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Running


I’m running away… well, cycling, to be exact. Is it still called running away if you are using a different form of transportation? It’s been a question that has drifted through my mind since I left home this morning.
I left the city behind hours ago. I stayed off the highways and major roads, and I’m travelling the old road along the river. The busy city streets soon turned to suburbs, then into rolling farmland, and — as I climb into the foothills — I now find myself surrounded by trees. This is logging territory.
It’s going to be dark soon. I debate cycling through the night to see if I can get to Hillcrest before resting. I’ve only stopped occasionally for snacks and lunch, but otherwise, I’ve been cycling all day. The clouds that I’m riding toward might make me seek shelter sooner than I would like. I can see the light pollution from Hillcrest bouncing off the cloud cover in the distance. With the way the road twists and turns along the river though, I’m not sure I can make it there before I hit rain.
Suddenly, the sky darkens fast, and I hear a rumble. Nature has decided for me I will not get much further as the skies open up and the road gets dangerously slippery. I feel my bike hydroplaning in the heavy rain, and I’m already soaked. I spot a cliffside to my right and pull off the road. I walk my bike as best as I can through the dense underbrush until I reach a clearing. Fortune smiles upon me as I find a hollow in the cliff face. With the direction the wind is blowing, the hollow is dry and shows promise of shelter. I lay my bike against bare rock and huddle myself into the natural alcove. Unless the wind changes, this will shelter me for the night. Now all I need is firewood. I can’t stay in these wet clothes. I need to dry off or I’ll catch a cold or worse. The night at this time of year gets chilly. I’m at risk of hypothermia if I can’t warm up soon.
I munch on some granola bars from my backpack, drinking the juice I brought to save the last of my water. I survey the darkening woods around me. If I can find a break in the rain, I should be able to gather enough of the fallen trees nearby to give me a small fire. After what feels like an hour, the worst of the thunderstorm rolls by, and I take the headlamp from my bike to find my way into the woods. It takes longer than I would like to find enough broken limbs and kindling that I can safely carry. I drag my bundle back to the alcove and set up a little fire pit between the debris of the large fallen rock that formed my cubby.
I break the small twigs to make kindling, thankful for the matches in my survival kit to start my fire. One advantage of being in Scouts, I think to myself. As my small fire starts up, I break the larger branches into smaller pieces, smashing the thicker branches on the rocks — as I don’t have an axe.
A twig snapping to my left suddenly makes me freeze. As my eyes search through the dark wood, a shadow moves in the darkness beyond the light of my small campfire. I carefully put down what I have in my hands and slowly reach for a sharper branch and my headlamp.
As I move toward the commotion, I see the neon reflection of fabric. I relax when I realize the creature is most likely Human. As the shape moves closer, they are dressed all in black, except for a neon glow from the inner lining of their hoodie, hair highlights and shoelaces.
“Do you intend on poking me with that stick?” a soft female voice speaks out. As she steps into the firelight, her skin is charcoal, almost black, her eyes are nothing but black orbs — like her entire eyeball is just one large pupil with no white or iris. “What are you doing here in the middle of nowhere?” she asks with a smile. While her voice is soft and gentle, her fangs have me worried.
“Umm… I was seeking shelter from the rain,” I state nervously, unwilling to give up my weapon now that I think I face something more than Human.
She looks up at the break in the clouds. “The storm has brought colder weather with it. I’m not sure your small fire and collection of twigs will suffice. Your clothing is still damp. It’s not healthy for you to stay out here,” her tone is comforting, and her face is calm and concerned. I lower my defences at her non-aggressive nature. Her almond-shaped eyes soften. I see motion in the orbs. “I am known as Luna. Do you have a name?”
“Oh. Uh… S-Simon.” I stutter. I should be scared and running. Why is she being nice to me?
“Simon, that is a charming name,” she smiles again, showing those fangs of hers. Really should run now, Simon, before she eats you…. “You shouldn’t stay out here tonight Simon, it’s not healthy. You could catch a cold and get sick,” Luna’s voice is laced with worry.
I look around at our surroundings. My voice sounds braver and more confident than I am, “Says the girl who’s out with me, in the middle of nowhere, on her own. How did you get here, anyway? I didn’t hear a car or engine…”
Luna grins, her smile looking as friendly as it does deadly, “Do you want me to show you?”
My curiosity is getting the better of me as I wonder what she has planned. She doesn’t look much older than I am. I smile and I grab my backpack, hoping we’re going to leave the small, cool alcove for someplace dry and warm.
“Sure,” I reach for her outstretched hand.
A gust of wind surrounds us, putting out my little campfire, and we are suddenly propelled into the sky. I’m… floating? I feel both solid and not at the same time as Luna and I drift towards Hillcrest.
“This is the most exciting way to travel,” I feel Luna’s voice more than hear it. Do I have ears right now? Everything feels surreal!
We land on the roof of a nightclub along the main uptown strip in Hillcrest. I feel myself growing more solid again as my feet touch the gravel of the rooftop. I’m also oddly dry. “Wasn’t that fun?!” Luna beams excitedly, still holding my hand. In the glow of the surrounding lights, she is a dark form with only her neon-accented clothing and hair showing her movements, and those perfect fanged white teeth. I look around, trying to get my bearings.
“We’re in Hillcrest, right?” I ask hesitantly.
“Yes, we’re on the roof of the Temptations Nightclub. Come, let me introduce you to my mother,” she smiles at me. I see a twinkle in the black orbs and I wonder what she has planned for me.
I use humour to diffuse my nervousness, “We’re not even dating, and you want me to meet your mother?”
She giggles. It’s a sweet sound. “You’re funny. I knew there was something I liked about you,” she smiles as she leads me to the rooftop stairway door.
I welcome the warmth as we step inside. The noise and music get louder as we walk down the stairs. We come out into a back bar on the second floor of the club. The music is coming up from the DJ below us. I first notice the exotic smells and aromas surrounding this floor. I look around at the surrounding people. Some look Human, some look almost Human, and some look like they’ve never been Human at all. I get distracted as a foot-long humanoid with dragonfly wings flies in front of me, looking at me for a moment, before fluttering off again.
I look at Luna, perplexed, “Was that a…” I’m at a loss for words.
“Pixie, one of the regular faerie folk who come to the club,” she chimes, over the music. Her voice is crystal clear despite the noise and commotion around me.
The room is shaped like a large doughnut, with a glass railing surrounding an opening to the floor below. From my vantage point, I can’t see what’s down there, but the crowd sitting or leaning along the railing seems to enjoy what they are looking at below, dancing, perhaps?
