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Inexplicable 
 

It was almost the worst day of my life. 

My alarm didn’t go off for some inexplicable reason, so I woke up late. There was a 

traffic jam for some inexplicable reason, so I missed my pilates class. The barista got my order 

wrong for some inexplicable reason, so I was stuck with a hot drink instead of a frappe. The 

café was crowded for some inexplicable reason, so I was forced to take the only free table 

outside, where it was inexplicably warm. My ex left me for some inexplicable reason, so I was 

alone on a table for two. 

But then he walked by, and for some inexplicable reason, my eyes were drawn. He 

looked awkward and shy, but he was a beautiful man, one of those types who didn’t realize 

how attractive he actually was. 

Of course, I was suddenly self-conscious. Men had that effect on me; the gorgeous ones 

more so. And although I knew he didn’t even spare me a glance, I rummaged through my bag 

for a quick retouch. 

I’d barely finished when I looked up to see him standing in front of me. 

“Hi,” he greeted, very shyly. But his voice was a dreamy baritone. “May I share?” 

I was staring at him dumbly, panicking because he actually said four words to me, so 

he gestured to the empty seat across the table. It still took me a few seconds to realize what he 

meant, and when I finally understood, I nodded a little too enthusiastically. 

He smiled a disarming smile, and for some inexplicable reason, my day turned a whole 

lot brighter. “Sorry, I didn’t realize the place was already full.” 

“It happens,” I managed, and I definitely didn’t mind, inexplicable as it was. 

  



Backstage 
 

The rule had been set right on day one: 

No dating until the end of the production. 

He first saw her during the auditions, lining up very quietly behind him, totally 

unformidable. But when it was her turn to sing her 16-bar piece, it was like magic; she 

transformed, right in front of everyone’s eyes. She suddenly was a different character 

altogether, and he was enchanted. Most especially when she sat back down beside him, smiling 

shyly, as if her stint embarrassed her. 

So at rehearsals, he took her in little by little. How she always arrived half an hour 

early. Her trademark ponytail. The way she looked into his eyes, unabashed, as she delivered 

her lines. 

Well, it wasn’t against the rule to fall in love. 

  



Different 
 

“Is there anything that excites you at all?” 

I mulled over the question, unsure how to answer. Of course I get excited. Over food, 

for one. And figuring out solutions to complicated number problems. 

But I figured that wasn’t what my friend wanted to hear. She was an artist, and she was 

passionate about her craft. There wasn’t a day when she didn’t have a brush on hand, painting 

even in the weirdest of places – I mean, who paints in a bar? 

Everyone else in our circle was just as passionate. One was so crazy about fitness, she 

went vegan. Another quit her job to travel the world. 

And then there’s me. 

“Do you really love your job so much?” my friend prompted when I didn’t answer her. 

I sucked in a breath. No, I didn’t. It was driving me nuts. And I certainly didn’t like 

churning twelve, fourteen hours a day. But what choice did I have? I had to get things done. I 

wasn’t a quitter, especially when I’d already invested so much of my time, sweat and tears. 

Even if I’d rather be doing something else. 

Maybe it was a different kind of passion. 

And with the way she was looking at me, I knew she wouldn’t understand. 

  



Tactics 
 

The girl I like didn’t know I existed, and I was starting to get desperate. 

It wasn’t because I was unattractive or I lacked manly charm; she was simply too 

focused on her work. Picture this: cardigan, heels, hair in a severe bun. Oh yeah, that kind of 

girl doesn’t spend her free time noticing guys. (Does she even have free time?) 

I had to change that. 

I asked my brothers for advice, and applied it the very next day, even if I wasn’t sure it 

was going to work. Armed with several pieces of papers, I purposely bumped into her (making 

sure she also had her stack of papers) and not-so-obviously threw my papers into the air. 

“I’m so sorry! You’d think a big hulk of a guy named Bob wouldn’t be so clumsy.” See 

what I did there? 

I proceeded to help her, being the gallant gentleman that I was. I also made sure to slip 

one of my papers (the one with my name and phone number on the letterhead) into her pile. 

“Thank you,” she said, looking at me in the eye. Finally! 

“Don’t mention it. Are you sure you’re okay? I didn’t hurt you?” 

She smiled. “I’ve been through worse.” 

— 

She never called. 

But she came to my cube that afternoon, returned my paper, and demanded coffee as 

recompense for her hurting foot and for making her miss her next meeting.  



Errand 
from the universe and lore of The Third Soul 

 

“Aren’t you scared?” 

She glanced at the boy beside her; he was so small, but his eyes were sharp. Untainted, 

yet unafraid. She, all the more, had no reason to be. “It’s okay. She’s my friend.” 

His expression was curious. “Friend?” Jonas asked tentatively, as if trying out the word 

for the very first time. 

Luella nodded, her gaze on the path ahead. Something – or someone – was out there, 

just behind the veil of mist. “She’s not gonna hurt us,” she said with the certainty of a seven-

year-old. 

He seemed to sense the presence, too, for he suddenly tensed, and instinctively put his 

hand inside his jacket. He was only eleven, but he’d been forcibly trained as a soldier of the 

mountains; his fight-or-flight instincts were kicking in. 

But Luella remained impassive. If she was breathing hard, it was only because of the 

hike, and not out of fear. “She’s not gonna hurt us,” she repeated. 

They stepped through the mist and found themselves standing on the rim of a crater. 

Below was a lake, its water a very still dark blue. 

“You said this was a volcano.” 

She rolled her eyes. “It is. Didn’t you notice the dust, and the steam?” 

He shrugged distractedly, captivated by the view. “It’s… pretty.” 

“You think beauty can’t be destructive?” a voice behind them asked, soft but clear, and 

a little magical. It was disarming; Jonas made no attempt to reach for his gun, almost like he’d 

forgotten he had it. 



They turned to see a woman who hadn’t been there before, but whose presence they felt 

with certainty earlier. She was undeniably beautiful, yet her features were forgettable. 

“You’re an awfully long way from home, Luella Villareal,” she greeted. 

Luella smiled. “So are you, Maria Makiling.” Then her expression turned serious, 

quickly moving on from the pleasantries. “I have a message from my father.” 

  



Tactics, Part II 
 

I never paid any real attention to him until the morning he barreled through the hall and 

bumped into me with a stack of papers. Deliberately, if the force of the impact was any 

indication. 

He was a little guy with a loud laugh and a big heart. Funny how he’s named Bob, 

because most of the Bobs I knew were large and hulky. This Bob was different. He was cute, in 

the fluffy puppy adorable kind of way. 

