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Dedication







For My Daughter, Catalina 

Your bravery and strength are beyond measure.

You have grown up with Megan and CJ’s story, and I cannot tell you how much your faith and love mean to me. 
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Author Note to Readers:







The Five Angels has been a heart project of mine for longer than I care to admit. Megan and CJ’s story has always been on my mind and begged to be told. Once it was down on paper the entire Nalrin family started screaming. I hope you have enjoyed the story, and are looking forward to the next two books. If you enjoy this trilogy you can pick up in the Nalrin world with the Ashridge Duology which takes place 40 years after the end of book 3 in the Five Angels Trilogy. 

Please post a review on whichever platform you have purchased this book from. Indie Authors live by your reviews. 

I could not have done this without support in so many forms. I can in no way name everyone who has helped, loved, supported, or inspired me through writing this trilogy. Thank you to: Catalina Ringer, Thom Jones, Marshall Hundemer, Barbara Wright, Barbara McLeary, George McLeary, Alan and Sandi Brown, Ariel Mann, Patrick McLeary, and of course my amazing husband.
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Chapter 1




Everyone wants to be special. They want to fly, have x-ray vision, see the future. That is, until they actually have them. When the beings that controlled the worlds dished out specialties to newborn babies, they made me one of those very people. They decided that I should dream of things that happen in the future, whether I wanted to or not. 

My life wasn’t horrible per se. I had a few great friends. I got good grades and even scored multiple scholarships that paid most of my way through college. I had a decent paying job, a roof over my head, and food on the table. Not to mention the fact I could just get up and go to the beach whenever I wanted. There was a reason why people paid so much to live here on the Monterey Peninsula. 

So, what was the problem, right? Those visions were the problem. I’d see things in my dreams that would come true way too often to just be deemed déjà vu. Then there were the things that couldn’t be from this world. Creatures. Wisps of shadow. Things that to others would be on the fringe of their vision, but I would see clearly. All the time. Usually, they left me alone, and I ignored them. But, when they would acknowledge me, it was usually a tip of a hat, or a snide grin and it scared the shit out of me every time.

The visions however, never provided me anything useful like those perfect numbers to win the California State Lottery. Usually, I just dreamt someone would call, a situation in day-to-day life, or that someone was coming to visit. If that were all it was, they would be nothing more than common annoyance. The problem lied in seeing your best friend’s girlfriend cheat on him or seeing your family die or knowing when your friend’s grandmother was going to die from the cancer she had been fighting for years. You know, the life-altering kinds of visions. Those were the problem. 

Two and a half years ago, I started having visions of my brother Matt, dying in a horrific car accident. I told him about it, only because he noticed I had been extra clingy to him when we saw each other. He hid his distress from me well, but I had dreamt of the wreck for months before it actually happened.  

Roughly four months after Matt died another vision started. I was standing in my parents’ house in Seaside, a bright light would flash, blinding me, but just as the light would go out, I’d wake up. It never really worried me, and I didn’t know what it was until it happened a year later, and they died in an explosion that destroyed the house.

So here I am a year later, 24 years old, working my ass off each and every day. I worked a full-time job as a Paralegal in a law firm, so that usually meant overtime in abundance.  

“It’s been a long day. Why haven’t you gone home yet?” Janeen said as she came around the corner. She looked through the stack of files that I completed earlier that afternoon and added, “You’ve been busy.”

“Just trying to finish the pleadings for the Sanchez case.” I said hitting print on the interrogatories response. “They have to be filed Tuesday. I’ll call the process server to take them and file them at the court. Brad still needs to review and sign them.”

She studied me for a long moment while waiting for the document to finish printing. Concern filled in the deep lined wrinkles around her eyes as she said, “You okay? I noticed you didn’t eat lunch.” She readjusted the legal files she picked up off my desk against her bright red button-down shirt, the sleeves rolled up to her elbows, and placed them against her full hips. The black slacks bunched underneath. 

“Yea. Just a headache. Didn’t sleep well.” I said rubbing my temples. The fact of the matter was that all night I had the same vision over and over again. 

“Brad won’t be in tomorrow, no clients either, so no dressing up. Come in sweats for all I care.” She said, “Now go home. I order a glass or two … or three of wine before bed.”

“Thanks. See you tomorrow then.” I smiled at her. She was by far my favorite here. Janeen was the firm’s manager, and she ran a tight office, but she was fair and considerate.

I put the response on the file and handed it to Janeen to put with the others for Brad’s review tomorrow. Once my desk was cleaned up and I shut off the computer, I loaded up my things and headed out to the parking lot where my car, Betsy sat waiting for me. The payment stretched me pretty thin, even with the $20,000 down I put on her, but Betsy was my dream car. Ford Shelby GT350 Mustang. There was just something about the 526 horsepower that instantly got the adrenaline pumping. She was worth every fucking penny.

I ran a finger along the hood, climbed in, and shut the door with a firm thud.  Betsy roared to life, and a small grin twisted across my face. Again, worth. Every. Penny. 

All day I had been thinking about that damn vision. I couldn’t take my mind off it. I didn’t usually have the same one on repeat all night. That was what made it so strange. I shook my head and decided some good old-fashioned saltwater therapy was what I needed and headed down to the beach.  

Forty minutes later, after enduring a shit ton of traffic, I pulled into the parking lot at Seaside Beach. I was so tired that I leaned my head back and took a deep breath inhaling the salt air. It washed over me, and it helped calm my mind. 

The sign at the gate indicated that US Airways Flight 2073 to Monterey, California was boarding as a voice over a speaker called for passengers Cory Mathewson and Melanie Sankton to please come to the gate for immediate boarding.  A moment later, Cory Mathewson was handing the attendant his boarding pass, rolling a bag behind him, with a small duffle slung over his shoulder. 

“Sorry. Last minute flight.” He said sheepishly. “I need to gate check this please.”

The attendant took it from him and told him to go ahead and take his seat on the plane. Cory Mathewson looked around quickly, stared a long moment down the hallway, heaved a heavy sigh and walked on down the path, and faded away. 

CLUMP. CLUMP.

I startled awake at the sound of the seagull landing on my hood. SHIT! The sun had gone down and I had fallen asleep. I rubbed my face. How long had I been asleep? I rubbed my face again to clear my head. It was the same vision that kept me up all night. 

Sighing, I got out of Betsy and went to the trunk of my car. Luckily, I had a change in clothes with me left over from my trip last weekend to Marin, so I changed quickly out of my work clothes into a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. Sighing as I slipped some shoes on, I walked down to the water, inhaled the cold briny air, and instantly felt the tension in my shoulders start to loosen.  The fog had set in heavy tonight, as it always did this time of year in Monterey, I couldn’t even see the lights from the Aquarium. 