“I don’t see my mother. She must be tending the bar downstairs,” Luna states calmly and we walk towards a lit staircase.
I pass an interesting assortment of patrons, none of whom seem to find my presence strange. I slide past a tall Asian gentleman in a long coat and scarf; I look at him, wondering why he’s not uncomfortably warm when he offers me a fanged smile in greeting. Never mind, don’t want to know. I quickly turn away, watching Luna. She’s not let go of my hand since we landed. Her skin is soft, and her grip comforting.
We walk downstairs, passing a very tall and imposing bouncer. What I see as I look around the room is not what I was expecting. Oh, this is a dance club, as the DJ rolling out the house music is promising, but the raised dance floor has two poles and exotic dancers in various forms of undress. It doesn’t take long to differentiate staff from patrons, as the people working the club are all dressed in lingerie. Those not interested in the men or women up on stage are dancing to the DJ’s beat on the lower dance floor. It seems this club has a bit of something for everyone. At fifteen years old, I’m pretty sure I don’t belong in a place like this.
We make our way to the front bar where another ebony-skinned woman, like Luna, dressed in revealing black leather, is serving drinks. Luna flags her down and she smiles. She nods to a man in an evening suit who takes over the bar for her. The tall woman brings us to a quiet booth away from the crowd. When we are alone, she turns to us.
“Luna, what are you thinking bringing an under-aged Human into the club?” her voice is stern, but not angry.
“Emya, I found this boy out in the woods. It would have been cruel to leave him out there tonight,” she replies in a worried tone.
“Because of the blood moon?” the woman is almost a twin to Luna. They look so much alike. Dark skin, black orbs for eyes, with just enough makeup to accentuate her features. She looks exotic, beautiful; and smells equally compelling. Though she looks a little older than my new friend, her voice is deeper, with an almost sultry tone to it.
“Exactly. I would not leave him out there as a snack to new werewolves,” Luna’s tone suddenly serious.
“Werewolves exist?” I exclaim.
“Yes, they are feral and savage at the onset of puberty, at least until they gain control of the change in their bodies. This is the first full moon of fall, very dangerous for a young Human to go wandering around on their own,” she replies calmly. “What were you doing so far out in the woods alone?”
I shuffle my feet nervously and look at my hands.
“Come, Simon, there’s nothing to fear here,” Luna assures softly and I relax. Why do I trust so deeply in this strange creature?
“I was…” I sigh and look at the table. “I was running away from home.”
“Why would you run away from home?” Luna’s mother probes.
“Because my parents no longer love me?” I reply. “At least not after the argument I had with them last night.”
She returns a soft motherly smile, “Now now, Dear, I’m sure your parents don’t hate you.”
“They caught me wearing some of my sister’s clothing,” I start. I don’t know why I’m telling this stranger my story. I guess I just need to tell someone. “They asked me if I was gay.”
“To which you answered?” she pushes me to continue as I hold back my tears.
“I’m not gay! I like girls, but not just like them, as I am attracted to them. I want to be one myself. I don’t fit in anywhere as a boy!” I retort. “I get teased and bullied, and I’m not strong enough to defend myself. My parents told me to knock it off and stop being such a baby!” I sniffle. Damn tears!
“So you ran away from your pain,” she says in a comforting tone.
Luna places a comforting hand on mine, and I instinctively lean against her for support. I only met her tonight, but she feels safe right now.
“I didn’t know what else to do!” I whimper with a tear rolling down my cheek. “I don’t want to end my life. I just don’t want to be Simon, the girly wimp that everyone picks on at school anymore.” I look at her and sniffle, “Am I wrong to hope that there’s something better out there for me?”
She returns a sympathetic smile, “No, you’re not wrong to hope for a better life, Child. In fact, I believe I know someone who can talk to you about it,” she looks at Luna, “but he can’t stay down here. He’s too young. Take him back upstairs and wait in a booth. Rose will find you there.”
“Yes, Emya,” Luna nudges me and we slide out of the booth.
“And don’t walk this time,” her mother adds.
“Yes, Emya,” Luna bows her head. She looks at me, “Ready?” I nod, though I’m not sure what I’m ready for. She takes my hand in hers. Her touch is so soft, so gentle. She reaches up. “Amlelyana” and the club disappears for a moment.
We reappear upstairs directly above where we were before. A few patrons look our way in mild surprise before turning around and going back to their drinks and conversation.
“How did you do that?” I ask in surprise.
“Drow are strong in magic. I wish I could teach it to you,” she smiles.
We sit in a booth, and a server comes over and asks us if we want drinks. I ask for a root beer float and Luna asks for something called a Blood Fruit Cocktail.
“So… Drow, as in D&D, fantasy-type Elven creatures from the Underdark?” I ask as the server leaves.
“Role-playing games are wonderful at introducing people to open their minds that there is more to the universe than humanity,” Luna smiles.
“Is that why I am not afraid of you?” I probe.
We’re quiet for a moment as the server gives us our drinks and then moves away. “I am not frightening because of this,” she remarks, swirling the strange murky purple drink. It smells metallic, but also sweet, like the aroma that surrounds her. “The Blood Fruit in this drink takes away the deathly pallor of my vampiric nature and makes me more alluring.”
I take a sip of my root beer. “Wait, I thought you said you were Drow…” I frown, confused.
“My mother was a full-blooded Drow turned Vampire before she had me, so I inherited all of her traits when I was born.” She looks up at me, “The thirst only started at puberty, but since then I need this fruit to keep it down or I become bloodthirsty, as any other Vampire does.”
I look around the room nervously. I’m a mundane Human surrounded by creatures of myth and legend, some of which I thought were only figments of imagination, much like the three gnomish creatures sitting at the small table behind me.
“So…” I clear my throat, and my eyes dart around. “Am I the only Human here?”
“There are Humans here,” Luna smiles, and it calms my emotions. The effect this girl has on me is amazing. “I thought you would be more comfortable on the main floor, but my mother says you’re too young to be sitting in the exotic dance club. There are other Humans up here as well, the magically adept are drawn to the club’s exotic nature — and not just for the dancers downstairs. Don’t worry, Luv, you are safe here with me,” she offers me a warm smile and I relax.
The moment I met this strange girl in the woods, I felt safe. There is just something about her that tells me I can trust her. Despite all of my reading and gaming, she’s not the cruel, bloodthirsty, cynical creature of hatred that fantasy novels make either of her races to be. No, she’s stunningly beautiful, attractively alluring, and kind.
