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The Rising Sun Saga is dedicated to the One

	whom all things are inspired by.

	 

	Thank you to all the wonderful people who helped bring this story to life — for their love and support from first dream to reality.

	 


Week One

	 

	 


Premiere

	 

	 

	It was only minutes and counting until I could see him again…

	 

	My phone beeped wildly on my dresser, as I pulled a brush through my long hair for what seemed like the thousandth time tonight. My new phone was an upgrade, in a stunning dark boysenberry-pinkish color, but I was barely able to work out how to use it, let alone reply to all these messages coming in tonight.

	I knew some would be from Reemée, my older sister. Alezmé and I had been spending the last few weeks with her while Abe was in Arizona. It hadn’t been that long ago since Abe had shared the awesome news that he was moving from Arizona to LA this weekend, but it had been the pain of separating from him that had initially led me to want to spend more time away from my own home, and more time in Malibu with family. And it had also been nice to see Reemée spending more quality time with Alezmé.

	The sound of my phone beeping also reminded me of an intense dream I’d had last night. There had also been a sudden change in scenery in my dream that had almost made me wonder if I’d had two separate dreams, or if they were intertwined.

	In my dream I’d woken up in my familiar bedroom and saw that my room was filled with an ambient sunny glow, radiating as sunshine poured through the open windows through gently moving curtains. But suddenly the sunny day in my room had turned into a dark, raining night. The bedroom windows were now closed and the curtains weren’t moving anymore. Nothing seemed to be warm or moving anymore and I remember feeling saddened with the change in environment.

	I’d looked around for a light switch to turn on. Or the outline of my bedside table lamp to touch to cause some light to shine in the darkness that seemed to be trying to invade with every tiny moment that had drifted through the concept of time in my dream.

	…I could hear my phone ringing.

	I looked in the direction of where the sound was coming from, glanced across my bedside table, bedspread, and then searched for my handbag in the dim light.

	My phone stopped ringing, but I found my handbag on the floor near the front end of my bed and rustled through it in hope of finding it. The ringing then started again, but the sound wasn’t coming from my handbag.

	“Kitty, babe…” I heard someone leaving a message.

	Was I hearing my landline voicemail…from my phone in my room, or the in the kitchen? I wondered.

	“…are you th-? Please pick up, Kira…” The voice sounded like it was Abe’s and he was pleading for me to pick up. What was happening that Abe needed to connect with me so urgently? I wondered as I searched further for my phone.

	“…honey, please p…up…you’re going to be o…”

	I followed the muffled voice that cut in and out before stopping altogether, before my phone started ringing again.

	Great! I could hear it coming from under my bed, and as I lay on my side I could see the glow from my phone lighting up, confirming where it was. I tried to stretch my arm out as far as I could, and then attempted to stretch my hand out further but it was only just out of reach. I stretched my arm and then hand out further again, but then my hand began reaching and swiping into midair…but suddenly now through the air above a cliff top!

	The dream scene had changed dramatically as I was no longer in my bedroom in my dream, but standing over the edge of a cliff, trying to find my balance and still swiping through midair.

	‘I don’t wanna fall!’ I remembered screaming just before waking up, and had felt so relieved to feel the safety of my comfortable, solid bed beneath me and that I was now nowhere near the edge of a cliff whatsoever…

	As I looked into the mirror, I reset my focus from remembering my dream, back to what I was doing — and finished brushing my hair ready for Mimi to style it for an event tonight, just in time as she arrived. Yesterday I’d just had new extensions reset in my hair, all in preparation for a big premiere. I hadn’t been out in the celebrity circles for a while, so I wanted to go there with all the trimmings tonight. I may as well make a splash of it and have some fun with playing dress up and being ultimately girly, I thought.

	“Hey babe!” I heard Mimi call out from the front entrance, after someone from security had let her in.

	“Hi honey — I’m in here!” I called back.

	Mimi, who was Jenna and Zanee’s makeup artist and hairstylist, had offered to come over and prime me up. I didn’t mind applying my own makeup for some big events, but it was always nice to have a professional in to ensure I didn’t mess it up. And I knew how important it actually was to have the right sort of makeup on that works well in photographs. Seriously…I had somehow forgotten about all the scrutinizing physical beauty prep that goes on prior to an occasion like this.