The beach had always been my place of comfort.  It was one of the few places, I could just let my thoughts wander into the expanse of the big blue, and let the rolling, crashing waves carry it all out to sea. My feet in the sand did it every time.  I could spend forever here. 

I wandered down by the water and kicked my shoes off to ensure the grainy sand was there to calm me. It was too cold to walk in the water, but I just wandered along the water line until I found a little spot a way down from the entrance to sit and watch the waves. This was my little bit of heaven in my life. 

Today’s vision obviously, wasn’t anything devastating. Well, at least no one was dying.  The boy boarding the plane was Cory James Mathewson, CJ for short. We’ve been friends forever, though a friend may not be the best description for him. Yes, he is my friend, my absolute best friend. He knew everything about me. I was also totally and completely in love with him. Not that I would tell him that. Taking that step, was not something I was willing to risk our friendship on.   

He had always been there for me. He was always the first one to step in when something was wrong and always the first one there to comfort me when shit hit the fan. Our friends sometimes wondered about his protective nature, but I had seen him be protective of them too. They just seemed to think he was more protective of me. I’ve shrugged it off. The most I’ve ever seen him protective of me was one night a couple of months after Matt died, at Starlight, a club downtown when he almost got kicked out for protecting me against a creep that just would not take no for an answer. The creep had grabbed my ass, and when I turned and slapped him to get him to back off, he grabbed my hand and pushed me against a nearby wall. The next thing I knew he was laid out on the ground and CJ was wiping a cut on my cheek asking me if I was okay. 

Amber had taken a picture of us as he stared at me, and framed it. It was hanging in her living room, and she swore it was her favorite picture of us. I was pretty sure that CJ thought of me more as a little sister than as any kind of romantic interest and I was honestly okay with that. If he wasn’t going to be my man, then I wanted to keep him as my best friend. 

CJ often flew out here to visit. That wasn’t a big deal. It’s just not often that I get the same vision on the same day or even week. A smile crossed my face as I thought about how much he hated that I usually knew when he was coming. He had tried so many times to make it a surprise, but he had only been able to pull it off once. Granted I never knew exactly when he was coming, but because I’d seen it, it wasn’t much of a surprise when he did show up.  He was also the only one who knew about my visions. That was only because when we were in high school, I had had a vision of his girlfriend cheating on him, and I warned him about it. Of course, it happened exactly as I had described. He accepted it so thoroughly that that may have been the point my heart first fell for him, not that I knew it at the time. Even after all these years, he never judged me for them. He trusted them completely. I almost told Amber once, but I backed out at the last minute and changed the conversation.

I pulled out my cell, intending to call him to apologize for a fight we had had earlier this week when it rang in my hand. The number on it didn’t look familiar, but it was local. “Hello?”

“Betcha didn’t expect it would be me calling did ya?” the voice said on the other end, “Come pick my ass up at the airport.” 

I shook my head and laughed. 

“Ceej! What are you doing in Monterey? Aren’t you supposed to be at work right now? And why are you calling me from a local number? What happened to your cell?” I asked without giving him time to answer.

“WHOA! Stop with the twenty questions Megs. My phone died so, I’m using the airlines. I’ll explain later about work. Now, get out of bed and come pick me up.”

“I’m not at home. I’m at the beach. I… I needed to clear my head. I dreamt,” I shook my head and continued, “I was just gonna call you to apolo-” 

“What did you dream?’” he asked cutting me off. 

“Just that you were on a plane out here.” I said quickly. “I’ll be there in 15 minutes. US Airways?” 

His soft rumbling laughter filtered through the phone, “Bet you even know what flight number then, huh?”

“2073 from Phoenix. Anyways, I just gotta get to Betsy. Be there in a few minutes.” I hung up on him, his voice still coming through the speaker, and headed back down the beach to the parking lot. 

When I got back to the car, there was a cop making his rounds, and of course he was standing at Betsy. 

CRAP. I can’t afford a ticket right now.

“I’m just leaving officer.” I shouted. 

“Beach closes at sunset ma’am.” He said as I walked up. 

“I know sir. I was just walking along the beach. I wasn’t in the water. See I’m completely dry.” I tried to explain. I know it’s a safety thing. Riptides here are some of the worst in the world. 

“Regardless.” He said looking me over and then behind me where a couple was walking down the path looking quite disheveled. 

“Like I said sir, I’m leaving now to pick up a friend at the airport.” I said trying to be as innocent as possible.

“And this is your car?” The officer asked me a little suspiciously.

I beamed. “Yes sir. Betsy’s beautiful, isn’t she?” I unlocked the doors and stood at the driver’s door.

“That she is ma’am.” He said looking her over appreciatively. “Taken her to Laguna Seca?”

“Nah, but I took her to Buttonwillow last year. That was wild.” I ran my hand over the roof and smiled at the memory.

“Ok. Well, drive safe.” He said still looking her over. “Have a nice night ma’am.” 

“Will do, sir.” I said climbing in. 

Sighing in relief, I jumped in and started the engine. The cop jumped a little as she fired to life. He smiled and then turned toward the couple that was coming down the path. A mischievous grin spread across my face, as I backed out and headed to the airport. 

When I took the exit from Highway 1 onto 68 toward the airport, I hit the gas and felt the back end holding on with everything she had as I made the turn.  As a friend once said to me, “If you’re gonna have a car like that, you better drive it like you stole it.”
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Chapter 2




I pulled up to the passenger loading zone, CJ’s six-foot-two, well-built frame was leaning against the wall as a tall brunette shamelessly flirted with him. I laughed at his reaction. I could tell he was trying to be nice, but anyone who could read body language could tell he really wasn’t interested. As his eyes met mine, a bright smile lit up his face and he shoved off the wall, almost knocking down said brunette. 

I warmed a little inside as he reached down, picked up his bag, and ran his hands through his chestnut hair, which was just long enough to reach just below his green eyes.  I cleaned off the sand as much as I could from the passenger seat and got out of the car to meet him at the trunk, popping it open with click.  

He had mentioned he’d been working out, trying to drop some fat and gain some muscle, but I didn’t expect it to have such an effect on me. He was smiling and it lit a fire in my stomach that no one else could. The sight threw me a little off guard. What was wrong with me today? I looked him over, trying not to be a creep about it, but when my eyes met his, there was something else there. Hesitation?  

“Hey.” He said nervously.

“Hey yourself.” I said trying to sound nonchalant. “Impromptu visit?”