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Strange Introductions


Luna and I sit in the club. We talk, we joke, we laugh, and we share stories. She’s not much different from me in some ways. Like any teenager, she goes to school, has her chores, homework, and studies. But then she’s also been in school for over twenty years. As Drow age slower than Humans, she can take more time to focus on new things. She knows at least what I do, but more about human history, magic, mythology… oh, and she doesn’t sleep. She merely meditates a few hours a day, and then she’s ready for more. I almost feel jealous of her abilities. She can do so much more with her life, and she’s nearly immortal, from what she tells me. My mundane existence suddenly feels so limited compared to hers. 
After a half-hour, two women come up to the table. Luna rises and hugs them, then settles into the seat beside me. The first is a strikingly beautiful tall redhead with curly hair and emerald green eyes. She appears muscular, but like my Drow friend, I feel more drawn to her than threatened. She smiles at me and I almost melt. Her companion or girlfriend (by the way she’s hanging off of the redhead’s arm) is a head shorter, with long black hair and crystal blue eyes. She’s slimmer, almost as attractive, and her smile is genuine. They slide into the booth, and the redhead extends her hand to me.
“I’m Rose, this is Diane. Ashanna mentioned y'all have a bit of a dilemma on your hands.”
I take her hand. It’s soft and warm. “So, are you both Vampires?” I ask, leaning against Luna. I don’t know why I trust my dark-skinned companion so much, but she’s proving so far to be safe.
“No, we’re not Vampires,” Diane smiles warmly.
“That’s not the reason we are here,” Rose continues. “Ashanna tells us y'all are having a bit of a gender crisis.”
“What about it?” I frown.
“Well, being transgender women, we have some knowledge and experience with gender crises, and how to navigate through life changes. So... tell me a story about yourself and let’s see if we can help ya…” her smile is calming and her voice gentle.
“You mean you used to be…”
“Boys,” Rose says, finishing my sentence.
“Feels like another lifetime ago,” Diane adds.
“So, darlin’, tell us your tale,” she encourages. I notice Rose has a southern accent, whereas Diane doesn’t.
I spend the next hour spilling my heart out to the three women I barely know. It almost feels therapeutic, as Rose and Dee (as she wants to be called) ask me to clarify the plight of my existence. The bullying, my effeminate nature, the strange dreams I’ve had over the past two years… It all started when I turned twelve and my mind decided I was not like other boys. I’ve always had more female friends than male friends. I’ve been trying to figure out what makes girls so different, and why I identify myself more like them than my male friends.
I feel like I’ve dumped a pile of emotional baggage all at once, but it feels so good to finally get it all off my chest and out in the open. After it is all said and done, I’m happy but also exhausted.
“It’s late, even for a night owl. You’ve probably had a long day,” Rose states in a motherly tone.
“Let me bring him home to sleep, at least until we figure out what else to do,” Luna offers.
“Good idea. Our house is anything but quiet,” Dee agrees.
“I’ll call you when he wakes,” Luna smiles. The women nod and move out of the booth.
“See y'all soon, Hun,” Rose waves to us as she leaves with Dee on her arm.
“So, what are we doing?” I ask sleepily. I’m exhausted now that I have gotten all of that out of me.
Luna holds her hand out. “I’m bringing you someplace safe to sleep, and we’ll talk more about this tomorrow.”
I take her hand and she pulls me against her, “This spell takes a bit more power. Hold on to me.” I wrap my arms around her without hesitation. “Lelyanna mélamar,” she intones, and the club disappears.
I feel like we’re floating in a void for a moment. I ‘feel’ motion without being able to see anything in the darkness. Suddenly, the world around me changes and I’m standing on a soft zebra-patterned rug. Before us is a huge grey canopy bed.
“Where are we?” I ask with a yawn.
“Home. You’ll be safe to sleep here,” she walks through the semi-transparent glass doors to the hallway and leaves me alone.
I’m too tired to argue so I shed all but my underwear and slip into the comfortable silk sheets. As I drift off to sleep, I think to myself. Why would someone who doesn’t sleep need such a comfortable bed?
Strange transformation dreams fill my sleep that night. I start as I am now, a tall, thin, blond-haired, blue-eyed male. I am walking through this mystical forest garden with little fairies dancing around me.
“What is your deepest wish?” they whisper to me.
“I want to be a girl!” I reply. They chant as mist and dust swirl around me.
I feel my body change; parts of me grow, parts of me shrink, and when they are gone, I have my wish. Only this time, this dream differs from the others. My hands are dark charcoal grey. I look at my reflection in the nearby mirror-smooth pond. My skin is dark, almost black, my eyes but black orbs, outside of my blond hair, I look like Luna…
I take a deep breath as I suddenly sit up in the bed. I look around a strange bedroom. Sunlight filters in through stained glass windows. My lower body is covered in silver and grey silk sheets. I look to my left as someone in a tall-backed chair is typing at a computer. Luna turns around and flashes that frightful, yet comforting, fanged smile.
“Good morning,” she chimes in a soft musical voice. “Did you sleep well? You started tossing and turning… you look as if you’ve woken from a nightmare,” there is a touch of concern in her tone.
I comb my fingers through my hair and take a deep breath, trying to gather my thoughts. Luna turns in her chair, leaning her shoulder against the back so that she can talk to me.
“I had one of my transformation dreams last night,” I mumble, sorting through the events of my colourfully vivid dream. “It starts like so many others. I’m like you see right now, and I’m walking through some enchanted glade. Multi-coloured fairies are asking me what my heart desires, and I tell them I want to be a girl…”
I pause for a moment. “Go on?” Luna encourages me.
“They chant in some strange language and mist and dust is swirling all about, and — when the chanting stops — everything suddenly grows quiet, and the Fae are gone.” I look up at her, “Curious, I see a still pond nearby, its surface like a mirror, so I step up to the pond and look down…”
“What did you see?” Luna pushes curiously.
“I saw a blond-haired version of you,” I continue. “Only it was my charcoal grey hands and arms, it was my body, and I sounded female, but… I wasn’t Human.”
“Does that frighten you?” Luna probes.
“I… I don’t know,” I return honestly. “The surprise of seeing myself as a Drow woke me up.”
“Have you had this dream before?” she tilts her head.
“No, I’ve had transformation dreams in the past. Where I transform all or in part into a woman. I’ve even sometimes transformed into an Elf in a more magical dream, but…” I frown, confused.
“Sounds like I kept you too late at the club last night,” Luna teases.
“But what does the dream mean?” I ask, even more confused.
