
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


​After Hours 

​Postcards from Andalusia

By Calida Quinn, A Luminara Transmission

FrankiVerse Media™

Franki Was Here DOT com



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Copyright © 2026 by FrankiVerse Media™

[image: ]




All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in brief quotations for reviews.

FrankiVerse Media™ is a trademark of FrankiVerse Media, Inc.

Franki Was Here DOT com

All FrankiVerse interpretations, characters, portals, cosmic snacks, and multiversal critters are fictional and belong to the author, Calida Quinn.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Chapter 1 — This Is Mariella
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There is a city in the south of Spain where the walls remember everything.

Granada holds its secrets the way old stone holds heat — long after the sun has moved on, long after the tourists have retreated to their hotels with their photographs and their sunburned shoulders, the warmth remains. You can press your palm flat against the wall of a narrow alley in the Albaicín at midnight and feel the whole day stored inside it. You can close your eyes and almost hear the centuries stacked beneath the present moment, breathing.

I have always loved this about Granada. It reminds me of myself.

My name is Mariella Canton, and I have been here before. Not in this body, not in this lifetime — but in others. I have walked these streets when they were called something else, when the fountains ran differently and the air smelled of different spices. I carry all of those lives somewhere soft and interior, the way a river carries silt — you cannot always see it, but it is always there, shaping the current.

I am, for all practical purposes, a woman living in Granada. I drink my coffee standing at the bar the way the locals do. I buy my bread from the same bakery on Calle Elvira every morning, and the old man behind the counter calls me guapa without looking up. I wear linen in the summer and sleep with the windows open and let the night air move over me like something alive.

What I am, underneath all of that, is a little harder to explain.

My wings are the color of deep water at dusk — that blue that is almost violet, almost black, shot through with a shimmer that only shows itself at certain angles. They fold close and flat against my back and disappear beneath the fabric of whatever I'm wearing so completely that no one has ever noticed them. Not once, in this lifetime or any of the ones before. Humans, I have found, tend to see what they expect to see. And they do not expect wings.

This does not bother me. There is a particular pleasure in being fully, softly hidden. In moving through the world as something ordinary while carrying something extraordinary folded against your skin.

I work — or rather, Luminara receives — my transmissions. I have never quite understood the mechanism by which this happens. I live, and I feel, and I love, and somewhere in the frequency of that experience a signal goes out and Luminara catches it and publishes it and apparently people read it, from wherever they are reading from. If you are reading this now, then you found my frequency. I am glad. Pull up a chair. Let me pour you something.

Granada gave me this particular chapter of my life as a gift I did not know I needed. I came here three years ago in this incarnation following a feeling — the kind that arrives not as a thought but as a warmth in the sternum, a gentle magnetic pull that has never once led me wrong. The city opened for me the way cities sometimes do for people who belong to them across time. The right apartment appeared within a week, top floor, a terrace that looks toward the Alhambra, jasmine climbing the railing. I put my single suitcase down on the tile floor and stood in the middle of the empty room and felt every version of myself that had ever lived here sigh with recognition.

I should tell you something about how I love, since that is, after all, what these transmissions are about.

I love the way water moves — finding the shape of whatever container it's given, filling it completely, and then flowing on. I do not hold on. I have lived too many lives to believe that holding on is the point. The point, I have come to understand across all these centuries of incarnating, is the quality of presence. How fully you arrive. How genuinely you let yourself be moved. How much warmth you generate in the time you are given with another person, and how gracefully you carry that warmth with you when you go.

I have loved mortals who aged and passed while I stayed. I have loved beings from elsewhere who returned to their own coordinates with a tenderness that still visits me sometimes in dreams. I have loved ghosts who could not follow me out of the rooms where they were anchored. I have loved men and women and entities for whom neither word quite applies, and every single time it has been worth it. Every single time I have come away fuller than I arrived.

Spain, in this lifetime, has been extraordinarily generous to me in this regard.

What follows is what Luminara caught. My time in this country, these encounters, these people and beings and beautiful strange presences that found me or that I found, in the shadow of the Alhambra and along the coast and in the folded inland towns where time moves differently. I have changed the names of the mortals, as I always do. Everyone else knew exactly what they were getting into.