“You could say that.” He said throwing his bags into the trunk. 

When I closed the trunk, he pulled me close and hugged me tight, lifting me up off the ground. I could feel his heart beating through his lightweight sweater, and it felt as if it were beating a million times a minute. Over his shoulder, I could see the brunette that had been flirting with him give me a look that made me very grateful that looks did not, in fact, kill. I couldn’t help a small smile against his shoulder at the thought of her jealousy. 

“I’m starved, let’s go get some pizza. We need to talk.” He said lighter and more relaxed now.

“Sure. Is everything ok?” I asked walking back to the driver’s side door and getting into the car.

“Yea. Yea. Fine.” He said as he put his seatbelt on. Then his stomach growled.

“Food first.” 

“Pizza first.” He said with a smile and then clarified. “Russo’s Pizza.”

“Well, okay then.”

As we headed to Russo’s, we apologized to each other for the fight that neither of us could remember the cause of, but he fell silent the rest of the way. He stared out the window and occasionally I thought I would see him flick his eyes toward me, but it was so fast, I wasn’t sure if he really had. It wasn’t awkward, but it wasn’t our usual silent understanding of each other either. I blamed him of course. He was the one wound up tighter than a three-dollar violin. 

Once we got to Russo’s, he took a deep breath which he released slowly as he got out of the car. I furrowed my brows and shook my head. When we met at the trunk, I turned to face him.

“What did you want to talk about, and then we will eat.” I said crossing my arms across my chest, daring him to challenge me. In his eyes was a flash of light I couldn’t place.  

“Can’t we eat first?” He said, almost whining. 

“No. Now. I haven’t seen you like this since you got your acceptance letter for college and you had to tell me you were moving 2,000 miles away. Hell. This is worse. You won’t even look me in the eye, Ceej.”

He nodded and then took one step toward me. Just one step and froze. I stared him down. His mouth opened, then closed. He still wouldn’t look at me.

“Cory. James. Mathewson.” I said and his eyes popped up to meet mine as he heard the worry in my voice.

“It’s fine Megs. Let’s go get our table and get some food. We have lots of time to discuss it.” He said as he wrapped his arm around my waist and moved me toward the door. 

“You get a table in the back room. I’ll get our pizza.” CJ said, then he headed to the counter leaving me to glare as his back.

They were swamped tonight. Pacific Grove High School must have won their game judging by the amount of celebrating high school students along the back wall.  Jealousy rippled through me as I thought of how carefree they were. No worries. No loss. No burdens to carry. I remembered back to when I used to be that carefree in high school, even with my visions. 

I sighed and found a corner table in the back room. There was a couple that was sitting a few tables over, but the room was mostly empty, so it would be easy to talk without having to shout over the celebrations.

“Root Beer m’lady.” CJ said when he found me a few minutes later.

“Thank you, kind sir.” I said mirroring his regal tone.

He sat down and clasped his hands around his glass, still refusing to meet my gaze. 

“Ceej?” I asked tentatively.

“So, what has been going on the last week?” He said as if he weren’t strictly avoiding something. 

“Nothing. Everything’s the same.” I said as lightly as I could but there was a trace of skepticism in my voice.

“Amber ok?”

“She’s fine.” I said sighing. “She’s out with David. Again. She said she may move in with him in the next couple of months if things keep going well. She really likes him, but something is off about the guy.”

“Like what?” He said finally meeting my gaze before his eyes fluttered to look out the window.

“CJ. Are we really going to do this?” I asked sitting back in my chair. 

“Do what?” He looked down at his glass and took a big gulp of his beer.

“Make awkward small talk. Geez, it’s like a first date with someone you just met. We have known each other forever, so you can’t just avoid talking to me about whatever it is that has you all worked up.” I looked at him pointedly until he finally kept my stare. 

“Ok. You’re right.” He took another big gulp of his beer and sighed heavily again. “Megs. We’ve been friends for a long, long time.” 

“Yes.” I said drawing the word out slowly, not knowing what that had to do with anything. The color was draining from his face and he kept moving to wipe his hands on his jeans. Ok, now he’s scaring me. 

“What is it? What’s wrong? You know you can tell me anything.” I said putting my hand over his and looking him over. He looked healthy. Hell, he looked fantastic.

He chuckled, finally understanding why I was starting to panic.  He slipped his hand from under mine and ran his fingers through his hair. Then with a laugh said, “Yea, I’m fine. Healthy as a horse. It’s just I ran through all the right words the whole flight, and now with you here, I can’t remember my well-rehearsed speech.”

“Speech? What speech. What in the world are you talking about?” He looked so conflicted. “Ceej. This is me. You know you can tell me anything! What. The. Hell. Is. It?”

“Megan calm down.” He finally met my eyes and then let out another big long breath through is nose, then he said, “Megs, why have we never … why haven’t we ever gone out on a date?”

My heart stopped. 

I blinked. 

There is no way I’d heard him right. He couldn’t possibly be saying…

“I’m sorry?” I said as I blinked again. 

“Why haven’t we ever gone out on a date?” He said slowly, emphasizing each word. 

“I… I…” I was stammering like an idiot. I just sat back in my chair and blinked at him.  The couple next to us were very consciously not looking in our direction finding the wall very, very interesting.

Then he started talking really fast. “I don’t want to jeopardize our friendship. It’s just that, well, we get along so well, and we know each other better than anyone else in the world.”

“That we do.” I managed to say. The corners of my mouth wanted to twitch up in a smile, my heart was racing faster than Betsy on a straightaway, but my brain was having a hard time processing anything coming out of his mouth. I really wanted to blurt out how much I love him, and that I’ve wanted to tell him that for a long time, but I still couldn’t do it. Instead, I took the chicken way out. 

“I just never thought you would have had those kinds of feelings for me. I thought you always just thought and protected me like your little sister…” I trailed off with a small voice playing with my fingers and now unable to look at him. 

“Megan. Seriously? We went to prom together. You’re my best friend. You’re beautiful and smart. There is no one in this world I could say I care for more than you. Then we fought.” He shook his head and continued sternly, “We never fight. I miss you when we aren’t together Megs, and three days ago I couldn’t even remember what that stupid fight was even about. I don’t know what it was, but something clicked inside me and I realized at that point, I had to come out here and take the chance to ask. So, I put in for a transfer and booked the flight, packed my shit, threw it in Mom and Dad’s garage, and well, here we are.”

I could feel my cheeks getting warm and sore from the smile that had at some point spread across my face. He was about to say something else, but the pizza showed up, and he stopped with his mouth half open. 