But he already most of the females in our office enchanted; I certainly didn’t need to 

throw myself into his act. 

So imagine my surprise when I found his paper in my pile. 

And the note on it that read: 

I like you. You may look serious and boring 

half the time (and in meetings in the other 

half, so I wouldn’t know how you look, through 

probably still gorgeous), but I think you’re 

interesting. Coffee? 

I laughed. Gorgeous?  Oh, please. The only men this stern face and tidy hair attracted 

were investors. 

But somehow, he saw past that. He must’ve been looking rather hard, if he’d seen 

flashes of the girl I’d kept hidden inside my corporate shell. 

And he had guts, I had to give him that. 

  



Unchooser 
 

They call me the unchooser. 

It takes me 15 (agonizing) minutes to choose an ice cream flavor. As for why, I’m not 

really sure. Some people have favorites, but I don’t think I do. Strawberry or chocolate or 

vanilla? Why just one? Can’t I have them all? 

So in the end I choose nothing and pass the hat on. My friends willingly decide for me; 

they say double dutch is my favorite. I nod. I don’t mind double dutch, but I don’t mind 

everything else either. 

  



Standing in Line 
 

She stood quietly in the solo rider lane, looking like she was about to faint. So when I 

was sure nobody was watching me, I slipped under the bars to line up behind her instead. 

“Gum?” I offered, holding out my last piece. 

She glanced at me for a second, forcing a smile in polite refusal. I never thought 

anyone who looked so scared could look so cute. 

I shrugged and tucked the gum back in my pocket, trying to keep it casual. Then I 

heard screaming; so did she, her head snapping to the source of the noise, eyes widening ever 

so slightly. 

“That’s going to be me in a few seconds,” I said with a laugh, again attempting to start 

a conversation. 

This time, it wasn’t in vain. “Yeah, me too.” I shouldn’t be able to hear her through the 

wind and the roaring engines and the nonstop shrieking, but I could, crystal clear. 

Hey, maybe I was scared, too. 

  



Exhibit 
from the universe and lore of The Third Soul 

 

Art appreciation had never been Jonas’ thing, but he lingered by the giant graffiti wall 

with interest. It was bright and loud and abstract and untraditional, sticking out in a room filled 

with polite paintings in golden rectangular frames. 

Also, it was unfinished; a burst of color, and then white nothingness. 

Like me, he thought, lips pursed together in silent contemplation. He, too, stood out in a 

crowd. Not just because of his soldier’s frame, but also his upbringing, and the reality that he 

was a man who could never really be whole. 

“Please tell me you actually like this,” Luella said, stepping up beside him, her hands 

casually tucked into the pockets of her jacket. Coming up behind her was Eli, her rather 

flamboyant friend and the artist responsible for the enigmatic piece of art on display. 

“I’m going to take your silence as a compliment, so please, do carry on with your 

staring,” Eli said good-naturedly, his laugh as bright and loud as his wall of color. 

Luella snickered. “I think you’d be happier if he was staring at you.” 

“Oh hush, girl.” Eli turned to Jonas and winked. “Like I said, carry on.” 

He never really figured out how to properly respond to Eli’s flirting, so he said nothing 

and just watched the other leave. Then he felt Luella elbow him lightly. “You like it?” 

He turned back to the painting, nodding. “It’s… unconventional.” 

His response wiped the smile off her face, and he knew he’d lost her again. “Yeah,” she 

muttered distractedly, her eyes fixated on the wall. 

Then she frowned. “And it’s incomplete. Where’s the rest?”  



User Experience 
 

It was only 8:05 in the morning and they were already arguing. 

“No, it should be a rectangle.” 

“But the edges are so sharp! Can’t we not have corners?” 

“Does it really matter to the user if the shape has corners?” 

“Why, do you like clicking circular buttons?” 

“Not if there aren’t any other circles in the layout, no.” 

“Why does your opinion matter? Are you the niche market?” 

It was going to be a long day. 

  



In Plain Sight 
from the universe and lore of The Third Soul 

 

Luella’s resumé was a minimalist one-pager. It looked almost sad. “What do you 

think?” she prompted, looking expectantly at Jonas. 

He was frowning. “How are you going to get yourself hired with credentials like this?” 

He pointed to the space between the Education and Character References sections, which only 

contained a horizontal line. 

“Pleasing personality. And I’m good at doing what I’m told.” 

“Is this seriously scented?” Eli asked, sniffing his copy. 

Luella’s smile never left her face. “Took a page from Legally Blonde.” 

Only Ruvie seemed to look convinced, nodding in satisfaction. “I like it. No one’s 

going to care about the average pretty-faced girl with no ambition.” She grinned. “Talk about 

hiding in plain sight.” 

“Just be careful you don’t let your smarts show, girl,” Eli reminded. “If the boys find 

out you’re really from MIT, they’ll get seriously discouraged.” 

Luella’s expression turned serious. “You know what’s at stake here,” she rebuked, but 

not unkindly. “The mission’s all there is. We’ve got no room for distractions.” 

  



Not Like That 
 

That afternoon, they played truth or dare, and he told himself it was finally time. 

He was ready. He wanted to be first, in fact, so he could finally get the weight off his 

chest. Keeping secrets was not his strong point. 

But the bottle spun in her favor. 

“Truth or dare, Liz?” 

She laughed. “Dare. Oh, no, wait. Truth. I’ll start with truth. It’s way too early for 

crazy stunts.” 

Alarms went off in his head in rapid succession. All their friends knew he liked her, 

and they also happened to be a bunch of traitors. 

Sure enough, one of the traitors went on to ask, “Do you like Nate here, Liz?” 

He felt his heart break – slowly, painfully – even before she spoke the words. 

“No, of course not! Not like that, no.” 

And he could never look at her in the same way again. 

  



Women Are From Venus 
 

He stood outside the fence, strategically across her bedroom window; holding up a 

sign, speakers blaring (of course it had to be JB). 

They’d been at war for over twelve hours, and he still didn’t understand why. They 

were just out on a morning stroll, and then she evolved into a manhater and refused to speak to 

him. 

He’d initially turned a cold shoulder in response (what did he even do?), but her giggly 

band of girl friends advised otherwise. And rather persistently. No, he shouldn’t just stand there 

and let her walk away forever. He had to rush to her side and do something dramatic. 

He figured they were testing him, emotionally dissecting him like they would a frog in 

biology class. She was probably waiting for it to rain and see if he was going to pack up and 

leave. And her friends were probably inside the house with her, in multicolored but matching 

pajamas, painting each other’s nails and smashing pillows into their faces. 