“It means you may have more options,” Luna smiles. “Get dressed, and we’ll speak to my mother downstairs about your dream.”
She hands me my backpack and I take my change of clothes from there. I somehow don’t feel shy or awkward walking away from Luna, in only my underwear, to change in her bathroom. When I come out, Luna is sitting cross-legged on her bed, typing on her phone.
“I’ve reached out to our friends to see when they can join us. Rose has some family issues to attend to, and should be over soon.”
“Family issues?” I ask as I fuss over my hair.
“Rose and her wife Cassandra have three children. Diane helps when she can,” Luna replies.
“Three children?” I blink, surprised.
“Yes, a daughter almost in her teens, and two boys aged eight and six. They can be quite the handful at that age,” Luna grins. “The two oldest look just like Rose, while the youngest looks like his other mother. They’re almost old enough to show their abilities. We’re all eager to see what they will manifest.”
I frown, “So Rose looks female…”
“But unlike Diane has not yet had surgeries, she wanted a family, and has sired children.”
“So her wife is…”
“A woman, and the mother of the three,” Luna finishes.
“How are they related to you?” I continue.
“Rose is a Bard. She met my mother on stage, and they have become close friends since.”
“So they have no problem that you are Vampires? Are they not afraid of what you can do?”
“Did you not learn what I told you yesterday? The Blood Fruit nourishes us creatures of the night; so that we do not hunger after mortal flesh. The women of my family, like the Rivers, are benevolent Vampires. We do not feed on Humans, we provide entertainment and art to humanity instead. This way, we can enrich the lives of others.”
“Which is why you are so beautiful and alluring rather than fearsome and scary?” I enquire.
“Exactly,” she stands and fusses with my hair, combing it over. “There, now let’s go talk to my mother.”
I expected some sort of old Gothic or Victorian-style dwelling, yet Luna’s house is large and expansive. With wide hallways, tall ceilings, and an amazing array of windows. I feel like I’m walking through a modernized architect’s rendition of a small castle.
The stairs lead to a large open-concept room. To the right is a dining hall, and to the left is a comfortable lounge area. The hearth is lit, giving light and warmth to the room. Two bays or tower alcoves stand at opposite corners of the front of the house. At one corner sits an ornate globe of the world, something you would expect to see in a museum. In the other corner sits a grand piano. Luna’s mother is playing a beautiful melody on the keys; the song is enchanting.
She stops playing and turns around when she notices us, “Ah, you’re awake. It is nearly noon, my child. You must have been so tired.”
“Is that why I feel so hungry?” I return with a shy smile.
She rises and gracefully walks toward us. Her motions are fluid, like a dancer’s. She takes my hand and I don’t hesitate. She leads us through the dining area, past a double archway, and into a large kitchen.
As I sit down at the island, she prepares a brunch for me; I notice Luna going through an archway to the back of the house, into what appears to be a greenhouse. The glass room features a small forest of herbs, vegetables, and two strange glowing trees. She returns with an armful of fruit, which she washes in a bowl.
“Do you want salad with your omelette, Dear?”
“Sure,” I smile.
Luna nods and heads back into the greenhouse. She returns a moment later with a handful of leaf lettuce and other greens. Luna prepares the salad as her mother puts the greens into the omelette, adds a slice of cheese and adds the prepared salad to the plate before giving it to me.
“My name is Ashanna,” she remarks as she sets the plate down. “I apologize that there is no other meat with your brunch, but we are vegetarians. Eggs are the most meat you’ll find in this house.”
“Do you avoid meat so that the smell of blood doesn’t tempt you?” I query.
“Quite observant of you,” Ashanna smiles as she makes some sort of fruit salad for her and Luna. The bulk of the fruit seems to be that sweet-smelling metallic fruit Luna was drinking last night. As she portions out the fruit to her and her daughter, she looks at me. “I would offer you some of this, but sadly, Blood Fruit is poisonous to most mortals.”
I look over at the strange glowing trees. “I’ve heard of blood oranges, but that tree… It’s not native to this world, is it?”
“No, they brought it here from another dimension, to help Vampires manage their blood lust during the Blood Moon. Then they discovered that regularly consumed, it quells our thirst all the time. Since then, a few of us care for the strange delicate trees so that they can nourish those of us who do not wish to harm humanity.”
“I can’t believe there is an entirely alternate society that has been living under our noses all these years,” I blink in surprise.
“It surprises you that magic and paranormal creatures have existed all this time? Where do you think Humans got the stories of Vampires, Werewolves, and Mermaids?” Ashanna asks, and I shrug. “As humanity has developed, we have grown more cunning in blending in. We’ve lived among your kind for millennia, yet few have noticed.”
“So… why me?” I ask, puzzled. “Why show all of this to me?”
“You’re different,” Luna smiles while she eats her meal. “There was something about your aura that drew me to you.”
Ashanna looks at me for a moment. “There is something about the child’s aura. It’s not quite what we see from those that are magically adept, though.”
“A hidden bloodline?” Luna asks her mother. “It would explain the transformation dreams.”
“You mean there’s something more to my dreams than just hopeful thinking?” I perk up, catching on.
“Perhaps,” Ashanna looks at me curiously. “How long has it been that you have felt different?”
I tilt my head, “At least two years now, maybe longer?”
“Do you remember the chanting from your dream?” Luna asks.
“Something about ’moriquende’, and ’eternitime’ is all I remember. They kept repeating something like, ’lorimar ahim’…” I try to remember.
“That sounds Elvish,” Ashanna notes thoughtfully. “Lariomar ahimer means ‘hear the voices’. Were there any Elves in your dream?”
“No, they were small little fairies,” I frown.
“Fae are Sylvan creatures. They share a common tongue with our ancestors,” Luna notes.
“Good, you have been keeping up with your studies, my daughter. You might help solve this puzzle. Hopefully, you will have the same dream tonight and we can get you to tell it to us in your sleep,” Ashanna looks thoughtful.
“You can do that?” I gasp in surprise.
“It’s difficult to enter another’s dream realm, and I will only be there as an observer. You won’t be able to talk to me. Your dream self may not even recognize me,” she cautions, looking into my eyes.
“It’s better than constantly wondering what my dreams are. My parents made me sound like I was going crazy!” I worry.
“Dreams often hold a message or meaning. If we can find out what that is, then we may unlock your true nature,” Ashanna explains.
I feel something rubbing against my leg and look down. A black cat meows at me in question. I reach down and the cat closes its eyes, pushing up against my hand, while I scratch its ears.
