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  Damian was a faerie who kept notes in jars. They were discarded jars from the humans. Some were plain and others were colored glass. He liked those the best. Damian hung them up in the tree near his home. The notes inside glowed at night for he had placed a little bit of faerie magic in each jar with the note.




  The lit up notes were in hopes of attracting a special love. Damian was tired of being alone. He longed to have a true love in his life. There had been a few come to check the lit up notes but none were his love. They were only curious. But he kept hope and hung more jars with notes inside.




  One late fall evening the notes in the jars appeared to shine even more brightly. The leaves had turned to brilliant gold and reds and the glow from the jars made the tree look magical. That’s when he found someone at the base of the tree looking up into it. They stood very still as if studying each jar. Maybe to read what was inside?




  Damian didn’t want to scare them but was getting curious as to who this was. He got a little closer. He had to determine if this was human or faerie. He smiled when he saw the delicate wings.




  Just as he was going to say something they reached up to one of the jars and pulled it down. Damian frowned. They undid it and took the note out and read it. Just before they were going to put the lid back on, they reached inside their pocket and took something out. It was dropped inside whatever it was. The jar was hung back up in the tree.




  They turned around and for a moment they stared at each other before the faerie disappeared into the darkness. Damien walked up to the jar and pulled it down. Inside was a stone that was as smooth as silk and the color of blue. It felt soothing to hold. He also noticed that there was writing on the other side of his note. He had not noticed that the faerie had written anything. He pulled it out and read it. Love will come and when it does, you will know.




  Damian wasn’t impressed. He hung the jar back up and went back in his house. He wrote another note and placed it inside a blue jar along with some faerie magic. By the time he got back out to the tree the jar was glowing.




  He went to the other side of the tree and hung the jar. This one for some reason had a stronger glow. Maybe it was because he was disappointed he thought. Damian left it there and when he turned around to go back, someone was there. They smiled. They were back. This time they spoke. “I see you hung another jar. I could see the light from it from quite a distance.”




  Damian now felt a bit bad for hanging it up. They walked right up to Damian. Behind their back they pulled out a jar with a note inside it and it glowed softly. “This is for you.”




  Damian didn’t know what to do. The jars hanging in the tree were all his. He took the jar and went to hang it but they stopped him. “No, this one is just for you. You keep it.”




  Damian smiled. “Thank you.”




  They smiled back. They looked at each other again. “Can I kiss you?”




  “I…I…don’t even know your name.”




  “What would you like to call me?”




  Faeries didn’t give their real names. Damian had to think. “How about Daniel?”




  “Okay, now can I kiss you?”




  Damian nodded. Daniel pulled Damian close and kissed him tenderly at first and then with more passion. Damian felt every emotion go through him. Desire was the strongest followed by lust, anger, fear, sorrow, and finally a broken heart. When Daniel pulled away Damian stepped back. “That is not true love. You are not the one.”
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