But what else could he do but play along? 

He did like her, tantrums and all. 

  



Waiting 
 

He always made her wait. 

The type to always think better of people, she first told herself that it was just 

something he wasn’t consciously aware of, and that over time he’d change. 

But weeks turned into months and he was as late as ever. 

He had a myriad of excuses. Traffic jam, road accident, errand for his mother, errand 

for his father, alarm didn’t go off for some reason, wall clock stopped working, sister needed to 

be picked up, brother needed to be dropped off, friend emergency, coworker emergency… the 

list simply went on. 

Why couldn’t he just say that they were meeting at seven, if he still had something to 

do at six? Why did he have to tell her he was picking her up at six, and then make her wait for 

another hour before saying he was on his way but was caught in a jam? 

One time she finally had the courage to ask, “What about me? What about my time?” 

But he’d guilt-trip her and answered, “I thought you’d understand.” 

Of course she understood. But she thought he did, too. 

  



Friday 
 

My best friend and I decided to give Friday a try. 

We didn’t do Friday. She was an introvert, and I was a workaholic. She liked her 

Fridays at home, in the company of a good book and a cup of coffee. I didn’t like my Fridays 

because I usually stayed up late in the office, for one reason or another. 

But that Friday, she randomly said she wanted to go out. Maybe she woke up in the 

wrong side of the bed, but that was what she announced when we met for lunch at the office 

cafeteria. 

“Why?” I had to ask. Because it was totally out of character for her. 

She looked at me like I’d sprouted a second head. “To get you out of your cubicle, 

silly.” 

I blinked. Wait, this was about me? 

I did not see that coming. 

“Uh… and why, exactly?” 

She snorted. “You’ve been wearing yourself thin all week. Going home at 

eleven? Every day? I’d give you a raise, but that’s the last thing you need. Also, I’m not your 

boss.” 

I struggled to say something. It wasn’t like I hadn’t heard those words from her a 

thousand times before, but I always found a need to defend myself when she questioned my 

lifestyle choices. Every single time. Even if I gave her the same lousy excuses. “What do you 

mean, that’s the last thing I need?” 

“You need to lighten up, girl.” 



“… I’m light enough, thank you very much.” 

She actually laughed, but I was too confused to get offended. “You know what I 

mean!” 

I knew perfectly what she meant, but I was in a state of confusion. What do I do next? 

What should I wear? I’m pretty sure girls who party don’t come in cardigans and jeans. Should 

I buy a new dress? And get my hair done? I like keeping my hair in a bun because it was 

efficient, but what was the probability of girls in buns getting dates? 

My thoughts spiraled away even further. What if something happens to me? Will she 

be okay with that? Will my friends be okay with that? Will my reputation be ruined forever, 

and I’ll be forced to live in shame for the rest of my life? Although they’ll never find out unless 

I tell them, because I don’t even update my Facebook… and do I even have friends? But wait, 

what about him? He’ll know for sure that I’ve never been with a man before. Would that ruin 

my chances? How do you even dance properly in a bar? 

Her laugh shook myself out of my mental ramblings. “Yep. You really need to lighten 

up.” 

I really hate her sometimes. 

  



Unchooser, Part II 
 

Most girls are overcome with decision paralysis when it comes to what to wear. 

Some, like me, more than others. 

I almost wish we were required to wear uniforms at work, because that would save me 

at least an hour of agonizing over my options. But I also dread the idea of wearing a white polo 

shirt and looking like a factory worker. 

I’ve tried many approaches. Pre-selected combinations the night before. Color-coding 

schemes for every day of the week. Following the month’s trend. Wearing similar outfits for an 

entire week. 

It still takes me an hour at the minimum. 

I don’t know why it’s so hard for me to choose. Maybe because it’s easier not to. 

--- 

On a particularly tiring Monday morning, I called up my best friend. 

“It’s only six,” she whined, sleep still interlaced in her voice. 

“I know. But I’ve been up since five and I can’t decide what to wear.” 

She didn’t even miss a beat, and I had to admire that from someone who’d just woken 

up. “The flowery dress with the navy cardigan and the cognac ankle boots.” 

I blinked. “… Didn’t I wear that last week?” 

“Two months ago.” I heard a thump, and I cringed. She probably fell off her bed. “You 

owe me dinner.” 



Dinner, thankfully, was a lot less agonizing choice to make. 

  



Delayed 
 

Not for the first time, his flight was delayed. 

She didn’t know him. Not personally. But she knew he often took the 7 o’clock flight 

that was unfortunately almost always delayed, and that he would order a chicken sandwich 

from her stall as soon as the delay was announced. She was also very much aware how cute he 

was. 

“Me again,” he said that night. 

She smiled. “Chicken sandwich, right?” 

“Right.” 

They were both quiet for a couple of seconds. Then she pressed him a little bit more. 

“They should really work on fixing this flight.” 

“Tell me about it. It’s been, what, my twentieth time this year?” 

He was in a good mood, and since there wasn’t anyone else lining up, she decided to 

stall. “Can’t you ask your boss to let you take a different time, or a different airline maybe?” 

She figured he was traveling on business, if the trend was any indication. 

Still it wasn’t really difficult to heat a sandwich, so her stalling bought her only a few 

seconds, and she was forced to give him his food even before he could answer. 

But he was smiling. “And what, miss these opportunities to see you?” 

  



Visit 
 

“An apple a day keeps the doctor away.” 

She snickered. “But if the doctor is cute, forget the apple.” 

I had enough strength to smack her on the face with my pillow. “You make everything 

about boys!” 

“Why not? The world’s a much better place with them around.” 

I groaned. “You’re giving them a lot more credit than they deserve. What about all the 

lying, cheating scumbags?” 

She helped herself to one of the apples – which she’d brought for, you know, me. “Just 

because you got fooled doesn’t mean I have to be bitter, too.” 

To be fair, she had a point. But she was being awfully idealistic. “Don’t come crying to 

me when you get hurt by the bad boys.” 

“Tsk tsk. Keep that negativity up and you’ll be stuck here for life. You’ll be lucky if 

the cute doctor isn’t a myth after all, but we know most of the fish are out in the open.” She 

took another apple, but this time she tossed it my way. Her expression sobered as she looked 

into my eyes. “Get better, okay?” 

“Don’t give me that look. I’m not going to die.” 

With my free hand I reached for hers, and squeezed it as I offered her my brave smile. 

She squeezed back. 

“I know, you stubborn old lady.” 