“Pepperoni, extra cheese.” The server said putting the elevated tray down and taking our number from the table. It allowed me just enough time to calm my insides and slow my heart rate down to something resembling normal. 

“Thank you.” CJ said before turning back to me and meeting my gaze. “So how about tomorrow night? Our official first date. I’ll take you out somewhere nice when you get home from work, and we can go down to one of the pullouts and listen to the waves crash until the cops kick us out.”

“It sounds kinda perfect.” I said finally lifting my gaze from my lap as I studied his face. This wasn’t a trick, was it? His shoulders and chest were tight, and his leg was bouncing quickly. He was nervous. “Are you dead serious?”

“I’m serious.” He said meeting my eyes and holding them. His voice was calm and held determination. When I looked into those green eyes, I saw hope for a future I never thought I would ever have. 

I must have been holding that gaze for longer than I thought because he gulped before asking again, “Is it a date?”

My nerves suddenly vanished with something in that final question. This was CJ. The one person in the whole world, who I had no secrets with, save this last one. This last one that, … that could actually be a possibility. A future with CJ. Well, a date at least. A try at a future. If it didn’t work, it didn’t work. 

“Ok, Ceej. It’s a date.” I said, then I heard his stomach growl. I giggled, “but only if we eat now. I think your stomach has waited long enough.”
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Chapter 3




That night he refused to share the bed like we had been doing for years. He said that if we were going to try, that he was going to sleep on the couch’s pull-out bed. Sharing a bed with me now was different than how we had shared my king-sized bed before. I didn’t really think about it that way. To me, it would just be normal. 

I had to admire his chivalry though. It was just weird knowing he was in the house, but not lying beside me. Since we had graduated college, we had always shared the bed when he stayed here. There had been nothing romantic about it. There was just so much bed that we could easily share it without it being that way. 

I laid there for hours with my mind racing but finally got to sleep sometime around 2:00 in the morning. When my alarm went off at 5:45 am, I glared at my running clothes, then at the clock, and reset it for 6:30 am. When it went off again, it took every ounce of my being not to just call in and go back to sleep. Brad wasn’t going to be in. I had stayed late to get the most critical of things done. 

“Don’t be irresponsible Megan.” I told myself and threw the blankets back and jumped in the shower.

When I grabbed my keys to leave, CJ was still asleep on the couch. He hadn’t even pulled out the bed. Just crashed out on the couch. I smiled as I leaned against the door jamb, watching him sleep. His hair was going in every direction, and with his t-shirt lifted up like that I could see he really had been working on his stomach. 

I let out a long breath of appreciation at just the hint of abs and grabbed a blanket from the closet before putting it over him. He had at least kicked off his shoes before falling asleep. 

I sighed and tip-toed by him to leave, not wanting to wake him up. Who knows what time he fell asleep. While the couch is great for hanging out on, it wasn’t the most comfortable for sleeping.  I often had woken with a sore back after sleeping on it overnight.

I reached down to move his shoe from the walkway when he mumbled and grabbed my hand.  

“Cory …” I said screaming like a little girl, cutting my words off and snatching my hand back from him. 

He laughed himself awake and looked up at me. “You were going to leave without saying anything? Trying to run away just to get out of tonight?”

“I thought you were sleeping you jackass. I was trying to be considerate.” I said. 

He reached over and took my hand again. “Sorry I scared you.” 

I looked down at him and there was so much softness, that I was surprised I didn’t melt into a puddle right then and there. This, us, had already changed. Whether it worked or not. We had already changed. 

“You didn’t answer my other question. Are you having any second thoughts at all about tonight? I’m serious about not wanting to mess things up between us.” He said running a thumb over my hand. Damn him.

“Well, if you don’t want to mess things up, then you better wine and dine me right tonight Mr. Mathewson.” I said trying to sound serious. His face lit up and I let a smile cross my face. I squeezed his hand and continued, “Seriously. I’m looking forward to it.”

“I’m so relieved to hear you say that.” He gave me a quick kiss on the back of my hand. “Now, go to work. I’ll see you about six.”

The joy in his face had me rooted to that spot. It isn’t that I hadn’t seen CJ this way before, because I had with his ex-girlfriends, but it was very, very different having his affection placed toward me. 

“Megs? Are you ok?” There was a small smug smile on his face. Did he know what effect he was having on me? Does he know that tonight is exactly what I’ve been wanting for so long?

“Yea. Sorry.” I said shaking my head to clear it. “Tonight.”

“Tonight.” He said his eyes sparkling.

I don’t know how I did it, but I pulled myself from that spot and just as I was going to close the door, I turned toward him and said, “Make sure to shower. You smell like a dead camel.” 

He roared with laughter.
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Chapter 4




My stomach was tied up in knots all day worrying that we would go to dinner and it would be that classical awkward first date. I worried that he and I would sit there, not knowing what to say, or how to act. There was none of that. In fact, when we got to the parking garage and started walking toward the restaurant, he naturally took ahold of my hand and it was just so easy to interlace our fingers together. As we walked toward the restaurant out of the garage, I stopped short seeing movement off to the right. 

“What is it?” CJ said. 

“I could have sworn I just saw Becca duck around that corner.” I said hesitantly as he pulled me along toward the restaurant.

“Well, if it was, it won’t be long before the cat was out of the bag anyways.” CJ said shrugging and smiling broadly. “Let them see. It isn’t like they haven’t been wondering why we haven’t started dating anyways. For years. Years, Megs.” 

I rolled my eyes and stared at him. He wasn’t wrong. Our friends had thought we should be together, but I just said, “Not the point CJ.”

“It is the very point.” He said, and when I didn’t say anything, he raised an eyebrow, “Come on. You know as well as I do, that they have been secretly taking bets on if either one of us was going to step up.”

I blushed because I did know, and then said, “Well then. I guess you really should make sure this goes well then. Wouldn’t want them to lose out on too much money.” There was a ray of hope that danced through his eyes that make me smile. “Come on, let’s eat. I’m starved.” I said.

Dinner was amazing. Even though it was officially our first date, it was comfortable, happy, and well, lovely. The only thing that was different from any of other dinner outings, was that we were dressed up and we weren’t just grabbing a pizza or hitting up some cheap place to eat.

Two hours later, after we had our fill of steak and chocolate volcano cake, we were sitting shoulder to shoulder on a boulder at the beach. It was one of our favorite places along the coast in a large pullout next to the Pacific Grove Golf Course. 

I sighed and rested my head on his shoulder looking out toward the ocean. This. This was familiar. Normal for us. He reached his arm around my waist and pulled me close. I sighed content. Tonight had been perfect. It was dark and foggy, so we couldn’t see the waves crashing, but the sound of the waves crashing against the rocks was soothing and cemented the familiarity between us.

