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	Dedication

	To Jamie and Lacey,

	 

	for talking to the moon with me.

	 


 

	 

	Brannon

	Extraordinary. Officially defined as something unusual, or remarkable. Exceptional, even. To an extent, this is true. My complicated life, though still full of complications, is just that. Unusual. Remarkable. Exceptional. However, the word means more now. 

	Words can be manipulated to mean whatever one desires. They’re circumstantial. They can be used to give love or to take it back. To be kind or be the opposite. They’re always seconds away from escaping one’s lips and changing. Everything. 

	I don’t feel any particular way towards the official definition of extraordinary. My life is unusual, but it always has been. It has always been remarkable, and it has always been exceptional. But extraordinary? It’s never been that. Until now.

	Sunsets are extraordinary. The way there are never two of the same. The way they project a burnt orange and magenta glow over a blanket of sea blue. The way they capture the attention of anyone. Everyone.

	My life transformed from a cloudy sky to a magical sunset. Even when the tropical canvas melted into the horizon and the ocean mirrored the light of the moon, it remained extraordinary.

	Extraordinary. Unofficially defined as us. Me and Asher. Now. Tomorrow. Forever.


 

	 

	Asher

	We sat at our place, hand in hand, wondering what would happen next. She kept the pendant. She actually kept it. She made the choice to stay with me. Despite her headaches. Despite the consistent hardships of blanking out of reality. She chose me. And I will continue to choose her. Always.

	The sun was being swallowed. Its semi-circle of warming orange succumbing to the horizon and all the while being chased but never caught, by a moon already high in its fading blue back drop. This was the end of the beginning.

	We didn’t exchange words. We were both full of anticipation and nerves. Nerves building like a wave. Thoughts overlapping, rippling like the water beneath us. 

	What would happen next was unknown. The pendants hadn’t met for centuries. There were no answers. We could have played a guessing game, but what good would that have done? We’d be consciously trying to control something that we had no control over. It would be pointless. Instead, we sat in a comfortable silence. Our comfortable silence. Both appreciating our last moments of normality. Maybe.

	Two months ago, we were strangers. With secrets and an almost mutual understanding. Now, she is the sun, the moon and every star in a dark sky. She’s my Brannon. And I am whatever she needs me to be.

	“Happy birthday, by the way,” I said, whilst gently nudging her shoulder.

	She giggled. “You too.”

	I took off my black denim jacket and wrapped it around her bare shoulders. The warmth from the sinking sun had gone and a cold night’s breeze was brushing by us in a soft breath. 

	“You’re quiet,” I said.

	“I’m nervous,” she replied.

	I knew this already. I knew this because she isn’t shy with me anymore. She is completely, utterly and beautifully, herself. 

	“Me too. But maybe nothing will happen. Maybe we will be sitting here all night.”

	We decided to sit and wait after confirming that we were both keeping the pendants. I don’t think either of us really knew what we were waiting for. Part of me wanted to sit there forever. Avoid my parent’s questions. Avoid the uncertainty of our lives now. But part of me was excited. There was comfort in knowing she would always be close. We couldn’t risk being too far apart because the Myst would stop functioning. This was something we did know the answer to. Whilst she didn’t have to glue herself to my side, she couldn’t go too far. And I liked that.

	Nothing happened for a while. Then, the grip of her hand loosened to a light touch and the weight of her body started to fall backwards. I caught her head in my hands and planned to move it into my lap. But I didn’t get that far. I managed to place her head on the wooden planks of the pier. I caught a glimpse of her figure laying peacefully, before my vision blurred, and the moon became an unfocused ball of light with indistinct edges. 

	Then there was the sun again, on the horizon, never moving. The Myst. 

	I noticed her again instantly. Sitting on the glistening white sand, her knees pulled up to her chest. My jacket still resting on her shoulders. Purple hair cascading down her back. Silver eyes, with a hint of tangerine reflecting from the view, smiling at me. 

	Confusion struck me moments after. We’ve never been here together. In the Myst. Why now?

	 


 

	 

	Brannon

	It was strange. Seeing him here. Strange because we were both familiar with the place. And with each other. But being here together wasn’t familiar at all.