“Ungo seems to like you,” Ashanna smiles. “She rarely takes to strangers.”
“After sleeping in Luna’s bed last night, I probably smell familiar,” I note thoughtfully. The cat hops onto my lap, cuddles in, and purrs as I continue to pet her.
“It’s more than that, I think,” Ashanna observes.
“My friend Ruby calls me the animal whisperer,” I smile as I coo at Ungo. “Cats and dogs are always friendly with me.”
“What’s your last name, Simon?” she asks.
“Greenwood,” I return without hesitation, giving the cat a soft belly rub.
Ashanna looks thoughtful, “Interesting.”
“Does that mean something, Emya?” Luna is curious now that she’s done the dishes.
“It sounds like a modernization of an old Elvish Druid surname,” Ashanna looks between the two of us. “But with the centuries, it may no longer hold any significance.” She looks at me, “Does your family originate from the Old Kingdom?”
“From the north of the isles,” I reply, recalling my family history. “It’s because of the Celtic origins that I have blue eyes and blond hair, so I was told.”
“Interesting indeed,” Ashanna smiles.
There’s a glimmer in her eyes that makes me wonder if there is something about Human history that I’ve never been told before. And that’s when I realize that — while there are no white or iris in their eyes — the black orbs are just as expressive as anyone else’s. I can tell a lot about their mood and the thoughts on their faces.
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Choices


Aknock on the door breaks our conversation. Ungo hops off my lap and runs to the front door, like a dog waiting to greet someone. The next thing I know, Ashanna is at the door. She moved so fast; I didn’t even see her get up. 
“You might want to greet who’s here,” Luna smiles knowingly.
“Okay…” I frown, confused, and she walks with me as we head to the front door.
Rose, Dee, and a third woman are speaking with Ashanna. The newcomer is nearly as tall as Rose; she has olive skin, and her black hair is pulled back in a ponytail. She’s cuddling a very happy Ungo in her arms. As I approach, the four women turn to face me and smile.
“Hi,” the woman says. “I’m Cassandra.” She still holds the cat in one arm, but she reaches out with the other hand in greeting.
I think back to our earlier conversation. “Oh, you’re Rose’s wife,” I beam.
She looks at Rose affectionately, “Yes, I am.” The two of them kiss before she turns back to me.
“Let’s sit down and get more comfortable,” Ashanna suggests, and we make our way to the lounge area and sit down.
Rose is the first to speak. “So, my first question is: do your folks know y'all are here?”
I shake my head, and Rose frowns.
“Have y'all spoken to them at all since ya left?”
I shake my head again, “My phone is still back on my bike in the woods, in my waterproof frame bag. I only brought my backpack with me when Luna and I came to Hillcrest.”
“Well, you’re not in Hillcrest right now, so your family should know. They could be worried,” Cassandra remarks with a touch of concern.
“I’ll go find it,” Luna offers. “I remember where I found Simon last night.”
She stands up, and… disappears. I wonder whether I’ll get used to how these people move around.
“I doubt they care,” I grumble.
“Parents can disagree with their children,” Rose responds. “It don’t mean they love y'all any less.”
“Unless they’re like your father and my parents when we were growing up,” Dee replies with a grim smile.
Rose stiffens at that comment, her brow furrows. “Well… if that’s the case, then we have a few more options.” She looks at Dee, “Though parents can eventually come around, my father was quite happy when Cassandra and I married.”
“Meanwhile, my parents still don’t approve of me or our relationship,” Dee reminds her. “I gave up talking to them years ago.”
“That’s ’cause y'all fell in love with a married woman,” Rose teases.
“You weren’t married when I first fell in love with you. You and Cassandra weren’t even dating back then,” Dee replies, defending her affection for Rose.
“No, I was datin’ Travis and Leilani back then. I still wasn’t single,” Rose reminds her.
“I miss them,” Cassandra comments sadly. “We never get to see them often enough.”
“Well, Travis wanted children of his own, and Leilani wanted to move back home after graduation. As much as they were accepting of our family arrangement at the start, it was clear that it would not last,” Rose sighs.
I watch as the three of them reminisce; I have a feeling they’re doing this for my benefit somehow. Still, curiosity gets the better of me. “Where are those people now?”
“We lived together for years while we went to university, but they married each other,” Rose looks at me. “Travis felt compelled to have a more traditional family life as our lives got more popular. Leilani missed Birch Creek, so they moved back there a few years ago.”
“I still think Heart is yours and not his,” Dee comments.
“We were both sexually involved with Leilani. They never did a paternity test, and Travis has always treated the boy as his own. They have two other children that are theirs in wedlock,” Rose replies. “We still visit them from time to time when we can.”
“You still love them, don’t you?” I ask.
Cassandra looks at me, “Some friendships never end,” she smiles, “We joined a large development project. It’s made us all minor celebrities, goin’ to conventions, attendin’ gaming panels…”
Rose’s smile is grim. “Polygamy ain’t a popular topic. When it was just the five of us, we could get away with livin’ with one another. Our friends were fine with it and even supported us. But when we hit the main stage, tellin’ the public I had a wife was one thing. People findin’ out I had other spouses, and we raised our children together as one family… it was not good for publicity, so we… sadly, made two formal families out of it.”
“But you still have other relationships,” I note. “Diane is….”
“Rose’s wife, yes, but I’m not in the public eye. I’m a biologist. I happily stay out of the panels and conventions. I just can’t leave her. I love her too much,” Diane glances at Rose affectionately. They briefly kiss and smile.
We’re distracted by Luna arriving with my bike. “Found it!” she announces happily.
I rise and retrieve my phone from the waterproof bag, noting that the battery still has a decent charge. There are messages, a missed call from my troop leader, and several from my parents.
“Have they tried to reach ya?” Rose queries behind me. I hadn’t even realized she’d gotten off the couch, and I jump at how close she is. I take a moment to compose myself. How do these people move around so quietly?
“A few times,” I read off the messages.
6:45pm
Mom: Supper’s ready, you coming home soon?
7:45pm
Mom: Well, we put your portion in the fridge. You can have it when you get home.
8:05pm
Mom: If you are staying at a friend’s place, you could at least tell us where you are.
9:00am
Mom: Your troop leader just called and told us you’re missing from Scouts. Where are you?
9:05am
Mom: Look, if you don’t want to answer your phone, you better have a good reason, or you are grounded!

“They sound more annoyed and angry than concerned,” I state with a grim smile.
“If they didn’t care, they wouldn’t be threatenin’ to ground ya. Call them,” Rose suggests, placing a comforting hand on my shoulder.
