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Chapter 1

Dear Diary
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Hi, I am Ariana Moon. I live in a big house with lots of other kids. It is called Shore Point Home for Children. Today is my birthday! I am seven years old now. I have a special friend who comes to me in my dreams. She told me to write in this book, so I can remember things when I grow up. She said it is important.

I know nothing about my life before I came to this house. A nice lady brought me here two years ago. She said she found me on the street. I do not know who my mommy and daddy are, or where I was born. I do not even know what is my actual birthday!

I have two friends who are like my family. Their names are Aaron and Amethyst. They are brother and sister. They are very kind to me. They let me share their birthday, which is today too. Is not that cool? I think so.

I am different from the other kids here. I can do things they cannot. I can feel what they are feeling, and hear what they are thinking. I can also see what is going to happen before it happens. The other kids dislike me because of that. They call me mean names, like freak or weirdo. They say I am not normal.

But in my dreams, I am not a little girl. I am a grown-up lady. I am very smart and strong. I know how to use my special abilities very well. I do not know why I have these dreams, or who my dream friend is. He says he will tell me when I am ready. For the last two years, I wondered why Aaron and Amethyst cannot do what I can. Are they normal, and I am not? Am I really a freak or a weirdo?



#
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I was writing in my secret book, but it was getting late. I did not want anyone to find it, so I put it under my pillow. I looked around the room. It was dark and quiet. All the other girls were sleeping in their beds. I peeked down at Amethyst, who was my friend. She was sleeping too.

Good, I thought. Nobody will bother me.

I lay down on my bed, but I did not sleep. I felt something weird in my body, like someone was here with me. I sat up and looked around again. There were twelve girls, and me, and someone else. But I could not see them.

I was scared.

Hello, Young Guardian, a voice said in my head. It was an old man. He sounded nice, but nervous.

I blinked. I looked at the air. Who are you?

There was someone at the end of my bed, but they were invisible. I felt a warm hand touch my hair, and I touched it back. I felt love and care from the hand. I closed my eyes, and I saw a picture in my head. It was an old man, but he was very kind. He looked like a grandpa, but better. He was smart and good and honest.

I opened my eyes, and I saw him for real. He was tall, with dark eyes and long, white hair. He smiled at me. He had a bright light around him. He looked like a wizard or an angel. 

“I am called Lord Guardian of the Mystic Realms, and you’ll be my successor.” He said to me in a firm voice. He held my hand and let go.

Successor? Why did you call me, “Young Guardian”? I asked him in my head. I hoped he could hear me. My name is Ariana Moon.

“You’re a very special girl, Ariana Moon. You can do things that most people can’t.” He said with a smile. “You already know that, or I wouldn’t be here.”

I do not know why. I just can. I hugged my knees and felt him happy. I can hear what people think, and feel what they feel, and make things move with my mind, and make people better, and see what will happen. I do not know if I can do anything else.

“Oh, but you can. You just have to be brave and try. You can do anything you want.” He said and closed his hands. Then he opened them and showed me a necklace. “The Dream Realm is the middle of the Mystic Realms. With this Dream Locket, you can go there whenever you want.”

I breathed hard and took the necklace. It felt warm and nice. It was silver and looked like a moon, with a star on it. The star was a pretty jewel with many colors. He said it was called Mystic Topaz. It was cool on the silver chain.

I looked away for a bit. I looked at the necklace. It was so amazing! Is this nice man a dream?

I thought of Mrs. Gertrude and people like her. Would he really help me get away from this bad world, I wondered, or is he lying like all the others who wanted me for work?

I rubbed the jewel, and I felt positive magic in me. It went to the place where my magic was. I believed Lord Guardian.

Can anyone else see you or hear you? I thought to him. I looked at him.

He shook his head no.

I smiled. Can I go to the Dream Realm whenever I want?

“Yeah,” he said, and nodded. He pointed to the necklace. “Come. I’ll take you now. Close your eyes and I’ll show you how to get there by yourself.”

I put the necklace on and held it. Should I trust him?

He touched my head again, and I heard him say, “Go to sleep, little one” softly. My eyes closed by themselves. I was very sleepy. I fell asleep before my head was on the pillow.

#
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I RODE UPON A WHITE unicorn with wings. We were trotting, not flying, I realized. “Pegasus?” I looked from the bouncing white feathered wings to the shining golden horn. “I am riding a Pegasus.”

“Unipeg, to be specific.” I heard a voice chuckle.

It startled me from the Unipeg’s back and onto the hard ground. I stood up and was speechless for a minute, letting it sink in enough to form a reply. “Lord Guardian?”

The Unipeg’s head shook as he chuckled. “Aye.” He announced. Bright eyes looked happy. “Did I startle you?”

“I admit; it was a shock,” I told him, holding my head. He helped me up, settling me behind his massive wings. “The last I knew, I fell asleep in my bunk. Waking here surprised me for a moment. My body is still acclimating to the change.”

“My deepest apologies, Young Guardian.”

The breeze from the flight and the flapping of his wings made strands of my hair stick in my mouth.

Spitting it out and tucking it behind my ears, I wondered. “Why do you call me that? You know my name, so why not use it?”

“In time, you will be my successor.” He responded truthfully.

“Are things so bad here that you have need of a mortal child?” I wondered.

Either he did not hear my question, or he ignored it.

I clumsily got off his back, tripping over my own feet and landing on my backside.

“Are you okay?”

Standing up and rubbing my sore bottom, I managed a forced smile. “I would say I am doing pretty well, seeing how that was the second time I fell from your back.”

He smiled.

I watched him change shape into the wizard from my bed’s foot.

“You can shift as well, you know.” He gestured. “Just look at yourself now. That should tell you something.”

I stood, brushing myself off. Sure enough, there was something different about me. I was taller, felt healthier, and stronger in body, mind, magic, and spirit. It was as if I were older, although I could not tell my age. The surrounding aura shone dark rainbow topaz. “How is this possible?”

“Here in the Realm of Dreams, you are the shape of your dream self. You dream yourself to be older, more mature, and more confident in using your powers.”

He was right.

I asked again. “Are things so dire here you have need of a mortal child of seven summers?”

He took a deep breath. “I had a vision. One that showed my death.”

I gasped.

“I know not how or when, but it would be by my brother, Orthos.” Lord Guardian supplied. He tapped my shoulder. “That is why I have chosen you as my successor. I have seen great things in you; things that would change the future for the entire Mystic Realms.”

I knew not where I found a new resolve, but it was there. I will do anything for him and the Dream Realm.

“I am honored, Lord Guardian.” I bowed, grasping my new locket. “I will do my best to defend all you hold dear.”

Lord Guardian smiled, placing a hand on my cheek. It, too, felt warm with magic. “I knew I made the right choice in you.” He snaked an arm around my shoulders and gave them a gentle squeeze. “Now then, follow me. There is someone special I would like you to meet.”

“As long as it is not a trap.”

“Of course not!” He laughed. “I would never do such a thing to you.”

“Pardon me for saying, but seeing is believing,” I responded.

He shook his head and met my eyes. “Ariana Moon, you have my word as Lord Guardian of the Mystic Realms that no harm will befall you or anyone you bring with you while I am around.”

I blinked, instantly thinking of the twins. “Does that mean what I think it does?”

“Aye, you can bring your twin friends as soon as you give them lockets that match your own.” He confirmed.

I smiled, grasping the locket and thinking about them. Just wait until I told the twins! They will be ecstatic.

“Now then,” He began, shifting once again into a Unipeg. “Shall we be on our way?”

I stared at his Unipeg body, unable to think straight. How did I get on his back the last two times?

As if reading my mind, he kneeled to my level. “Take my mane and pull yourself up.” He instructed.

“I do not think I can.”

“Have faith in yourself, Young Guardian.” Lord Guardian scratched his hoof on the ground. “You can do it.”

It took me three times to do so without fail. Just as it frustrated me the most, I was determined and on his back, unafraid.

“Told you so.” Lord Guardian chuckled, lifting off the ground and taking flight.

Arms around his thick neck, I closed my eyes, feeling free and safe at last. Perhaps being his successor, no matter the reason, would be a good thing? I had a duty to him; stop his brother Orthos from killing him.

#
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WE TOUCHED DOWN IN front of a maze of bushes where a peculiar creature waited. I was afraid, yet curious.

The creature had dark brown and black-spotted fur covering an almost-human looking body. A black-tufted tail playfully swayed behind her; feline-shaped ears poked out of her long black hair. She had the face of a feline with human features.

Once she caught me staring, the cat-woman creature smiled and waved. I used empathy to get a glimpse of what she might be. To my delight, there was nothing but kindness in the feline’s blue eyes.

“Ariana Moon, I would like you to meet Mistress Katherine Hawk.” Lord Guardian kneeled so I could hop down and investigate further. “She will be your guide to the Mystic Realms.”

“Pleasure to meet you, Young Guardian,” Katherine purred, bowing.

I frowned. “Pleasure.”

Katherine looked up at Lord Guardian. “Was it something I said, my Lord?”

“No, no, Katherine,” he assured her. “This is her first time in the Dream Realm so she may be a little nervous.”

“I am not nervous.” I supplied. “Just curious.”

“Of what?” Katherine asked. “Is it I am a talking feline?”

“No.”

“Of how your magic might work here?” Lord Guardian asked.

“While that is a curiosity, still I say no.”

“Then what is it, Young Guardian?” Katherine asked.

“That,” I told them, gesturing to Katherine while looking at him. “How does she know that title already, when we only met before you gave me the title, claiming me as your successor?”

Lord Guardian nodded to Katherine. “Why do you not tell her? I have work to do in my Castle.”

“Are you sure, my Lord?”

“Positive. I have faith in you.”

“Thank you, my Lord.”

“You are welcome.” Lord Guardian nodded. “Katherine Hawk is just like you, so she can show you around and help hone your Ancient Mystic powers.”

Katherine nodded at me before turning to Lord Guardian. “Would you need anything more from me, my Lord Guardian?”

“Watch over her, teach her the Ancient Mystic ways.” He told her. “Never let her out of your sight, for she is your Dreamer charge. Is that understood, Katherine Hawk?”

Katherine bowed again, “Aye, Lord Guardian.”

“I trust you will not let me down.” He shifted his shape again, taking flight as a Unipeg. “Pleasant Journeys on your paths, ladies!”

“Wherever they may lead, my Lord!” Katherine waved up at him, but I stood speechless.

“You are safe,” Katherine told me gently when he was out of sight. “There is no reason to fear me.”

“I do not fear you.” I relaxed, walking closer to her. “I have never seen beings like you before. You look like a furry human.”

Katherine smiled, playfully twitching her tail and wiggling her feline ears. “I am called a Companion. Companions come in many shapes and sizes, species and forms. They all have one thing in common: they can shape-shift from their species – such as in my case, a Bengal cat – to a half-species, half-mortal shape.” She dared reach her hand out for me to take. “I am special, even from the Companions, for I am also an Ancient Mystic.”

“Ancient Mystic? Is that what I am?” I smiled, staring at Katherine’s outstretched paw. She nodded. “What does that mean?”

“It means you are special, for your soul is even older than mine,” Katherine told me. “If you keep to your studies, I find no reason you cannot do anything your heart desires.”

That intrigued me to no end. “You will teach me?”

“That is my duty, and it will be a pleasure.” Katherine winked, curtseying as I took her hand.

I smiled, curtseying back. “The pleasure will definitely be mine.”

Looking closer, I could see her eyes were the same strange color as mine: silver blue. Were they not blue when I first saw her? Where did the silver come from?

“I welcome you to the Garden. You are just in time to join our party.” She told me with a small smile, her eyes returning to blue.

With a wink, Katherine took me through the hedge maze to meet more Companions.

She introduced me to many Companions; some feline, some canine, and all different species of wildlife. I soon felt safe enough to relax around them, as they were nothing but friendly toward me. For the rest of the night, I had fun, almost feeling at home in the Dream Realm.

After a frenzy of meeting many Companions and having fun, I sat on a rock to catch my breath.

Katherine sat next to me. “How do you like my home so far?”

