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I would like to dedicate this, my first book, to my sister, Tuwana, who had everything taken from her in this life by the same demons that tried to take her brother—demons he was too young to understand.

By the end of the seventh book, I promise you, I will be free.

––––––––

[image: ]


A Note from the Author

As I contemplated how I would do it, I thought about how I’ve struggled over the years to write my autobiography. I’d start with a few pages here and there, give up, and then try to approach it again, only to give up once more. It’s always been hard to talk about the trauma in my life that sparked the need to write in the first place.

Since I was 13, I’ve had half-filled journals, drawings of creatures I’ve seen in dreams, and an old dictionary from the 1800s filled with strange words. When I was around 17, I also tried to write a novel. With just one word processor, living at my sister’s place surrounded by burned-down houses, I managed to write almost a 300-page murder mystery. But I was never able to finish it. The house caught fire just as I was moving out, destroying the entire project.

So, in a way, these novels will become not only a way for me to tell my story through the eyes of a fictional character, but also a way to create an adventure based on years of dream journals. Not to mention the real truths of my family and the way we’ve lived our lives surrounded by mysterious events, from sleepwalking into dark forests to finding footprints in cement sidewalks.

I wanted to explain what my thought process was during those times, through trauma, through reflection, through the way I understood dreams and people. So, take time with what I’ve written. Read it slowly. Because if you don’t, you might find yourself constantly wondering whether what I’m saying is based on something real... or fantasy.

The stories within this book are drawn from a combination of autobiographical experiences, biographical accounts of my immediate family, and dream narratives recorded over the past twenty years. Many of the characters and events originated in detailed dream journals, while others reflect real-life people and moments.

Names and identities have been changed or fictionalized to respect privacy and to bring life to the characters within these stories. Certain scenes have been intentionally fabricated or adapted to bridge gaps in memory, dream logic, or real events, helping to form a coherent narrative from fragmented experiences.
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Gifts of the Awaycan World

R. E.M. — Rapid Eye Movement.  It's what they call that moment during a dream when your eyes shift quickly beneath closed lids, as if watching something unfold. As if seeing something real on the other side..

But what if there is something there?

A world behind your eyelids, giving purpose to that movement. A world inside the dream.

Awaycan— that’s what the Kindred call the people who live on Earth. In simple terms, it means to rise from sleep, or to be awake... and away from your dreams.

The Kindred are different. They dwell in the realm of dreams. They were once Awaycans too, before they crossed over and became something else, beings of the dream realm, shaped by R.E.M. and seen only by those who still remember how to look past the veil.

Some Awaycans? They're ordinary. Living their lives with no spark of the unknown.

But others? Others are gifted.

Some possess only one gift, something quiet but bright. Others carry many, using them every day without even noticing.

The creatures of R.E.M. call these people Awaycans. Those born of Earth but connected to something more. And beyond them still, from other realms, dwell the Numinous beings— the magical ones. Creatures not bound by the laws of physics, dancing through impossibility as if it were a playground of tired rules.

And then... there’s Billy.

A small boy standing alone in the dark, just three years old.

It was three in the morning. The sky was full of heavy clouds, and rain streamed down his cheeks. Thunder rolled overhead, and flashes of lightning lit up the world in jagged bursts.

He stood in his backyard, staring at the patch of forest he’d always known. But tonight, it felt different.

Tonight, he heard a voice.

Come here, child...

It came through the rain, soft and swirling, curling through the wind and landing only in his ears. Around him, everything else was hushed beneath the storm.

The voice grew louder; its grip tightening around his heart. Without even thinking, Billy took a step forward.

The closer he moved to the woods, the louder it became. Now, it wasn’t just one voice, there were others, murmuring behind the first, whispering to each other like ghosts having a conversation.

And then, as if rehearsed, they all spoke at once.

Come to us...

Just as he reached the edge of the trees, arms grabbed him from behind, pulling him back, lifting him off the ground. He turned to see his mother’s face, filled with horror.

She clutched him close and carried him toward the house, her voice rising as she half-yelled, half-cried, “Why are you out here? Boy, it’s three in the morning and you’re trying my nerves today!”

She brought him inside, dried him off, and tucked him back into bed. She didn’t say much else.

Billy lay there, staring out the window. Rain tapped against the glass.

The forest stood still in the distance.

He could still hear the voices, now just whispers in the wind, growing quieter with every breath, until they disappeared completely.

Billy, short for William Daniels, was different from the start.

He was born into a world even his mother didn’t understand, a life sparked from nothing, when there was nothing to give.

His mother was strong, no doubt, but she carried a curse, passed down from Billy’s father. Their family was full of unusual gifts. Some were blessings, others felt like curses. Some saw the unseen, others heard what wasn’t spoken. Some were grounded in nature, others connected to the mind. A few could cook food that healed the soul.