“Remember when Becca and James were running through here and that wave came up and drenched her?” CJ said.

I laughed. “She was so pissed.”

“I thought she was going to kill James. Like he had planned it or something.”

“Because apparently, James has control over the waves.” I said rolling my eyes and laughing. I turned to look at him and when he turned to face me, he was so close that I could feel his breath.  

I froze. I couldn’t bring myself to breathe. My stomach tightened and I just stared into his eyes. I let my thumb rub his thigh in a small motion as his repeated the motion on my hip. We sat there like that for a long, long moment. His eyes moved down to my lips, and then his eyes met mine.

“I love you, Megan.” His words were a whispering caress against my heart, which shuddered, then beat faster. There was a flash of fear in his eyes, but as soon as he realized what he had said, it was quickly replaced with resignation. 

I felt my eyes instantly swell with tears and I tried to tell him that I loved him too, but I couldn’t speak. 

My mind started to spin and I felt that lump in my throat grow bigger. I blinked and I thought I felt a tear run down my cheek. I opened my mouth again but then closed it. Where were my words? Why wouldn’t my voice come to say them back?

He lifted his hand and slowly cupped my cheek in his hand. I leaned into his touch, just that little bit, savoring his gentleness. His thumb wiped the tear from my cheek so caringly.

I just sat there gapping like a fish. GODS! Where was my voice?  

“I have for years. It’s always been you.” He continued with a ting of hurt in his voice, as he pressed his forehead to mine. “If you don’t feel the same way, it's ok. We can go slow.”

He leaned away from me and let his hand drop from my face. There was disappointment on his face. 

He didn’t know. 

He really had no idea that I had ever felt for him the way that I do. 

“Ceej.” I finally said sternly grabbing his chin to make him look at me. He looked at me questioning the tone of my voice.  This time I’m the one who took a deep breath, and said, “You don’t know how long I have waited to hear you say that.” 

Then before I could chicken out, I leaned in and kissed him with every ounce of the love I had been keeping bottled up. He was so shocked, that when my lips met his, he just froze, a moment later when his mouth opened to mine, we weren’t gentle. There was genuine desire and wanting in every touch of our tongues. He explored every inch of my mouth and then without warning, he broke away from me. He slid off the edge of the boulder and stood in front of me, putting my face in his hands. 

“Wait, you’ve been waiting for me to say it?” He said incredulously. 

I just nodded blushing as bright as a baboon’s butt.

“But last night when I mentioned us even going on a date, you seemed shocked. I thought it was because you didn’t feel the same way. I thought that maybe you were just humoring me tonight.” He said, a smile on his face, but shock still in his eyes.

“Humoring you? I was in shock! I thought you were just fucking with me. I honestly believed you have always thought of me as a little sister, and I was fine with that. I would rather have you in my life as my best friend than not at all, but at the same time been waiting for you. I’ve had these little girl fantasies of being more than just your friend.” I was babbling. I knew I was babbling, and so before I could second guess myself, I told him.  “CJ, I love you.”

My words were cut off as he kissed me again. He shuddered and pulled me close. I wrapped my legs around his waist willing him to get closer to me. There was nothing but the two of us. The apocalypse could have been raging around us, and I wouldn’t have noticed. 

When I felt tears slid down my cheeks, I wondered for the briefest of seconds if they were mine or his. It didn’t matter. The feel of his lips on mine, the way our tongues danced together, the heat of his hands that burned through my clothes, down to my bones. 

Not breaking the kiss, he lifted me and spun me around. 

He pulled his head back slightly and whispered against my lips, “Well tonight has gone way better than expected. Some first date. Huh?” 

I smiled at him but froze when a movement over his shoulder caught my eye. It was large and made the shadows under the tree look like a dark deep pit leading to nowhere. He set me down, “What’s wrong?”

“Something was moving in the shadows. By the tree.” I said carefully.

“The fog is so thick. How can you see anything? It was probably just a raccoon or something heading for the trash.” He said winking trying to reassure me. 

“No, I don’t think so.” I watched the unlit area closer. There was something black and branchlike there. Holding his hand tight, I walked around the boulder we had been sitting on to get a better look. In the blink of an eye, it burst out from within the branches straight for CJ and me. 

I gripped his hand harder, screaming. I felt a strong breeze lift us off the ground, as we were surrounded in blue smoke. I held onto CJ tight and closed my eyes.

When I felt my feet on solid ground again, CJ’s arms were still tight around me. Slowly I opened my eyes, staring at his chest. Blinking at the brightness around us, panic rose in my chest, and I took deep huffing breaths to keep it at bay.  

“Megs. Where are we? What did you just do?” CJ said trying to stay even and calm, but failing miserably. The quick rising of his chest betrayed his worry and distress. 

“I don’t know. I’m not sure I did anything.” I said trying not to bite his head off as I turned to look at our surroundings. We were not in the pullout. We were not in Pacific Grove anymore. Betsy was gone.  It wasn’t even night anymore. It was warm. The sun was high in the sky and we were standing in a beautiful garden. The air smelled like a forest after a light rain. 

“Something was in the shadows. I saw it lunge. You screamed a slew of words I couldn’t understand, then next thing I knew, we were here.” He said, but he didn’t make sense. I remember screaming, but CJ continued, “Seriously Megs, where is here?” He held me tight. Every muscle in his body was alert.

I looked around the garden to see stone benches along a pathway that lead to a very intricate stone archway at the end of the walkway. The garden was filled with vines, oversized orchids, lilies, and tulips, but they moved. I stared at one of the lilies. The petals moved to curl in on themselves and then seemed to exhale as they unfurled the petals. 

Something tickled at the back of my memory. I’ve seen this before. No. Not seen, but I could almost hear my mom’s reverent voice as she described it to me one night trying to get me to sleep. “It looks almost exactly as Mom had described Grandma’s garden when trying to get me to bed at night as a kid. How was that even possible? Where are we?”

A voice from the right answered. “Vitus Sancitum de la Gardina mis Amigos known to the Keller Family as The Friends Garden, Ms. Megan Keller.” 
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Chapter 5




Long wavy jet-black hair flowed behind a mid-30’s looking woman as she sauntered through the archway at the end of the garden. She couldn’t have been more than five feet two inches tall. Her boots thudded on the ground, and she stopped and stood wide-legged and arms crossed. She had blue jeans on with a royal blue shirt covered by a black fitted coat that stopped mid-thigh. Something glimmered there in the sunlight, and I narrowed my eyes at her. 