I nodded. “I like it. I cannot wait to tell my twin friends about this place.”

Katherine chuckled. “Absolutely; the more, the merrier, aye?”

I nodded again.

Without warning, my head pounded, and empathy kicked in. It forced me to my knees, pain shooting through my system. I held my head, trying to make the pain go away, but it refused to go. I stood and stared into the bushes ahead of me, trying to get a better sense of what I may deal with.

“What is it?” Katherine purred, worried. “What is wrong?”

“There is something out there.” I stopped in my tracks, keeping my gaze on the brush. “He is in great pain; I can feel it.”

“Tell me.”

“He is cradling his arm; from what I can feel, it is broken.” I cradled my arm and held it as I tilted my head to the side. I closed my eyes, relaxing my sensors enough to tell the story of what I felt ahead. “The creature was beaten, abused for sticking up for himself and his brethren.”

Katherine purred sadly. “Creature? Is he a Companion or Dominionite?”

I turned around. “What is a Dominionite?”

“Dominionites are Companions that were taken from their families when they were very young.” Katherine explained quietly. “They had their magic and free wills taken away by uncle Orthos and my cousins to be a part of their Warrior army.”

I turned again, this time trying to explain what I felt. “Both, yet more Companion.” I went to the brush.

“Be careful.”

“Always,” I assured before separating the bushes. My eyes met those of the Companion wolf. Something in me awoke as if his sad brown eyes opened an unknown part of me. He was shaking, scared, and a low growl rumbled from his throat.

It was a Timber Wolf, dressed in tattered brown leathers. There were fresh blood stains coming from a long scar going from his snout to his cheek.

“Sulheya.” I tried, smiling and unknowing where the foreign word came from. My words echoed, as if by more than one voice. “Kish’a ‘réna.”

Be still, I translated in my mind.

How did I know what to say and how to say it? Where were the foreign words coming from?

I slowly reached out a dark rainbow-glowing hand. He blinked, his brown eyes on the verge of fear and confusion as they watched me. Something was happening. The wolf was slowly relaxing in my presence.

I tried again, with the same echoed voice. “N’aeshé natorro. Ga ne ’ante tor. Pleska, let me help you.”

I will not harm you. You are wounded. I translated, the last word resembling ‘please.’

He stared at me, confused and scared. Empathy told me his story. I felt a saddened past in his brown eyes.

I tried speaking to him again; only, the string of words and voices coming out of my mouth were foreign to my ears, in the same tone and language as before.

I slowly stepped closer. The wolf pulled himself away, staring at my hand.

I pulled away, stepping back so he could feel I was not a threat.

“Wolf!” I heard Katherine’s voice exclaim as she pushed by me to help him out of hiding. “What happened to you?”

Katherine hugged him, and he winced in pain. I winced with him.

“Master beat me.” His voice was rough, eyes still fixed on me.

“Come, sit on the rock.” Katherine put her arm around him and helped him walk. “Can you heal him?”

“I can try.” My voice was shaky. “Only if he will let me.”

Wolf stared at me, frowning. “Who are you?”

“I am a new friend of Katherine’s,” I explained. “My name is Ariana Moon and I am an Ancient Mystic.”

“Mystic?!” He growled, straightening only to fall back on the boulder, holding his bruises and moaning in pain.

“Aahhh!” I held my head and dropped to my knees, trying to silence the loud and painful thumping as a shot of pain and anger made themselves known – forceful and quick.

“She is my Dreamer Charge.” Katherine saw my distress and stopped him, cupping the side of his canine muzzle. They met eyes and her purr calmed him. “She is Lord Guardian’s successor and one of the good Mystics; like me.”

Wolf took Katherine’s hand and gently kissed it.

“She can heal your wounds, Wolf Stargazer, if you let her.” Katherine went on once she had his attention. She turned to me. “Are you okay, Ariana?” She helped me stand. “A headache?”

“More like a pounding in my ears,” I told her before addressing him. “You are in great pain, Wolfram. I want to help you, but you must let me.”

The pounding in my ears subsided as he calmed.

“May I speak freely?” He dared ask, his voice shaky.

Was he afraid I would hurt him if he spoke out to me?

I nodded. “Always.”

“How do you know Ancient Wolf-Speak?” Wolf asked.

“I do not?” I was confused now.

“You started with the familiar greeting of Sulheya, alternating between Ancient Wolf-Speak and what we call Northern, what Mortals speak.” Katherine exchanged curious glances with Wolf.

“Was that what language I was speaking?” I looked at Katherine, who nodded.

“Ancient Wolf-Speak is the language of the Mountain Wolf Forest Packs near Wolf’s Head Mountain. That was before Uncle Orthos destroyed the area back in the War for Provence.” Katherine explained to me. “We have not spoken it since. How is it you know it?”

I shrugged. “I know not? When I met his eyes, I knew what to say.”

Katherine bit her lip and Wolf looked lovingly into her eyes.

“What was the last thing I said?” I asked them, watching their reactions.

“You reminded me of my past.” Wolf replied. “And how I was stolen from my family when I was a pup, just like most of my brethren.”

“Oh, Wolf.” I whispered. “I am sorry for that.”

“Do not be.” Wolf forced a smile. “I had to be reminded, for it gave me something to fight for.”

Wolf looked to Katherine, who nodded, urging him to continue.

“I apologize for my insolence.” Wolf stared at me in a new light, lowering his head in respect. “I would bow if I could, Young Guardian.”

There it was again! How did these Companions know me as Young Guardian when Lord Guardian claimed me his successor with that title?

“You need not bow to me yet.” I smiled, sending Wolf empathic feelings of joy and the beginnings of a genuine friendship. “I am only a mere child of seven summers in my realm, learning how to heal.”

“All right already!” Wolf laughed, only to flinch and hold his arm. “As she said, my name is – was – Wolfram Stargazer and I am one of the Master’s Dominionite Warriors. They renamed me Warrior Wolf.”

“Not by choice, I take it?” I asked sadly. He shook his head. I tentatively stepped closer. “It is a pleasure to meet you, Wolfram Stargazer. Will you let me heal you now?”

Wolfram smiled, nodding. His hand was still in Katherine’s as I closed my eyes and placed my hands on his wounds.

“Try not to make a sound,” Katherine whispered. “Havens forbid my uncle hears you.”

Wolfram took a breath and nodded.

I licked my lips, nervous. Would I be able to heal a Companion? I knew nothing about wolf biology.

Deep breath in through the nose, slowly exhaling through the mouth. My heart was pounding, and I wished it would calm so I could concentrate.

A picture of a wolf like him went through my mind. A twinkle of light sparkled, as if wanting me to follow it.

“Are you okay, Young Guardian?” Katherine dared to interrupt.

I opened my eyes. Was I imagining it, or did they fear me?

Katherine and Wolfram held hands, watching me.

“Aye, I am okay.” I assured them, smiling and turning back to my Companion patient. “I was envisioning your insides, searching for any parts that needed healing the most.”

Their eyes widened, now amazed.

I pasted on a confident smile.

Goddess, please help me. I prayed to a deity that might not exist.

Close your eyes and concentrate. The healing gift will come. The Goddess answered. Her voice echoed in my mind, loving and kind. She reminded me of a female version of Lord Guardian, and I trusted her.

Are you certain?

Relax. You can do this. The Goddess chuckled gently. I have faith in you.

That makes two of you, I sent back. Thank you, Goddess. 

I felt a warm breeze surround me in a hug before she left. I took a deep breath and calmed myself. “My apologies, Katherine.”

“It is okay.” Katherine grinned. “You are still fresh from healing lessons. When you are ready, try.”

With another deep breath, I closed my eyes and placed my hands on his wounds. It took a minute, but I searched inside his entire body with a light of my healing magic. I found the healing magic was warm to the touch and relaxing, colors changing from an intense red to a soothing pink.

First, the broken bones in his left arm and wrist were tough. I felt him tense and hold his breath as they returned to their places. I reopened my eyes and moved on to the lash marks on his back. The scratches were so deep, I could see the lines in his fur. I closed my eyes and used a stronger piece of warm magic to heal it as I passed my hands over the wound. Unfortunately, it would not be enough.

I opened my eyes and stared at my handiwork. The lash marks on his back nearly disappeared within his russet fur. I was careful with his cheek, for we both winced as the long gash closed. I eased his physical pain from him. When I finished, there was only a scar leading from his snout to his cheek to show for the severe beating he received from Orthos.

“I apologize if I could not make the scars completely disappear,” I whispered, running a gentle hand over the back scars. “I just wish I could take the pain away completely. It hurts me to see anyone or anything in such physical distress.”

“It is all right, Young Guardian.” Wolfram nodded, hugging me. “I thank you for healing me. I feel much better now and am in your debt.” He turned to Katherine and stood. “I should go back to the camp before they send a search party for me.”

He gently kissed Katherine’s cheek before shifting into his full-Timber Wolf shape.

“Wolfram,” I stopped him before he could lope away. I kneeled to his level and waited until he padded over to me. I hugged his neck and whispered in his ear. “You may call me Ariana anytime.”

And you may call me friend. Wolfram let me hug his neck before disappearing back to his hiding spot.

Thank you, Friend. I stood and smiled at him as he loped away.

Katherine nudged me, purring. “What did you think of him?”

“He is much too sincere to be a Dominionite,” I replied with a smile. “I like him.”

“Good, because so do I.” Katherine blushed.

“I could tell.” I teased, sitting on the rock Wolfram vacated. “Now that we are alone, I wondered if I could ask you a question.”

“Certainly,” She sat next to me.

“How do you and Wolfram already know my title as Young Guardian when Lord Guardian himself just gave it to me a few hours ago?”

Katherine looked away. “I am not sure what you should know.”

“If I am to be your friend and Dreamer Charge, as you said, would you not want me to know everything about the Mystic Realms?”

Katherine sighed, turning back to me. “Aye.”

“Did Lord Guardian say to tell me why you already knew me as Young Guardian?”

She sighed. “Aye.”

I waited patiently for her to gather her thoughts.

“Since our birth, they teach Companions of a Chosen One that would ultimately defeat my uncle and cousins.”

“Chosen One?” I asked. “Me?”

Katherine nodded.

“In my realm, I am only seven summers,” I told her. “How am I supposed to defeat your uncle and cousins when I cannot even control my powers?”

“Our teachings only tell you doing so, not when it will happen,” Katherine explained. “As for your Ancient Mystic powers, that is why Lord Guardian also named you my Dreamer Charge. I am to take care of you, show you around, and be your guide and friend as I teach you how to hone those powers.”

It sounded good to me. “When do we begin?”

Katherine laughed. “Would now be too soon?”

I giggled.

After giving us a crash course on healing laws, magic in different realms, and how energy works differently in the Mortal and Dream Realms, and even how to recharge lost energy, Katherine decided it was time for a break. So, we all went back through the maze to the secret party.

We played in the Garden until morning came in the waking world, or, Mortal Realm, as Katherine and the other Companions called it. I was bummed, but I had to leave the Dream Realm and return to the orphanage and the twins.
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Chapter 2

The Next Morning
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I awoke to find the necklace was still there. Hiding it under my shirt, I quickly dressed and ran to meet the twins, Amethyst Theresa and Aaron Theodore. 

I found them at one of the dining tables and headed over to them. 

I heard someone clearing her throat. I gulped, looking up to see Mrs. Gertrude frowning at me. “You’re late.” 

“Sorry, Mrs. Gertrude,” I mumbled, taking my seat next to Amethyst. 

Once Mrs. Gertrude was out of sight, I used telepathy to tell the twins all about the Dream Realm, including the Companions I met there and healing I did on Wolfram. 

“You really healed him?” Amethyst whispered in awe. “That’s great.” 

Thanks. I smiled. Lord Guardian assured me you could come as well. He was supposed to give me Lockets so you could escape with me. 

Aaron smiled, nodding to his sister. They reached under their shirts and showed me. “You mean, these lockets?” 

Their lockets were not identical to mine; instead of a Mystic Topaz, there were green emeralds nestled in a pentacle-shaped dream catcher’s webbing. 

Yes! I am happy you received them. 