“What am I going to say?” I gasp, in a combination of fear and doubt.
“Be honest about why y'all feel ya needed to run away. They will either be open about it, want to talk about it, or disown you,” Rose states. I return a worried look after her last comment. “Either way, this is the time to find out how they truly feel about y'all wantin’ to be a girl.”
I nod and dial up my parents. It’s better to talk to them than try to sort this out via text message.
“Simon!” my mother answers the line. “Where are you?”
“I’m… um, at a friend’s place,” I reply. Outside of me being at her place, I don’t know where Luna brought me last night.
“Why didn’t you come home last night?” she snaps.
“Well, I was almost at Hillcrest when the storm hit, and it was too late to bike home in the rain, so… I found a friend to stay with,” I explain.
“Hillcrest!” my mother gasps. “You biked all the way out to Hillcrest? What are you doing there? Who do you know in Hillcrest besides your Uncle Jim?”
“I made a few new friends,” I offer hesitantly. “They helped me dry off and gave me a place to stay for the night.”
“Simon, you are being even more vague than you usually are. What are you really up to?” my mother grumbles.
“Mom, I was upset after our fight Friday night, and… well… I was running away from home,” I allow my shoulders to slump. Rose offers me a comforting squeeze.
“Running away from home? Again? Why?” she demands.
“You know why! I told you I want to be a girl, and you told me to stop it. You never listen to me when I tell you about how I feel! You just tell me to knock it off and stop being such a baby,” I can’t hide the upset in my voice, or the tear rolling down my cheek.
“Is that why you ran away?” Mom sounds annoyed again. “Because you keep going on about being too girly, and you want to talk to someone about it? You’re a boy, Simon. You just need to get used to the fact that God made you who you are.”
“But I have friends who are transgender, Mom! My best friend Kevin used to be a girl, and everyone accepts him for who he is!” I argue.
“Trans what? No no, just because some tomboy wants to pretend she’s something else doesn’t mean Karen Smith can suddenly decide she’s a boy now. It doesn’t work that way!” Mom snaps.
I look at the phone, disappointed. More that she knew exactly who I was talking about and she still didn’t believe that trans people exist.
“Mom, his name is Kevin now, and yes, transgender people exist — whether or not you believe it. This is why I ran away! You refuse to listen to me!” Rose, squeezing my shoulder, pushes me to say something I've wanted to for awhile now. “I’m not coming home until we can discuss why I want to be a girl!”
“You have school tomorrow, young man. You are coming home tonight whether or not you like it. I will not excuse you for missing classes on this foolishness!” my mother’s anger makes me flinch.
“We can plan for schoolin' and look at transferrin' your grades,” Rose whispers calmly beside me. Has she heard everything my mother said?
“Who’s that beside you, Simon? Is someone there coaching you with these answers?”
“No one’s coaching me with any answers, Mother. I’ve been trying to tell you about this for years now!” I retort.
“You are coming home!” my mother snaps. “Where are you? We’ll come and get you ourselves if you won’t come home on your own.”
“I… I don’t know where I am,” I blurt honestly. “I don’t know where Luna’s family lives. It was late, and it was dark…”
“Let me speak to this girl’s parents,” my mother demands.
I jump when Ashanna reaches for my phone. “Let me talk to your mother, Luv.” When did she leave the couch? I hand my phone over to her.
“Mrs. Greenwood, my name is Ashanna Rasmussen, and I assure you that your child is perfectly safe here with us.” There is a pause. “No, I am not sending them home.” There is another pause. “Yes, there is a reason I am not using a gendered pronoun.” I almost hear my mother clearly, she’s yelling so loud on the line. “No, as per their wishes, your child can stay with us. They are safe here. We’ll arrange schooling in the meantime. Until you are ready to discuss their transgender nature, I don’t see the point in discussing this any further.” I hear my mother threaten to call the police. “You can make threats all you like, Mrs. Greenwood, but we are not holding your child here against their will.” Ashanna winces at my mother’s outrage. “I suggest you discuss this issue with your husband, and we’ll be in contact with you when you can both talk this over calmly and with reason.” I hear my father’s voice on the line now. “No, you won’t be able to track this phone after I hang up, as I will turn it off. We’ll call you in a few days and then, hopefully, you can be more reasonable.”
Ashanna looks at my phone. The annoyance on her face is clear. I can still hear my parents yelling as she hangs up the line. She turns off the device and hands it to me.
“Well, that could have gone better,” she remarks dejectedly. “Your parents can track your device. You are not to turn on your phone until we next reach out to them,” she cautions.
I nod in agreement, with no hesitation. I look at the people surrounding me. “Why are you doing this? Why are you helping me?” I ask, confused.
“Everyone deserves a chance to be themselves,” Dee states, holding on to Rose from behind. “I had uncooperative parents and wasn’t able to transition until I left home and started university. Rose was lucky. She had a supportive brother and could start transitioning earlier.” She hugs Rose. “We believe you need to live your own life, despite how young you are.”
“Thank you for believing in me,” I sigh with relief. “My parents made it sound like I was being childish and needed to grow up.”
“We teach at a private school in Hillcrest,” Rose comments. “We’ll talk to the school councillor and look at some options tomorrow mornin.”
“Private school? I don’t think my parents would ever agree to pay for something like that,” I reply hesitantly.
Ashanna reaches out for my cheek. Her touch is soft and comforting. “Worry not your pretty head over such matters, My Dear. We’ll take care of that. You can stay here while we sort things out. Would that be okay with you?”
Not knowing where else to go or what to do — only that I don’t want to go home right now — I don’t argue with her. “I get to stay here with you and Luna, in this beautiful house?”
“For as long as you like, Child,” she replies and rubs her thumb along my cheek before letting go.
Rose smiles, “We don’t want y'all to lose school credits. I went through that, and it’s annoyin’ tryin’ to catch up. I’ll come to get y'all tomorrow mornin’. We’ll see about transferrin’ your school credentials, so y'all don’t lose time. At most, you’ll only miss one or two classes tomorrow.”
“Thank you so much for everything,” I blink, still amazed.
What did I do to deserve the compassion, caring, and help of these people that I’d never met before? Since this morning, I’ve worried that this is a dream, and I’ll wake up any moment in my bed back home. Never in my life has anyone outside my best friends ever believed in how I felt. Yet these women have taken me at face value, without doubt, and the only questions they’ve had are to make sure this is truly how I feel. I stay quiet as Ashanna, Rose, and Dee sort out the details of what I will need to get me settled in the new school. I find myself lost in thought and lose track of the conversation.
