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Prologue 
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A luminous moon waned in the sky 

on a dark cloudless night. Two people at opposite ends of a quiet, peaceful town knew something or rather someone they needed to find was out there though they had never met. One of them, a young woman who had yet to uncover the secrets of her existence, walked home knowing she still had a full night ahead of her. The other one, a mysterious face leaving their new home hoping to find the spirit they felt calling out to them from a distance. Regardless of whether it was called Destiny or Fate, the joining of these two spirits were seamlessly weaved within the fabric of time. Life nor death could stand in the way. 
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Chapter 1 
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The midmorning light shined down 

on the young woman’s vivid spiraling red curls that shielded her pale peach face which glowed as if it had never been kissed by the sun before. She had woken up late and was rushing to make it to class on time. She sped across town, fallen autumn leaves of reds, browns, and oranges crunching under her pounding feet. When she made it to the end of the school’s cobblestone path the woman stopped to catch her breath before making her way up the three large clay steps at the path’s end. As she opened the nearly translucent crystal mosaic doors she entered the college. 

Cob College was near the outskirts of town and even more whimsical on the inside than she had imagined. She had thought about going to college a few towns away or maybe even farther but decided to stay at home since she would not have to worry about the cost of living in a dorm or food expenses seeing as she still lived with her mother. She had never actually scouted out Cob College, given it was her only option if she stayed in her hometown. She took in the scenery and felt the school breathe her in as she entered.  

She had not expected the school to have such a spacious interior. Looking around she saw beautiful hand painted clay vases full of flowers decorating the front desk. Every piece of furniture in the student café and common area was perfectly sculpted out of earth just like the school itself, it was all one giant connected masterpiece. She made her way across the common area to where someone was standing behind the front desk. She sighed in relief as she approached the person, noticing a badge that read ‘Student Aid’ in bold black letters hanging by a lanyard around their neck.  

Thankfully the Student Aid was able to give her directions and she made it to class mere moments before it started. As she took her seat she lifted her hair so she would not sit on it and pushed her curls behind her left ear. Every desk and chair were delicately carved from large tree roots and the flooring was like a soft, thick carpet made of moss. She slipped her feet out of her sandals and gently slid her bare feet over the moss as she ran a hand over the smooth yet bumpy desktop while placing her textbook, pen, and a notepad on it with her other hand. The professor looked around assessing his class, “Good morning students, I am Professor Almandine. I hope you completed your first day assignments as laid out in last week’s email, I will be coming around to collect them before we start. As a reminder this is Ancient Occult History, if this class is not on your schedule now is your chance to leave” 






With that announcement two 

students jumped from their seats and scurried out of the class before Professor Almandine began walking around the class to collect assignments. Once he had gathered all the assignments he dived straight into the course syllabus and student expectations. He emphasized that his class would not be easy and A’s would not be given for effort alone. He expected hard work, critical thinking, and for written assignments to push him to question what he had previously thought he knew. The students realized Professor Almandine’s class would require deep intellectually provoking mindsets and a willingness to venture into the unknown. An hour and a half seemed to pass fast as the woman thought about the intriguing challenges the course would present.  

“Assignment instructions and grading rubrics are here, if you plan on staying in this class I advise grabbing these papers before leaving”, Professor Almandine said as he sat out two stacks of papers on the edge of his long wood carved desk right before dismissing the class. 






Over half the students left empty handed, the other remaining students trickled down the moss-covered ramp to the front of the class to grab the papers. 

“Single file line please. As you grab the paper tell me your name. If you do not tell me your name the assignment I collected today will receive a zero because I will assume you have chosen to drop my class”. 






The young woman who was nearly 

late was last in line. She had almost forgotten to slip her sandals back on after putting her pen and notepad into her backpack. 

“Crimson. Crimson Sunstone” the woman said as she grabbed the papers. Professor Almandine looked up at her with his mud-colored eyes for a long moment recognizing her name from their earlier email correspondences regarding her accommodations; then nodded,  

“I look forward to having you in class Miss Sunstone” 






“I am very excited to be in your class”, she replied before leaving. 






As Crimson headed down the 

spiraling arched clay staircase towards the common area she saw someone who was 

clearly in a hurry running up the stairs. Crimson and the stranger nearly tripped as they bumped into one another and books went flying across the top of the stairs. The person who had been rushing up the stairs grabbed an armful of books and vanished without a word. Crimson bent down and started gathering what books were still scattered across the stairsteps. If it was not for the railing covered in hanging woven vines most of the books would have fell a good three floors down and potentially injured another student. She rushed off campus nearly flying past all the other students hoping no one had seen the embarrassing ordeal.  Passing the campus’s sleeping garden she began the long walk home.  

Crimson had made it a few blocks from the school when her phone went off. Ding! Looking down she saw it was a text from her mother asking her to pick up some things she needed. Crimson swung her bag off her shoulder, threw the books in her bag, and headed a block away to a metaphysical shop that also doubled as an herb apothecary, ran by one of her mother’s friends. Passing by several small shops made of cob and stone she finally arrived at the shop. Entering the cob building with hanging herbs adorning the outer walls the owner greeted her,  

“It’s lovely to see you Crimson; your mother said she would be sending you over to pick up some things” 






“Lovely day to you Ms. Lily. Did she send you a list?” 






“Yes Dear, she did. I have it all right here”, Ms. Lily placed her hand on top of a stapled paper sack, “Be careful Dear, there has been some new arrivals in town so stay cautious” she cryptically warned as Crimson grabbed the paper sack crinkling the top of it between her fingers as she took in the familiar layout, avoiding eye contact. Crimson gave an almost unnoticeable nod and a half smile as she turned to exit the shop.  