“So are we,” Aaron said, taking my hand. 

You feel much better now, happier even. 

“The locket gives us hope,” Aaron whispered. “That makes me happy.” 

On that thought, the three of us devoured our breakfast in silence. 

#
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LATER THAT AFTERNOON, we played in the backyard. 

“You can’t catch me, Ari!” Aaron cried, hands in the air as he ran. “I’m Superman!” 

“Let’s get him!” Amethyst whispered to me. 

I nodded, running after him until he disappeared around the shed. I sensed Mrs. Gertrude was behind the small building. 

Sure enough, as we turned the corner, she appeared. 

“What is going on here?” She yelled fiercely, hands on her hips and a scowl on her face that made her look like a bulldog. 

Aaron took my hand. “We’re just having a little fun, Mrs. Gertrude.” 

Amethyst, run! I cried in my mind, eyes focused on Mrs. Gertrude’s. 

My heart was pounding, just thinking of what Mrs. Gertrude might do. 

On a whim, I held my breath and stared into her eyes. Nothing to see here. You have important work in your office, and you cannot afford to finish it late. 

I felt the locket as it grew warm under my shirt. I used its warmth as a strength. 

Sure enough, as the wish was finished, the mistress was frozen in fear, widening her eyes as she stared at me. Hands dropped from her hips and face going blank, she turned around and walked away. 

My knees gave out from under me and I could hear my heartbeat pounding in my chest. The earth below me answered the call for replenishment, energy coursing from the earth to my system. My hands glowed green and the once-dead grass around them seemed to awaken and grow. 

“Ari?” Aaron knelt. 

I stared at my hands, amazed. I know not how it happened. 

Aaron met my eyes and hugged me. “Are you okay?” 

I nodded absently, still in a daze. 

“What’s with your hands?” He whispered. 

I looked at them. The green glow was fading. 

I would like to know that myself. I told him, shaking my head and standing once the green glow was gone. It took a few minutes before I could get my bearings. I was no longer dizzy and could no longer feel my heartbeat pounding in my head. 

“I don’t know how you did it, but I’m glad you did,” Aaron whispered in my ear. 

I agreed. Race you to the attic! 

#
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SOON AFTER, THE TWINS were on kitchen duty, leaving me alone in the treehouse. I sat with my legs crossed and locket in hand. It was warm and I could feel the familiar magic within the Mystic Topaz jewel embedded in it. The locket was my talisman for strength and courage. 

How was I able to do what I did to Mrs. Gertrude? What about speaking in my mind to the twins, and feeling others’ emotions? What about the strange green glow and the pulsing of magic once they hit the ground? 

I smiled at the locket, examining it in my hands. Tired of thinking about and asking myself questions I had yet to know the answers, I closed my eyes and concentrated on the mental image of the necklace’s special jewel. 

After a minute of what someone would call “dead air,” I could faintly hear Mrs. Gertrude’s voice from afar, arguing with an older woman in her office. 

“What do you want with me, Dixilynne?” Mrs. Gertrude growled. 

“I want to see her, Helen.” Dixilynne’s voice was gentle and kind. 

I could sense her sincerity from the treehouse, and the magical aura in her tone was like that of the counselor that brought me here two years ago. 

“Susan told me not to have any of you see or talk to her.” 

Who was she talking about? 

I continue to listen in. 

“She is an Ancient Mystic now, and must be brought up as one, regardless of what my daughter told you.” Dixilynne countered. “Now, where is she?” 

“I don’t know. Probably running around with her bratty twin friends somewhere.” Mrs. Gertrude huffed. There was a rustle of papers and she was trying to avoid the subject. “You search for her. I have work to do.” 

“I know she used her powers on you, even if she did not realize it,” Dixilynne said seriously. Mrs. Gertrude stopped rustling papers. “I only want to see how she is doing, nothing more.” 

“Why care now?” Mrs. Gertrude asked. “Why drop her on my doorstep without a by-your-leave and not visit until now?” 

Dixilynne pondered her next words. “Let us just say it is destiny.” 

“Destiny.” Mrs. Gertrude scoffed. “What do I care for destiny?” 

Dixilynne was patient. “You do not have to care, only watch over her until she is ready. Now, where can I find her?” 

Mrs. Gertrude was silenced. “Go find her for yourself.” 

“Thank you, Helen,” Dixilynne said, closing the door behind her. 

I opened my eyes and stared at the necklace. 

Who was Dixilynne talking about? Why do I feel so close to someone I never met? 

I shook my head in wonder, replacing the necklace securely around my neck and under my shirt. 

“Ariana Moon, come to me.” Dixilynne’s musical voice whispered just loud enough for me to hear it. 

I stood and poked my head out the open door to see a beautiful older woman with long black hair and silver-blue eyes. 

She has my eye color! Could she be a relative, come to take me home? 

Dixilynne smiled. “There you are, Young One.” She said softly. “Will you come down to greet me, or should I come up?” 

After a moment of thought, I gestured for Dixilynne to come up. Dixilynne winked, looking to either side before closing her eyes and disappearing. 

I had to rub my eyes to make sure I was not seeing things. I felt a hand on my shoulder, turning to meet Dixilynne’s smile. 

Dixilynne laughed softly. “I do not mean to startle you, Ariana Moon. I only came to visit. How are you doing?” 

I am okay. I told her with telepathy. Aaron and Amethyst are my best friends. They protect me, and I protect them. 

“I do not doubt it.” Dixilynne laughed gently, sitting on a makeshift chair in the corner. “Come, sit. We have much to discuss.” 

I used empathy to sense Dixilynne’s kindness. 

“Appeased I will not harm you?” Dixilynne smiled. 

I nodded, approaching her and sitting on her lap. 

Who are you? 

“I am a friend; that is all I can tell you for now.” Dixilynne stroked my cheek, noticing the necklace. “So, Lord Guardian finally gave it to you.” 

I smiled. Do you know him? 

Dixilynne nodded. “It is good to see you smile.” She said. “My husband tells me, ‘Darling, smile, and the universe smiles with you.’” She hugged my shoulders. “Why do you not speak aloud?” 

I am afraid. I looked down. I sensed bad things when I first came here. Every time I speak, I am punished for it. 

“That’s awful!” Dixilynne whispered. “You must be allowed to speak, no matter who wishes to harm you for your words.” 

That made sense. 

Why are you here? 

“I sensed your magic awakening and come to check up on you,” Dixilynne explained. 

I looked back up at her with interest. 

“Ever notice when you are beaten, the bruises disappear overnight?” 

I nodded. I feel bad when I think of Mrs. Gertrude’s face once she sees the bruises disappear overnight. I find it funny. 

“I would, as well.” Dixilynne smiled and winked. “Helen has always been the grumpy old woman, even in her youth.” 

I smiled. So, I was not the only one who thought that way. 

She smiled as well. “Going on, the ability to sense the feelings of those around you is called—” 

Empathy. I said in her mind. The counselor told me to shut it off, but I feel safer with it on. 

“As very well you should.” Dixilynne smiled. “Empathy is a powerful gift. It can warn you of danger before you get yourself into it. Now telepathy, however, is what you have used with me and your twin friends. Telepathy is conveying messages from one mind to another.” 

This woman seemed to know more about me than I did! 

Do you know what else I can do? 

“Let me think.” She tapped a finger to her chin. “Along with Empathy and Telepathy, you can bring objects to you with only a thought – that is called Telekinesis; you heal yourself automatically – a very rare ability I have only seen in two others; and travel to the Mystic Realms with only a thought. Anything I am missing?” 

I nodded and told her about the green glow of my hands and what happened the night before with Wolfram. 

“Wonderful!” She congratulated me. “You have discovered the Unicorn Magic. Usually, it awakens when a young Mystic takes his or her Oath at thirteen.” 

I craned my head. What is that? 

“Just as you described, only it does not stop with the earth,” Dixilynne explained. “You will talk to animals in their minds, helping them, as well as learning other attributes of the Unicorn Magic. You will learn in time.” 

I wrapped my arms around Dixilynne’s neck. Please, take me home with you. 

Dixilynne shook her head and frowned. “I apologize, Ariana Moon, but it is not yet time.” We rose, both sets of eyes filled with disappointment. “We must each live our own destinies.” 

With those last words, Dixilynne hugged me and kissed my cheek before she disappeared into thin air. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 3

The Sentinel
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The night I turned ten summers, I found myself in a shifted form. I was on the top bunk, as usual, when I woke up as a black wolf cub. My eyes opened to see everything around me in shades of grey instead of color.

I could hear the other girls murmuring around me, with Amethyst trying to keep them away.

“What’s going on here?” Our room leader, Sandy demanded. “Go away, every one of you has chores to do.” 

“Yes, Miss Sandy!”

The voices subsided as my roommates left the room. 

“Speak,” Sandy barked at Amethyst as soon as the last girl was gone.

“Um, I don’t know how, but Ariana has turned into a wolf cub.” Amethyst stammered. “I heard a small whine coming from the top bunk, where she sleeps, and saw the puppy.”

“I don’t believe you.”

“See for yourself.” Amethyst gestured to me.

I moved to where I could see her. 

“What the hell?” Sandy whispered under her breath; only, I heard it.

I growled. My eyes felt warm.

“Holy—!” Sandy looked back at Amethyst. “That’s it. I’m getting Mrs G.”

“No, please don’t.” Ever the protective best friend and sister stammered. “Let me handle it, okay?”

“Correction,” Aaron spoke up from the doorway. “We will handle it. Please, don’t tell her, okay?”

“If that really is Ariana, tell her to shift back. Now.” Sandy pointed at me. “I’ll leave you to it.”

“Thank you, Sandy!” The twins chorused.

As soon as Sandy was gone, they climbed on the bunk.

I recognized them by scent and nudged them with my snout.

“Can she understand us?” Aaron asked, reaching to put his hand to my nose, as if I was a dog instead of a wolf cub. 

I nudged it, wagging my tail and yipping to show that yes, I could.

I can talk to you as well. I sent to him.

“It must be part of the Unicorn Magic you have.” Amethyst scratched behind the ears. “Though, how did you get enough power, or energy, or whatever to do it? I mean, a wolf cub? That’s pretty big.”

I know, but I do not know how to shift back. I told them with a whine. I laid my head on Aaron’s lap, tail going limp in sorrow. I do not even know why I shifted.

Aaron looked at his sister. “Treehouse?”

“No. The others will see her.” Amethyst responded. “And anyway, wolves can’t climb trees.”

Aaron now looked at me. “Is she right?”

I nodded. I have never been a wolf before; not even in the Dream Realm, so I do not know.

“We have to go somewhere, right?” Aaron asked. “Outta sight, outta mind kind of thing?”

“He’s right, you know.” Amethyst scratched behind my ear. “It’s bad enough all your accidental wish craft made us outcasts; now, we have a wolf cub to take care of?”

I am sorry you feel that way. I whined. 

“We don’t mind; really.” Aaron assured. “We love you, and you know it.”

I love you, too. I sent, and sighed. Listen, guys. I do not want you in trouble because of me or my weird magic. I will have to figure it out on my own.

“Perish the thought.” Aaron hugged my neck. “One for all, and all for one.”

“Just like the Three Musketeers!” Amethyst cried. Her eyes brightened.

“That’s exactly who we’ll be.” Aaron replied. “The Three Musketeers.”

#

[image: ]


FOR THE NEXT THREE years, with Katherine Hawk’s help, I learned more of my magic and how to control it. According to Lord Guardian, I am an Ancient Mystic. This meant my soul was an ancient one; therefore, I had unlimited potential. I had many other powers, such as premonition, the ability to see into the future, and clairvoyance, the ability to see into the past based on a magical aura left on items I touched. 

I also learned to call the images in my mind caused by premonitions ‘Visions’, as they happened often, ultimately coming true shortly after. The longer I ignored a vision, the harder it was on me. It urged me to see it through, no matter how weird it was.

I preferred speaking to the twins’ minds instead of aloud. Amethyst and I learned all about healing the earth and my ability to talk to animals, both powers of what Dixilynne and Lord Guardian called Unicorn Magic. 