  



Fashion Emergency 
 

“Fashion emergency!” my best friend shrieked from the other end of the line. 

I sat up, blinking away sleep. It should be a crime to wake anyone up so early, 

preferably punishable by death. I only grunted, and was answered by crashing and clanging. I 

would know that sound from anywhere. “What are you doing in your closet so early?” I finally 

managed. 

She sniffled. Was she seriously crying? “I have nothing to wear.” 

I sighed. The perks of not being a fashionista: I didn’t have to worry about my 

wardrobe. I could wear the same shirt every other day and no one would notice. “You have an 

entire closet of it. Just pick something.” 

“Easy for you to say, since you don’t mind dressing like a bedraggled factory worker.” 

“I’d rather be bedraggled than bedazzled, thank you,” I snapped in retort, but then she’d 

started wailing again, and I decided to just let it go. “What’s all the fuss anyway?” 

“Justin’s picking me up at six, and I have nothing to wear.” 

“AM?” 

“PM, duh. What are you, stupid? Who goes out on a date in the morning?” 

It was my turn to shriek, and I probably sounded like a banshee. I could care less. “You 

woke me up at this hour for something you’re not actually doing until tonight?” 

“It’s urgent!” 

I hung up, buried my face into my pillow, and shrieked again.  



Stranger 
 

My father was a kind man – or so I’ve been told. 

Hard to say for certain, though, since he’s almost never around. 

Mom had said over and over (I can quote her in my sleep) that I shouldn’t resent his 

absence. After all, he was only doing his duty, and he was doing a darn good job at providing 

us a life of luxury. But I barely ever saw him growing up, because those were the years before 

the comforts of video calling were within reach. 

Every time he came home, I saw a stranger from a faraway land. 

He showered us with presents and treats, of course. Mom would get an Hermès or 

something just as fancy. My sisters would receive Chanels. I’d have a shiny new gadget. We’d 

go on posh family vacations then visit our relatives and friends to tell them all about it, because 

why not? 

Then poof, he’d be gone. Again. Back on the road to el dorado. 

And I’d be waiting, not for his return, but for the time when he no longer has to leave. 

  



Bottomless 
from the universe and lore of The Third Soul 

 

“Are we there yet?” 

Nora had been thinking of the exact same thing, but she didn’t give herself permission 

to voice it out. They’d been walking for what felt like hours, down a staircase that spiraled into 

oblivion, and she had no intention of admitting that she was as frightened as hell. Not when she 

was the outsider in the group and the weakest link in the chain. 

“I don’t recall you being claustrophobic, Eli,” Luella said, but good-naturedly. 

Eli huffed in indignation. “I’m not. But I’m sweating like a pig, and all this sweat is 

ruining my makeup. I need a retouch, pronto.” 

Luella laughed, and she seemed genuinely amused because it was loud and contagious. 

Loud enough to echo through the cavern, contagious enough to make even Jonas smile. 

Jonas caught Nora looking at him, and turned his head to meet her gaze. She realized a 

moment too late that she was unable to look away; his eyes had her transfixed, bottomless pits 

of rich chocolate brown. 

She loved chocolate. 

“You holding up okay?” he asked quietly. 

For a moment, she forgot about the dangers of their excursion, or that she’d been 

holding her breath. “Yeah, thanks.” 

  



Some Days 
 

Some days I wake up with a weariness so deep in my soul, I can’t help but cry. 

I don’t even know why. 

In those days I feel so very old, like I’d lived a thousand lifetimes. The weight of my 

past transgressions is an ache that’s almost unbearable, and the guilt I suffer but can’t 

comprehend is eating me up alive. 

Nobody really understands what I’m going through. They call it with many names – 

PMS, depression, mood swings, loneliness, waking up on the wrong side of the bed, aftermath 

of a bad dream – but they never come close. Some even hurtfully say that I’m nothing but a 

drama queen and an attention whore. I’ve given up trying to defend myself. 

So I just curl up in my bed, and cry until I fall back to sleep. 

  



Impostor 
 

He hacked away at his computer, and he would do so for the next eight hours. It wasn’t 

the grandest, most exciting job in the world, but it paid the bills – and rather well, in fact. 

He’d tell himself every single day that the hours would pass quickly and it was just like 

fine-tuning a composition. But it was almost never just. Instead, it was like waging a war, 

overturning continent after continent in search for a secret weapon that had to be destroyed 

before it brought forth the apocalypse in T minus seven hours and fifty-three minutes. 

But he would not be the patriotic soldier leading the front lines with courage and vigor. 

He’d be there among the troops, yes, but he’d be faking it. After all, there were other places 

he’d rather be, other things he’d rather do. 

At five (finally), he’d be cross-eyed and ready to vomit if he ever saw another line of 

code. But five o’clock also meant a certain kind of freedom, one that he was always quick to 

accept, shedding his uniform and casting it aside for another day. 

And by the time he’d arrive at the bar, his hands on his guitar and a beer on the table in 

front of him, he’d no longer be an impostor. 

  



Natural 
 

As he drove me home that night, I had a sinking feeling that there wasn’t going to be a 

second date. 

He hadn’t said anything, but I could already sense his disapproval in the air. It was hard 

to tell what I did wrong, though, because the night went so well. The food had been delicious, 

and our conversation more so. I laughed at all the right moments, unleashed my wittiest stories, 

smiled like nothing in the world could bring me down. 

Most of all, I was pretty sure I looked great. I wasn’t Miss Universe or anything, but I 

did get my hair and make up done professionally. (Wouldn’t you, if your crush asked you out, 

and you had the means to afford it?) 

Still, something didn’t feel right. 

The silence was deafening by the time we arrived. He pulled over and cut the engines, 

leaving only the light from the nearby lamppost to illuminate us inside. 

I blinked in confusion as he reached out for the box of tissues on the dashboard and 

handed it to me. “What’s this for?” 

He hesitated, but he also seemed to know it was too late to back out of what he’d 

started. So he settled for a smile, and, gosh, I loved that smile, even if it looked really 

uncomfortable right now. “Don’t get me wrong, okay? I had a lot of fun tonight, and you look 

great. B-but…” 

“But…?” 

He swallowed, suddenly unable to meet my gaze. “I really would like to kiss you,” he 

said in a rush, almost inaudibly (of course, I heard every word and I had to exert maximum 

effort not to erupt in a fit of squeals and giggles). 



What he said next, though, was what surprised me the most. “But I’d like to do that 

without all that… stuff on your face.” 