The gods whispered to them, soft and low, warning when to turn left instead of right.

They were dreamers and makers. They didn’t learn how to create, they just did. Their ideas took shape without instruction, as if pulled from thin air.

That’s what people mean when they say, “making something out of nothing,” or “turning nothing into something.”

Speaking things into existence, from the quietest wish to the strongest force, you’ve seen it happen. Maybe you never noticed. Most people don’t realize they have that power, although many truly do.

Billy’s family lived in the city, raised in the struggle, shaped by their neighborhood.

You won’t find magic like in movies, no glowing circles in the air, no spell books with locks. Books are not used to hold spells to other dimensions, just words woven into stories soon to be read, wielding the power of emotions that alter the reality of others. There are no talking cats with secrets, just the everyday kind.

The kind that hides in stories, in emotions, in words that shape how others see the world.

No enchanted potions, just recipes that heal. No flashy tricks, just minds that stretch beyond time.

They kept their gifts to themselves, surviving like everyone else. They had the power to see what was coming... or to strike at enemies from miles away.

You might call them modern-day witches, but they had no fancy names, no ancient bloodlines.

Their magic was real, but not how you’d imagine.

Everyone had their own way to connect, their own way to cast or create. Some had one gift, others many. Most discovered theirs after surviving pain, after sacrificing body, mind, or spirit.

Because sometimes, a gift only shows up after a storm.

That’s the world Billy was born into, a place of hidden magic, quiet miracles, and strange coincidences that feel too perfect to be accidents.

Billy was the youngest in his family, with a mother who watched his every move. By the time he could remember things clearly, it was just the three of them, his mother, his older sister, and him, living in a small three-bedroom house.

Their home sat just before a patch of woods, with a school across a wide field. His parents had already separated.

His mother’s name was Linda. She was a proud blend of Native, Scottish, and Black American heritage. His father, too, had roots in Black and Native ancestry, maybe more. They were what people now call the "typical American", a mixture of many stories, many struggles.

Billy’s mom worried constantly. And Billy, even at three, didn’t make things easier. She’d send him to school with his hair in neat braids, and he’d pull them out before he arrived. Some days they had enough food. Other days, they tried to pop dried decorative corn into popcorn just to fill their bellies.

His mother spoke of the unseen, of strange moments in her life when something warned her or protected her. She tried to use that knowledge to guide them. But even magic has limits. Some things can’t be fixed with spells. Some battles can’t be won with thoughts. Every day still demanded hard work. They were like many families that grew from a small town, a town named after a stone. This is still not where the story begins.

This story truly begins about forty minutes northwest of there, where Billy was born and spent his earliest years. As mentioned before, the house stood in front of a small forest. On one side lived an Asian family, a young couple with a child older than Billy. On the other side, a Native family, whose house seemed to overflow with relatives. Their music and parties ran through every season, loud but harmless. There was never any trouble, just too many voices in too little space.

The Asian family, quieter but no less vivid, often complained about roaches, and cooked fragrant meals that floated through Billy’s windows, stirring envy in the stomach of a child with little. Life for Billy seemed ordinary on the outside but inside, it was already bending at the edges.

As Billy grew more aware, the world shifted fast. He started to sense nature like it was whispering directly to him. Sounds that weren’t quite sounds stirred in his ears, distant voices calling him closer. Sleep became a battleground. Visitors came in the night, and though he was far too young to make sense of it, fear was easy enough to understand. Fear was the first truth he ever learned, fear of the unseen, of the unknown. Some would come to call people like Billy a Dreamwalker.

His gifts didn’t wait. By the age of three, his mother would sometimes find him deep inside the forest, surrounded by trees, seated quietly on the earth like a boy shaped from stillness itself. He was never harmed. But strange things happened again and again, things no one could explain. His mother often told stories from when he was just two, memories she alone carried, etched into her like carvings in stone.

His first encounter with the trees, the ones you heard about earlier, was more than faint whispers or words lost in wind. The trees spoke clearly. Most people simply never hear them. Billy did. His first brush with the mystical came not from books or chants, but from trees that gossiped like old souls with bark for skin and memory for breath.
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Chapter 1

[image: ]




A Hypnagogic View

Hyp·na·go·gic refers to “the transitional state between 

wakefulness and sleep,” or the waning state of consciousness that occurs while falling asleep. It’s a state, or world, that

exists between being awake and falling asleep.

It’s important to understand that this space is one of two realms, cut from the same cloth. The other realm will be discussed later. These are two distinct worlds. It’s easier explained with metaphors: Imagine a train that rides in one direction, from consciousness to unconsciousness. Then another train leaves from a different location within the unconscious, heading back to consciousness. Your time spent riding that train, whether to or from these states, is the space between worlds.