I also learned I could shapeshift with Wolfram’s help when he could get away from the Master. The night of my tenth summer, I found him in the Dream Realm with Katherine. She recognized me and was excited I could shapeshift. Wolfram helped me shift back to my normal self before the night was over, and I woke up. From then on, I chose the wolf in the Dream Realm, as I felt comfortable in the form. 

Every day in the Mortal Realm, the twins helped me practice my powers. I learned each day; both in the Mortal Realm with the twins, and the Realm of Dreams with Lord Guardian, Wolfram Stargazer, and Katherine Hawk. It seemed Lord Guardian was right; I could do anything I wished in the Realm of Dreams, if only I put my heart and imagination to it. 

#
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ONE DAY IN THE MORTAL Realm, I noticed Amethyst’s attention was in the house across the street from the orphanage. 

“Why don’t we go over there?” Aaron asked, inching closer to us. 

“What are you, nuts?” Amethyst cried in a whisper, tucking a small clump of hair behind her ear. “We’ll get caught!” 

I felt the pull from across the street I could not refuse. There was something over there that needed me. I walked toward the house, curiosity and magic pulsing. 

I cannot explain it, but we must go over there. Now. 

I barely heard Aaron’s quick footfalls. “Did you see something?” 

I stopped in my tracks just short of stepping onto the road. You could say that. 

Aaron choked, “I just did.”

I rolled my eyes and walked again, determined. The pull coming from that house only grew stronger. It felt almost magical, and it attracted me to it. The locket pulsed, as if questioning. 

Across the street, a boy with black hair stopped dribbling a basketball long enough to glance in our direction. The boy next to him paused as well, wondering what the other was looking at. That one was shorter than the first and wore eyeglasses. 

His aura was wild with black and dark red and the magical pulse from it was familiar, yet very different from mine. My locket pulsed back, recognizing it. Could he be a Mystic as well? 

Knowing silent observation would give me more answers than speaking aloud, I walked over to the boy and tested him with my empathy. 

He feels funny. I thought to myself, frowning. My locket was pulsing, as if questioning before agreeing with me. Not like a Mortal at all, yet not like a Companion. I will have to ask Lord Guardian about that. 

“Wait up!” Aaron’s voice yelled behind me. 

Once I was safely across the four-lane road, I stopped in my tracks again, turning around to find both twins out of breath from running. 

I smiled, shrugging. Sorry. 

Amethyst smiled back. “It’s okay.” She turned to the boys and waved, smiling at them. “Hi, there!” 

The shorter one with glasses smiled back at Amethyst shyly. I felt an instant attraction between them. In a moment, I could see their auras, like swirling winds seeking each other, twisting the boy’s red-black with Amethyst’s violet-green.

“Hey,” The other one nodded at Aaron. “You three live at the orphanage?” 

I just stared at the shorter boy with glasses. The familiarity confused me. How did I know him? Who was he?

“I’m Aaron, and this is my twin, Aimee,” Aaron introduced. 

“Hey,” the shorter brother eyed Amethyst, smiling when she blushed away. 

“What’s your name?” The taller boy nodded at me, rolling his eyes at his brother. 

Aaron took my hand. “That’s Ariana; she’s a little shy.” 

I know you can hear me. The shorter one’s voice echoed gently in my mind. 

Are you telepathic? I blinked, tensing. 

“What is it?” Aaron was curious. “Are you okay?” 

I kept my eye on the fellow telepath as I nodded. 

“She tenses, because I sent her a telepathic message.” The shorter one smiled. 

“Right,” Aaron huffed, disbelieving. “Who are you guys, anyway?” 

“I’m Seth Archer and this is my brother, Scott.” He introduced. Scott smiled, his eyes on Amethyst. “He can read your mind.” 

Scott rolled his eyes and pushed his glasses up on his nose before bouncing the ball from one hand to the other. “Wanna play some basketball? We’re trying out for the team this year and need the practice.” 

“You’re the one who needs the practice,” Seth nudged his brother. 

“Hilarious,” Scott said dryly. “Ha-ha.” 

“We’ve never played before,” Amethyst spoke up before they could continue. “Can you show us how?” 

Scott lit up. “Sure!” 

Aaron turned to me. Is it okay? 

I nodded, smiling. 

Seth tossed the ball to Aaron. “Let’s see what you’ve got.” 

“Gladly,” Aaron replied, running after Seth. 

I did not say a word, preferring to watch in silence from the grass. Amethyst and Scott sat with me. One did not need empathy to tell they were more than friends from the first moment their eyes met. 

It was refreshing. I had a feeling that Scott would fall for Amethyst, even love her someday. 

Scott? I dared to ask him in his mind. He turned to me. How are you telepathic? 

I don’t know where it comes from, honestly. Scott answered, smiling. I’ve been one for as long as I can remember. 

Are you a Mystic, too? 

No; I’m Mortal enough. Scott chuckled. I know what you are. I won’t tell anyone. 

I smiled. Thank you, Scott Archer. 

You’re very welcome. Scott sent before speaking aloud. “I know what your mistress does to you and the other children. Consider our home your haven, for as long as you’re here.” He shook his head and frowned. “I’m just sorry I can’t do anything to stop it.” 

“We appreciate your friendship, Scott,” Amethyst said softly, placing a hand on his lap to assure him. “The other kids shun us because of what she can do.” 

“What can you do?” Scott asked me. 

“Don’t tell him, Ari,” Aaron called from across the half-court. 

I frowned, sensing the jealousy in his voice. I closed my mind to him, opening it for Scott. I still do not know for sure. 

“Is it all right if we tell him what we do know?” Amethyst wondered. 

I nodded, index finger to my lips. 

“Yes, I know; secret.” Amethyst smiled. She turned to Scott. “For one, she can heal herself overnight. The other powers she has are Telepathy, Empathy, Clairvoyance, Premonition, Healing other people, and Telekinesis. She can shapeshift both here and the Dream Realm.” 

Scott smiled. “With the exceptions of Healing and Shifting, I would say the five basic Mystic powers. Healing and Shifting would make you an Ancient Mystic. Am I right?” 

“How do you know about them?” Amethyst and I shared an astonished look. 

“A woman by the name of Dixilynne came to my dreams last week, giving me a necklace and a job to do,” Scott explained, showing a triangle necklace with a pewter crescent moon charm. The eye within the charm had an emerald...was it to match Amethyst’s? 

My memory clicked at the name. Long black hair with silver-blue eyes, tall and speaks as I do? 

“So, you know her?” Scott asked, nodding. “Why aren’t you with her instead? I thought she would’ve wanted you home with her.” 

I shook my head. She said it was not yet time. I must first live my destiny. 

Lord Guardian O’Dell’s successor? Scott asked in my mind. 

I confirmed it. Dixilynne explained? 

Scott nodded. 

“Okay, you two,” Amethyst spoke up. “Don’t you know it’s rude to keep someone out of your mental conversation?” 

I closed my eyes and reopened my mind to Aaron. Sorry, Amethyst. I forgot you were linked to him. 

“Why shut us out, anyway?” Amethyst asked. 

Aaron’s being rude. 

“I’ll talk to him later, okay?” Amethyst promised. 

I nodded and turned my attention back to the half-court where Seth and Aaron were still playing. 

What job did she give you? I wondered. 

Scott looked at Amethyst before taking my hand. A familiar buzz of warm magic passed through me. When I looked close enough, I could see the aura was unlike mine. Instead of silver or the dark rainbow of a Mystic Topaz, it was burgundy. I was to watch over you until you met your destiny. She called me Sentinel. 

What is a “Sentinel”? I blinked, taking my hand back and shoving it in the pocket of my shorts. Embarrassed, yet secretly glad I had a new friend looking out for me, I turned my attention back to the scene. 

I’m not sure what you know or how much I’m allowed to tell you. Scott cleared his throat, his own attention to his brother and Aaron playing. Let’s leave it at “you’ll just know,” okay? 

I sighed, reluctantly closing my mind from all four of them. 

We visited with the Archer brothers until near sunset before heading back across the street. 

Aaron was not happy. I could sense it. 

Aaron? I was worried. He was acting peculiar, even for him. 

He was holding my hand so tight, I winced, yanking it away. He stopped in his tracks in the middle of the road. 

“You were flirting with him.” Aaron accused, glaring at me. 

“So?” Amethyst defended, wrapping her arm around my shoulders. “I’m allowed, aren’t I?” 

“Not you,” Aaron frowned, nodding to me, “her.” 

I shook my head. I was not! He was being nice. 

“’Being nice,’ she says.” Aaron scoffed, shaking his head and turning back to the house ahead of us. “Ari, he was holding your hand, and you were eating out of it.” 

“What are you talking about?” Amethyst exclaimed, glaring at her twin. “Scott is more interested in me than he is her.” 

I am ashamed of you, Aaron Theodore. I frowned, hands on my hips and sending an empathic wave of disappointment. Dixilynne gave him a job to do. 

Aaron turned back around. “A job?” 

We nodded. “Dixilynne trusted him with watching over her until she meets her destiny.” 

Whenever that may be. I sighed, looking ahead, breaking from Amethyst’s embrace. We better go. Matthew Steven is waiting for us and he looks more than happy to catch us breaking the rules. 

“Let’s get this over with.” Aaron’s jealousy and anger melted away as he took one of Amethyst’s and my hands in his own, marching to the front door. 

Matthew Steven was Mrs. Gertrude’s nephew and biggest spy. Just as I predicted, his arms were folded and a snide smile was on his lips, green eyes laughing. “Boy, are you three in trouble?” 

Matthew Steven thumbed toward Mrs. Gertrude’s office. 

She was scowling when we arrived, as expected. “What do you think you’re doing, going across the street without permission?” 

I inched closer to Aaron, afraid. 

“We only wanted to play with them, Mrs. Gertrude,” Aaron interjected. “No one else will play with us.” 

“Huh.” She harrumphed. “There will be no playing of any kind for either of you for a week.” She said. “As of this moment, you’re to pull double duties and return to your bunks each night.” 

We stood tall, even though we were scared. 

“Now go!” She yelled, pointing to the door. 

“Yes, Mrs. Gertrude.” The twins chorused. 

Once we were out of earshot, Amethyst remarked. “At least she didn’t beat us this time.” 

I nodded, fingering the locket. “We will escape to the Dream Realm,” I whispered. “That is one place she can never reach us.” 

Amethyst smiled at that. “I’m glad you finally trust us.” 

“You are the only ones I do trust.” 

“Thanks,” She gave me a hug. “What about the Archers?” 

“We just met them today,” I whispered. “I know little about Seth, but I trust his brother. I just do not know why.” 

“Have you used your empathy on him?” Aaron asked quietly, though nobody else was outside. 

I nodded. “Nothing but sincerity, but there is something more. I cannot tell what just yet. It might have something to do with his job for Dixilynne. She called him ‘Sentinel.’” 

“Huh. We’ll have to ask Lord Guardian.” Aaron pecked me on the cheek. “We’d better head to bed before Matthew finds another reason to get us into trouble.” 

We said our goodnights and parted ways; the boys’ room was down the hall from the girls. 

Amethyst sighed. I hugged her goodnight and climbed up to the top bunk, snuggling into my sheets. 

“What if we could do what you can?” Amethyst wondered as we lay awake. 

I pondered the thought. What do you mean? 

“I mean, what if Aaron and I could do magic, too?” Amethyst asked. “We could learn together, and you wouldn’t feel so alone.” 

My magic is in my blood, so I guess that would be one way. I thought. 

“A blood pact should do it.” Amethyst supplied. 

Something clicked in my mind, and it piqued my interest. I jumped down from my bunk to sit next to her. Blood pact? 

“I read about it in one of Chandra’s spell books a few weeks ago.” Amethyst yawned, slipping under the covers. “Speaking of, we’d better head to the Dream Realm before Lord Guardian searches for us. Goodnight, Ariana.” 

One more thing before I rest. I told her, tapping her leg. Do you know what a sentinel is? 

“I can hazard a guess.” She said. “Based on Scott’s use of it, Dixilynne might have called him a guardian.” 