I couldn’t help it; I just started laughing. Really laughing. Gosh, he was just too 

adorable. And I knew that make up remover I’d secretly stashed in my purse would come in 

handy. Ha! 

I must’ve thrown him into a state of panic, because he started apologizing, rambling 

about how I was prettiest in my natural state, blah blah blah. 

But I wasn’t really listening anymore. I was hurrying up so he could kiss me. 

  



Rendezvous 
from the universe and lore of The Third Soul 

 

The last thing Nora imagined to find on the rooftop of their office at nearly midnight 

was a cute guy. 

She’d suspected all along that Luella was some kind of weirdo (although an annoyingly 

pretty one) with her strange habits and inexplicable contradictions, but she didn’t expect her to 

be scandalous. Yet there she was with some guy, secretly meeting on a foggy night like star-

crossed lovers. 

Nora pressed herself up against the nearest wall just as he said, “I came as soon as I 

could.” She was pretty sure they were hugging, and she felt another pang of envy. For all of 

Luella’s faults, everyone seemed to like her just fine. 

“I called Eli, but they’ve cancelled all flights,” the stranger continued. “We’ll have to 

do it ourselves.” 

His last words suddenly made Nora nervous. So this wasn’t a date? 

Even Luella sounded anxious. “Jonas, you know I’ve never done anything like that 

before. What if it goes wrong?” 

“This is already wrong,” Jonas replied, gesturing to the fog that had thickened around 

them. 

Nora looked down, and realized with a shiver that the fog had already crept past her 

knees. She couldn’t see anything beyond it. This is not good. 

Before her mind could start conjuring images of snakes eating her toes or her legs 

melting like plastic, she turned her attention back to eavesdropping on Luella and Jonas. 

“I have a bad feeling about this,” Luella muttered, gritting her teeth. 



“Just do it,” Jonas said, holding up his phone in front of her face. 

Luella sucked in a breath, then held out her arms. Slowly, carefully, she drew the magic 

circle in the air, following the image on Jonas’ phone. Then she started with the incantation, 

and it almost sounded like she was singing, her voice clear despite whatever was in the air that 

night. 

And then, without warning, she froze. 

“Somebody’s here.” 

Nora jerked back with a start, realizing she’d been discovered. Her first instinct had 

been to run away and act like nothing happened, but then she caught herself. Why would she? It 

had been Luella who’d snuck inside way past office hours with no official business, meeting up 

with strangers and singing creepy songs on foggy rooftops. As her supervisor, it was Nora’s job 

to be here. 

She straightened up, about to tell the other girl that she was going to report her, but the 

look on Luella’s face stopped her short. It was apologetic – and several shades too pale. 

“I didn’t mean you, Nora.” 

  



The Post 
 

87 likes, 326 comments – and counting. All under an hour. 

She was having the time of her life. 

She didn’t start it, but she’d seen “the game” on her feed and thought, for no particular 

reason, to do the same. 

To her surprise, her stats skyrocketed, soaring to heights she’d never seen before. Her 

daily motivational quotes, Bible verses and haikus only earned her five to eight likes (at most). 

But The Post? It was phenomenal in comparison. 

Leave a sticker comment, then I’ll like it and 

I’ll message you a name. Afterwards, you’ll 

come back to this post and comment about how 

you feel towards that person. Don’t worry, 

we’ll keep the name to ourselves, ’till death 

do us part! 

And people just fell for it. Notifications flooded in. She sent out names, and was 

barraged with comments. – some good (“I appreciate her contributions.”), but mostly awful 

(“I SO HATE HIS GUTS, I WISH HE’D GO DIE IN A FIRE KTNXBYE”) and controversial 

(“Okay, I don’t really want to say this because I’ve known her a really long time, but what the 

heck. She’s such a drama queen!”). 

In a matter of minutes, The Post had become home to a full-scale gossiping ecosystem, 

and she relished being at the center of it. 

People tearing each other to shreds in front of the whole world was just too much fun to 

watch. 

  



Message 
from the universe and lore of The Third Soul 

 

I put my hand against the bark. It was warm, like it remembered. 

Well, maybe it did. 

I was surprised the tree was still alive. After all, I was certain it had been an 

awfully long time, because nothing here looked, sounded or felt familiar. Something had been 

unleashed upon the world, a force dark and violent and destructive, and it had warped the 

terrain into something unrecognizable, almost alien. 

Yet in the midst of the wilderness stood this strange tree – strong, tall and beautiful, the 

only visible living thing for miles around. I could see why it had become the stuff of legend, the 

people of this age calling it the World Tree. 

My fingers found indentations on the bark that felt too geometric to be natural, and I 

leaned in for a closer look. What I saw took my breath away. 

They were numbers. 

At first I couldn’t make out what exactly they were supposed to be, but the longer I 

stared, the clearer I could see the faint traces of magic within the lines. Most days I cursed my 

Sight, but today I was grateful for it. 

I was looking at coordinates. Dates. A code of some sort, but nothing I couldn’t crack. 

And the magic’s signature was his. He’d been here, to the tree. 

Our tree. 

For the first time in a long time, hope seized my heart, and I wept with joy. 

  



Date 
 

It had been fifteen minutes since I’d taken out the cookies from the oven, and no kids 

came barreling into the kitchen. How odd. 

“Jessie! James!” I called out to the general direction of the living room, but there was 

still no response. (And yes, that’s what we named our kids. No judgment.) 

Willing myself not to overreact and panic and think about crazy scenarios like my little 

ones being abducted by aliens, I rushed to the living room. Please let them be there, I prayed, 

because I had no idea what to do if ever they weren’t. 

It turned out I didn’t have to worry. They didn’t go blasting off again. They were sitting 

very comfortably on the couch, primping our dog (who we were tempted to name Meowth) 

with a strange, laser-like focus. Whatever the reason was, I didn’t get the memo. 

“What are you guys doing?” I asked, a little too brightly. “Your cookies are getting 

cold.” 

They both looked up, beaming. But it was Jessie who answered. “Hi, Mom. We’re just 

getting Ash ready.” She leaned in conspiratorially. “He’s going out on a date.” 

I blinked. “A date?” 

“Yes! With Mrs. Hall’s dog!” James exclaimed triumphantly, jumping off the couch to 

show me the gazebo and the dog-sized table and chairs they’d somehow managed to construct 

(without me noticing) on the garden. It was half-impressive, half-horrifying. 

Impressive because my kids were only six and four. 

Horrifying because they pretty much wrecked half the lawn to set things up for that 

afternoon’s date – crushing flowerbeds, trampling on grass, displacing soil. Their father was 

going to be furious. 