Everyone living takes these trains to reach their destination. However, there are those who can exit the train mid-trip. During that time off the train, they experience far more than the rest of the world. The difference between traveling through and stepping off is like catching a glimpse of something in your peripheral vision, that brief moment when you wonder if something was behind you. You’re unsure if it was real, or if it was just light or shadow playing tricks on your mind. But for those who can step off the train mid-journey, that “trick of the eye” becomes visible, and the shadow or brightness stands clearly before them.

When it comes to people with gifts, such as speaking to the unknown or seeing the unseen, these are the worlds you may find yourself in when such encounters occur, either through the mind or by vision. These realms are where many learn how to create, to control, or to destroy. It’s where the creatures we overlook communicate with each other and with those who live across all different worlds.

It’s how the monarch butterfly knows where to migrate, how birds know to fly south during a particular season, when the energy of the conscious world shifts.

And what about those times when you see what looks like an island in the distance from the shore, stretching into the ocean? Science might explain it as a trick of light and shadow. But light and shadow are also realms, gateways to other worlds. Still, it’s easier for the nongifted to believe these visions are merely in their heads, something that couldn't possibly belong to a higher nature.

So let the non-gifted believe what they must to keep themselves comfortable. They’ll always wonder where those planes and ships disappear to when they enter the triangle. But those with gifts, any gift, will always know there is more. And in time, they will seek it.

Even at the age of three, Billy knew something of the worlds that exist between sleep and the Awaycan. Somehow, he already understood what it took to hear the whispers of the trees, how to open one’s mind just enough to catch the voices most forget how to hear.

The trees had been calling him since his earliest days, their voices a soft murmur just beyond the edge of waking. Every day for the first two years of his life, he heard them, always distant, always just out of reach, always arriving right before sleep pulled him into the next world.

Everyone hears those voices when they’re born, but only a rare few turn their heads to truly listen. Most people only register wind rustling through leaves, nothing more. But Billy listened. And because he listened, the trees spoke to him.

They taught him how to speak back, if only for a little while.

Science might say that young minds overflow with chemicals and endorphins adults have long since lost. And when those rare adults still carry them, they’re often labeled “a little off,” eccentric, or in some sort of decline.

As children grow, this sensitivity fades. Even among the gifted, clarity dims over time. Eventually, it takes a little help, certain plants, herbs, and rituals to return to the place where that connection remains open.

It’s the only way to reach those beings on their terms.

Billy, still a child, needed no such aid. He understood the trees. He heard them. And every day, he wandered into the forest, alone with his thoughts, and listened to their gossip about things happening far beyond the horizon.

At the time, he was in what most would call “pre-preschool.” Every morning, he went to class with his hair freshly braided, and by the time he returned, he had undone it all. He hated those braids. The tight cornrows made his scalp itch.

“You need to look good, baby,” his mother would say as she parted and twisted his hair. Sometimes she gave him creative patterns, intricate designs woven across his head, but they always came at a cost. The pain of every pull made him cry out, and she would answer with the same confused reply: “I can’t feel a thing,” and keep braiding. Other days, she went simpler, no twists, no artistry. Just two big braids along the sides of his head, tied into ponytails. Easier to undo.

Each day, Billy sat through the routine math and reading lessons they expected of a three-year-old. His mother already pushed him well ahead of the curriculum.

“You gotta get as much information into you as possible before your third birthday,” she told him one day, as he sat beneath her during a braiding session.

Billy learned from school, his mother, from family and friends, but there were other lessons too, quiet, invisible ones passed to him by the whispering trees.

And here we find Billy, leaving school and running through the small field that stretched between his classroom and home. He couldn’t wait to get back to his friends. He had so much to say, and he was sure they did too.

He dashed through the front door and straight to his room. His mother was in the kitchen, cooking and hitting a joint, lost in the sounds of her latest Motown favorite. Billy dropped his backpack, grabbed his favorite rock, and raced outside to the backyard forest.

The forest wasn’t large, maybe big to a three-year-old, but only a few acres at most. It was thick with bushes and dotted with open patches. Branches reached in every direction yet always left thin windows where light could slip through, feeding the leaves and keeping the forest lush and green.

There were all kinds of trees: oak, maple, pine, and fern. But there was one tree Billy loved most of all.

Massive, with branches that draped like huge curtains, surrounding the base like a secret garden’s green wall. When the leaves were full, the place felt hidden and magical, no flowers, just layers of green, with shafts of sunlight breaking through from above.

In the fall and winter, the tree gave the place an eerie feeling, like a haven for the dead. But Billy knew better. No one had ever died in his private sanctuary, only whispers and sounds rising from the earth.