“A guardian?” I was confused. “I am Young Guardian, making sure Dreamers’ Worlds are peaceful. I do not need a guardian.” 

“We’ll talk to the Sisters and Lord Guardian,” Amethyst responded. “I promise.” 

Goodnight, Amethyst. I grasped the locket and said I love you. 

I heard her sigh happily. “We love you, too, Ari. Never forget it.” 
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Chapter 4

Future Nightmares
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Instead of arriving at the Mystic Palace with the twins, I was stuck in a misty place that smelled the same as a freshly rained-on green grass. Everything around me, such as a group of rocks ahead or the giant pine tree whose prickled branches hung above me were covered in a blanket of dew. 

I heard metal clanging from swords, people fighting, and screams that sounded like echoes of many ghastly voices fading away. 

I cowered behind the rocks, just in case someone was to see me. I was still in that awkward stage of my magic and battle training, so I was nowhere near ready to help anyone. 

I silently saw the fight from the sidelines. I saw a woman who had the same colored hair as I did. That fact alone meant nothing, but when she turned to fight a twisted monkey with glowing red eyes, I knew she was familiar. Her eyes were silver, as was the aura around her body. I looked closer and saw a different locket around her neck. It still glowed silver, yet it also had a resonance of burgundy and twelve other gems, such as amethyst and ruby. 

She continued to fight warped creatures with magic and physical prowess as I watched. She pulled out a wand, said a few choice words in an alien tongue, and shot what I could only describe as a whip of silver magic at an oversized rat. The wand was a stone-laden stick of bamboo with a quartz crystal glowing at one end while the quartz at the other end was cloudy. Upon her back was a sword with three different crystals aglow at the pommel, red, green, and blue. The magic that flowed from the older one’s hands glowed silver, shot at the nearest beast in front of her, which turned out to be a large demonic version of a mutated Companion ram. 

“Little help here, guys!” She yelled, shooting another burst of silver-colored magic from her hand to the oncoming beasts. 

The bursts knocked out a pair of oversized wolves and another, much larger rat. Another large wolf with glowing red eyes and sharp fangs jumped to attack her from behind, knocking her down. She rolled away and shot another burst of silver magic at it, making it immobile and whimpering before turning her attention to the other beasts that attacked. “It would be greatly appreciated!” 

She shoved the wand away in a pouch on her belt before taking her sword out and slashing it through the air, barely slicing a red-eyed raven’s head off. 

“On my way, Young Guardian!” A male cried, coming to her rescue with a golden blade. Something enshrouded his entire body in shadows; I could see nothing but the gold blade he used. “Let me give you a hand!” 

I gasped, peeking out from hand-covered eyes as I watched the male slice a front leg of a large jungle tiger that was in mid-pounce. It landed feet in front of him, growling as it limped away, red eyes no longer glowing. 

I let out the breath I did not notice I was holding, glad the big cat did not make its kill. 

I glanced back at the woman and knew why she was familiar. This Young Guardian was me, only older. Did that mean this scene was a premonition? Was this a vision of who I was to become? 

The older Young Guardian groaned at her male friend, looking in my direction. 

Impossible. I shook my head, disbelieving my eyes. Was she looking at me, or something behind me? I turned to see nothing but trees and bushes before turning back to the scene below me. 

The Young Guardian nodded at me. 

I heard a deafening roar and saw three more mutated monsters coming at her from behind. 

Watch out! I sent the telepathic message, hoping she would get it. 

The Young Guardian turned around and jumped into the air, unsheathing the blade, twisting the hilt in her hand to make it glow before hacking their heads off. 

What are those things? I wondered, scared. 

They are called Dominionites; evil versions of Companions. The Young Guardian’s mind-voice was hardened by years of training and fighting those creatures she named Dominionites. She tapped her temple. Watch and learn. 

Other fighters with lockets and magic ran to her side. I could not see their faces, only the glowing lockets around their necks that were identical to the one I wore now. 

As I watched, the Young Guardian fought alongside the fighters against grotesque and mutated versions of the Companions. 

I heard a great roar from above, and all stopped fighting to look up. 

It was an evil black dragon with red eyes, flapping its wings and blowing blue-white flame from its nostrils to a white-coated, white-feathered Unipeg with rainbow-colored hair and golden horn. The jewel beneath his horn was no longer swirling with bright color, but dulled, as if the magic in it was no longer potent or the Unipeg was losing hope. 

The fighters below and I watched as they threw the Unipeg to the ground below them, left wing ripped off and horn broken from his head. 

The Unipeg lost his shifting shape; a man lay to the ground in his place. They covered the jewel that had been beneath his horn on a coronet with blood and he was missing an arm. 

It was Lord Guardian, and he was dead. 

“No!” I screamed. 

My eyes snapped open. I could feel my heart racing as my physical body and conscious mind reunited, returning me to my bunk. 

I sat up, turning to the window behind me so I was looking at the night sky. 

The scene of Lord Guardian’s death felt so real, and I was frightened, hands shaking. Was that real or another premonition? 

I looked up at the stars and wished, Please Goddess, if that is a true vision, tell me what I can do to stop it. Lord Guardian has been an elder figure to me for five years now. Please, save him. Help me save him. 

I wiped a tear that escaped from my eye. I curled up in the fetal position, grasped the first gift Lord Guardian gave me and thought of my friend and mentor, Katherine Hawk. 
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Chapter 5

The Blood Pact
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The next afternoon, once we were safely in our treehouse, I told the twins about my nightmare.

“Sounds scary,” Amethyst supplied. “Are you sure it’s not a real vision?”

I hope not. I shrugged, still shaking in fear at the image of Lord Guardian’s body lying lifeless. I am nowhere near ready to succeed him.

“We might help you with that.” Amethyst smiled.

Aaron and I were both curious.

“I thought of the Blood Pact today.” Amethyst smiled at her brother.

I nodded, smiling.

“What’s a Blood Pact?” Aaron asked, looking from his sister to me.

Where I give you some of my blood. I took his hand. It will also give you some of my magic.

Aaron was pleased. “We’ll be able to help you learn! Great idea, Ari.”

It was Amethyst’s idea, not mine. I shook my head, frowning at him and showing him I was serious. I studied him for a moment, not needing empathy to sense he was excited about the idea. Are you sure you want to do it?

“Sure, why not?” Aaron shrugged, squeezing my hand.

Amethyst told him. “It’ll be hard for us, you know.”

“As she learns, so will we,” Aaron pointed out forcefully. “It’s perfect.” He kissed my cheek, making me blush. “When do you want to do it?”

Amethyst looked at me and asked. “Tonight?”

I closed my eyes for a moment and grasped my locket. The vision was cloudy, but I could make out figures.

I was stealing a knife from the kitchen, hiding it in my back pocket. Another vision came into view, this time of the three of us sitting in a circle in the dark.

I opened my eyes and nodded. Tonight. I will think of a spell before then.

The twins nodded, confident I would.

#
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AFTER DINNER, THE THREE of us volunteered for dish duty. When Mrs. Gertrude gave us a suspicious look, I sent a telepathic message to her mind.

Nothing suspicious here.

With a shrug, Mrs. Gertrude was sent on her way and we could continue with our plan.

Thank the Havens for telepathy, I sent to the twins with a grin.

Lights-out came faster than we thought. Amethyst and I stayed awake as our room mentor Sandy did her last patrols of the night before heading to bed. She pulled out a book from under her pillow and started reading.

Amethyst took my hand and gave me a panicked stare. Do something! Please?

I turned back to Sandy. What could I do to make her fall asleep quickly?

I tried a little something I only recently learned to control. I touched the locket and made I could see her head before I whispered, “So to rest go your weary soul.”

As I finished the last word, Sandy yawned. She put the book back in its hiding place before turning her light off and snuggling under her covers.

I smiled. Was that what you had in mind?

Amethyst hugged me tightly, unable to hold a straight face.

As soon as Sandy’s little lamp was out, we stood and quietly raced out of the room, using the locket’s silver glow like a miniature light. We got upstairs to the attic with no one hearing or seeing us.

“Got the knife?” Amethyst whispered, out of breath.

I tapped my pant leg. We meet Aaron in the passage, aye?

Amethyst nodded, running as quietly as she could to the barn and through a secret passageway behind a rotted wood panel in the far wall.

A single candle was on a makeshift table, gently lighting the small room. Aaron was waiting there, legs crossed and clasping his arm.

“Aaron,” I whispered. “Are you nervous?”

“Of course, I’m nervous, Ari, but in a good way.” Aaron pasted on a smile. “I’ll be okay, you’ll see.”

“Good.” Amethyst chided, sitting down beside him.

“There is still time to back out.” I eyed him. He was anxious, his toes tapping the floor. “I will not make you do anything you do not want to do.”

Aaron looked up at me and snapped. “I said I’d do it, didn’t I?”

I was shocked, blinking. Without another word, I sat on Aaron’s other side and pulled out the knife.

It was a small steak knife, but it was clean and would do the job.

“Have you figured out a spell, yet?” Amethyst asked. I nodded. “So, who will go first?”

“I will.” Aaron rolled up his shirt sleeve and held his arm out. “Whenever you’re ready.”

I took a deep breath, closed my eyes, and chanted as I held the knife, “May the scars made from this ritual knife heal cleanly.”

I took a breath and opened my eyes, took his hand, and quickly sliced a three-inch line down his forearm. He winced in pain, holding his breath and tongue, not wanting to cry out. Using the same knife, I sliced my arm as well. Oddly enough, it did not hurt. I clasped his hand and rubbed our wounds together, chanting,

“What’s mine is yours and yours is mine.

“Part of mine is now yours until the end of time.”

I heard him gasp, felt him wanting to scream. I met his eyes, saw the fear in them, and held on tighter. He was in pain; I had to say something to reassure him. Fear not, my Aaron Theodore, for I am with you.

Aaron nodded, not saying a word.

Amethyst was nervous as she sat across from us, watching in silence.

I unclasped his hand to place it under his forearm. The blood pooled at the surface, leaving a firm line down his arm to his wrist. I stared at it for a minute, smelling not copper or metal I was accustomed to as an abused orphan, but flowers.

I raised his arm to my mouth and licked it. His blood tasted like paradise, happiness, and love, however convoluted it was.

“Ari?” Aaron pulled his arm back. “Are you okay? You just licked my blood.” He looked at it, saying, “Well, the wound’s closed, so I guess it’s all good?”

I shook my head to clear it, remembering what I was doing there. I covered the wound with my free hand and closed my eyes, using a little Healing ability to clean the wound and heal the scar. In moments, the blood was gone and so were any feelings of pain. In its place was a scar that ran from his wrist halfway up his arm.

“Are you okay now?” I asked.

If you’re here. His voice in my mind startled me, as it was louder and stronger than it had been before.

I will always be there for you – I took one of Amethyst’s hands – Both of you.

Amethyst, who was biting her lip, nodded, looking from Aaron to me.

“Your turn,” Aaron croaked, trying to joke. “It’ll only hurt for a minute; I promise.”

“I hope you’re right, big brother,” Amethyst whispered. She closed her eyes, rolled up her sleeves, and took a deep breath. “Ready when you are.”

I blessed the blade again, repeating on Amethyst what I did to her twin. Amethyst kept my attention so I would not repeat what I did.

Amethyst reached her hand out to Aaron, who took it and squeezed. She winced, and I felt bad for my sister-friend. There were tears coming from Amethyst’s eyes.

As I took Amethyst’s arm, I thought telepathically, Relax, Amethyst Theresa. Feel the warmth of my Healing touch. Watch the wound disappear, along with any pain felt by it.

Amethyst met my eyes and nodded, silently telling me it was okay to lick the wound closed. I did so, and she tasted like cotton candy and ice cream. I licked my lips as her attention went to the wound. As promised, the wound closed, blood disappeared and a long scar identical to Aaron’s appeared in its place.

Aaron released his twin’s hand. “How do you feel?”

Amethyst blinked, confused.

I could almost ‘see’ the path my Ancient Mystic’s blood was traveling in the twins’ bloodstreams. There was a bright green glow coming from each of their scars, which disappeared as the magic settled.