“You must have been scared to death to be able to bring someone with you, considering you are completely untrained.” She said concern in her voice, and then she looked to CJ snapping. “And exactly who are you?”

“Ahh…CJ Mathewson.” CJ answered hesitantly as he moved to stand between me and the woman.

She looked at him a minute, then turned toward the gate. “Come on. I will explain everything inside.” 

“WAIT!” I yelled, panic rising. “What the hell just happened? Who are you? How do you know my name? Where are we? How did we get here? And what in the hell was it that jumped out at us?” I spewed the questions out not waiting for her to answer. CJ’s hand tight around mine was likely the only thing holding me back from screaming in her face.

She turned around and saw the frightened look on our faces and sighed. “You’re right. I’m sorry. I can forget my manners sometimes.” 

That sauntering walk she had was a little unnerving as she strode to one of the stone benches just a few feet from where we were standing. She stood there for a moment, and I saw her lips move before three figures came through the gate, all dressed exactly like she was.

She eyed me closely again and as if she got the answer she wanted, she said, “Please sit down. My name is Jean. These three are Lindy, Owen, and Clarice.”

I raised my eyebrows as if I were going to say something, but CJ cut me off. “Again. Where are we?”

“Nalsar in the Nalrin providence. Now, are you physically alright?” She asked. Her eyes had softened just a little bit, but the muscles in her body were taught.  

CJ looked me over and then with a quick kiss to my temple, he pulled me close and said, “Yes.”

“Good. Now you need to understand Megan, the world you know is not the world that you were born to be in.” I started to interrupt her, but she held her hand up to stop me. “Please, I will answer all your questions, but there are things you need to know first.” I looked to CJ and his face mirrored mine. We were lost. 

“You will have many more questions after I tell you this, and I will answer them, but you first you must know where you are and some background information.” She took a deep breath and looked over to the other three. The one male of the group, Owen, came and put his hand on her back in what appeared to be a reassuring gesture before she continued.  

“There are things that haunt your world, which came from ours, … and others. Your stories and mythologies call them demons, but there are many different kinds. Some are dangerous, most aren’t. They are not from your, umm dimension, I guess you could say. We call yours the Manusia.”

“Our dimension?” CJ asked slowly. 

“Yes. There are threads that run from here to the Manusia, which we can access with the use of our inner power to an infinite number of different dimensions.” She said pausing, ringing her fingers together, and studying us. Scientists have theorized for eons that there may be multiple dimensions, but is this really what they meant? 

“What triggered you bringing yourself here?” She asked carefully.

I looked to CJ and said, “I saw a shadow creature jump out and straight to us. It wasn’t one of the fuzzy shadows though. It was more angular. Stick like arms and legs, and a pointy head. Next thing we knew we were here.”

She thought for a moment and said, “It was probably a Bakta. It runs in the shadows and would have only fed on your happiness. The only effect humans would have felt is the joy slowly slipping from the situation, and then they would have run off and continued with their day. Normal humans never would have seen it.”

“Normal humans?” I asked my eyes flicking to CJ, “but CJ and I did see it.”

“Yes, you could see it Megan because you are a hybrid. You are Sangra.”

I looked to CJ and back at her, my eyebrows pinched in confusion. When I looked back at CJ, he had the same look on his face. Did she just say…

“I’m not human?” I said in disbelief. “Did you seriously just say that I am not human?”

“That is what I said. You are Sangra.” Jean said again.

“You’re crazy. Of course, I’m human. What is this some kind of joke? A TV show or something?” I said, my voice sounding sturdier than I felt.

“I assure you that I am not crazy.  We are Sangra and so are you.  Well, technically you are part Sangra, but that is neither here nor there at the moment. There is the question of why CJ could see the Bakta?” She trailed off, pondering that for a moment. 

She completely blew over the fact that she had just told me that I wasn’t human at all like it was the most normal thing she had ever said. This woman was completely insane if she thought I would just accept that as if she said that my t-shirt was purple. 

One of the other women, Lindy, Jean said her name was, leaned her 5’7” frame in close to CJ to study him. Her auburn-streaked brown hair was done in a way that reminded me of retro 40’s glam.  Her muddy brown eyes crinkled to meet her high cheekbones as she studied him.

“Yes, why did you see it? That is a good question. What is your name again?” 

“CJ Mathewson.” He said tightened his arm against my waist.

“Mathewson. I haven’t heard of any Mathewsons’. Have you?” She said as she turned to the others, who were shaking their head. 

“I haven’t seen them before tonight, though.” CJ said as if he was trying to cover up something, “I’ve always just tried to convince her it was a flicker of light, or her eyes were playing a trick on her.” 

“When I first mentioned it, he thought it may have just been a raccoon or something headed for the trash can?” I said.

“Hum, very interesting.” Jean said. 

I waited a moment trying to be patient, this was obviously a point of confusion. Frankly though, I didn’t really care. My nerves were getting the best of me, and I kept digging my nails into CJ’s hand. He didn’t say anything, but there may be blood involved. I wanted to know WHERE I was, and most of all are we safe?

“Can we worry about that later please? What’s a Sangra? Where in the hell we are?” I said then biting off, “And HOW IN THE HELL DID WE GET HERE?”

“Oh right. As I said, you are in the Nalsar dimension in the Nalrin providence. This is your grandmother’s garden.” Jean said. I thought I saw the other whom who must be Clarice eye her carefully. 

“My grandmother’s garden? My grandmother died when I was 3.” I said. Jean is crazy.

“Actually, No. She came back here. She died when you were about 13 or 14. Years get a little warped between Manusia and here. Even though we try to keep the same monthly calendar due to business interests, it’s … well off. The days are longer here so it’s a little harder. It was very painful for her to be away from you and your mother,” There seemed to be a slight resentment to her voice. “However, it was a Tulainar that actually killed her. Don’t worry. It was just like going to sleep, so she was never in any pain.” 

Clarice’s face made a look that clearly thought this should have been information that I received later. I sort of thought the same thing, as my head was starting to spin. I leaned against CJ. I suspected he will ask to be sent home as soon as he can. 

“We are Sangra. Humans in form, but we all have an inner power.” Clarice said trying to get us back on track.

“Like magic?” CJ asked, looking at me with wonder then back to Clarice. “Like a witch, wizard, or warlock?” 

“It’s not magic, per se. With magic, you need a device in order to focus your power. We do not. There are incantations and movements that channel the power into what we would like for it do. After you have practiced enough, most can channel the power non-verbally, and on occasion, without the full movements. Sometimes just flick your fingers. Though that usually only works on the most common of incantations.