But what the heck, it was just too darn cute. 

“I think Ash’s lady friend would love some homemade cookies,” I offered, and the 

smiles they bestowed me in return were priceless. 

--- 

That night, before going to bed, I told my husband about our dog’s date. Expecting him 

to be angry, I’d already prepared my case and had it within arm’s reach, should he throw a fit 

for the mess in the garden. 

But instead, he laughed. 

“What’s so funny?” 

He wrapped an arm around me and kissed my forehead. “You’re all so cute. 

You do know Mrs. Hall’s dog is male?” 

  



Hypothetical 
 

“Hypothetical question,” she started to say, leaning forward ever so slightly. “So 

there’s this girl, and she has a guy friend that she really likes. But he doesn’t seem to get the 

hint. Should she go ahead and tell him, so she’ll know if he likes her back or not?” 

He averted his gaze to his hands, which he’d wrapped around his cup of coffee on the 

tabletop. “What kind of hints has she been dropping? Maybe she’s not doing a very good job at 

it.” 

Her cheeks grew flushed. It was a rather chilly morning, and it wasn’t helping. “For 

starters, she spends her morning breaks with him. That’s five times a week. Also, her texts have 

emojis.” 

He shifted in his seat, sneaking a shy glance at her before looking away again. “Don’t 

all girls text with emojis?” 

“This hypothetical girl doesn’t.” 

“But she has a boyfriend,” he said, lifting his head so he could look at her in the eyes. 

His own glistened with a strange sort of light – was it hope? 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” She was smiling now. “He must be 

hypothetical.” 

  



Confession 
 

Hey. 

I have some confessions to make. 

First: I’ve dubbed you The Boy With The Awkward Smile. Not because I don’t know 

your name (I do, actually, mother’s maiden name and all – oops!) but because it’s so much 

easier to talk to my girl friends that way.  “Him” is a little too vague, and so is “that guy.” 

Second: I didn’t like you at first. More of, I didn’t know you existed. Mostly because I 

was busy trying to get myself noticed by the hottest guy in campus, and you were content 

with dissolving into the shadows. And then when we got paired up in science class, you 

proceeded to intimidate me with your smarts. How was I to match up with that? Back then all I 

could talk about were OOTDs and Instagram. 

Third: I have no idea how it happened, but I like you now. Like, really really like you. 

Maybe it’s all those library hours or the walks home after detention or something. Like water 

seeping through the cracks in my walls, you just, well, grew on me. Your awkward smile, your 

silly laugh, the way your eyes shine when we talk about physics and Marvel and life on other 

planets, how you always pick up your phone when I call you at three in the morning in tears 

(even if The Exorcism of Emily Rose already scarred you for life). 

You and I, we both unraveled, I think. And I really don’t mind so much. 

So do you like me 

I just want to know, do you feel the same 

Are you seeing someone 

Do you want to go out  



So, yeah. That’s about it. Just needed to clear my head and you’ve been in it a lot, so… 

yeah. 

~The Girl With Two Left Feet 

PS. But if there’s the tiniest chance that you might, in some form that doesn’t destroy the fabric of space-time, like me back… 

will you let me know? Don’t make me bargain. 

  



Sentimental 
 

After dinner on New Year’s Eve, we sat cross-legged on the floor with a bottle of wine 

and a box full of pictures. The wine had become tradition, but the box was a surprise. 

“What are we supposed to do with these?” I asked, taking out a couple of photos. 

He laughed. “Where’d your sense of sentimentality go? Just thought we could, you 

know, look back on how our year went and the stuff we’ve managed to do together.” 

I elbowed him teasingly. “You didn’t strike me as the sentimental type.” 

“I have my moments,” he replied with a wink. He reached out for one of the pictures I 

was holding. It was a candid shot from one of our trips, me standing on a sidewalk and totally 

engrossed with my phone. “Remember this?” 

“Oh my gosh!” I exploded with laughter. The picture wasn’t Instagram-worthy; heck, I 

would’ve deleted it the second after it was taken if I’d known it existed. But the story behind it 

was priceless. Embarrassing, but priceless. 

“The Super Mario café must be a red building because he wears a red jumpsuit,” he 

said a matter-of-factly, attempting to mimic my voice. 

I grabbed a pillow from the couch and hit him with it. 

He was still laughing when he grabbed me in return and kissed me on the forehead. 

“Adorable.” 

We spent the rest of the evening going through the pictures, retelling our stories and 

planning future adventures, even after we’d finished our bottle of wine and the clock struck 

midnight. 

“Happy new year, hun.” 



“Happy new year.” 

  



Resolutions 
 

She hated resolutions, but for the first time, she agreed to participate in the painful 

process. Mostly to shut her best friend up, who rambled nonstop about it once a year. 

An hour later, she had an empty cup of coffee – and an equally empty piece of paper. 

Her phone rang. 

“Happy happy happyyyyyy new year!” 

“Hey. Happy new year to you, too.” 

A moment of silence. “What’s wrong? It’s a new year, aren’t you excited?” 

She sighed. “Resolutions are hard.” 

“Oh… Oh! You actually did it? I’m so happy for you! So, how long is your list? I did 

mine last night and I have 37 items! Although I also included goals and plans… I think those 

should count. It’s my list after all.” 

She sighed. “I still have nothing. I told you, I’m no good at this. I’ll just have to see 

what the universe throws at me this year and work through it.” 

“So if bad things happen, you’re just going to lie down and accept them with open 

arms?” 

“Why not? The storm can’t possibly go on for a year, it’s going to die down sooner or 

later. Nothing lasts forever.” 

“Nothing lasts forever!” Her best friend burst into laughter. “Okay, fine. You have a 

point. But I still think you’re afraid of commitment.” 



She put away her paper and pen. “Let’s just… agree to disagree. Come over for lunch?” 

“Be there in five.”  



Day 1 
 

On the first day of the new year, she went to church and lit a candle. 

She wasn’t religious, but there was something about holy places that called out to her. 

It didn’t matter which one; all she needed was a place to commune in silence with the universe. 

That morning, she talked about gratitude. She counted her blessings – quite literally, in 

fact. She made it to 83 before she got sidetracked by a cute guy. 

Then she made a wish. She always did, at the beginning of a new year. It was such a 

vain thing, wishing. Wishing and dreaming when the real world and the so-called “real life” 

was dark and unforgiving. 

But she didn’t have to be. 

 

 

 

  



Morning Meditation 
 

He found his daughter sitting alone in the living room that morning, amidst the 

clutter of household items that had accumulated over the years, as well as leftovers from the 

holidays. 