Spiffy. Amethyst’s mind voice was loud and clear. “Now we’re the Three Musketeers.” A spasm hit her as the magic met her temples. We winced with her. “Darn if it doesn’t hurt!”

“Relax,” I told her gently. Aaron was pretending he was fine; but in fact, he was also in great pain as the magic settled in his system. The magic mixed with their bloodstreams, causing pain, but Aaron remained strong.

You are in pain. I frowned at him. Relax; please. I turned to Amethyst. Both of you.

I do this for you, my Ariana Moon. Aaron’s voice was sincere, yet straining to keep his composure.

I pasted on a smile. I know you do, but you must relax to avoid suspicion about what we did tonight.

“I can feel your emotions.” Amethyst was holding her temples. “I can hear your thoughts.”

I placed a hand on Amethyst’s. “Remember what the Sisters taught me? Block everyone else out; only let in those emotions you feel comfortable sensing. Control will take time.”

“You’ve always known how to control your powers,” Aaron argued.

“It will take time,” I emphasized. “I will be here to help you, as you have always been there for me.” I supplied. “For now, we need to return to our beds for the night, before someone catches us.”

The twins nodded, agreeing. Aaron blew out the candlelight and headed out of the passageway just ahead of us.

Once out of the barn, I took each of the twins’ hands and raced them back to the building, undetected.

Aaron hugged Amethyst first, then me, kissing my cheek. Pleasant Journeys, my Ariana Moon.

I smiled. Meet you at the Palace, my Aaron Theodore.

We headed back to our bunks. Sandy was still asleep, and we were grateful. The half-moon outside shone with just enough light to see by.

Unknowing how I did it, I automatically used my mind magic to send the twins to the Dream Realm. They needed it as much as I did; we were exhausted, both magically and physically.

I thought of Aaron’s quick kiss to my cheek, and held it. That’s when I had the vision that would change our lives.


Aaron and I were in the attic, out of breath. I sat on the cot and he sat next to me.

Without delay, he kissed me hard on the lips. I knew right away what he wanted, for I wanted it, too.



From that scene, I saw a little girl, about four summers, sitting at a kids’ table, coloring. I went closer to her, greeting her.

She had silver-blue eyes and reddish-brown hair. Her eyes sparkled in recognition, her smile radiant as she called me “Momma.”



I opened my eyes and fingered the fresh scar on my arm. I had a feeling the twins would stand by my side, no matter what.

I counted on it for the future.
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Chapter 6

The Unicorn Statuette
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Lord Guardian was not impressed when he found out what we did, but he understood. Enchantra approved, smiling as she welcomed the twins to the Palace. Chandra foresaw something special about Amethyst, introducing her to different herbs, plants, and their magical uses.

We learned the twins had Unicorn Magic. power to hear and understand animals, control over the element of Earth: which included healing with their hands with and without special herbs and spells, and sensing others’ emotions. So far, the twins were only telepathic with me and various animals surrounding the orphanage.

The vision with the older Young Guardian fighting against the oversized Dominionite monsters with her friends continued, growing ever stronger and clearer. I could see two more faces, those belonging to the older versions of the twins. I sensed the bond they had with one another as they fought with green-colored magic; Amethyst dressed as a purple-winged fairy and Aaron as a wizard clad in brown leather. They worked in harmony with the four still-shadowy figures against Dominionites.

Back in the Mortal Realm, the week flew quickly, just as I had wished. We stuck together even more now, so we called ourselves the Three Musketeers. When we finished with our evening chores, we worked in secret on learning and controlling the Unicorn Magic.

Once our week of punishment was over, we sneaked away across the street.

“I’m sorry we got you into trouble.” Scott apologized an hour into our visit.

“That’s okay,” Aaron said. “I’m just sorry I jumped to conclusions.”

Scott was confused, laughing. “Excuse me?”

“I thought you liked Ariana, but you really like Aimee,” Aaron said with a smile.

“Aaron!” Amethyst hid her blush in her hands. “I’m sorry, Scott. He’s an idiot.”

“He’s not an idiot; he’s right. I do like you, Aimee. He’s telling the truth.” Scott smiled, taking her hand and addressing Aaron. “May I?”

Use empathy, as you learned. I sent to Aaron, eyeing Scott and Amethyst.

Aaron took my hand in confidence. Scott was legit; he would not hurt Aimee.

Aaron smiled after a moment and nodded. “Have her back before dark, okay?”

Scott bowed. “That I will, my friend,” he said. “Thank you for trusting me.”

Aaron nodded. “You’re welcome.” He looked at me. “Besides, I want some time alone with Ari.”

I blinked.

Aaron smiled, playfully whispering. “Race you!”

I smiled back, racing ahead of him.

He quickly raced ahead of me, leading me to a small room in the attic’s corner. I sat on the makeshift cot-bed we used when we practiced too much and needed rest.

I knew what was going to happen here, even though I was not ready. Perhaps I can distract him?

“What are we doing here?” I whispered, looking out the small window at the children playing in the yard below.

Aaron grinned. “You’ll see.”

I was curious, yet anxious. He felt happier each day since we made the Blood Pact. Also, since then, my feelings for him were growing. I knew he felt the same way. We spent more time together, exploring our feelings for each other.

Aaron moved dusty boxes away from the wall, revealing a piece of wood whose color did not match the rest of the attic. He slid it to the right and reached behind it, coming out with an oblong package covered in newspaper.

Aaron sat next to me on the bed, handing it to me before kissing my cheek. “Go ahead, open it.”

“Aaron,” I started, picking at the clear tape holding the newspaper together. “I know not what to say.”

“Say nothing until you open it.” Aaron clapped his hands, excited.

I chuckled, ripping the tape off.

Under the first layer of the newspaper was a card. I read it aloud. “To my Ariana Moon. May you have pleasant journeys, wherever your path may lead. My Love, your Aaron Theodore.”

My heart thumped at that. “Aaron.”

“You’re not done yet, Ari.” He nudged me, excited. “Open it!”

I uncovered a white porcelain unicorn with white wings and a golden horn.. There was even a jewel that matched the one in my locket, glued underneath the horn.

“It’s Lord Guardian!” I cried just above a whisper, hugging him. “Oh, Aaron, wherever did you get it?”

“Does it matter?” He was serious. “Your happiness is all that matters to me.”

I blushed. “It’s beautiful. I love it.”

“I knew you would.” Aaron kissed my lips.

I felt the zing in his kiss. Sure, he had kissed me several times before, but it was always on the cheek, never on the lips.

The porcelain unicorn dropped from my hands. He wrapped his arms around me and deepened the kiss, pulling me closer to his chest.

When we parted a moment later, we stared at each other.

He wished more than just a simple kiss from me. I stood from the cot and stepped away from him.

“What’s wrong?”

I shook my head. “I know what you wish of me. I apologize, but I am not ready.”

“I only want a chance to love you, as a man loves a woman.”

“Aaron Theodore, we are children.” I pointed out. “Not even thirteen summers. What you wish from me must wait.”

He stood and took a deep breath. “I’m sorry, Ari.” He stepped closer to me, reaching his hand out. “Forgive me for wanting you so soon.”

“You will have me, Aaron Theodore,” I announced softly, taking it and wrapping my arms around his neck. “I have seen it. I will let you know when I am ready for such an adult step in our relationship.”

I kissed him, a tear running down my cheek to our joined lips.

Aaron ended the kiss this time and held me close. Please don’t cry, my Ariana Moon.

They are not tears of pain, my Aaron Theodore. I sent back, burying my face in his chest.

They are of love. Aaron thought to me, kissing the top of my head.

“What do we know of love?” I pondered aloud. “Brought together by painful upbringing and forced by a magical bond.”

“I knew what I was getting into when I agreed to the Pact, Ari.” Aaron pointed out. “I did it for you, for the Musketeers.”

“Is that why you were so determined to bind us together?”

“I must protect you in any way I can.” He kissed me again. “I love you, and my twin, with all my heart and soul, magic and mind. You both mean the world to me.”

“As you mean the world to me,” I smiled. “I would be lonely and lost without you.”

“I feel the same about you, Ariana Moon.” He let go, pacing to the bed and laying down. Taking the unicorn in his hands, he told me. “That’s why I gave this to you.”

I sat next to him, taking the unicorn in my hands and pressing it to my heart. “I am glad you did.”

He sat up, not meeting my eyes. We sat in silence for a few moments. I took his hand, at once sensing the newest mind link between us was blocked.

After a minute, he winced, holding his temple.

“Whatever is wrong, please tell me,” I whispered in his ear, kissing his cheek. “Why hurt yourself so needlessly?”

I felt his hand relax against mine, as did our mind link. We were quiet as we stared at the ceiling. I lay my head on his arm, gathering thoughts.

He raised his scarred arm, staring at it. “May I ask you a question, no matter how weird it sounds?”

“Anytime.” I answered, reaching to touch the scar. It matched mine.

He looked at me. “Why did you lick my blood?”

I sighed, sitting up and shrugging. “I-I do not know.” I stammered. “It was an automatic impulse. I could not control it.”

He sat up. “What did I taste like?”

I turned to him, smiling, “Like paradise.”

“Paradise?” Aaron scoffed. “Really?”

“It is complicated.” I told him.

“How about this, then?” He asked. “What did you feel when you did it?”

“Feel?” I shrugged. “I know not, but it gave me a boost of magical energy, if that makes sense.”

Aaron chuckled. “Since when do you care about what makes sense?”

I stuck my tongue out at him, which he took as a signal to kiss me again. When we parted this time, he felt different; more shy than outgoing.

I waited for him to tell me what was on his mind, rather than getting it from him with telepathy. I promised the twins I would never betray their trust by using my powers on them.

After what felt like half an hour, he spoke up. “I’ve had a premonition.”

I was alert, listening. No one told us premonition was part of the Unicorn Magic. “What did you see?”

“You were leaving us soon.” Aaron looked at me.

“Do you see when?”

“No; only that you will, and we’ll be here all alone.” Aaron kissed my nose. “I wanted you to keep the unicorn as a reminder of me, and our love.”

“Somehow, I could never forget you,” I whispered, wrapping my arms around his neck. “No matter what happens in our future, I will always love you in my special way.”

I kissed him.

We fell asleep holding each other on that cot, waking up later to Amethyst’s nudge and the full moon’s glow above.
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A YEAR LATER, AARON and I returned to the attic, out of breath and shaking from running.

Aaron plopped on the cot to catch his breath. “Are you okay?”

I huffed, nodding. “I am glad Amethyst got away in time.”

“Me, too.” Aaron huffed as I sat next to him. “Are you sure you’re okay?”

I nodded again.

Aaron tucked a clump of hair behind my other ear and kissed my lips. His kisses always made my heart flutter. “You’re so beautiful.”

“Thank you.” I blushed away.

“You’re welcome.” Aaron breathed as he kissed me.

It was time. I knew it; he knew it.

Aaron Theodore, my mind-voice moaned. Love me.

He stopped kissing me for a moment and looked into my eyes. “Are you sure?”

I smiled. “I am more than ready.”

His heart thumped nervously in his chest. Taking my mouth with his, his voice whispered in my mind. I will always love you, my Ariana Moon.

His hands lazily exploring my body was euphoric, gentle tickles brought the desire. His lips moved to my neck, hands slowly lifting my shirt to kiss my budding breasts. He shoved my shirt above my head and to the floor, lips kissing their way down my stomach and hips.

Once my shorts were unzipped and pushed down to my ankles, he stared in wonder. “Are you sure you want this as much as I do?”

I nodded.

Aaron quickly stripped his jeans off, kissing me again. I promise we’ll be safe. He assured in his mind. As one.

There was only pleasure as we made love in that attic. We lost ourselves in a world of love, peace, and happiness. It mattered not that we were in the attic, making love on an old cot. All that mattered was the fact we were, in fact, in love with each other, and no one was going to take that away from us.

Those thoughts and our love warmed my heart. I knew the bond between the three of us would get us through the hardest of times.
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Chapter 7

The Maiden and Other Nightmares
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I did not recognize the place I had arrived in the Dream Realm that night. I shivered as images shimmered around me, each more terrifying than the previous.

