










Mistbound

Eric Beaty






















Full Text Copyright © 2018 by Eric Beaty. All rights reserved.

www.ericbeaty.com




The right of Eric Beaty to be identified as the author of “Blind Date” has been asserted him in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without written permission from the publisher.

This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to persons, places, or otherwise within this work is entirely coincidental.




The Fiction Tamer Newsletter




Introducing…




[image: ]




Come along with me as I take you on a journey to “tame” my fiction. You’ll get exclusive updates, behind-the-scenes into my writing journey, reading recommendations, insider extras, and more when you sign up to my author newsletter, 🦁 The Fiction Tamer.




Visit this link to learn more:




https://ericbeaty.com/fiction-tamer-list-signup/




Mistbound


As a gentle darkness signals the close of another day, subtle mists settle on a lush, green forest nestled beneath a lone stretch of highway. Rising from the fog, Ethera’s solitary plume of vapor rises toward the vast expanse of asphalt, known only to her as a place where humans and their go-machines frequent. She is one of many Mistbeings who call the forest their home.

She and her kind surface during the twilight moments after sunset, when the night is at its most peaceful and the obliterating heat of the day has passed. Like a canopy of clouds shimmering in the silver moonlight, they hover over their valley home, watering the forest foliage with life-giving vapors.

This has been her life since she could first remember, beginning many centuries ago. A life in which she longs for excitement and adventure but is instead rewarded with a routine existence. Tonight, though, something feels different. The young male whom Ethera has been watching these past few nights stands above her once again, gazing over the highway’s railing and into the forest valley below. Old desires stir anew within her, but she suppresses them, having long since deemed them a futile endeavor.

At first, Ethera didn’t pay him much attention. Humans often visited the forest overlook with their families. But they were seen only once on their travels to unknown destinations and then forgotten. Since his initial visit, however, the boy had returned multiple times. Stranger still, he visited at night, when most mortals didn’t seem to notice the beauty of her dwelling.

And tonight is an especially beautiful night, Ethera thinks, observing the brilliant glow of the fading sunset as the stars begin to wink open. Now level with the road, she catches a glimpse of the boy’s go-machine—what she had once heard described as a car—a contraption as dark and blue as the night sky.

The boy himself wears a checkered garment of red and black over his torso. A shirt, she remembers. His legs are covered with a different sort of fabric, darker blue than his go-machine. What are those called again? Ethera asks herself. Oh yes, pants. Standing at the edge of the bluff, head in hands, the boy peers into the mist as if lost in another world.

Too curious for restraint, Ethera drifts closer, engulfing him in her vapor. He removes his hands and stands upright, his face now exposed to her damp caress.

Never before has she been so close to a human, and the sensations of his smooth skin and soft clothing awaken further feelings of curiosity and longing within her, despite her efforts to subdue them. 

What would it be like to be human? Ethera wonders, and she speaks before she can retract the words.

“What is it you seek, mortal?”

No answer.

She tries again. “Human, what is it you wish to find by coming time and again to my forest dwelling?”

A sigh seeps through his lips, and he bows his head, kicking a pebble down the road. “I wish I could be like you,” he whispers.

Hovering in silence, Ethera ponders the intention of these words.

“If I could only live like nature, like the animals and the trees,” he continues, speaking louder. “Or even like this mist. None of them have responsibilities to anyone but themselves. No rules. No laws. No adults to enforce them. Just complete freedom. I wish I knew what that was like.”

Ethera pauses, hearing at first a low moan that seems to come from the forest itself. It is a sound she has never heard in all her years. A sound not unlike a massive beast awakening after being disturbed from its long slumber. Then, a deep, raspy voice calls from the valley below.

“Ethera! Explain yourself, child. Have you forgotten that our kind are not to interact with humans, that we must maintain complete anonymity from them?”

A massive fog ascends to meet Ethera, its thick shroud overshadowing her.

“Elder Rothni,” she says, retreating from the boy, “This mortal has visited our forest dwelling the past several moons. I was only curious—”

“Curiosity can be very dangerous, young one,” the aged Mistbeing says. “Is it not enough that you have violated the sacred Law of the Forest in revealing your presence to the mortal?”

“He knows not of my presence, Elder,” Ethera says, looking toward the boy now leaning over the railing again. “He merely mutters to himself, spouting lofty wishes and dreams. Nothing more.”

Rothni gasps, his immense cloud contracting in shock. “Wishes, you say? And how many wishes has he invoked?”

“Only two. Why?”

The Elder sighs and wisps of fog emanate from his cumulous girth. “My dear, there is but one statute in all our realm more sacred than the Law of the Forest.”

“With utmost respect, Elder, I have lived in this forest for centuries, and I have never heard—”

“Centuries?” Rothni says. Thunder rumbles throughout the forest canopy, and the low moan Ethera heard once before now resumes, transforming into a rumbling growl. “You are still young, my child. Why, I have been scouring this forest for three millennia and have seen many such laws enacted by our kind. Being the youngling you are, it is obvious you have never taken the time required to learn of them, much to your own misfortune, I fear.”

Trembling, Ethera’s cloud constricts as she searches for the courage to speak again. “Oh wise one, forgive my insolence and tell me, please, what are the terms of this ancient law?”

Rothni’s mist cloud swells in rolling puffs, and Ethera senses that he, like all the other aged ones, is glad for an opportunity to impart his knowledge.

“The Law of Wishes,” he begins, “states that whenever a mortal wishes for a thing thrice in the presence of a Mistbeing, that Mistbeing thus hearing the request must grant it, regardless of the consequences to
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