“Are you okay?” he asked tentatively. Growing up she’d always been a little quiet, but 

he was no longer accustomed to seeing her that way. She was bright and bubbly every time she 

visited. 

She cracked an eye open for a moment to look at him. “I’m fine, Dad.” She lifted her 

arms up, put her palms together in front of her chest, and inhaled deeply. Then she got up, 

grinning. “Just a little morning meditation. Wanna join me tomorrow?” 

“Will it break my back?” 

“No, silly!” she exclaimed, laughing. Then she winked. “You won’t even know what’s 

happening.” 

He chuckled. “All right, all right. But shouldn’t we do it outside? It’s a little crowded in 

here.” 

She tucked her hands into her pockets and scanned the living room, rocking on the balls 

of her feet. “I like it here, though,” she said after a while, smiling. “It feels like home.” 

  



Mother 
 

“You look tired.” 

She took a sip of her soda before replying. “No, not tired. Just… thinking.” 

He frowned. “Class didn’t go well? Weren’t you supposed to have show and tell, or 

something?” 

“Oh, it went well. Too well. The kids were delighted to be superheroes for a day. 

Naturally, they wore costumes. And got into fights, shouting all sorts of battle cries. Many of 

them attempted to fly.” She was chuckling by the end of her story, and so was he. 

“How many Captain Americas?” 

“Four. Plus an equal amount of Iron Mans. And Bucky.” 

“No wonder you’re exhausted.” 

She shook her head. “I told you, I’m not tired. It’s just… there’s this one kid. She went 

last. Wore an oversized blazer and a large floppy hat. I seriously thought she was going to say 

she was Black Widow in disguise or something. But no. Guess who she was?” 

They’d been together long enough for him to know it was a rhetorical question. So he 

said nothing and simply nodded for her to continue. 

“A mother.” 

He blinked. “Capital M mother? Mother Goddess? Earth Mother?” 

“No. A mother.” She took his hand in both of hers, absent-mindedly playing with his 

fingers. “She said her mother was invincible, could do anything. And that she wanted to be just 

like her when she grew up.” 



They looked into each other’s eyes in silence for a while. Then a grin spread across his 

face. “Yeah, I think mothers are pretty super.” 

She pursed her lips together. “I’m scared.” 

“Oh, don’t worry about it,” he said, kissing her forehead. “Kids don’t lie. So if she said 

mothers are invincible, then you’re going to be.” 

  



Lost 
 

She was lost. Again. 

She’d been pretty sure she read the maps right, but apparently she made a wrong turn 

somewhere along the way and ended up several blocks in the opposite direction. 

Not that it was the first time. She always got lost in her travels. It had become a joke 

among her friends, and they thought she kept it up on purpose. But no, it just so happened she 

was bad at directions, and she wasn’t a great planner. 

“Still not used to this feeling, huh,” she told herself, muttering under her breath. 

At the verge of panicking, she closed her eyes. She had to steady herself, and that 

meant returning to some form of her comfort zone. 

--- 

“So what did you do?” her best friend over the phone that night, when she got back to 

her hotel. 

“I stood in the middle of the intersection with my eyes closed, mentally listing the pros 

and cons of my situation. I actually have enough to write a whole blog post about it.” 

“And then?” 

“I nearly got run over by a car.” 

Laughter erupted from the other end of the line. “Was the driver cute, at least?” 

  



Fashion Friday 
 

“What the-” She stopped short, staring at the kids. After blinking a couple more times, 

she finally turned to give her best friend an incredulous look. “What have you done with your 

nieces and nephew?” 

Bestie laughed. “I dubbed today Fashion Friday. Babysitter’s choice.” 

She sighed. “They’re even more fashionable than me.” 

“Yeah, well, look at you. We bought a nice pair of heels and you’re still wearing that 

worn out thing.” 

She looked down at her flats. They were a little old, but they were still functional. 

“They looked weird with my jeans.” 

Bestie rolled her eyes. “Girl, heels go with anything.” 

If it had been anyone else, she would’ve been offended, but it was her best friend. That 

was just how they rolled. 

“So how does Fashion Friday work?” 

“Like this.” Bestie pulled the kids close in an awkward pre-groupie hug just as a cute 

guy was about to pass them by. “Oh, you kids are too adorable! Give Auntie a hug!” 

It was her turn to roll her eyes. 

  



Infinite 
 

He presented her with a stack of National Geographic magazines. 

She blinked. “Are those… mine?” 

He grinned sheepishly. “Yeah. I kinda borrowed them for a bit. Sorry I didn’t tell you.” 

She wasn’t sure how to react to that, so she quietly took the magazines from his hands. 

And even without consciously thinking about it, she started checking for signs of wear and tear. 

He looked on, visibly nervous. 

When she reached the middle, she stopped. It was a very old issue, but one that she 

really liked – because of the cover, which was a gorgeous shot of the stars that lay waiting in 

space, infinite and inviting. 

But she mostly stopped because the magazine felt wrong. Like it had been tampered 

with. Her instincts kicked in and she flipped through the pages frantically, wondering what it 

was that bothered her so. 

Then her breath got caught in her throat and she just stood there, frozen. 

It was a bookmark. He’d attached a piece of string as a bookmark on the first page of 

the story about the stars. 

And the end of the string was tied to a ring. 

When she dared to look away from the magazine, he was on his knees in front of her. 

“My love for you is as infinite as the stars. Will you marry me?” 

  



Lunchtime 
 

He hadn’t been able to get her off his mind the past few weeks. 

“You know that feeling, when you start to see something in a different light?” he asked 

her one day, during lunch. Ironically, he had no one else to discuss the matter with but the lady 

in question, since they were best of friends. 

She poked at her food. He could almost swear she was trying not to look at him – but 

then again with women, he could never really be sure. “Something, or someone?” 

A nervous laugh. “What makes you think it’s a someone?” Oops. He swore viciously 

inside his head. Did he just give himself away? 

She shrugged. “Just asking.” Finally she looked at him. “But, yeah, I get that. I used to 

feel that way about running. It was pretty fun, and then the more we did it, the more it… 

well, you know, one day I realized I just really liked it.” 

Oh, you have no idea. 

He slowly exhaled, hoping it wasn’t obvious that he’d been holding his breath as she 

spoke. 

“So what’s really bothering you?” she asked. 

He hesitated. “I’m not sure how to explain it.” He took a page from her book, averting 

his gaze and poking at his food. “Well, I guess if we use the running scenario… what’s next? 