	“Well, I guess waiting was the right move,” he said as he sat beside me, appreciating the half sun setting behind the sea.

	“Why are we here Asher?”

	I knew he didn’t know the answer to this. But I knew that his words would comfort me, in some way.

	“I’m not sure. But we’re together so it can’t be too bad.” 

	We smiled.

	My mind flooded with thoughts. I felt a stabbing sensation in my head. He didn’t. Only days ago, I was bombarded with supernatural deaths and a migraine that I couldn’t escape from. He wasn’t. And this place. The Myst. It will always remind me of that day. When the world lost a man, who shone brighter than the sun. My Dad died here. His didn’t.

	“Do you think someone’s dying? How would that even work? With both of us here.” I threw more unanswerable questions his way.

	“I don’t think anyone is dying.” 

	I noticed his eyes widen and his body prepare itself to stand up. “I think they’re coming back…”

	I looked ahead, heart racing with perplexity. A hooded figure was emerging from the sun’s radiance. A black cloak covering their entire body, walking towards us slowly. Asher and I shared a look of fear. He held his hand out and pulled me up, positioning himself slightly in front of me. Shelter.

	The walking mystery was closer. Stepping onto the beach. Moments away from confronting us. And I’m scared. Why am I scared? This person is dead. For good. Whether the Myst is alive or not, you can’t cheat death. I learnt that the hard way.

	The body was steps away from us, lifting their hands to remove their hood and reveal their face. They were shorter than me and Asher. Their back arched slightly. Then the hood fell. Medium length hair, dusted silver in colour. Grey eyes with specs of silver and lashes like spider legs. A pale face, wrinkled skin. A smile.

	“Mr Curator, Miss Amory. It’s an honour to meet you,” she spoke in a formal tone, whilst bowing her head as if we were royalty. I giggled under my breath. 

	“I don’t mean to sound rude, but who are you?” Asher questioned.

	“My apologies, I’m Juno.” Her smile was warming. 

	“Juno?” Asher asked, and from his tone I knew his mind was figuring something out. 

	 


 

	 

	Asher

	“Queen of the heavens. That’s what Juno means, isn’t it?” I asked her.

	This was one of the key names my Father had taught me. I knew who she was.

	“Handsome and intelligent. We are most lucky to have you,” she replied, taking my hand in hers.

	Brannon stiffened. When I looked to her, she smiled, disguising her unnecessary jealousy. She didn’t have to worry about anyone calling me handsome, especially an old lady.

	“Brannon, this is Juno. She is the leading Ancestor,” I explained.

	Brannon smiled but didn’t speak. She wasn’t raised on the mystical learnings that I was. This was all new to her. She wasn’t one to behave falsely. If she was uncomfortable, you’d know. And I knew.

	“Miss Amory, it’s an honour to meet you,” Juno greeted her. They shook hands, Brannon still reluctant.

	“You can call me Brannon. It’s nice to meet you too.”

	Juno stood smiling at us, eyes glittering with appreciation and hope. Brannon broke the silence.

	“So, why is it an honour to meet us?”

	“It has been 422 years since the pendants were separated. You are the first two to give life to the Myst. We owe you everything, Miss Amory,” Juno explained.

	“We?” Brannon asked her.

	“Well, my dear, everyone in the Myst. Past that sunset. They are all awakening as we speak.”

	Brannon’s eyes lit up. Her Dad was on the other side of the sunset. I didn’t have it in me to crush her hope with the truth that I already knew. To watch her heart shatter again, as she lost him for the third time.

	“Can I go into the Myst?” she asked Juno, certain that the answer would be yes.

	“No, I’m afraid you can’t.” 

	Brannon’s eyes filled with a disappointment that I hoped she’d never have in me.

	“If you go in there, you’ll be gone and there’ll be no chance of returning,” Juno continued. “However, I sympathise with you. I’m sorry for your loss.”

	“How do you know he’s dead?” Brannon snapped back.

	I felt scared. I didn’t want Juno, the ancestor in charge of the entire supernatural graveyard, to think Brannon was anything like the Amory ancestor. She isn’t the ‘descendant of the sad one’. She’s full of goodness and love. In fact, it was because of the love she felt that she was acting this way. And she loved no one more than him.