Before finishing her walk home she 

made a detour taking a right turn at the end of the shop lined street. She passed by overgrown color fading grass and tall lightly leaf sprinkled trees as she traveled down a light brown dirt path. Stopping at a nearby stream shaded by tall, beautiful evergreens she foraged for plants and collected a handful of stones. Taking a plastic baggie out of her pocket, she delicately placed worry rocks at the bottom and filled the remaining space with dandelions. Unzipping the front pouch of her bag she put the baggie of stones and plants in it and zipped it shut. She stayed there watching the fish swimming in the stream for ten more minutes before taking a shortcut home through the small, deserted park that was on the other side of the dirt path. 

As Crimson walked through the front door of her home and slipped off her sandals she heard her mother whispering to someone in the kitchen. Tiptoeing beside the wall she hoped to overhear the conversation. 






“When did they get here?” her mother whispered. 






“They moved in last week” the other voice replied in a hush. 






“Hey Honey, how was class?” her mother’s voice called from the kitchen to Crimson who was still hiding on the other side of the wall. 






“It was okay” she answered as she came around the corner. 






Crimson handed her mother the 

paper sack she had picked up for her as she looked towards the person who had just been talking with her mother. She knew the person; they were one of her mother’s closest friends, Beatrice. Beatrice opened her mouth to say something to Crimson but quickly changed her mind as Crimson’s mother opened the stapled bag and began placing items on the kitchen island.  

“What are those?” Crimson asked looking at the jars. 






“These are some herbs I needed” her mother answered. 






“What are they for?” Crimson questioned. 






“Something I am going to be working on” her mother responded vaguely.  






“I better get going, I have errands I still have to run” Beatrice said her goodbyes and left before she chanced slipping and saying something in front of Crimson that her mother did not want her know.  

Crimson and her mother talked a little longer. Her mother remained equivocal in her explanations, like she was keeping a secret of some kind. After a while Crimson realized her mother was not going to tell her what she was working on or had previously been talking to Beatrice about, so Crimson went upstairs to her room to work on a paper. She spent the next four hours researching and drafting her Ancient Occult Studies assignment for the following week, before stopping to take a nap. 

The moon light flooded through her window casting its beam on her clock that glowed a bright red 22:22 as she woke up. She stretched, got up and went to her dresser to grab some comfy clothes before going to the bathroom connected to her room to take a shower. After she was clean and dressed she fumbled through her bag in search of her journal. Realizing she could not find it; she remembered that morning after class she had collided with someone and neither had paid close attention to the books they had picked up but she could not recall if she had taken it to school with her or not. Maybe I accidently forgot my journal at the cemetery last night, she thought to herself even though she swore she had remembered it. She slipped some sneakers on and raced out of the house towards the cemetery. 
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Chapter 2 

[image: image]


As Crimson made it to the cemetery 

she saw a figure leaning against a tree near where she had been the night before. As she slowly approached the area the person started to become clearer. Streams of wavy auburn hair cascaded down touching the tops of the stranger’s shoulders as they stood under the darkness of the tree. It was the person from the stairs. Crimson was about ten feet away when the person turned to face her direction. Slightly raising what appeared to be a notebook in their hand they said,  


“You must be Crimson” 


Closing the gap of space, now standing two feet from the unknown person Crimson replied, 


“I am, and you are?” 





“I’m Obsidian, I must have accidentally grabbed your notebook when we bumped into each other earlier. I didn’t read all of it, just enough to figure out I may find you here” they handed Crimson the notebook as they finished their sentence. 






“I appreciate you giving this back” Crimson said as she grabbed her notebook nervously and backed away.  




“No problem” Obsidian responded. 





They stood there without speaking for several minutes. Eventually Obsidian broke the silence, 

“It’s a beautiful night. I was thinking about staying out here for a while and I would love the company, if you would like to sit out here with me.” Obsidian said looking up at the moon hanging in the clear 

starlit sky.  

Crimson was caught off guard. She had never met anyone else who enjoyed spending time at the cemetery. Most people found her love for the cemetery odd. 

“That would be really nice” Crimson smiled. 






They spent the night talking and getting to know each other. Crimson learned that Obsidian used “they/them” pronouns and that their family had recently moved to town and they had family and friends all over the world. The two talked, laughed, and joked about many things. At one point Obsidian asked about Cob College’s sleeping garden and Crimson explained it was the school’s version of a moon garden. Aside from the willow tree all the other plants in the sleeping garden were plants that only bloomed at night, typically at times people were sleeping, hence the name. Her mother had told her about it before she enrolled.  

As they talked they both felt a swelling in their hearts for the first time in their lives. Though they both wondered if this newfound friendship would remain if the other knew what they were not saying. It would take time for either of them to open up about all their secrets though, especially the secret Crimson did not know she had yet. 






“Oh no, I need to get home before my mom wakes up, she’ll freak if she realizes I’m not there” Crimson exclaimed in a panic as the sun began to rise over the horizon. They had both lost track of the time. They exchanged numbers and before parting ways they agreed to meet up again soon.  

As Crimson neared the cemetery entrance she looked back over her shoulder in hopes of catching one last glimpse of Obsidian before leaving but it was as if 

Obsidian had vanished once again. Little did Crimson know Obsidian had stopped behind the tree line to gaze upon her as she left the cemetery. Neither realized yet what the 

Fates had forged by bringing them together. 

Though Obsidian could smell one of 

Crimson’s secrets without ever having to read it Crimson had no idea the secrets 

Obsidian kept. 
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