They were images of my past, from Mrs. Gertrude’s immoral version of discipline, to visions of Dominionites fighting my older self that had become my present self, and the way the other children called me names like weirdo or freak, throwing things like dirt or rocks at me.

One scene caught my attention, for it was the first time I met the twins. I was five summers. I watched, letting the vision put me in a trance.

#

[image: ]



Mr. Gertrude was still alive then, and I was brand new to the Orphanage. I took his hand. The empathic feeling from him was sincerity and kindness. Mrs. Gertrude was mean and cruel, which is why I did not want to go inside her office. 

I followed him to a large tree in the backyard where a boy and a girl were playing. Each had dark brown hair, the girl’s was down to her waist and the boy’s was messy. 

“Amethyst, Aaron,” He called their names. 

They looked up at him, frowning. My empathy told me they were lonely and needed a friend or two. They only had each other, which was sad, because there were so many kids around here. 

“Hello, Mr. Gertrude.” They chorused in one voice. 

“I’d like you to meet Ariana Moon.” Mr. Gertrude said. “Ariana Moon, these are the twins, Amethyst Theresa and Aaron Theodore.” 

Aaron Theodore and I stared at one another for a moment. I let go of Mr. Gertrude’s hand to take his. That made Aaron smile. 

Before leaving, he warned. “I want you two to show her how we do things around here, understand?” 

“Yes, sir.” They chorused again. 

Mr. Gertrude left, nodding his head and smiling at me. It would be one of the last times I would see him alive.

I looked at my two new friends. 

“How old are you?” Aaron asked. 

I put up five fingers. 

“So are we!” Amethyst cried, grabbing my other hand. She turned to her brother. “Let’s take her to the attic.” 

“It’s our private place.” Aaron whispered, smiling at me. “We don’t want anyone to know, okay?” 

I nodded my head ecstatically. 

“Can’t you talk?” Amethyst asked. 

I nodded my head, but thought. I do not trust people, that is all.

The twins looked at each other. 

“How did you do that?” Aaron asked. I looked at him quizzically. “Your voice was in my head.” 

“Yeah, mine too.” Amethyst said. 

I shrugged. I did it again. This time, I thought. I think it is called telepathy. 

“Good name for it, whatever it is.” Aaron supplied. 

“Watch out for Mrs. Gertrude, Ariana Moon.” Amethyst said softly, looking down. “She’s not as nice as she says she is.” 

Aaron put his arm around my shoulders. “Don’t worry. We’ll protect you.” 

I smiled at that, thinking. We will protect each other. 

I knew not how I could, but I would.

“What is your birthday?” Amethyst asked, changing the subject.

I thought for a moment before shrugging. I do not know, really. Until a pretty woman told me, I did not even know my name, or what I was.

“That’s okay; you can share ours.” Aaron smiled. I smiled back.

“It’s October thirtieth.” Amethyst told me. “We’ll be six then.”

Thank you. 
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A CHILLING WIND BLEW a foul-smelling odor, gently whipping my hair in front of my eyes, stinging my nose. All the images disappeared, which was good. Unfortunately, the memories the images represented were awakened, and I was frightened. I gathered up enough courage to fly, but nothing happened. I tried turning around and walking through my aura trace to wake up, but nothing would work. To my dismay, the wind blew my aura trace away.

“No!” I cried, running to the spot. “How will I get home now?”

I saw a figure in the distance, covered in the darkest of shadows. As a precaution, I used empathy. Right away, I perceived the same feelings as I did in my Dominionite nightmares: death, destruction, hatred, and chaos. I sensed pure, relentless evil in the being ahead of me. Only, it was multiplied by ten.

I took a deep breath and swallowed my fear, blocking my empathy from whoever was there.

It is only a dream, right? I mused, trying to convince myself. Nothing could hurt me here. Was that not what Lord Guardian and Katherine promised?

Speaking of Katherine, where was she, anyway? Should she not have met me here, or was she busy with duties for her rotten uncle?

“’Welcome to my parlor,’ said the spider to the fly.” the figure moved toward me, chuckling under her breath.

As it came closer, I saw it was a woman: the evil smile on blackened lips, raven’s wing black hair, red-glowing eyes, and pert breasts nearly bursting out of a thick black chain mail corset. The woman wore tight black leather pants, smiling as she slapped an English-style horse riding crop against a black-gloved hand. It drew my attention to the wild contrast of the woman’s pale skin against all that black. She looked like a ghost.

“Who are you?” I whispered, meeting the woman’s eyes. Now that they were no longer glowing red, I felt pulled into the twin pools of black ember, frozen in place.

My question was ignored.

“My, my, what do we have here?” The woman crooned, tracing my shoulders with the rider’s crop as she circled me. “A young Dreamer lost in Witches Grove.”

“I am no ordinary Dreamer,” I spoke up, gaining confidence. “I am an Ancient Mystic.”

The woman stopped in front of me and laughed. She snapped the rider’s crop against my shoulder, making me jump. The woman looked me square in the eyes and studied me for a moment. “I have never seen a Mystic Dreamer with strawberry hair. You even smell different from any Mystic I have ever encountered.” The woman paused. “What is your name, Ancient Mystic Dreamer, and those of your parents?”

“My name is Ariana Moon,” I said confidently, standing at attention, eyes daring the woman to do something. “I am alone; I have no parents.”

“I see.”

“I told you my name; now tell me yours, before I zap you into eternal agony.”

Where did that come from? Whatever it was, I thought, it sounded good.

“I highly doubt you have that much power.” The woman scoffed. “You look only twelve Mortal years of age.”

I crossed my arms, staring at her. “Observant, for a demoness.”

I was doing well, though I knew not where the words or the confidence to say them came from.

The woman studied me with a grin. “Do you not know who or what I am, Ariana Moon?” I shook my head, and the woman stepped back. “Surely you know of the Dominionite Armies?”

A picture of an oversized mutated Dominionite from my nightmares popped into my head.

“All too well, thank you,” I grumbled, frowning. “They have haunted my nightmares since I was seven summers. I was told they used to be Companions; stolen from their families, stripped of their powers and controlled by the Dominionite Master, Orthos.”

I silenced the woman for a few moments, her eyes glaring into mine with a scowl, and arms crossed under her breasts.

“Either you are very observant, or someone told you.” The woman remarked. “Whoever squealed will be punished.”

Might as well tell the truth.

“Katherine Hawk told me, and so did Lord Guardian,” I stated.

She paused for a minute, studying me once again. “That explains it.” She scoffed. “You are Lord Guardian’s successor. Titled the Young Guardian?”

I nodded. “I am always training to fight the Master’s Dominionite Armies.”

“I see.”

“You still did not tell me who you are.” I frowned, using whatever I had used on Mrs. Gertrude on the woman. “You will tell me your name or die a horrible death.”

The woman’s face went blank, lips losing their sneer. Her hands went limp at her side. The riding crop dropped to the ground.

I smiled, believing that magic had worked.

The woman’s sneer returned, and she chuckled under her breath. “Is that the best you can do?” She whispered. She raised her voice to the normal octave. “Ariana Moon, Young Guardian, whoever you are, while that was a powerful use of compulsion, it was nowhere near strong enough to penetrate my mental defenses.” The woman picked up the crop and slapped it on my shoulder again.

“Will you quit that?” I cried, irritated. Without even trying or looking away from her glare, my telekinesis pulled the crop from the woman’s hand and threw it out of reach.

The woman shrugged, unmoved by the display of power. “Did Katherine ever tell you about the master’s offspring?”

It only took a moment to dawn on me.

I growled. “Sabrina.”

Sabrina cackled. “In the flesh.”

I gulped, for Katherine told me all about her cousin Sabrina, the Dominionite Maiden. Along with being terribly spoiled rotten, she was mean, evil, and downright dreadful to her personal armies of Dominionites. She treated them like slaves for her own desires, training them to destroy everything that got in her way.

“What are you going to do with me?” I asked. “As you see, I am stuck here, for my aura trace disappeared with the wind.”

Sabrina laughed. “Silly girl.” She gestured around. “You are deep in Witches Grove. This place is one of illusions.”

She waved her arm behind her. Another wind blew for a moment, and my aura trace reappeared.

I took a step toward it, but Sabrina grabbed my arm, pulling me back.

“I will let you leave now, but beware. I will watch you, my pet.” Sabrina released me.

I frowned, meeting Sabrina’s black pools with my silver-blue. I felt the heat in my system, an angry heat that told me I would see the Maiden again. The heated magic made its way to my eyes, and I swore they glowed as I growled. “I am nobody’s pet, Sabrina.”

I turned on my heel and made it to my aura trace. The last thing I saw before waking up was Sabrina’s look of astonishment and fear.

#
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I OPENED MY EYES AND held my pounding temple.

What was that? I thought to myself, in awe. I have never been that confident before.

My head continued to pound, even when I tried using Healing Magic to wish it away. Why does my head hurt so much?

I heard Amethyst groan in her sleep. I poked my head to see Amethyst had her hands linked under her head, brown eyes wide open, the Blood Pact scar pulsing dark green and a frown on her lips.

I pulled the covers off and went down to sit by her.

Okay, Ariana Moon. What’s up?

That is what I would like to know. I took her hand. It helped Amethyst to hear and send telepathic messages without pain. I was lost in a place called Witches Grove, met Katherine’s cousin the Maiden named Sabrina, and gained confidence I never knew I had.

Why did you end up there? Amethyst asked. According to the Sisters, Witches Grove is in the Dominion.

I do not know. I shrugged. I returned with a massive headache. Think you can take it away?

Amethyst sat up, felt her scar, and took a deep breath. I could try.

Thank you, sister. I nodded as Amethyst placed her hands on my temples and closed her eyes. I could feel the warmth coming from Amethyst’s hands, soothing my headache. In moments, it was gone, and I yawned.

Thank you again, Amethyst. I stood and went back up to my bunk. Pleasant Journeys.

Within moments, both of us were sleeping.
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THE FUTURE-NIGHTMARE continued. Dominionites were attacking, the older Young Guardian and the twins were attacking back. When Dominionites were knocked out, the older Young Guardian huddled her friends together.

I recognized the twins but still did not know who the other four shadowy figures were. In moments, all but my older self and the man with the golden blade disappeared.

To my surprise, she saw me watching and walked over.

“Remember the rules, Young Guardian!” The man with the golden blade shouted, sheathing it on his back.

Young Guardian, rather, the older version of myself, stopped for a moment and turned to him. “Yes, Lanta. I remember. Please, just trust me?”

The man nodded. “Always, my lady.”

Young Guardian waved goodbye as he disappeared through his aura trace. She turned back to me.

“Sulheya and greetings, Ariana Moon.” Young Guardian smiled. “May I sit next to you?”

I was in shock, but nodded.

“Thanks. As you could see, I needed a rest.” Young Guardian sat next to me. “Tell me, how long has it been since I first saw you watching us battle those things?”

“A few years,” I croaked. “Are you really an older version of me?”

Young Guardian nodded. “Aye; I am.” She looked ahead, frowning. “How old are you now? Twelve? Thirteen?” Before giving me a chance to answer, she continued, looking into my eyes. “No color change, yet. That is good.”

“Nay, ma’am,” I whispered. “I will not ask your age, for it is impolite.”

“Aye, it is.” Young Guardian chuckled. “How long has it been since you and Aaron made love?”

My eyes widened. “How do you know about that?”

“I know everything about you because I am you.” Young Guardian supplied. “Only, quite a few years older, of course.”

“How do I know you are not a Dominionite in disguise?” I knew she was the older version of myself, but I acted suspicious of her just to see what she would say. “Prove it.”

“Fine.” Young Guardian rolled up the sleeve on her right arm, showing me the thin long scar. It was lighter than mine, but it was there. I touched mine. “Here’s the proof. The Blood Pact scar, shared by all three Musketeers, made by me–you–when we were eleven. We wanted Amethyst and Aaron to help us with our magic, only to find they had the Unicorn Magic of their own. The details from there are fuddled, but it is all I have for you that proves my identity.”