	“I know of everyone who passes into the Myst,” Juno replied.

	“How? And how are you allowed to come back? Are you not dead for good?” 

	Brannon noticed the insensitivity in her words. She dropped her shoulders and looked to the floor. She’d only just decided to keep the pendant and sacrifice her desire for a normal life. Now this. It was too much. Overwhelming.

	“I am dead for good, yes. However, Miss Amory, it was my spell that created the Myst and the pendants. I connected them both. Therefore, I have more freedom than the others. It is my creation. I allow myself to come here in order to offer guidance to the both of you.”

	Brannon made eye contact with her again. They were both fiery and defensive. Probably like the Amory ancestor. Emotions are not weak. They are powerful.

	“I’m sorry if I came across as rude, Juno,” Brannon apologised, and Juno smiled.

	“It is no bother, my dear. I can appreciate how this is a lot to take in. I don’t want to put too much on you. Or you, Mr Curator. I will leave you with this. If either of you require my help, for anything at all, come here. I will know you are here for me.”

	“Thank you,” Brannon spoke.

	“Thank you, Juno,” I followed.

	“Mr Curator. Miss Amory. I wish you both the best of luck in this new journey. Please know that the community of the Myst is most grateful for the love shared between you.”

	She turned to leave, back into the ocean, behind the glow of the sun.

	“Oh, one last thing,” she announced, turning back, “I’ll need to see you both tomorrow morning.”

	 


 

	 

	Brannon

	We were back. Our eyes opened simultaneously. 

	“Are you okay?” he asked me.

	“Yeah, are you?”

	“I’m fine. That was…a lot,” he said.

	His aqua blue eyes were gleaming with fascination. They reminded me of his Fathers eyes, the first time he saw my pendant. He sat with his knees up, elbows rested on top of them, bronzed hands running through his tight chestnut curls. Suddenly, all of this was worth it.

	I stood up and reached for his hand. “We’ll figure it out. Come on, it’s late.”

	He stood up, taking my hand, warming my heart with his innocent smile. Then, we walked. Slowly and in love. Down the pier. Our place. With the giant ball of glistening white hovering magically above the sea.

	“What are we going to do about our living arrangements?” Asher asked, as we walked back to the cabins. 

	This question made me nervous. We couldn’t live apart anymore because the Myst would collapse. We knew this much already. But committing to live with someone at only 18 years old was scary. I had no doubts about Asher and I, however, it was sensible to consider the fact that anything could happen.

	“I’m not sure, yet. But I really want to go home and see my mum and Marley.”

	“Okay, good idea. I’ll talk to my parents about it and try to sort something out,” he said.

	I smiled, appreciating that this was a big thing for him to do.

	He walked with me to my cabin. Tomorrow was the last day of camp and, despite the chaos that may or may not be entering our lives, I wanted to enjoy it. 

	“You’re back late!” 

	It was the voice of my best friend, Blain. Sitting with Jessy and Red on the floor of my cabin. They had a deck of cards spread out in the middle of them.

	“We had a long walk. Why are you still up?”

	“Waiting for you. The boys are going to sleep on the floor tonight,” Jessy informed me.

	“We know it’s against camp rules but it’s the last night. They can’t exactly send us home,” Red said, feeling pride in his rebellion.

	I sat next to Blain and grinned at him. I felt confused and angry and so many other things. But right now, with my friends, I felt like it wasn’t important. 

	We played cards and laughed at each other’s jokes for hours, before deciding that we could no longer force our eyes to stay open. The sound of youth echoed through the room, and it smelt of perfume and aftershave from the preparations for the Summer Ball. We looked through pictures from the evening of us in formal wear, dancing under dazzling fairy lights. The pictures were great. But the memories were more.

	 


 

	 

	Asher

	As soon as I got home, I called mum and dad into the kitchen. I had no choice but to have this conversation now, despite how nervous I felt. Camp would be over tomorrow, and I needed to be on the plane home with Brannon.

	“What’s up Ash?” my dad asked.

	I inhaled deeply, confronting the nerves and breathing in the air that felt rather thin as I prepared myself to ask my parents to let me travel to Brannon’s house without them, at 18 years old.

