t have one,” I reply. “Besides, my legs are dry.”
“How?” Thomas frowns.
We wave goodbye to our new friends and start heading out of the park.
“The cloak keeps me comfortable and dry. Every time I brush snow off myself, it dries it all up.” I grin. “It was a gift from the Nixë… Sala’s cloak does the same thing.”
“That’s a pretty expensive Yuletide gift,” Connor frowns.
“It wasn’t merely a Yuletide gift,” I reply.
Sala leans against me, “The enchanted cloaks are given to nobles of the Seelie Court, usually during our naming ceremony.”
Sam stops and we turn. “That was your dowry gift. You said you were betrothed on Boxing Day!” she gasps.
“It was,” I turn and return Sala the kiss she’s leaning in for. “I don’t regret it. The way our relationship was going, we’d eventually have gotten married on our own.”
“You’re that sure of your relationship with Sala?” Lynn turns, surprised, as we walk to her door.
“Do you think Sala would have let me marry anyone else? She latched on to me before anyone else could ask me out,” I giggle, causing us all to laugh.
“Yeah, she claimed you pretty quickly,” Thomas chuckles. “I wouldn’t want to get between you two, that’s for sure!”
“There was something about my beloved. Call it love at first sight if you want to be romantic. I was drawn to her the moment I saw her standing in the middle of the classroom.”
Ginette stops as we reach her door, “You’ve always seen her as a girl, haven’t you?”
“I have!” Sala hugs me close. “I guess it’s no surprise that I’ve never had an interest in boys. The more female my beloved became, the more in love with her I felt. When she came to see us on Boxing Day, my heart melted! She had sounded pretty on the phone. She is so much more beautiful in person!” she squeezes me tight. “Even among the Elves, she is prettier than most.”
I offer my beloved the tender kiss she’s now looking for. “I’ll get Sala home so we can change. Meet at the restaurant in an hour?” I offer as Sala holds me tight.
We all agree and go our separate ways. Sala’s father insists on driving us to the restaurant. Just as well, it gives me time to wash, change, and get my makeup done.
I come out of the shower, having only my vanilla soap with me. I smell scrumptious. My lovely Sala notices right away. “You could have used the rose-scented soap. Smelling good enough to eat will leave me wanting you all night,” she breathes in a husky tone, as I’m drying my hair.
“Maybe we could ‘walk’ home from the movies again?” I offer, leaving the towel on my head and pulling her into my arms.
“You’ll make a lovely dessert,” she purrs.
“Now take your shower, wear your silk skirt and wrap top. I don’t have my high boots with me, but the boots I have will work with my outfit.”
“Hmm… I get a show with my dinner and a movie. You are such a tease,” she returns.
I kiss her and slap her on the bottom, “Go, get ready, or we won’t meet our friends on time.”
“Fine,” she pouts. She steals one more kiss before dashing into the bathroom.
I’m thankful for the seal on my belt pouches. None of the items in my pouches got wet with all the fun we had today. I know I’ll be bringing Sala here before going home tonight, so I’ll leave my haversack behind and only carry the one belt pouch. I shouldn’t need my herb component pouch for dinner and a movie.
“I want you to stay here with the Nixë,” I comment to my owl as I’m doing my makeup. “Amma says she’ll feed you a delightful treat for supper.” Ilcaëlwen chirps happily at the mention of a treat. “That’s my good girl. You were so well behaved today. I’m proud of you.”
I take a moment to face hug my owl, who then settles down beside me on the vanity as I finish my makeup. I use my hair accessory, rounding my ears but not changing my features much. I receive so many comments about how beautiful I look on my Internet pages when I don’t hide my Elven beauty anymore. Most think it’s the way I do my makeup. I have my hair tied back, and it flares out into a curly bush at the back of my head.
I’m wearing silk and lace today. I love the lace underwear I have, the top dips just enough to show the edges of my bra. The silk is from Arvandor, probably spider silk by how soft it is… definitely not something I can find on Earth.
I take a picture and post a second fashion shot for the day. My fans are eating it up as I compose my going-out ensemble. I comment on how you can replace the belt pouch with a purse for a slimmer look, but I prefer keeping my personal items close to me.
I receive a few comments about my ears on my Grid page, and I reply that I’m heading out in public, with my hair tied back. It’s best that Humans don’t see my natural ear tips. We’re not at a point where a natural Elf is fully accepted.
“You bobbed your ears,” Sala pouts as I exit the spare bedroom.
“I’m sorry, Darling. Humans can’t see my natural form yet… it’s just the ears, the rest of me is my Elven self.”
“Hmm… Is it ever!” she purrs. “I love this shirt on you. Too bad you’re wearing a bra this time.”