Billy made his way to his favorite spot, a small opening in the backyard forest where the wall of branches formed a dome. The thin, hairlike branches coated this shelter in layers, blocking any view from outside. Though the summer was ending, and the leaves were just beginning to turn, the dome still felt full and alive.

It was hard to believe a single tree could create such a dreamlike space.

As Billy stepped inside, the wind rustling through the branches turned the leaves into voices, the tree’s own language, growing stronger with every gust.

This was his refuge, a circle of willow branches weaving walls around him, topped with a canopy that filtered sunlight into soft, shifting patterns.

Billy, grabbing and clutching one of his “special rocks”, ran toward the base of the tree. He sat down on the soft ground, placing the stone gently in front of him as he waited. The wind whispered through the wall of branches surrounding him. He looked up, watching the blue sky stretch over the tree, with thin clouds drifting slowly by.

The wind began to stir, picking up in motion. Billy scanned the quiet forest, as if expecting someone to come join him. Then, just beneath the rustle of the leaves, a small voice started to rise— soft at first, growing louder with the wind.

What Billy didn’t understand fully was that he was slipping into a trance. Between being awake and asleep, he entered what’s called the hypnagogic state— a magical space where visions, dreams, or even premonitions can appear. It’s a place where the mind listens to things that can’t be heard by ordinary ears.

In this quiet moment, Billy asked the voices questions. The trees, whispering in unison, spoke back to him, their words weaving together like a song. Then their voices split, each tree chatting on its own, like friends sharing secrets.

“My little sprout,” the trees said together, their voices blending into one before breaking into soft, separate conversations again.

They told Billy about the news of the day, about creatures far beyond his young world. His questions were simple, the kind only a three-year-old could ask, but the trees answered with the chatter of many voices all at once.

To anyone else, it would have sounded like old folks gossiping. But to Billy, it was a symphony, a secret conversation between the forest and a boy who knew how to listen.

Billy and the forest had been gossiping like old friends, their chatter folding time. What felt like days had only been an hour.

Suddenly, a sharp voice tore through the majestic moment.

"Get in the house, boy!" his mother called, her head poking from the back door.

The sound cut clean through Billy’s trance, pulling him back from the space between dreams and waking, back into the Awaycan world. Still gripping his stone, he bolted home.

His mother met him at the door, eyes sweeping over him like a scanner.

"You okay?" she asked, brushing twigs and leaves from his shirt. "Playing in the forest," Billy said with a smile.

"Did you have fun?" she said also smiling, already turning back toward the kitchen.

Billy nodded and took off running down the hallway, her voice trailing behind him.

"Food’s almost ready!"

He zipped past his sister’s room; she barely looked up, too busy scribbling in her notebook again. Poems, short stories, songs, she wrote everything down.

In his room, Billy dropped the stone on his little dresser, then dove under his bed to grab his drawings. The trees had told him something. He wasn’t sure what it meant yet, but it mattered. It always did.

He sketched quickly, chasing the shapes from memory, trying to catch the message before it slipped away. Then, from outside, he heard a whisper, low and distant, rising from the forest again. The trees... they were still talking.

He pressed his face to the window. The wind moved through the leaves like breath through a sleeping body. The forest was speaking to itself, and beyond itself. Billy couldn’t see it yet, but the trees were sharing what he told them. The whispers stretched far beyond the little patch of forest behind his home.

Every tree in the city would come to know Billy, because of the ones that knew him best.

He wouldn’t understand that until much later.

“Dinner!” his mother called.

It was only 5:30, plenty of time left to eat and decode the message in his drawings before bed. He ran to the table. His mom was filling his plate, then moving on to his sister’s. Tyana was five years older and had her own kind of gift, the gift of scribe. Whatever she wrote, whether from the past, the present, or the future, carried weight. Some believed her words didn’t just describe things— they made them true. As she picked up her drink, she gave Billy a teasing look.

"You always out in your secret garden Keep it up and the wolves will get you!"

Billy shot her a side-eye.

“Stop scaring your brother,” their mother said, shaking her head. After that, dinner was mostly quiet, just the usual under-the-table kicks and nudges between siblings. When they were done, they each peeled off to their own corners: Tyana back to her room and her record player, Billy to the living room and the big wooden TV— one of those brown box kinds, glass screen, black-and-white, the kind that raised a generation.

While everyone drifted to their own corners of the house, Billy was curled up in front of the television, watching an old black-and-white episode of Superman. This was the early version, back when Superman didn’t soar through the skies like he does today. He didn’t fly; he floated, for long distances. He was strong as a train and fast as a bullet. Not quite the cosmic warrior we know now. Flying or floating across the sky became a dream of Billy’s. He’d think about it often.