	Mimi had also offered to do Abe’s makeup as well, without even battling an eyelid as she would in her industry, but I kindly declined on his behalf knowing what his immediate reaction would be to something like this. Besides, I knew that with his naturally handsome features, olive complexion and just his natural radiance in his personality, makeup certainly wasn’t ever needed for him.

	I put the hairbrush back down and picked up my phone instead, giving up on trying to work out which hairstyle would be best. I let Mimi decide from here as I was trying to get used to the longer length as well. She decided to work with leaving my hair out, styling it subtly and then she added two hair bling accessories from Exquizit to compliment the new length.

	Our hair bling accessories were a new collection of fun and dazzling wow pieces that could be worn blended into your hair. Mimi chose the Dew Drops for tonight, which she placed firstly in the straight sections just before the soft wavy curls at the front, and the second piece to the back of the other side, nearer to the ends of my hair. These pieces sat lightly, blending in with my hair as the lines of cascading diamonds hung delicately on fine threads from near invisible headbands, matching the color of my hair and glistened with the movement of my hair as I moved.

	I looked up on occasion to note the lovely transformation in the mirror, however only half of my mind was on the premiere — and the other half was worried about what Abe would think seeing me all glammed up like this. I hope he will like it…and I wonder if he decided on going formal or no tie?

	I quickly worked out how to send a text message and sent a reply to my sister first. Right on cue, Reemée sent a message back, just after I had finished replying, asking if Alezmé was staying in Malibu with them tonight.

	yes of course. Mom has already picked her up, I typed back.

	ta, Reemée replied again straight away. Her interest was a good sign. A sign that she really was starting to heal from such a painful past tragedy, and I was only too willing to help her on her journey to getting better and becoming at peace again. She was even talking about starting a new photo album. A new pink album with new memories, even though she continued to carry around the yellow one with photos of Alezmé as a baby and her late husband Clain.

	I had assured her that a new album sounded like a great idea. A new start, but I didn’t know what that might mean for Alezmé and my relationship in the future…it was like she was my own daughter now.

	It was nice that Alezmé could spend time with my family in Malibu this weekend too, even though it was hard to be separated from her. I had mostly good memories of our family home from when I lived there. Reemée and Chase lived still there. Asher had just moved out to his own party pad. I wondered if that meant he would actually find a job to sustain his new away-from-home lifestyle, but I doubted he would. The same offer was always on the cards for myself as well, if I ever wanted to go back to living the prestigious high-life at my parents’ seemingly unlimited expense, but I was determined not to.

	Cliché, I thought, as I was getting ready to attend an event that was all part and parcel of this glamorous type of lifestyle. I had received a personal invitation to attend a Hollywood movie premiere that my good friend Sarah was co-starring in. My friends and I hadn’t seen her around much lately, but we guessed it was because she was busy becoming famous in the movie industry and was now recognized a lot when she was out.

	We knew Sarah still very much wanted to hang with her friends and just go anywhere she pleased, but was struggling with this new-found restriction so she had been starting to ask for my advice about how to handle it all. I really hoped she didn’t get swept away on the alluring current that having copious amounts of money could bring, nor the negative things that could come with it too. Nevertheless, we were going to stick by her. And I was so proud of her and was feeling totally amped to see her tonight in the movie premiere called The Needa Lands. Exciting!

	A new message beeped through from Abe. I could barely contain my elation at the thought of seeing him soon.

	Abe... I’d thought in my mind, but I must’ve had a super cheesy expression on my face, as I saw Mimi grin at me in the mirror’s reflection.

	ready? I replied to his message, meaning ‘is he ready to take his first shot at the whole red-carpet thing tonight.’

	you’ll luv it, I sent a second message.

	really? wow this is LA living, hey? Abe typed back, but I picked up on a slight note of hesitation in his text messages.

	will be fun!

	sweet. 5 mins away.

	“Thank you, Mimi.” I smiled as she finished some touches to my makeup, and then began to pack up her things.

	“You’re welcome,” she replied. “You look delish.”

	“Sweet, thanks.” I smiled again, sighing in relief, hoping she wasn’t just saying that as I slipped into some designer heels to complete the look.

	Only a few minutes later there was a knock at the door.

	I went to open the door, but my hand was hesitant while pushing the handle down, wondering why Abe didn’t just let himself in.

	Abe was there though. He stood on the patio entrance looking frozen. His eyes were wide but I was grateful that it didn’t look like there was anything wrong. His jaw dropped open slightly as I stepped out the doorway and into the sunlight that I felt gracing my body with light and warmth.