	“Well, the thing is, Brannon and I can’t be separated anymore. Now that the Myst is functioning again, she can’t go home without me going with her.”

	Silence fell for a few long minutes.

	“Are you asking us if you can go and live with Brannon?” my mum asked, tears welling in her eyes.

	“No, no, I’m not asking that. We haven’t figured it out completely yet. I’m just asking if I can travel back with her for a bit, so that she can see her family.”

	Another few minutes of silence felt like an hour.

	“Well, I think it’s a good idea,” my dad said.

	“Really?” I asked, surprised at the enthusiasm in his voice.

	“Yes, really. Brannon hasn’t seen her family for a couple of months. She needs to see them and they need to see her. So yes, you can.”

	Relief overcame me. 

	“I guess it is only fair. I bet her mum is missing her so much. It will be nice for you to go too,” my mum said, less approvingly but she accepted that it was necessary.

	“I’ll call the airline and see if they have any spare seats. You best go and start packing,” dad said.

	 

	Surprisingly, we were all up and gathered on the green by mid-morning. Everyone was loading their luggage onto the coaches, before enjoying their last hours at camp. Already, it felt empty. The people here made a simple beach feel like an adventure. Blain made me feel like I had a brother to rely on. And she made everything feel complete. 

	Juno had requested our presence at some time this morning. The Myst is where we needed to be.

	“Shall we go for a quick walk down the beach?” I asked Brannon, nudging her away from our friends.

	“I thought you’d never ask!” Blain joked, exaggerating his dark brown eyes and smirking.

	“Be quiet,” she joked back with him. “Yes, let’s go.”

	We left the group and headed for the sandy shores, past the hike route that we first trekked together. Today, we positioned at the far end of the beach, where no one went. It was daylight, and the scorching heat would bring people to the beach. Maybe they’d think we were just napping. But it wasn’t worth the risk.

	I brought a large blanket for us to lay on, to avoid the sand getting in her hair or causing her discomfort. I spread it on the ground, and we laid down beside each other.

	“Are you okay?” I checked on her.

	“Yep, are you?”

	I felt her hand brushing against mine, forcing my hairs to stand up on my arms. I intertwined my fingers with hers.

	“Let’s do this.”

	 


 

	 

	Brannon

	It wasn’t such a surprise to see Juno today. In fact, having company in the Myst was quickly becoming comforting. 

	I was too tired to ponder on what this conversation may be when I was in bed last night. But now, I was curious. Supernatural life was so new to me. Yes, I’d anchored the Myst my whole life, but I’d had my Dad with me. He guided me through it. Made the hard a little easier. Now, I’m figuring this out alone. I have Asher, but this isn’t new to him. My Mum rarely got involved with this stuff. I doubt she would now, and I don’t expect her to. Doing it alone is fine. But it will take time.

	It felt like someone had lit my head on fire when I closed my eyes and entered the Myst, the supernatural afterlife that I was a bodyguard for. Standing between life and death, seeing people through to the other side of living. I was good at hiding the pain now. It wasn’t normal but it was me. However, as soon as I saw the beaming white smile and tanned legs of Asher, the pain became a distant distraction.

	“Good morning Mr Curator and Miss Amory,” Juno greeted us. Before, it felt like me and Asher’s place. I felt like I was walking into her grounds now. 

	“Morning Juno,” I replied with a smile, hands in my short pockets.

	I wasn’t trying to give a better impression of myself, which I could tell Asher believed. I was just in a better mood today. After a night’s sleep and some time to internalise what was happening.

	“You really can call us Asher and Brannon,” Asher said.

	She smiled, radiating warmth.

	“I’m sure you are both wondering why I requested your presence today.”

	We both nodded. 

	“This is a rather big part of the process following your decision to keep the pendants. Today, you have to choose where the power goes.”

	Have to. Words that I had manipulated whilst grieving my Dad. Have to and get to. Opposites. There are so many things that we get to do but are made to seem like we have to do. For example, I don’t have to anchor the Myst, I get to anchor the Myst. I get to live another day, seeing supernatural beings into peace. I don’t have to spend my life with Asher, I get to. I get to experience years of love and happiness. Something that some people do not get the chance to. Juno was wrong. We didn’t have to choose where the power goes, we get to choose. This change of mindset made everything easier. Though it was still confusing.