Outside, the wind began to rise, sweeping through the trees like a distant song. Inside, Billy’s body was still, but his mind wandered. He was already thinking about the trees again, about what they had told him, and what questions he would ask next time.

The television had its own kind of spell. Not one of magic, but one of distraction. It could pull you in for hours and return you to yourself with nothing to show for it but wasted time. Billy knew better. He didn’t fall for its tricks. He didn’t care about the endings; he cared about the meanings, the words, the messages, tucked quietly into scenes and dialogue. That’s what he was listening for.

Every day, new questions grew inside him— questions about the world, about himself, about things too big to say out loud. And every night, one or more of those questions would be answered, not by people, but by television shows and the stories, the sentences, the tiny cracks in fiction where truth slipped through.
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That’s why he watched. That’s why he listened.

Most people saw only the surface. But Billy looked deeper. Even now, as a child, he knew there were things he wasn’t supposed to talk about. He had a secret. Something, or someone, was always communicating with him. And no one else knew. The messages would arrive and vanish like dreams, and Billy would keep them quietly to himself, storing them until the moment they were needed, a private compass, a whisper in the dark.

In the background, his sister’s voice filtered through the walls, soft and rhythmic, repeating a poem she had written. Billy began to drift. His body slumped against the couch, his eyes half-lidded. Just as he was about to slip away completely, his mother appeared behind him, gently lifting him into her arms.

He stirred a little, resisting bedtime the way children do.

“Billy, you’re not falling asleep in front of the TV again,” she said with a sharp edge in her voice. He squirmed as she wrangled him into his pajamas, but she moved fast, with a mother’s practiced grace. Soon he was tucked into bed.

“Good night, William,” she said softly, brushing a hand across his forehead.

“Good night,” he whispered, and she left the door open just a crack, just enough for him to feel safe.

Time began to blur.

His mother retreated to her room. His sister stayed in hers. Billy lay in the dark, staring out his window at the jagged outlines of trees. Their branches scratched softly against the house. Some barely touched the siding of the house, but somehow the sound felt closer, like it was inside the room.

For most kids, noises like that would stir fear. The thought of old claws scratching at the walls, of branches creeping across the glass, would be enough to pull the blankets up high.

Not Billy... he was already slipping into sleep.

The forest faded. The house faded. Everything melted, like sound dissolving underwater. And then, from that stillness, something new began to rise, a sound, but not from the world he was leaving. It came from somewhere else.

This was not like earlier in the forest. This time, Billy wasn’t sitting quietly, waiting. This time, he was falling, deeper into the dark, into REM, into the space where the veil begins to thin.

The sound grew clearer.

His house, his family, the day disappeared.

Billy was asleep.

Or... that’s what it looked like.

In truth, he was somewhere in between.

Suspended...

and as he hovered there, not quite in sleep, not fully in wakefulness... something else was beginning.

The shadows that hugged Billy’s room began to vibrate. The shadows were moving— everything touched by the moonlight: the space beneath the dresser, under the bed, and around the corners of the room. Slowly, the shadows began to come alive, little hairs appearing along their dark, shifting edges. The darkness within them writhed and gathered, drawing together toward a single point, the rocking chair in the farthest corner of the room.

What sat there looked like a man, about six and a half feet tall and weighing over 300 pounds, but it wasn’t a man. It was only a figure, completely dark and covered in hair that constantly moved, like mist or smoke. The creature didn’t stir, only watched Billy as he remained suspended in the hypnagogic realm.

Billy didn’t notice the figure in the corner, only his body remained on the bed. His spirit was elsewhere, communicating with beings that existed in this dream-bound state.

The hairy shadow sat for what felt like hours, then finally stood and moved closer to the end of the bed. For some unknown reason, it couldn’t touch Billy while his spirit wasn’t present. All it could do was stare. This was an important truth Billy would come to understand later. But for now, their meeting would have to wait, as the figure silently backed away and melted into the shadows.

Billy, unaware of what had just happened, continued his journey, until he finally fell asleep.

Nothing but darkness was Billy’s first thought when he opened his eyes.

But it wasn’t completely dark. The darkness was cut by even darker lines reaching upward. The sky above was an endless void, no stars, no glowing light, just a heavy, pale rock where the moon should be, suspended like a memory. If not for the soft illumination pouring in from the other realms, there would have been no light at all.

This light shimmered along a path that twisted and rose in the distance. Billy could see it threading over a hill, glowing faintly. He realized then he stood in what looked like a forest, but not like any forest he had seen. Everything was black. Thin, shiny lines shaped towering trees stretched impossibly high, like redwoods in a rainforest. Like In nightmares you've drawn.

Billy began to hear leaves brushing in the wind, only... there was no wind...