I believed her. “Thank you, and I apologize.”

“It is okay.” Young Guardian smiled. “Now will you tell me?”

I thought for a moment before nodding. “It has been a fortnight, ma’am.”

Young Guardian smiled. “A fortnight meaning two weeks?” I nodded. “It is just about time, then.” She sighed under her breath. “Your Mystic Studies?”

“Going well, but without Katherine,” I told her. “She has somehow disappeared from my empathic sensors. Not even Lord Guardian can sense her.”

Young Guardian smiled. “Fear not. She is not far. I promise you that.”

I was suspicious. “Do you know something I do not, other than what happens between our time lines?”

“I know a lot, including the fact you had your first nightmare with Sabrina.” Young Guardian frowned. “Try not to fight her just yet; you are neither powerful enough nor trained right.”

“I thought Lord Guardian and the Sisters were training me to fight?”

Young Guardian shook her head. “He is training you to be his successor. In time, even a long time from my present, you will take his place.”

“I know this, ma’am.” I supplied.

Young Guardian smiled. “Drop the ‘ma’am’ bit, okay? No one talks like that anymore.”

“They are no longer polite in your time?”

“Yes, and no.” Young Guardian sighed, shaking her head in thought. “You will learn when you leave the orphanage.”

As soon as she finished the last word, Young Guardian’s eyes widened, and she clasped her hand on her mouth.

I stood and stared at her in shock. “Leave? How would I leave? When?”

Removing it, she whispered. “I apologize; you were not supposed to know that.”

“It is too late. You already said it.” I pointed out. “Now, tell me the details, please!”

Young Guardian stood as well, holding her hands up in surrender. “I apologize, but I cannot. It’s against the rules.”

“Rules.” I scoffed. “I do not know of any rules.”

“Well, I do!” Young Guardian cried, making me step back, afraid. “I took a vow not to break them.” She calmed before sighing again. “You will learn, in time.”

“It is always ‘in time,” I complained. “I am learning my magic in secret, with help from the twins, always hoping that one day, I will use it to destroy the Master. I cannot do that until I learn how to use my magic for fighting, as I see you do.”

Young Guardian was quiet. “I am sorry. I cannot tell you when or how. I can only guide you on your path until we become one.”

On that statement, Young Guardian grasped the different-looking Locket around her neck, closed her eyes, whispered in another language, and disappeared.

I was left in confusion, finding my aura trace and returning to my bunk.
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I AWOKE, HOT, STICKY, and troubled. The windows were open to the muggy summer night, but there was no cool breeze to take away the humidity. It bathed me in sweat, bedcovers tangled around my legs. A quick touch to both Aaron and Amethyst’s minds told me they were safe in the Dream Realm somewhere.

I just wished I could join them. No matter how many times I held the Locket and thought of my Companion friends, I could not fall back to sleep. There had to be a reason all this was happening.

I sat up, pushed the sweat-drenched hair out of my eyes and looked out the window.

Why is this happening to me now? I pondered, staring at the moon for solace. First, I met Katherine Hawk’s cousin in Witches Grove, wherever that is. I still have no idea how I got there if I have never heard of the place before. After a burst of confidence that left my head aching, the nightmare continued. Each time, I meet my future self, who only speaks in riddles. She claims she cannot tell me about the future, only lead me down my path. What path is she talking about and what did she mean by “until we become one”?

I wrapped my arms around my legs and sighed.

Forgive the intrusion, but that statement means when you grow to become her.

I blinked in the darkness. That voice, it sounded like Katherine Hawk!

Katherine?

My feline friend purred her answer.

I was glad for the company yet confused. How are you, my friend, and how did you find me from so far?

Katherine purred sadly. Uncle Orthos exiled me here once I found his laboratory.

How awful? I looked up at the moon again, feeling bad for her.

I sensed my twin, Kitya, in trouble, so I raced to her side. When I found her, Uncle was throwing her whiskers into an enormous cauldron. I was too late. She was already gone. Katherine paused, tears choking her words. He killed her for his selfish plans!

Calm down, Katherine. I sat down on the bed, closed my eyes and pictured the two of us in my mind. Katherine was just as surprised to see herself in front of me as I was that the illusionary magic worked. I hugged her. You are okay now. Safe with me.

Katherine nodded, sniffing, before continuing her story. I was so shocked to see my sister unconscious on the laboratory floor, I moved. He found me, called a spell, and exiled me.

How did you know how to find me?

Katherine smiled. I just thought of you.

I have missed you, my friend. I smiled, opening my eyes and laying back down on my bunk.

As I have missed you. Katherine purred. Do not believe we are finished with your lessons, just because I am exiled to you.

I chuckled softly. A quick empathic sweep around the room confirmed my roommates were still deep in sleep. I hoped they would stay that way.

I closed my eyes, once again using illusionary magic to stand beside her, deep in my mind.

I was hoping to talk to you about that, Katherine Hawk. I told her about my earlier nightmares, including the one starring her cousin Sabrina. I wish to learn how to fight with my magic.

Be careful what you wish for, my young friend. Katherine answered. As the elder you explained, it will happen in time. Now is not the time.

I must do something! I cried in my mind. All those Companions deserve justice, do they not?

Aye, they do, but your destiny leads you somewhere else for now. Katherine purred as my mentor. I knew to listen. You are not yet powerful enough to fight my Uncle, cousins, or their Dominionites.

Katherine was right, and I knew it.

Must I stand aside while Companions die as Dominionites, homes are destroyed, and families are separated? I whispered, my heart pounding, just thinking about the Realm of Dreams’ Companions I called friends. The Realm was peaceful until the Master ordered his Dominionites to wreak havoc and chaos. Do I smile while the Master and your cousins demolish the Realm of Dreams in their bitterness and fight for revenge?

Katherine’s arms went around me in a hug that sent tears down my cheeks. There is naught either of us can do but prepare. Learn, live, love and grow. You are but a child to them, in mind, body, and magic. I know your heart believes you are much older than your twelve summers. Keep the faith, learn what you can, both in your magic and, when you are ready, in the fighting arts.

I nodded, sniffing back tears. It just hurts so much, Katherine. I can no longer stand aside while the Master and his Dominionites took our friends and your home over.

Katherine rubbed my back. In time, you will be ready to fight. Your destiny leads you elsewhere for now. Know that until then, I will be there with you, for you, helping you as much as I am able.

I nodded again. The four of us will work together, learn together, and grow together.

Katherine hesitated for a moment before agreeing.
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Chapter 8

The Enchanted Child
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Two weeks later, I found out exactly what Katherine meant by “your destiny leads you elsewhere for now.”

I figured it out when I was eating everything in sight, only to throw it up later. I was always sick. Mrs. Gertrude thought it was a summer bug, excusing me from chores. Aaron and Amethyst more than made up for my absence, especially when my moods were unpredictable.

Just to be sure it was only the summer flu, I went to the library down in the orphanage’s basement. After searching out medical books and studying them under the dim light until the evening meal, I pieced it together.

I was pregnant with Aaron’s baby.

I quietly put the books back before racing out of there, determined to find the twins and tell them.

Aaron and Amethyst were practicing their Unicorn Magic with a squirrel in the treehouse; the same treehouse I met Dixilynne. I climbed the trunk as fast as I could. When Aaron’s eyes met mine, they were concerned.

“Ari?”

“I have to tell you something.” I huffed in a whisper, trying to catch my breath. “It’s about that day in the attic.”

“So, tell us.” Amethyst pushed. “You look a little flushed. Come in, sit down and relax.”

“Amethyst, I cannot relax. Not now, never.” I hurried, holding my stomach.

“Sure, you can. Do you have a stomachache?” Amethyst asked, placing a hand over mine and closing her eyes. The other reached out to Aaron after a moment.

“Not exactly,” I mumbled. “Feel deeper than that.”

It took only a moment before Amethyst squeaked, yanking her hands away and covering her mouth. The twins looked at one another before meeting my anxious eyes.

You’re pregnant! Aaron sent, eyes wide in fear.

I closed my eyes and nodded. I know not when, or how, but I must run away to save her.

Her?

Feels like you’re only a month along. Amethyst hugged me. We’ll help.

“Soon, the ‘summer bug’ will run into autumn, then winter,” Aaron spoke up. “How are we going to explain it?”

“We’ll work our magic; all of us.” Amethyst rubbed my shaking shoulders. “All for one and one for all, right?”

Aaron and I held hands and nodded. “Three Musketeers!”
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FOUR MONTHS INTO MY pregnancy, I had a nightmare.

I was sitting in a chair, eyes closed and hand protectively over my enlarged belly. Mrs. Gertrude hovered over me, calling me names and yelling at me. I was afraid as I sat there and listened.

Without warning, Mrs. Gertrude grabbed my wrist and glared at me.

Please, do not hurt me...My mind begged, but the words would not come out.

Pulling me along, Mrs. Gertrude went to her desk and pulled out a long wooden cane.

Goddess, please! Help me! I silently begged, mind going blank as I was beaten to a pulp. I screamed as blood spurt from between my legs, and the half-formed child was stillborn. I cried, ignoring the screams from Mrs. Gertrude, the names she used – tramp, whore, slut, Jezebel.

Exhaustion beat at my mind and my body was in terrible pain. All I could think of was the dead baby lying on the floor in front of me.

“Never disobey me again.” Mrs. Gertrude growled, throwing me down on the floor and leaving the room.

I could rest, staring at what was left of my hope and chance for freedom. I curled up in a ball and quietly sobbed, never realizing when Aaron raced in to hold me.

Gods, no. He pleaded in my mind.

“How dare she do this to us?” I whispered between gasps of tears. My body shook in his embrace, but I was glad he was there. “Our baby...dead.”

I cried again and Aaron held me tighter. “I’m sorry.”

Before I could answer, my sight blurred, and I was back in my bunk.

I awoke with tears in my eyes, curled in a ball and shaking. Amethyst woke with me, climbing to my bunk and holding me.

“It was only a dream,” Amethyst whispered, kissing my temple.

I could feel the tear run down Amethyst’s face. Something told me the twins had seen the nightmare as well.

I only hope so. I whispered in Amethyst’s mind, cuddling closer and grasping my almost-sister’s free hand.

We were quiet for a week after the nightmare, focusing on my health, our growing powers, and keeping it all a secret.

Even without using my empathy, Aaron feared both his premonition and the shared nightmare would come true. I could sense he was helpless to stop it.
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SOON, I COULD NO LONGER fit into any of the hand-me-down clothes brought in by many charities or given to me by the Archer family. They never knew, of course; the Archers were all too happy to do anything in their power to put smiles on the faces of those abused children in Shore Point Orphanage.

Six months into my pregnancy, I showed and could hardly walk without wincing in pain. Sure, I could soothe the pain with magic, but it quickly tired me out.

The twins often found me fainted on the ground outside, the attic in our hiding place, or the floor of many rooms. To avoid suspicion, the twins would always be with me, ready to lend a helping hand when I needed it.

Thinking of the nightmare that had played in my mind for the past two months, I had to do it; I had to run away. The only problem was, I knew not how, or where I would go. I just knew in my heart of hearts that I had to run away. I hoped by choosing to leave instead of stay, the nightmare of my baby’s death would not come true.

In a flash of an idea, I headed across the street to the Archers. They always helped us whenever we needed it. It was time for one more small favor.

Okay, so borrowing money to live on was not a ‘small’ favor. I thought, knocking on the door. But I must try.

Seth Archer, the older, taller brother with dark-brown-almost-black hair still wet from showering, answered the door.

“Ariana!” He looked from one side to the other and glanced across the street as he ushered me inside and closed the door behind them. “If Madam Pain catches you, she’ll beat you to a pulp.”

I sat on the couch, took a deep breath and, with a quick glance at my enlarged stomach, I opened my mouth. “I believe you know why I am here.”

“You’re leaving.” It wasn’t a question; rather, a statement. He stood over me, arms crossed. “When are you due?”

“I know not, for I have not visited a physician,” I explained. “The twins and I have researched it. According to the Medical Journals we found in the downstairs library, she will be born soon. Hence my second reason for coming. I need a favor from you.”
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