As if sensing my conflict, Luna sits beside me and rests her arm around my shoulder. I draw a deep breath, shuffle closer and lean into her, sliding my arm around her waist. There is something about her that makes me so comfortable, so calm. Am I developing feelings for this strange, exotic creature?
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Free Time


After Rose and her family leave, I don’t know what else to do for the rest of the day. It’s too early for supper. I find my backpack and dig out some remaining snacks to munch on. 
I discover that there are only two bedroom suites in this house: Luna’s and her mother’s. There are also only two computers, and I’m not about to ask either of them if I can use their PC. I don’t feel safe leaving the comfort of the house, so I wander around a bit more. Just before the greenhouse, I discover stairs leading down. Lights turn on automatically as I walk down the stairs.
The first thing I notice is a huge sectional couch, facing a large screen TV mounted on the wall. I should have expected it, with the lavish comfort of this house, that I would find a media room. There’s a game console with four controllers on a table. There is a karaoke machine and an old multi-game four-person arcade machine.
As I look around the room, I notice there are two doors along the wall with the stairs. Curious, I open one up and quickly close it again. Yes, a coffin. I should have expected to find one in a Vampire’s home… I still wonder how safe it is to stay in this house, knowing that both Luna and her mother are Vampires. They have shown me nothing but care and compassion, though, so I feel I can trust them — even though it could mean my life if I’m wrong.
I find the remote for the TV and pick up one of the game controllers. Wonder what games they have on this… 
I’m lost in a game of Genie’s Curse when suddenly Luna plops beside me with a controller. I hadn’t noticed her come down and pick it up.
“Want to switch over to a multi-player Resident Effect game?” Luna suggests.
“Sure! Are you any good?”
“I’m okay on my own, but I bet we can beat my high score working together,” she grins. I’m so used to her fanged smile that I don’t feel threatened by it anymore.
I switch games on the console, and she settles closer beside me. I queue a multi-player co-op, and we pop over to character selection.
“You’re choosing a female character,” Luna comments as I work through customizing my character’s appearance. She already has a saved avatar and is waiting for me.
“I haven’t played a male toon in years. Some of my online friends who haven’t met me in real life think I’m a girl,” I reply as I complete the facial options and work toward body types.
Luna watches me sort out the character’s build, “Well, you definitely are not like other boys when they play female toons. You’ve not over-sexualized her at all.”
“I figure this is what my body build would be if I had been born female,” I comment as I look for random name choices.
We soon get into the game, and we discuss the choices of missions we want to start with. Luna is quick and accurate with her combat. I haven’t seen her miss a shot — or even get hit yet — as she seems to dodge everything coming her way. I play RPGs, not first-person games. I’m struggling to keep up with her as she seems to know exactly where to go, and when the opponents will pop up, sometimes setting up a shot before the red dots show up on the radar HUD.
“You’ve played this a fair bit,” I remark as I try to follow her motions.
“Bought it when it first came out,” Luna smiles as she lines up her shot.
“Ah, it was out for a good year before I could convince my parents to get me a copy as a holiday gift,” I comment, spotting an ambusher and taking my shot.
“What do you do in your free time?” she probes.
“I cycle a lot. I don’t get to play the console much — as it’s in the living room. I can only play when my parents aren’t watching TV. Otherwise, I spend most of my time in my room. I convinced my parents to keep my PC in my room, but they have my Internet on a timer — so I don’t just sit in front of my computer all day. I try to keep busy: reading, art, music, modelling…”
“You’re an artist?” Luna notes, mildly surprised. “Have you ever painted?”
“In art class,” I shrug. “I don’t have paints of my own, so I do mostly pencil and charcoal sketching.”
“Do you have a girlfriend?” her tone is a mix of curiosity and flirting.
I chuckle nervously, “I wish! I have a few female friends in school and online, but I’ve not dated any of them.”
“You said you like girls, yet you’ve never dated one?” she queries.
“I… I’m way too shy. I wouldn’t know how,” I blush. “They’re my friends. How do you ask a friend out on a date?”
“You’ve asked none of them out?” she sounds mildly surprised. “For a boy, you are fairly attractive.”
My face turns beet red. Is she hitting on me? “Well, we’ll hang out after school, and occasionally go to the movies together. But nothing that I would call a date… To be honest, a couple of them are queer, so they’d never want to date a boy, to begin with.”
“Oh. That’s a shame.”
“Why?” I glance at her. “If you haven’t noticed, I’m not exactly boyfriend material,” I grumble.
“I beg to differ. You’re gentle, kind, and funny. I’m surprised no one’s asked you out before,” she smiles at me and then goes back to the game.
I look at her for a moment, dumbfounded. This girl I barely know finds me attractive and relationship material… should I? The game breaks me from my thoughts as I’m forced to duck out of the way from getting shot. She giggles, her laugh is so adorable. Is she doing this on purpose?
I shake my head, “It’s complicated. You wouldn’t understand.”
“Life’s complicated,” is her playful response.

      [image: ]Luna is right. By the time Ashanna calls down for supper, we’ve reached further in the storyline than she has solo, and we record the new top score before heading up to eat.
Tonight’s supper is a rice stir-fry. It is amazingly delicious. I notice that Luna’s and her mother’s plates have the addition of some Blood Fruit beside them. Luna brings up the latest season of Sea Venture — one of my favourite shows — so the two of us excitedly get into what parts of the show we like, and who are our favourite characters. Ashanna is mostly quiet during the exchange but adds some interesting facts about the actors in the show. I’ve never had such an animated meal before. The women are interested in how I feel, what I think, and what my interests are. Like with Kevin’s family, how I feel and think means something to them. Why can’t my family be like this?
Suppers with my parents were usually them asking me about school and what projects I’m working on, with my father criticizing me on anything I struggle with. It didn’t matter what I thought of my favourite topics, what subjects were fun and interesting. When they weren’t analyzing my academic performance, we would just sit quietly and not talk at all. That is when we sat together for a meal, which wasn’t frequent.
“I’m curious about the exotic fruit. What does the Blood Fruit do that other foods don’t?” I query.
“The nature of the fruit is close to Human plasma. As it fulfills our hunger, we can use it to nourish our bodies, rather than feed off of living creatures,” Ashanna replies.
“So, what makes it so poisonous to Humans?” I inquire. “I remember falling and sucking on the wound until it stopped bleeding.”