He could hear the rustling of the forest yet felt no movement in the air. It was disorienting. As the unknown wind stirred louder, Billy’s unease grew. Fear of the unknown tugged at his chest. He began walking, anywhere— hoping he was still in his forest, hoping he was headed in the direction of home.

He walked for what felt like hours.

Each time he passed one of the tall, towering shadows, he could hear something, whispers, voices, but not the same ones he knew. These voices were hollow, distant... as if echoing from empty, petrified lungs.

These trees, Billy realized, might have been dead, and what he was hearing were the voices of dead trees.

They seemed no different from the trees of the Awaycan world, except they were pure black. Their leaves never fell, and they cast their own shadows— shadows impossible to see in all that darkness. You couldn’t make heads nor tails of what they were saying. Unlike the trees in the Awaycan world, these trees’ voices didn’t unite into one; all the voices remained separate.

As Billy bravely walked in what he thought was the safe direction, he began hearing a faint voice, separated from the random chatter of the dark trees. Then, like smoke flowing down a cliff, a faint light pushed through, billowing inward and seeping through cracks between the dark branches.

Billy walked slowly toward the spots where the light seeped. The light, again looking like smoke, flowed toward him as he approached. The faint voice grew louder as Billy passed the edge of the forest. He emerged into an open field where green grass and flowers frosted the horizon.

This world Billy viewed had two suns. They were smaller than they appeared, but together they filled the day just the same. The suns orbited each other as the planet orbited them in perfect harmony. At the center of their spinning orbit was the reason for this phenomenon, a small but visible black matter, like a black hole, just big enough to hold the two suns in place. One sun was about three times the size of the other. Even though they provided the light of day, you could still look at them because a fraction of their light was pulled into the void at the center. You could see the light itself being pulled in. So, although the suns were bright, you wouldn’t want to stare at them too long, you could still make out their edges.

Beside the suns, this planet also had three moons. They did not orbit each other, but together orbited the planet side by side, large and taking up most of the sky. They appeared faded, like light drawings. They were all the same size; however, one moon, the center moon, was full. The other two were crescent shaped, pointing away from the center moon. To Billy, this suggested they were not actually the same size or sitting right next to each other but were spread out, one closer to the planet than the other, so together they appeared to be the same size.

Everything about the place was beautiful to Billy, a far cry from the dark forest he had just left behind.

As Billy looked out over the open field, he heard that sound again, faint voices in the distance. He noticed a bush to his left and ducked down to hide in it. Off to his right, just a few hundred yards away, a group of kids were racing on strange boards that floated just above the grass. They zipped around a custom-built obstacle course, the blades of grass undisturbed beneath them.

Two kids had pulled ahead of the pack, locked in an aggressive battle for the lead. They weren’t focused on the rest of the racers; it was all about the two of them. The boards, hovering without wheels, were built to glide above anything solid.

As they wrestled for control, Billy noticed something else. One of the racers was falling behind. While that was happening, you could see that racer’s board morphing, converting. What emerged was a small pistol-like extension, gearing up to shoot. It began firing glowing plasma pellets towards the other racers, aiming for the leader. The kid in front swerved expertly, dodging the shots with ease. Then, with a swift twist of his board, he turned to face his opponent’s midair. A similar weapon formed on his board, and he returned fire.

The others behind them weren’t so lucky. Plasma bolts zipped through the air, and soon most of the racers lost control, colliding into each other one by one until only the original two lead racers remained. The race ended with the same kid in front, and the two leaders began arguing about how the match had played out.

Billy listened, crouched in the bush, wondering where he was. As he tried to make sense of what he was seeing, the kids’ voices began to fade like static dissolving into silence. The moment grew still. Then, from just behind him, a calm but firm voice reached his ears.

“What are you doing here, little one? You’re a bit too young to be wandering the realm alone.”

And then, in a sudden shift, like leaves whispering in the wind, the voice added, “Go home.”

Billy didn’t even get a chance to turn around. He didn’t see who spoke or how it happened, but in an instant, he was no longer in the meadow.

He was back in the dark forest.

The sudden shift startled him, and he scrambled to his feet. He didn’t know which way to go, only that he had to move. Fast. He ran, guided only by instinct.

But something had changed.

This time, he could see the colors in the leaves, soft greens, subtle shadows. The forest wasn’t quite the same. As he sprinted through the trees, light began to seep into the distance, just as it had when he’d first entered the realm. But this light was different, not golden like sunrise or sunset. This time, it was soft white with hues of blue, like the sky before a storm.

The light flowed across the ground, slipping into the cracks and crevices like liquid moonlight. Billy didn’t hesitate. He ran toward it, crashing through the edge of the forest, breaking through to the other side.
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Chapter 2
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The Hypnopompic View.

Hyp-no-pom-pic means the state of waking up— the moment 

between dreaming and fully opening your eyes.

