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The air was thick as honey, with a chorus of crickets and frogs
accompanying the night.

  
Two arms, soft and warm, cradled the baby’s tiny body. 

 Crick, crick, the rocking chair creaked lightly.
  
As scents of cinnamon and vanilla wafted through the air, the
voice, sweet as molasses, sang its lullaby:
  
“Moonbeam, moonlight, caress her skin,
  
moonbeam, moonlight, kiss her skin,
  
moonbeam, moonlight, make my little one fair,
  
moonbeam…”  
  
The river flowed impetuously under the pier.
  
  


  
The man was like a fury, thrashing about on the unsteady planks,
his hands in his hair.
  
“Look at yourself!” he hissed, coming closer. “Everywhere we go,
they point at us, they stare, they talk! 

 I want a normal woman, not one I can’t even see at night
unless she opens her eyes!

 I want children with my fair hair!

 I want a normal life!”
  
  


  
He was no longer the guy she once knew.
  
  


  
“Was I different when you fell in love with me? 

 When you asked me to marry you?

 What changed, my love?”
  
  


  
“Don’t call me that!”
  
  


  
“Let me help you, you need to get better, my love.”
  
She still loved him, despite everything.
  
  


  
“Get better? You're crazy, Lutra!
  
Stay away from me, you hear?
  
Don't come near me!”
  
  


  
“Jack? Please...”
  
  


  
The name fell into the silence.
  
He was gone.
  
Forever.
  
  


  
Devastated, her face buried between her knees, she let the tears
flow.
  
He had left her.
  
Alone.
  
He wanted a normal life, a normal woman...
  
She wasn't normal.
  
She was black.
  
She wiped her face and stood up, staggering.
  
  


  
She walked along the pier, gradually gaining confidence with
each step, returning to the cottage as the moon peeked out from
behind the clouds.
  
She realized Jack was right…
  
“A girl I can't see at night, unless she opens her eyes!”
  
An idea sprang to mind.
  
Buried, forgotten memories resurfaced: the moon, her
grandmother, the woods, a wild dance, lashings of fire and blood,
lots of it, everywhere...
  
  


  
She tore into the house like a hurricane.
  
In her room, under the bed, among the dust and cobwebs, she
found the dark wooden trunk.
  
She pulled it onto her lap and opened it.
  
The dry smell of yellowed pages filled her nose: her
grandmother's book was there, amidst old memories, letters tied
with string and small ribbons.
  
The black leather cover crackled as she opened it.
  
The answer to all that pain, written in sharp, slanting letters,
was there in black and white.
  
She burst out of the door and ran onto the front lawn.
  
She ran.
  
She ran until her legs gave way, her lungs aching, her tears
dried up.
  
She fell to her knees, then forward, scraping her palms.
  
A light breeze gently moved the long stalks dancing in the warm
air on the riverbank. 
  
  


  
Lured by the flower's disarming beauty, sweet and deceptively
harmless, she reached out to touch it, to caress it, but
immediately withdrew her hand.
  
“Wait!” Jack had told her. “Aconite can kill you!”
  
Her coffee-coloured eyes stared at the velvety petals, while the
moon, flickering among the stems and deadly blooms that flashed
blue then black then white under that full light, made her appear
as white as porcelain.
  
The intense, voluptuous scent filled her nostrils, enveloping
her like a lover's embrace.
  
Her destiny would be woven with that of the flower, the river,
the moon.
  
"Be damned, Jack!
  
Damn you!
  
Damn the colour of my skin!
  
I will take revenge on you, on the world, on God!”
  
  


  
Her heart was beating as fast as a rhythmic drum, in her distant
memories. 
  
She looked up at the sky, her arms outstretched, allowing
herself to fall forward.
  
Suddenly, clouds of sand rose in the night, alternating between
light and dark.
  
Her body arched and buckled.
  
An array of shadows, multiplied by the moonlight, jumped and
danced around her as she cried out:
  
"Moonbeam, moonlight, caress my skin, 
  
moonbeam, moonlight, kiss my skin,
  
moonlight, moonbeam, make my skin white,
  
moonbeam..."
  
A roar echoed behind her in that black night.
  
Kneeling before the flowers, witnesses to her invocation, she
realized she was no longer alone.
  
She brought her hands to her chest and parted her lips, letting
a quivering smile escape.
  
"Jack?
  
My love, forgive me, I didn't mean to..."
  
Perhaps her love had returned. She would drink in his turquoise
eyes and feel his strong arms again.
  
She turned abruptly.
  
  


  
  


  
A slimy hand grabbed her throat and squeezed.
  
She clawed at the demon's scaly arm with her fingers.
  
Her mouth opened wide as she desperately tried to take in air.

  
Her lungs burned, and hot tears streamed down her cheeks.
  
The young woman was completely defenceless against the deadly
force taking her over.
  
She struggled, her feet now off the ground, gasping like a fish
out of water.
  
Smoky, sulphurous puffs scorched her face as she stared into the
creature’s vertical pupils – the pure embodiment of darkness, pain,
despair, and death.
  
“God is not here with us, witch!”
  
The demon flared its nostrils.
  
“I feel your hatred, your fear. Join me, and I will give you
what you desire.”
  
The woman's heart slowed, coming to a stop.
  
The demon shook her, then loosened its grip, letting her body
fall to the ground, where it stayed, motionless and forlorn. The
young woman eventually regained consciousness, coughing up
blood.
  
She struggled to her knees, breathless, her throat sore.
  
She brushed hair from her face, looked up, and took the creature
in. 
  
It stood before her on two webbed legs, towering over her with
powerful limbs.
  
Its belly was flat, the chest sculpted, and the arms chiselled.
The demon’s skin glistened in the darkness, and its claws were
dripping with blood.
  
Dark, wavy hair crowned its head, tousled in front,  tumbling
down a square jawline that ended in a protruding chin.
  
His nose was narrow and long, dented from a blow.
  
The creature’s gaze seemed to sink into pronounced cheekbones,
as terrifying as the wild, hissing tail that rose into the air.

 
The river behind it no longer flowed.
  
Gasping fish thrashed about atop a trail of iridescent
corpses.
  
The tree branches were bare.
  
In the ominous silence, the beast raised its chin, turned its
head, and let out a second roar.
  
“Kill for me, and you will be what you want.
  
I will be sated by death, by the despair you will sow, and by
the pleasure I will take from your body.
  
Death for life, life for death.
  
If you betray this pact, you will suffer my wrath. 
  
So it is decided!”
  
  


  
The sun was already high in the sky when she woke up
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