“As for how you got here? The fact you were able to transport at all, and to bring CJ with, it’s very impressive. Jean assumed because you had not been trained and because of your age, that you would have lost any ability to perform. We never expected to meet you” Clarice said.

“My age? I’m only 24.” I said feeling a little insulted. It isn’t like I’m old. There was a giant bird that screeched overhead, and when I looked up it reminded me of a condor. The massive wingspan circled the garden and then with a quick couple of flaps, flew off into the forest.

“Yes, but in this world, if left untrained, powers usually retreat and diminish by the age of 15. It’s only with the constant usage of powers that we retain them afterwards. Here we are trained from the age of 6, and usually finish training at about age 16. It’s a tough 10 years. At 16 you receive your Maltal, a tattoo of sorts that protects and centers your power and your first syth.” Lindy said, picking up where Clarice left off.

Clarice pulled out a golden dagger, about 8 inches long, thin and curved up at the point. It reminded me of a Jambiya dagger, but it had an intricate pattern that ran along the blade, and it glowed faintly in the sunlight. She whirled it around in her hand expertly and then sheathed it back at her thigh. The motion made me jump a bit and there was a hollowing in my stomach. She cocked an eyebrow knowing what had just gone through our heads. She moved it with such ease, it left no doubt she knew how to use it. 

“There is still much to discuss. First of all, how you knew the incantation to get here, then we must figure out how you were able to bring CJ and why he has the sight.” Jean looked to CJ. “You are of course welcome to stay with us as long as you wish, or should I say as long as you have Megan’s protection.”

Jean stood and turned from us in a motion that was so fast, she almost blurred. In the corner of my eye, I saw someone else walking into the garden. I stood, turning to face him, but CJ tried to put himself in front of me, but only managed to get about halfway before he stopped.  

Five feet tall at most, he looked like a child. He had all the proportions of an eight-year-old child, but he had a full black beard that hung down to his chest and carried a silver bow on his back. He was dressed in the same jacket as Jean and the others, only in white. Everyone but CJ and I stood up tall, almost as if they were standing at attention in the military.

“Hello, Naggle. To what do we owe the pleasure of the Council’s visit today?” Jean said as she bowed deeply. The bow was formal and elegant, extending their left leg and foot, bending parallel to the ground, right hand outstretched, and head low. 

CJ and I just stood there gawking. Ok, I was gawking, CJ was hiding his reaction much better than I was, still trying to get me to stand behind him.

“Jean, my lovely woman! I know you just arrived back from Nalrin, but I must speak to you and your cadre immediately. There have been more reports of their activity in the north.” His eyes flicked to CJ and me and a bright engaging smile crossed his face as he clapped his hands together. “Oh, you have visitors.”

“Yes, Naggle. Megan and CJ. They are from the Manusia. Megan saw what I believe was a Bakta and brought CJ and herself here.” I could see Naggle’s head jerk in my direction and there was curiosity in his eyes as Jean continued. 

“We have been slowly explaining our world to her,” I didn’t think it was so slowly. I felt like I had been thrown up against a brick wall repeatedly. “They need sleep. It’s late at night in the Manusia. I can explain why there was no clearance.”

“Let us all go inside for tea. We will get CJ and Megan a room set up so they may rest while we talk in private Naggle.” Owen said sternly with another bow. While his voice sounded polite and formal, it was laced with hidden meaning.

Thoughtfully Naggle replied, “Yes, let’s have tea.”

CJ’s arm around my waist was the only thing keeping me standing at this point, but my mind was racing. Trying to absorb all of this was exhausting. I looked at CJ, who wrapped both arms tight around me as he stared at Naggle intently. I knew that look. It promised death if any harm came to those who he cared for. 

“Ceej?” I said in a tone that was all warning. 

“Do you want to stay?” He said quietly in my ear. To anyone else, it looked like we were just having a private moment, and I put my hand on his cheek as I looked at him, searching his eyes for the answer.

“One night. Let’s see what they have to say.” I said barely above a whisper after a moment’s thought. My head was reeling. He nodded, accepting my decision. 

As we walked through the garden again, I was shocked at how perfectly it matched my Mother’s descriptions as a child. Through the archway, at the edge of the garden we turned toward the house, and I stopped in my tracks. 

“Megan.” CJ said carefully. 

“How is that possible?” I said barely above a whisper. 

The house, which was more of a cottage, had stone at the base and worn wood siding around the top. On the far side was an uneven stone chimney, a black chimney crown with purple smoke that slowly flittered out the top. It was an exact real-life version of a cottage I had been drawing since I was four years old.  I had one of them framed and hanging in my dining room back home. 

“I don’t know.” He pulled me closer. 

“Mom never told me about, and never said anything in all the renderings I did.” 

“Megs. It’s the exact same. Right down to the purple smoke. I always thought that was strange, but being a kid, you draw what you imagine.”

“You would think as I grew up, it would change to grey, but I never saw it that way. It was always purple.” I said a small smile crossing my lips, but an uneasy feeling went through me. It was a mix between awe and fear.

The others were almost to the door, and we hurried to catch up to them. We entered through the kitchen, where a wood set of worn table and chairs, wood counters, and cabinets that were well used, but would no doubt hold up for quite a few years to come filled the room. Modern-day appliances were so well disguised in the counters that I almost missed them. I ran my hand along the counter and there were divots and gouges in it. I half wondered if those daggers they carried were what put them there.

The living room was comfortable and open, with windows straight from a castle that stretched high to the vaulted ceilings. It was a huge expansive room, which had all the comforts of a cottage room. Our shoes clicked across the hardwood floors, but I noticed the room was much larger than the outside proportions would have allowed. It was almost as if we walked into a different house. 

“Naggle, please take a seat while I get Megan and CJ settled in a room?” Jean asked. “I will be just a few minutes.”

There were doors upon doors down the bright hallway. The outside had definitely been warped to show something that could not contain this much of a house. Jean turned an old fashioned handle and ushered us into a room that was centered around a light grey sleigh bed. I walked to the left side of the room and ran my fingers across a smooth matching vanity dresser. CJ stood near a corner where a matching desk with an intricate etched design that resembled the same markings on the blade that Clarice had showed us earlier. What did she call it? 

“There is a bathroom there to your left. Help yourself to any of the clothes that are in the closet. Get a good night’s sleep, and we will talk more in the morning.” Then she turned sharply on her heels and shut the door a little harder than was necessary. 

I just stood there staring at the closed door. CJ slowly walked around the bed hardly making a sound on the plush carpeting. Once his hand touched mine, I threw my arms around his waist and held him tight. 