It’s not the same as drifting off to sleep. It’s the other side of that journey.

And if you’re already deep inside REM sleep, the rules change.

In this space, control matters. There are different ways to reach the edge of sleep and use it through dreams, visions, even glimpses of the future. You can lie still in bed, letting yourself sink in slowly. Or sit in silence, using meditation to cross over. Whether you arrive there by choice or accident, this in-between realm is powerful.

But unlike entering sleep consciously, where you can sometimes shape your experience, traveling through the hypnopompic is different. You’re already deep in REM. You can’t control the Awaycan world the same way. To have power here, you need to be within REM, not just brushing against its edges.

——— ∞ ———

Billy burst through the edge of the dark forest and stepped into his backyard.

At first glance, it looked like home.

But something was off.

Everything shimmered with a soft white and blue glow. The wind moved the leaves, but instead of rustling, it sounded empty, like whispers echoing down a hallway. As Billy moved closer to the house, everything around him looked familiar... too familiar.

What he didn’t know was that he was home, just not in the way he thought.

He was experiencing astral projection, his spirit returning from a dream. In this state, people with the gift sometimes choose not to return right away. They travel elsewhere... to other places, people, and moments they'd never reach in waking life.

Billy, still dazed, decided to head inside. But something tugged at him, and he glanced back at the forest. The shadows between the trees didn’t look right. He kept walking but turned again. That’s when he saw it.

Hidden behind a tree. It didn’t move. It didn’t speak. Billy couldn’t tell if it was watching him or if it was just another shadow twisting his mind. He didn’t wait to find out. He ran into the house.

Straight to the kitchen— empty. To his sister’s room— silent. To his mother’s room and the bathroom— no one. No one was home.

His heart pounding now, he rushed to his room, yelling, “Mom! Mom, are you in here?!”

Silence.

But someone was in his bed. He froze. At first, he thought it was her. He rushed over. “Momma? Momma?” he whispered, pulling back the covers. But it wasn’t her. It wasn’t anyone.

Just a shadow, not like the dark ones from before, this one was softer, like mist, a ghost, quiet and still, lying beneath the blanket.

Then, it vanished.

The moment it disappeared, fear swept over him. He stumbled back, slipped, and fell. As he tumbled, he heard it... his mother’s voice, distant but clear, calling his name.

Billy closed his eyes just before he hit the ground.
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Billy’s mother came up behind Billy and grabbed him, but he wasn’t in his room when it happened.

He woke to find himself outside, sitting in his favorite spot beneath the willow tree. Soft beams of light from the rising sun spilled gently through the forest canopy, warming his face. His mother lifted him up and brushed off the leaves that clung to his clothes.

Unbeknownst to Billy, during his out-of-body journey, his physical body had sleepwalked to the forest around 3 a.m. He had been lying there ever since. Now, just before 6 a.m., his mother had finally found him.

“Goddammit, William Leonardas Daniels!” she shouted as she carried him back home, “Why the hell are you always out here? Lord, what am I gonna do with this boy? He’s only three and already I’m

losing sleep.”

She wasn’t talking to Billy, just ranting out loud in that half-worried, half-relieved voice only a mother could manage.

What Billy didn’t know was that sleepwalking ran in the family. All of Linda’s children had shown signs of it early in life, but Billy was the only one who kept wandering out of the house.

A few hours later, Linda tucked Billy back into bed. She handed him his favorite stuffed clown toy and said in a sleepy voice, “I don’t know if you got any rest last night, but I’ll come get you when breakfast is done. Get some sleep ‘til then.”

“Okay, Mom,” Billy mumbled, already half-asleep. He drifted off quickly, comforted by her presence. Linda sat with him until she was sure he was out, then quietly made her way to the living room. She dropped onto the sofa, trying to calm down from the morning’s chaos. The TV was on, broadcasting the early news.

It was Saturday, and Linda had plans to make dessert for the kids later. As she pulled ingredients from the fridge, the TV jingle cut to an urgent weather alert: a storm was on the way, and forecasters expected strong winds.

Hearing this, Linda paused and glanced out the living room window. The sky was still clear, but the wind had picked up. She headed back to the kitchen, turned on the stove, and began preparing breakfast, a pan over the flame, eggs cracked into a bowl, her mind focused.

Linda could cook, really cook. It wasn’t just about feeding people; it was her gift. Good food could carry love in every bite. A meal prepared with joy and intention had the power to lift spirits, to make someone feel safe again. Some meals could even give you the courage to quit your job and start afresh. Meals like that were rare. Billy knew breakfast was always good, but his mother's desserts felt like pure magic.

Time passed.

Billy was now at the table, legs swinging, waiting for his plate. His sister Tyana walked into the kitchen, slapped her breakfast between two slices of bread, and said, “Mom, I gotta go.”