Granada is warm tonight. The jasmine on my terrace is doing something extraordinary. Somewhere below, a guitarist is playing a variation on something old and the notes are drifting up through the dark air like sparks.

I am Mariella Canton. This is my frequency.

Welcome to After Hours.
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​Chapter 2 — The Gardener of the Alhambra
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There is a particular kind of madness that comes from living too close to something beautiful.

I had been in Granada for four months before I finally went to the Alhambra at night. Not because I had been avoiding it — I am not capable of avoiding beauty, it is a constitutional failing of mine — but because I had been savoring the anticipation. I could see it from my terrace every evening, lit gold against the dark ridge of the Sabika hill, and I let the wanting of it build the way you let a good wine breathe. You do not rush toward the thing that will undo you. You let it call to you until the call becomes undeniable.

The night I finally went, it was late April and the air had that particular quality that April air has in Granada — cool enough to raise the small hairs on your arms, warm enough underneath that your body stays loose and open. I wore a dress the color of ink and left my hair down and took the long way up through the woods, the path that winds through the trees above the Darro river where the nightingales sing so extravagantly you almost feel embarrassed for them, all that longing poured out into the dark without apology.

I had arranged a private evening visit through a contact — I will not say how, only that living many lifetimes builds a remarkable network of favors owed — and the gate was unlocked for me at ten o'clock. The guard who let me in did not look at my face. People who work night gates at ancient places learn quickly not to ask questions about the ones who come after hours.

The Alhambra at night is not the same place it is during the day.

During the day it is magnificent and overrun and you spend half your attention managing the crowd, steering yourself through bodies and cameras and audio guides murmuring in twelve languages. It is still beautiful — nothing could make it otherwise — but the beauty is managed, contained, presented. At night, with no one else inside the walls, the place exhales. Something old and unmanaged comes back into it. You feel it in the soles of your feet on the stone paths, a low frequency hum that is not quite sound, the accumulated weight of everyone who has ever loved this place pressing gently upward through the earth.

I walked slowly. I always walk slowly in places like this — I have learned that rushing through a sacred space is a kind of rudeness, and I have been rude to enough sacred spaces in past lifetimes to know better now. I moved through the Nasrid Palaces with my fingertips trailing lightly along the carved stucco walls, feeling the geometry of the arabesque patterns under my skin, all those interlocking stars and flowers that are really just one continuous line folded back on itself endlessly. A meditation in plaster. A love letter written in mathematics.

It was in the Generalife gardens that I first noticed him.

The Generalife sits above the main palace complex, the summer garden of the sultans, all long water channels and cypress trees and roses that have been tended here for seven centuries. I had come out from under an archway into an open courtyard and stopped because the moonlight on the central pool was doing something so extraordinary I needed a moment to simply stand in it — the water perfectly still, the reflected moon trembling only slightly, the cypress trees on either side standing like dark attendants.

And then I saw movement at the far end of the garden. A figure crouching beside one of the rose beds, doing something careful and unhurried with his hands.

My first thought was that I had not been as alone as I believed. My second thought, arriving approximately one heartbeat later, was that whatever this person was, he was not a groundskeeper.

I know my own kind.

It is not something I can explain precisely — it is more sensation than logic, a recognition that happens below the level of thought. The way you know a piece of music you have not heard in years the moment the first note sounds. Something in my chest opened and oriented toward him the way a compass needle swings north, and I knew.

I should have been more careful. I was not careful at all.

I walked toward him across the moonlit garden and he looked up before I was anywhere near close enough for a human to have heard my footsteps, and even across that distance I could see him smile.

His name, he told me later, was Silvano. He had been tending these gardens for longer than the current incarnation of the Alhambra had existed — he had been here when the Nasrid sultans planted the first roses, had watched the centuries of human hands that came after, had stayed because the gardens needed him and because he found, after a certain number of decades, that he had simply become unable to leave. Some places get into you. Some places, if you tend them long enough, begin to tend you back.

He was tall and dark-haired with the kind of stillness that very old things have — not the stillness of inertia but of deep patience, of something that has learned to exist comfortably in time rather than fighting against its current. His hands when I finally saw them up close were extraordinary — long-fingered, soil-dark at the knuckles, the hands of someone who touches living things for a living. His eyes were the green of new growth in low light, that particular green that is almost gray, almost gold, depending on the angle.