“Behave you!” I kiss her. “Let’s tell Appa we’re ready to go.”
She nods and reluctantly releases me… She’ll likely be an insufferable tease during the movie tonight. Amma assures me she’ll take good care of Ilcaëlwen, and she’ll see us later. We slide on our cloaks. Sala doesn’t need one for this weather, but it makes us match, so she’s loving it.
We head into the restaurant. I loosen my cloak and push it back behind my shoulders, like a cape. Sala copies me, and we hold each other as we walk in to join our friends. Sam is already here, as are Thomas and Connor.
Sam whistles, making the boys turn from their conversation, “Oh wow! You two know how to dress up for a night out! You’d swear we’re heading to a club tonight, and not just the movies!”
Thomas’ reaction is the cutest as he’s trying not to stare. “Quit teasing my boyfriend. You have a love of your own,” Lynn comments behind me.
“I did this for my beloved, which is why we are a matching pair,” I grin playfully.
“I’ll say,” Ginette catches up to us, walking alongside Sala. “If the rest of the kids at school saw you dressed like that, you’d have a throng of them dragging behind you with their tongues hanging out!” she giggles.
It’s another few minutes before Munroe arrives. His cheeks are pink from a day out in the snow, but he’s changed into jeans and a sweater. “Two blondes in black silk. You two are a teenager’s wet dream. Did you have to dress to kill?” he challenges.
“What, is this too much?” I ask playfully, leaving Sala to giggle. “My aides said much the same thing on Arvandor when we went out like this.”
“This is one of her not-so-innocent, drop-dead gorgeous moments,” Sam giggles and then stands to hug her boyfriend and kiss him.
He relaxes in her arms, “Oh, I missed you!”
Now that we’re all together, we announce to the host that we’re ready for our table, and she guides us to a place where the eight of us can sit down.
“Did you invite anyone else tonight?” Munroe asks.
“Where none of our other friends are couples, I thought it best to not ask them to join us for a romantic movie night,” I reply.
We have a wonderfully animated supper as we recount our day’s events. Munroe tells us how the golf lodge offered a stew lunch for members who were skiing. He met up with the Thompson pack while there. I sometimes wonder if the Humans in our class feel outnumbered. We love this restaurant for its vegetarian options. I note that most of my friends still have meat dishes. The smell of Munroe’s steak is actually a touch upsetting.
“You don’t miss meat, do you, My Beloved?” Sala whispers.
“Not at all. In fact, Munroe’s steak is almost ruining my appetite,” I reply with distaste.
“Sorry,” he returns between mouthfuls. “I’m surprised that you’re off the meat so fully, you haven’t been living with the Rasmussen for even a year…”
“Could be that some of it is mental,” Sam muses, munching on a fry. “She knows that the smell of blood and red meat is not good for her family — so she wants nothing to do with it, either.”
“That makes sense,” Munroe nods.
“I would say it has to do a lot with my influence as well, Melanel,” Mother notes in my mind. “I can experience your senses, and I dislike the smell of blood as well.”
“Mother thinks she has an influence as well,” I smile.
“Your mother is here?” Munroe looks around, confused. “I don’t see her.”
“I’m tied to emenya Lairelindë through my pendant,” I whisper. “She’s always with me as long as I’m wearing it.”
“I missed having her with us today,” Lynn comments. “She’s so fun to talk to.”
“It’s nice to know my presence was missed,” Mother says quietly out loud.
Sam smiles. The boys freeze as if hearing a ghost. “Mother can project her voice through the amulet, sorry. I think it’s the first time she’s done that to any of you,” I offer an apologetic smile.
“That is so amazing!” Ginette breaks the silence. “So, you always have your mother with you?”
“Whenever I’m wearing the pendant, she’s always with me,” I nod. “I welcome her soft-spoken words of wisdom and advice.”
“Now only if you would listen to the sage advice more often…” Mother teases, amusing my friends.
“Yeah, when Laurëa has her mind set on something, nothing stops her!” they laugh some more. “It’s why she and Sala are so well suited. They’re the two most stubborn girls in our class!” Sam grins.
“I’m not stubborn,” Sala pouts. “I’m just persistent,” she replies cheekily; we all laugh and giggle.
“Persistent indeed. The moment you saw her, you were fixated on getting Laurëa to date you,” Ginette smiles.
“It worked,” Sala smiles smugly.
“Yes, it worked very well indeed, Darling,” I smile, and we kiss.
“I can’t imagine being happier with anyone else,” Sala sighs, leaning against me.
“You two make such an adorable couple,” Ginette agrees. “The two prettiest blondes
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