“Well, that would be because it was your blood. It also contains water and oxygen,” Ashanna explains. “Drinking pure plasma is not something Humans can or should do, which is why it is fed to you intravenously when your body requires it.” She looks thoughtful, “I suppose a small piece wouldn’t harm you too much. Did you want to try some?”
My curiosity is higher than my sense of caution, and I nod. So Ashanna takes a small thumb-sized piece and puts it on my plate. The fruit bleeds a purplish-red liquid. It smells metallic, like blood, but also smells like something else. I take the piece and put it on my tongue. It’s sweet, sour, and tastes a little ‘off’. Like someone took raw liver, peaches, broccoli, and citrus zest, then mixed them together. I swallow it with a slight look of disgust, washing the strange after-taste down with some juice. My mouth has that fuzzy feeling like when I eat kiwi.
“I see why you don’t encourage Humans to eat this,” I remark, trying to wash the strange after-taste out of my mouth by scooping up the last of my stir-fry.
“How do you feel, Simon?” Luna queries, as I suddenly feel a warm rush climb up my body from my abdomen.
“Strange…” I shake the feeling from my head and look at her.
“Simon’s eyes just glowed Emya. Is that common?” Luna asks, looking at my facial reactions.
“No,” Ashanna notes, holding the back of her hand to my forehead. “Well, there’s no fever or shakes…” she remarks thoughtfully.
“People react to Blood Fruit that quickly?” I ask in a worried tone.
“I gave you a larger portion than just a taste, so, yes, they can. We’ll see how the fruit works through your digestive tract before you try any more. If you experience cramps, pain, or have an uncomfortable bowel movement, tell me,” she instructs in a motherly tone.
I nod as the rush finally recedes, and I feel okay again.
After supper, Luna says she has some final schoolwork to take care of. We’re up in her room, as I look over the subjects she is studying. They don’t run the nightclub on Sundays, so they won’t be going out tonight.
“You don’t run the nightclub…” I remark, picking up on the subtext. “You mean your family owns the Temptations Nightclub?” my eyebrows arch.
“Yes, my family owns the nightclub. This extravagant house didn’t pay for itself,” Luna teases. “The exotic dance club on the main floor is for show. The adult nature of the club allows us a bit more freedom than any other bar or dance club in town,” she explains. “The principal purpose of the locale is a paranormal gathering place. All creatures are welcome on the second floor if they follow the non-violence rules. There are a few hidden rooms underground: libraries, vaults, and ritual rooms where blood sacrifice is forbidden. If cults want to practice the Dark Arts, they do it someplace else.”
“Wow. So, you basically hide in plain sight?”
“Yes, the premise is to blend in with society. The less we draw attention to ourselves, the better off we are. We are not the only family to do so. There are magical orders scattered across the globe, and paranormal gathering places like ours pepper large cities. The less obvious a location, the longer it stands unopposed.”
“Because someone is bound to find the strange patterns and then those who fear your kind will hunt you down?” I’m looking over her history book, and there are chapters of history I never knew existed.
“Yes, Humans deal with fear in one of three ways. They either brave past it, and valiantly perform the impossible to succeed; they run from their fear and get as far away from it as quickly as possible...”
“Or they destroy everything that they don’t believe in — in order to erase its existence from history,” I finish for her as I read a passage from the Inquisition of medieval times. I look up from the book. “As a transgender person, I know what people do to people like me when they fear the unknown. They murder thousands of gender variant people each year because of fear, hatred, and misunderstanding.”
“Then we face a common foe,” Luna replies sadly.
“How is it you move around people and no one seems to notice you’re different?” I ask curiously. “I mean, your skin is charcoal, your eyes have no white or iris…”
“That is what you see?” she probes, and I nod. “With this charm,” she shows a silver necklace with a large black pearl hidden under her shirt, “others see me differently.”
Luna slides off the bed and reaches out to me. She leads me to the bathroom’s full-length mirror. When she steps in front of it, her reflection looks different. It actually surprised me to see a reflection at all. Beside me is a girl with dark skin, brown eyes, and black hair. Her hairstyle is the same as what I see. Her eyes look ‘normal’ and her ears are rounded, like a regular Human’s.
Luna gestures to the mirror, “To anyone else, I’m just a black girl like any other.”
“Except for your punk hairstyle,” I tease, gently flicking her neon tips, and making her giggle. “You didn’t hide your true form from me when we met,” I offer.
“I’ve been meaning to ask Emya why the charm doesn’t work on you,” she tilts her head thoughtfully. “The illusion should work on all those who do not have Arcane or True Sight.”
“So I’m not like other mundane people?” I catch on with a frown.
“Well, should your last name hold to your heritage, you hold Elven blood in your genetic makeup,” Luna recalls what her mother said this morning. “It would explain your tall, lean physique.” Her expression changes, “And your reaction to the Blood Fruit…”
“Because I’m not entirely Human?” I chuckle. “Yeah, my parents would never believe that malarkey.”
“Humanity overall fears magic. It’s a wonder how your race continues keeping the arcane traditions alive,” Luna rolls her eyes.
“The only magic I’ve ever seen is from charismatic con artists that use sleight of hand to fool or distract you. Until we flew together and you teleported us to different places, I didn’t believe it was real.” I correct myself in the end. There’s no denying what Luna has shown me so far is the real deal.
Luna looks thoughtful, “I wonder just how much of your Elven bloodline you hold.”
“What do you have in mind?” I quirk an eyebrow.
“Let's try a cantrip to see if it works,” Luna suggests. “Cálë,” she intones, and a flicker of light shows up in her palm.
“Neat!” I exclaim.
“Now you try,” Luna suggests, dismissing the small ball of light.
“Me? I don’t even know what you did,” I argue.
“When you first learn magic, you need to focus,” she stresses. “Close your eyes,” she whispers. “Now, focus on your palm. Think of soft warm light, like a firefly dancing in your hand.”
I close my eyes and take a deep breath, relaxing, and holding the image in my mind, “Now what?”
“Repeat after me: Cálë.”
I clumsily intone the word and nothing happens.
“Enunciation is important,” she schools me. I feel her move behind me. She’s almost whispering in my ear, “Again, Cálë.” Her warm breath on my neck is raising an emotion in me I’d never felt before. She whispers the word again.
“Cálë,” I say perfectly this time. I feel the energy flowing down my arm and a warmth in my palm. When I open my eyes, there it is. A small flickering light, like a firefly. I feel Luna’s hands on my shoulders as I move my hand up and down, and watch the little ball move in sync. It’s amazing! 
Ashanna comes into the room
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