	She carried on, speaking slowly, with piercing eye contact. “Those on the other side of the sun have been wakened by the Myst. However, their ability to practise their supernatural properties is not permitted until the power is allocated. You can both take the power for yourselves, bearing in mind this power has been increasing for 422 years, you would be extremely powerful. Or you can choose to divert the power to the Myst. The supernatural population will be able to embrace their unique qualities. Forever.”

	I didn’t look at Asher. The word forever. I didn’t want his eyes to persuade my thoughts. I knew what I wanted to choose. I also guessed that his Father would want him to choose power.

	“It sounds crazy saying this out loud, but what about supernatural creatures that have bad intentions? Possibly vampires?” I asked her, wanting to be sure before announcing my preference and feeling silly for saying the word vampire.

	“Good question, but there’s no need to worry. The Myst is representative of peace. Therefore, supernatural abilities that would have negative results are not permitted. The vampires are dead. There is no coming back. And due to this, the need to feed on blood is not necessary. They would simply be granted the ability to use their vampirism in unharmful ways, such as their speed or strength. Same for werewolves,” Juno explained.

	Her eyes flickered as she spoke, and her eyebrows had faded into a fog like grey. Something about her was youthful. Maybe it was the glowing skin or bright grey eyes. The lines marking her face indicated that she was full of knowledge and experience. I decided it was nice to have her here.

	“Well, I know what I would like to pick,” Asher announced.

	There was growing tension as the power of 422 years was a grasp away. We were not given the opportunity to discuss. We just had to trust that we’d choose the same thing. 

	“What would that be, Mr Curator?” Juno asked.

	“Personally, I’d like to offer the power to the Myst.” A smile brightened my face approvingly as I realised our minds worked in tandem. “I mean, what could we do with the power that would be better than giving the supernatural community a chance to embrace themselves?”

	“I completely agree. I don’t want the power. The amount of elderly people I’ve met here who had no idea of their own potential upsets me. I want them to have this chance,” I spoke.

	Juno’s face lit up with pride, and her eyes welled with tears. She had been deprived of her own magical abilities for 422 years, when the power of the Myst was sacrificed in order to diminish the powerful two. After centuries of nothingness, she would now have the chance to be powerful again. I wanted this for her.

	“I can’t tell you how grateful I am. Those in the Myst will be overjoyed to know that the Amory bloodline is cured from evil. Miss Amory, you are extraordinary. And you, Mr Curator.”

	Extraordinary. Unofficially defined as us. I’m glad she knew.

	She then explained how this would work. We would all join hands in a circle whilst she did a spell to transfer the power from the pendants to the Myst. Our hands linked and she muttered in what sounded like Latin, but what would I know? It was surreal to see this. Whilst I knew magic was a thing, I’d never seen it in action. This solidified the reality of it. It was here. Happening. Before my eyes. 

	The words from her mouth created a strong breeze that surrounded us. The sand didn’t move, but my hair waved like a flag behind me. When she stopped, the breeze disappeared, and her face defined euphoric.

	“How did you do that? I thought you had no magic?” Asher questioned, something that had crossed my mind.

	“I didn’t. I used the power within your pendants and a spell that I’ve memorised for over four centuries. When I venture back into the Myst, I will have basic powers again.”

	“Why basic?” I asked.

	“I chose to leave my power in the real world. It isn’t necessary for me to be the most powerful witch. I have their respect,” she said, gazing longingly at the orange sky. “Thank you both. If there is anything I can do to repay you, please do not hesitate to make me aware. I will leave you now, for I do not want to miss out on the excitement!” she said, clapping her hands together, a grin painted across her ecstatic face.

	“Bye, Juno,” Asher said as she bounced off into the sun, faster than she’d strolled out yesterday.

	 


 

	 

	Asher

	I knew Brannon would be happy with the outcome of Juno’s request. Not only did she want the supernatural population to know their abilities, but nothing significant was changing for us. If our lives could be any version of normal, this would be it.