“I am so sorry Ceej.” I muttered against his chest.

“Everything will be okay.” He said against the top of my head. 

His reassurances, despite his own concerns, undid me. I started crying and I couldn’t bring myself to stop. I wasn’t mad. I wasn’t angry or even sad. Just augh. He just held me and kept reassuring me that everything would be ok. 

“Are you sure you want to stay?” He asked after my breathing calmed.

It took a few moments for me to formulate an answer. I mean it wasn’t like we could just get in the car and leave. Someone would have to take us back. Was there really any way to go home? There were answers I wanted. Like how did they know who I was and what were Sangra? Mom and Dad were always very sketchy about my family history. Maybe they could fill some of that information in. 

Then there was Grandma. What did they know about her? If this was her house, then how did they come into possession of it? Did they buy it from the Estate? Why didn’t Mom and Dad move into it and raise us here?

Finally, I said, “Yes. What about—"

“Then we stay.” He said before I could say anything else.

“What about you though?” I said again, not able to meet his eyes. 

His finger slid under my chin, forcing me to look at him. His lips met mine soft as a gentle breeze. Despite everything that simple gesture made my toes curl. 

He leaned his forehead against mine. “I love you Megs. That hasn’t changed in the last couple of hours. The only thing that has changed is that I get to tell you that I love you now. You are mine, and if you want to stay, we stay.”

“But -” I tried to say, but he cut me off again. 

“We stay. Now, let’s get some sleep and we can talk more in the morning. We both have a lot to think about.” He said with a heavy sigh and ran his hand through his hair. 

I just nodded and headed to the bathroom to wash my face and get ready to bed. I tried not to think about what he meant by both of us having a lot to think about.  He said we would stay, but how long would it stay we? Would he be thinking about whether he would stay with me now? They had claimed that I wasn’t even human. Would he want to stay with me if that is true? Add that to the fact we were not even in our own dimension anymore, but in an alternate dimension. That alone would make anyone’s head spin. 

Grey wood and glass met me through the bathroom door. Hexagon white, light grey and, dark grey tiles flowed through the space to a full walk-in glass shower and hidden toilet behind a half wall. The vanity was made from a rough grey wood with a glass waterfall faucet that flowed water before I could touch a thing. I sighed letting some of the tension flow out of my shoulders and took one of the light grey washcloths. The towel itself felt like feathers. I don’t think I had ever felt towels so soft at home. I have to find out what kind of fabric softener they use. I stopped and giggled. Of all the things that I could think of, and I was thinking about what kind of fabric softener they use?  

I opened the cabinet looking for any type of soap to find it was completely stocked with a whole beauty store assortment of products. There were no less than 20 different face creams and washes, 30 different shampoos and conditioners, all in little sample bottles, and on the top shelf, there were 8 different brushes to choose from.  I sifted through, found a face wash, and randomly pulled a brush down from the top shelf. 

The faucet turned on and the water was instantly warm and soothing. I pulled my long blonde hair out from my ponytail and washed the make-up from my face. Gods, I looked like death warmed over. There were already dark circles under my blue-green eyes. I finished washing up quickly. 

I peeled the tight blue dress that I had put on for CJ and I’s date off, and wondered how it was only a few hours ago that I had gotten dressed for that date? 

I put my palms flat on the counter and leaned in looking at myself in the mirror. Not human. I looked human. I felt human. I mean, sure I’ve always had comments on how beautiful and big my eyes always were, but I thought I had just gotten my father’s eyes. Though, maybe that is exactly what I did get. If I wasn’t human, then maybe that was a feature of his … race. What race did she say they were? Sangra? Did she even mention what the other part of me was? I sighed, turned from the mirror, wrapped myself in a towel, and went to the bedroom. 

There was a closet in the short corridor that connected the bathroom and bedroom where I found some night clothes and other change of clothes for us in the morning. I thumbed through them and they were miraculously all our sizes. How did they know? How could they? We only showed up, what? Not an hour ago? Tomorrow. I would worry about that tomorrow. I threw one of the night shirts on and hung the towel up.

Coming out of the bathroom, I looked to CJ who had also changed out of his clothes. He laid there bare-chested with the blankets at his waist. I blinked. I just stood there and blinked. He caught me staring at him and just opened his arms in silent request for me to come to bed. 

“What, not asking for a separate bed this time?” I said with a smirk.

“Oh, shut up and come to bed.” He said jerking his head to the side. 

I climbed in and he pulled me close, kissed the top of my head, and said, “I love you Megs.” 

Then in what couldn’t have been more than 30 seconds, he was passed out cold. I smiled. That man could sleep anywhere. I, however, laid there unable to sleep. 

“Who is this girl from the Manusia?” I heard faintly from the other room.

“She is Arimas’s granddaughter. She doesn’t know anything other than it was a Tulainar that killed her.” There was a tone in her voice that confirmed Jean was keeping a lot more information from me. How did she even know who I am?

“But that would mean… (silence) ... ummm yes, this was wise of you to have us speak alone. The Council and more importantly Julian, will be interested in knowing this. Though it poses a question, was she trained? And by who, certainly not Symatha. Does she know that her daughter is here?” 

Naggle was from a Council? No. They said, “The Council”. That sounded like a formal governmental body. What would that mean to me though? Nothing.  

Wait.... Symatha? How did they know Mom’s real name?

“I don’t think Ansel or Symatha trained her at all. I watched her eyes carefully as I started to explain where she is, but there was not a single flicker of recollection in her eyes. None. Nothing. Not even at the mention of Nalrin. She is untrained and completely unknowing of our world. She was totally petrified when she arrived.” Jean’s voice was almost angry as she explained, but there was a touch of astonishment to it also. 

Another female voice then said, “She must have large amounts of inner power since she was to be able to bring both of them here. I mean considering the age limitations.”

“But she would have to have known the incantation. How did she know what to say? Then to just happen to come to her grandmother’s garden in another dimension?” Naggle said. 

“Great power indeed.” Someone else said. 

Naggle continued as if they hadn’t said anything, “I would have been instantly informed of the inter-dimensional transportation, when she arrived, but … nothing. She came through without a trace. If she had arrived anywhere else, no one would have known she arrived at all. I will have to inform Julian immediately.”

“As for how she knew the incantation, I’m not sure. Though it’s possible Symatha may have told her of the garden as part of some kind bedtime story as a child. It always was Symatha’s favorite place as a kid.” Jean knew my mom! How? 

The questions flew through my mind and I made a mental list of them to ask tomorrow. The exhaustion was fighting against my will to listen to their conversation and finally won out. 
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