Billy watched her, wondering where she was headed. He always wanted to go wherever she went. But Linda knew he was still too young to tag along with his big sister the way he dreamed of.

Tyana dashed out the front door. Billy stayed, eating his meal slowly, while his mother cleaned up in the background.

There are a few things about the Hypnopompic realm people know. One is its ability to allow travel across great distances on Earth. Two, it’s the realm where those who are not from this world cannot stay permanently or for long periods. They may come through for a moment, but they must return, never staying longer than three days.

Through meditation and incantation, one can reach the Hypnopompic realm from the Awaycan world; it serves as the entryway. It represents the birth or return, but never the exit. So for someone like Billy to get to the Hypnopompic realm, he would first have to travel through the Hypnagogic realm, then come back. From there, he can choose to return to his body or travel and remain in the Hypnopompic. In that space, one can choose to be seen or unseen by others and can travel across distances, though still bound by Earth’s physical laws.

It can be dangerous on this end, as beings from other planes can pass through. However, because they do not have the ability to remain, time is always against any who weren’t born here. That’s why it’s important for anyone from another realm who plans to return to Earth, whether briefly or for longer periods, to be born here.

As Billy learns about the different realms through his talks with the trees and his visits to what he calls the Dream Realm, he picks up more and more of what can and cannot be done while existing in the Hypnopompic realm.

——— ∞ ———

Linda was finishing a dish while Billy played alone in the backyard. It was a perfect time for her to relax, James Brown playing in the background. She lit her joint with the new Zippo lighter she got from the store, took a deep breath, and blew the smoke toward the kitchen window. Her eyes stayed fixed on Billy to make sure he didn’t run toward the forest; she’d told him to stay out of them for now. She had already retrieved him from the trees a few times.

Billy darted toward the house, disappearing from her view. She assumed he was coming back inside and quickly stubbed out the joint. As she waved the air near the window to clear the smoke, something caught her eye. At first she thought it was just leaves blowing in the wind, but something about it unsettled her. She peered intently into the forest shadows.

The sound around her dulled. The moving leaves shimmered as the filtered light danced across the ground. Then she saw it, just barely, a shadow within the shadows. Her breath caught. A glimmer of light appeared. She assumed it was a reflection off the leaves, but then she saw it again. And this time, it was unmistakable.

Eyes, staring back at her.

Dark red eyes stared back at her. They flickered faintly in the shifting light. Just as she began to focus, the eyes blinked, then vanished with the shadow as it melted deeper into the trees.

A loud knock on the front door shattered the silence.

Linda stumbled backward, hand on her chest, heart pounding. The knock felt thunderous in her ears. It came again, then turned into a doorbell. A voice called from outside.

“Hello? Is anyone here?”

Trying to collect herself, she glanced once more out the kitchen window. Nothing. The forest was still. Had she really seen something? Or was it her mind?

“Hold on, I’m coming,” Linda said as she slowly turned from the window, realizing how much time had passed. She quickly headed for the front door.

Meanwhile, Billy had gone back toward the house, just like his mom thought, but instead of heading inside, he ran to the front yard. His mind was still replaying the Superman episode he’d just watched. It was one of the old black-and-white ones, from a time when people were still getting used to seeing Superman outside of comic books. The show wasn’t new, but it was new to Billy.

He remembered the part where Superman leapt from the tallest building and soared into the sky.

Billy, in all his wonder, decided he had to try it for himself.

Without thinking twice, he ran across the street, something he already knew he wasn’t supposed to do. But the thought of flying had taken hold of him, and he couldn’t shake it. He had a plan, an idea to launch himself just high enough to take flight.

To Billy, the fire hydrant across the street looked enormous, at least ten feet tall from his three-year-old perspective. In truth, it was just a normal-sized hydrant. But that didn’t matter.

Billy stared up at it in awe, then started climbing. It wasn’t easy. His tiny legs struggled for balance, and he paused a few times to steady himself. But he kept going. When he finally reached the top, he stood tall, feeling a breeze he was sure only flyers could feel.

He took a breath, closed his eyes, and leaped.

Billy opened his eyes.

And for a split second, Billy believed, really believed, he was flying.

Then reality hit.

Literally.

He slammed into the asphalt, skipping across it like a stone over water. Scraped and stunned, Billy lay there, defeated.

Lesson of the day: Don’t believe everything you see on TV.

Movie magic isn’t real magic. But it sure can cast one hell of a spell on you.

Billy tried to get up but fell right back down. Pain surged through his leg, sharp and unforgiving. When he looked down, he saw blood. A deep cut stretched across his left knee, the worst injury he’d ever had. In fact, it was the first time he’d even seen blood on himself.
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