	I returned to reality first. She followed, seconds later. Satisfied. That’s how she felt.

	“Isn’t that great?” she asked.

	“It certainly is!” I replicated her enthusiasm.

	“They will actually get to explore the magic within them. That’s wonderful.”

	“How does it feel that we could have been the only magic two in the Modern World?” I asked her.

	“It feels like we dodged a bullet, Asher. I don’t want to risk becoming them. The powerful two ancestors. This is a chance to be as normal as possible. There’s nothing I’d choose over that.”

	There was nothing she’d choose over normal. Until she chose me.

	 

	We walked to my house, all the while discussing the possibilities of the new and updated Myst. She was swimming in ‘what ifs?’ but her smile never sunk. We decided that ageing wasn’t a thing in the Myst. The age one dies is the age one stays when dead. We decided that Juno was a figure much like a prime minister. Though, hopefully, not corrupt or delusional. Brannon told me she couldn’t wait to hear stories of how the Myst became a place of exploration and innovation. She mentioned how she was pleased that her Dad would be learning spells and meeting the Amory bloodline. I was pleased for her. And him.

	The birds were chirping in the trees that surrounded my house. We walked in, removed our shoes, and went into the kitchen. Brannon was quiet and shy at first but loosened up when my Mum spoke to her.

	“Brannon! Hi! I’m so happy you chose to keep the pendant!” she greeted her, bubbly as ever. 

	“Hi Tammy, me too!” Brannon replied, laughing with her.

	“We will have to get to know each other better!” Mum continued enthusiastically.

	I led Brannon upstairs to my bedroom. I needed to collect my luggage. Strangely, I felt nervous. We’d been alone before, but here she was, in my room. I loved her so much, as she did me, but was she even my girlfriend? She was my Brannon and I didn’t feel like we needed a label to certify our commitment to each other. The pendants did that for us. I hoped she felt the same.


 

	 

	Brannon

	His room was dark. Dappled sunlight shone through the window, but everything else was black in the big, sparse room. The large bed in the centre, with its black covers, a black chest of drawers and a black sliding wardrobe. 

	“You haven’t got a lot in here,” I pointed out.

	“Nope. I have enough out there.” His eyes looked to the window, and to the outdoors.

	I liked this about him. He didn’t need material items or technology to fulfil him. He appreciated the hot, fresh air and the dancing sea. He had a mountain range and a forest for a garden and views I could only dream of seeing every day. Heston was beautiful, but this was more.

	He threw together some outfits into a small suitcase.

	“It’s not as hot in Cornwall, Ash,” I told him as I watched the third pair of shorts get launched into the case.

	“It’s still summer, isn’t it?”

	“Yes, but you’ll want a few jumpers in case.”

	He threw his black jacket at the bed, where the case was resting beside me. I picked it up and held it to my nose. Smoke from a bonfire. My second favourite scent. This was followed by a navy-blue jumper and another pair of shorts. Just in case.

	We went downstairs to say goodbye to his Mum.

	“Where’s Dad?” Asher questioned.

	“He’s having a nap. He doesn’t feel well. He told me to say goodbye for him and that he will see you in a few days. Also, he wants you to call as soon as you know when you’ll be coming back, so he can book the tickets,” she said.

	“I’ll ring him when I get there.”

	Tammy kissed her son’s cheek and hugged me goodbye.

	“Have a great time guys!”

	We smiled and left for the coach. It was leaving soon to head home. Home. I hoped it still felt like that.

	Asher’s dad had managed to get him a seat on the plane easily. I had been surprised, but Asher explained that because they always used the same airline to fly people out to the camp, he was friendly with the airline services and had called in a favour. 

	We met Blain and Jessy. They were so excited that Asher was coming home with us. Blain hugged him so tight when he found out. Red didn’t care too much as he didn’t live near us, and he had found a girl he wanted to sit with on the journey home. This made it easier because no one would be left out. Although everyone was smiling, it didn’t last long.. No one wanted to leave. Camp was an escape. From everything. We’d met new friends who we would most likely never see again. Normality would resume. Maybe not for me, though.

	We loaded onto the bus, claiming a set of four seats together. It was an
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