Do we take it up a notch and start training for marathons? Or do we just keep running, the way 

we’re used to? Option 2’s awfully tempting. Because what if we don’t really like running that 

much after all, or if things just don’t work out, or-” 



“Or what if we stop clinging to the notion of safety and actually give the marathon a 

try?” She folded her arms and grinned at him smugly from across the table. “Option 1’s riskier, 

but you know what they say. Fortune favors the brave.” 

He stared into her eyes, and even though the cafeteria was noisiest at lunchtime, the 

silence between them was deafening – it was so loud, he could hear his heart banging on the 

walls of his chest. 

But in those few precious seconds they came into some sort of understanding. 

“When do we start?” he asked, smiling. 

She gave him the same smile in return. “Dinner?” 

  



The God of Ugly Things 
from the Hotel Fen universe 

 

“You should not be here.” 

Baldr looked up wearily at his twin brother. “I could say the same to you.” 

Hlidskjalf, the seat upon which Odin could gaze at all the Realms, was made for two, 

and Hodr lowered himself into the empty space with a snort. The smell of mead was already 

strong in his breath, yet the evening’s feast had barely started. “Father would not be pleased to 

find out that you are spending the night gawking at your inheritance.” 

“I am not gawking.” Baldr should be exasperated, but he only sounded tired. “I merely 

wanted some peace and quiet,” he added pointedly. 

Hodr snorted again. “All the attention and adulation is still not enough for you?” The 

alcohol slurred some of his words, but that wasn’t the worst of it. Baldr could hear the jealousy 

and resentment in his brother’s tone, and he did not like that. He’d had to deal with everyone 

else’s already. 

“I would trade places, if that were at all possible.” 

“We cannot change who we are, brother. You are the heir, and I am the spare.” 

Baldr bristled, and he shifted sharply to face his twin, blue eyes glinting with bottled 

rage. “Do you think I chose any of this?” No, not anger. Sorrow. He was the light of the Aesir, 

the shining heir to Asgard and all the Worlds… yet he wanted no part of it. Everything he did, 

everything he had to do for their father and for their family, it made him deeply unhappy. Not 

even his promised future, a rule of prosperity and peace, comforted him. “I would rather have 

nothing.” 



“Speak not your heart,” Hodr cautioned, and when he met his brother’s gaze, his eyes 

were surprisingly sober. Then he glanced at the shadows of the World Tree, at what looked like 

two small, strangely bent leaves. The ravens. “They are always listening.” 

  



More Attractive Than the Orchids 
from the Hotel Fen universe 

 

“No.” 

Loki huffed. “For this plan to work, someone has to be the bride.” 

Thor started to open his mouth, but Vidar gave him a withering stare. Then he turned 

his disapproving gaze at Loki. “And who put you in charge, Loki?” 

Loki’s grin was large and wolf-like. “Should you wish to lodge a complaint, you will 

have to speak directly to your father.” That, he knew, was going to stop the boys from whining. 

No one really wanted to deal with Odin these days. The rumors said even Frigg was ready to 

leave him, and the Allfather’s wife had the patience of a Norn. 

“You cannot make me wear a dress. A dress!” Thor glared at his half-brother, his face 

beginning to grow as red as his hair. “It is not my fault Mjolnir is lost.” 

Vidar was impressively poker faced. “I do not know what you are talking about.” He 

was getting good at lying. He could only hope Heimdall wouldn’t out him. 

  



Human Cadaver Studies 
from the Hotel Fen universe 

 

“Do the dead Dream?” 

Hel watched her Queen smash the head of an opposing Pawn with her massive axe. The 

chess pieces were made from bone, but their blades were live steel. She glanced across the 

board at the image of her brother, her lips on the unmarred side of her face turning up into a 

ghost of a smile. “Who wants to know?” 

The Queen spun around and decapitated the Bishop that tried to sneak up from behind 

her. 

Fenris was lounging like he had all the time in the world, though he could never quite 

muster their father’s carefree demeanor. There was a tension in his shoulders even as he 

shrugged and tried to appear nonchalant. “Just curious.” He was in human form today, his 

blond hair framing his handsome face and roguish grin. The Midgardians liked that look, his 

sister knew. 

“What are you planning, brother?” Hel’s attention was not on their chess game 

anymore. The remaining pieces launched into a melee soon after, with Fenris’ army being 

decimated first. Then the Queen hacked off her own comrades’ heads. 

He grunted. He could never win against her, no matter what the game. “A better means 

to track them down.” 

“Scrying has not worked?” A not-so-subtle jab. Did he really think she wouldn’t know 

that he’s working with someone outside of the family? 

His expression tightened. “No, it has not.” 



She took the Queen’s axe and picked her nails with it. “Come visit, then, little brother. 

Let me show you how the dead Dream.” 

  



Defense Mechanism 
from the Hotel Fen universe 

 

The baby twisted in her crib like she’s some sort of caterpillar, and the motion looked 

uncomfortable. Painful, even. Though it wasn’t until her spine protruded through her semi-

translucent skin, making the ridges uncannily visible, that Hel stepped back, aghast. She’d seen 

something similar before, and her heart sank at the realization. “She’s a shapechanger, too.” 

Loki, however, simply picked up the child and cradled her to his chest, cooing softly. It 

was a display of gentleness that only his family ever saw. “My beautiful girl.” 

“He’ll want her gone,” Hel said in a small, trembling voice. 

“I know.” 

“You can’t let it happen.” 

The Trickster pressed a kiss to his baby’s forehead. “I know.” 

  



Canvas 
 

The white canvas stared back at her, held in place by a wooden frame with an intricate 

carving. There was nothing remarkable about the painting, so why was it here? 

 

“Is this part of the exhibit?” she asked a passing staff, who only nodded curtly before 

continuing on his way. 

 

It wasn’t blank. Just white, and so very plain. She folded her arms and glared, 

challenging it to share its secrets. 

 

The standoff lasted for a while. Then she sighed and surrendered. 

 

When she turned around, she found that she wasn’t the only one trying to make sense 

of it. 

  



Love, Personified 
 

My heart pounded as I stood behind the oak doors, waiting for my turn. I could hear the 

dramatic strains of music through the cracks, but it did nothing to calm my nerves. This would 

be the perfect time, I thought, for a bride to make a run for it. 

 

Only that I didn’t want to run, despite the full awareness of my vulnerability when I’d 

finally walk down that aisle, exposed to everyone’s stares and everyone’s smartphones. This 

was love. I was love, personified, in my veil of white and layers of lace. 
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