He looked at me the way fae recognize fae — openly, without the performance of human social caution — and said, in Spanish that carried underneath it the ghost of something much older, I wondered when you would come.

You knew I was in the city, I said. It was not a question.

I felt you arrive, he said simply. Four months ago. Something shifted in the frequency of the place. He paused, considering. You have been here before. In other times.

Many times, I said.

He nodded as though this confirmed something he had already suspected, and then he turned back to the rose bush he had been tending and said, Come and help me, then. I want to show you something.

What he wanted to show me was a rose that bloomed only at night.

He had cultivated it himself over decades — he was vague about exactly how many — crossing varieties, coaxing genetics, working with the soil and the moonlight and something he described only as intention, which I understood completely. The blooms were the color of the inside of a shell, that pale pink that is almost white, almost cream, with a scent so concentrated and complex that crouching beside it in the dark felt like pressing your face into the center of something ancient and entirely alive.

It only opens fully after midnight, he said, beside me now, his shoulder close to mine. During the day it looks like any other rose. Closed. Ordinary. The tourists walk past it without a second glance.

It saves itself, I said.

He turned to look at me and in the moonlight his expression was warm and unhurried and entirely without agenda. Yes, he said. Exactly that.

We stayed in the garden for a long time after that, moving between the rose beds while he told me things about the plants — not botanical facts but histories, the stories attached to specific bushes, the people who had stood in this exact spot and touched this exact bloom in other centuries. He spoke about the garden the way I think about my past lives — with tenderness and without grief, the way you speak about something that shaped you without diminishing you.

At some point we stopped walking and simply stood together beside the long water channel, looking at the reflected stars in the still surface, and I became aware of his presence beside me with that particular full-body awareness that precedes everything.

You are wondering, he said quietly, whether I am going to kiss you.

The telepathy between fae is not like human speech — it does not announce itself with fanfare, it simply arrives, warm and clear, like a hand placed gently on your shoulder. I felt his attention on me not as pressure but as light.

I was thinking, I said, that if you were going to, you might as well.

He laughed — a low, unhurried sound that moved through the quiet garden and disappeared into the cypress trees — and then he turned toward me and lifted one soil-darkened hand and touched my jaw with a gentleness so deliberate it made my breath catch. His thumb moved slowly along my cheekbone and I felt it — not just the physical contact but the full warmth of his attention, the quality of his presence, all of it oriented toward me with a focus that was neither demanding nor passive but something richer than either. He was simply, entirely, there.

You are extraordinary, he said into my mind, and the words arrived without ego, without performance. An observation. A gift.

When he kissed me it was slow and thorough and tasted faintly of the night-blooming rose, which I realize sounds impossible and which I can only tell you is the precise truth. His hands moved to my waist and stayed there, unhurried, while the kiss deepened into something that rearranged the quality of the air around us, and I felt my wings press against their concealment the way they always do when I am genuinely moved — a fluttering, an instinct, the body remembering what it is.

He felt it. Of course he felt it.

Let them, he said softly, against my mouth. There is no one here but us.

I cannot tell you what it is to unfurl your wings in a place you have kept them hidden for months. There is no human equivalent I can offer. It is like finally exhaling after holding your breath so long you forgot you were holding it. They spread slowly in the moonlit garden, catching the silver light, and Silvano stepped back just enough to look at them with an expression of such uncomplicated reverence that I felt something behind my sternum crack open softly.

There you are, he said.

We found a place in the garden where the grass grew long beside the oldest rose bed, private and soft, and the night held us the way Granada holds everything — with patience, with warmth, with the sense of centuries of lovers having been here before us, having added their heat to the accumulated heat of the stone and the soil. He was unhurried in everything. Every movement considered and deliberate, attuned to me in that deep fae way that means nothing is ever assumed, everything is felt and confirmed in the current between two people before it proceeds.

His voice in my mind was a continuous low warmth — not words always, sometimes just presence, sometimes the clear broadcast of his own pleasure at mine, which doubled everything, which is the particular gift and madness of being with someone who feels what you feel as you feel it.

The night-blooming roses were fully open by the time we lay quietly together in the grass afterward, looking up at the stars through the cypress branches. His hand was in my hair. My wings were still spread, cooling slowly in the night air, and neither of us spoke for a long time because there was nothing that speech could have added.
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