	I momentarily forgot about how I was dressed, as I was instantaneously lost in the first sight of seeing Abe again, even though it had only been a short while.

	I shook my head lightly, refreshing my thoughts, and gathered up some strength to think clearly again as he smiled. He was looking so sharp in a crisp-looking shirt and trending slim-fit blazer. How was it even possible for him to look hotter than before?

	“Gorgeous…” he breathed as he took my hand in his.

	“Hot!” was all I could say to compliment him for now.

	“Roll?”

	I nodded yes, and we quickly ducked into the limousine waiting for us outside the front entrance gates.

	On the way I glanced briefly out the window, seeing another luxury car following us, before settling back into the comfortable seat. Abe took my hand and turned me around to face him as I leaned sideways back into the seat. I ignored the delicious display of treats and bubbly on ice there for us. Instead I melted into Abe’s expression. His everything. Everything about him. And it was as if he was taking in, absorbing my everything too.

	We communicated without words for a short moment before catching up about how each other’s week was. It had been so hard to be separated from him, even if it was for just a short time, but I always relished these small and quiet, but most important reunion moments we had.

	“Daniel’s behind us?” Abe asked as we tore our gaze apart, looked around then I realized we were nearing the venue.

	“Yeah. He’s traveling in the car behind us. There will probably be about three other guys from the security team with him for this event.”

	“Probably…” Abe paused for a moment. “Angelo and Drew?”

	“I’m not sure. I only saw Daniel being the last one to climb in the other car. How do you know?”

	“I could sense it,” he replied, looking forwards.

	***

	Abe was right. Daniel, Angelo, and Drew joined us when we arrived at the premiere.

	The brightest of lights instantly began flashing the moment our feet touched the tarmac and followed us intensely up the red carpet.

	“Kira!” I heard people yelling out my name as we walked along.

	Abe squeezed my hand. Through my fixed, smiling expression, I gave him a reassuring look that only he would pick up on.

	He was doing his best at half smiling at the hundreds of people around and calling out to us, in between wearing a cool, one eyebrow raised, just chillin’ expression at times and even jokingly waved occasionally like he had adoring fans waving back at him. It was gorgeous, and if we didn’t momentarily have to be so serious, I would have laughed. He didn’t know that partners usually stayed in the background rather than being alongside a celebrity at events like this. But I didn’t want him to feel like he was ever in the background of my life, so wouldn’t ever say so and much preferred that he was right by my side.

	“Kira. Kira. Over here!”

	The voices grew closer as we slowly walked up the long stretch of red. We were now nearer to the reporters waiting to talk to us on the sidelines.

	“Kira. Who are you accompanied by tonight?”

	I spun around to see who’d asked, but I was already prepared for the taunting questions about who my date was for this event. I looked at the reporter but smiled and pretended that I hadn’t heard them.

	“Kira? Kira — who are you wearing?” I heard a female voice call out, wanting to know the designer of my dress.

	A bit of Abe on my arm, I’d jokingly wanted to reply just for fun, but I kept the thought to myself.

	Abe lightly squeezed my hand again. We were halfway there. “Do you want to stop and do the posing thing?”

	“Ah, no thanks,” I whispered in his ear, still smiling and looking around. “Just want to make a quick appearance. This is enough.”

	“Sweet,” he whispered back, letting me hear a light humor in his voice.

	My jaw and cheeks were starting to tighten as my facial muscles went into overdrive.

	“Oh, my face.” Abe rubbed his jawline as we entered the event auditorium, looking glad to be inside.

	I softly rubbed mine too, and we both let out a small private giggle as we made our way through the foyer. Abe didn’t really have to smile at anyone, as he was only acting as if he was totally famous too.

	The security team weren’t far away from us. If only they could shield paparazzi lights, I hoped, as we turned the corner and I turned my photo-face back on as we were faced with another round of photographs before the movie began.

	Finally we were ushered to our row and I rushed to find our seats. I was keen to sit as quickly as possible as my heels were so incredibly high. We were sitting not far from the front row. It was nice to be up and close to the big screen action, but I’d hoped Abe and I could’ve sat further to the back and pretended like we were at the movies on date night. But this was more like an appearance rather than an enjoyable date with so many people staring my way.

	I spotted Sarah up on the front row sitting next to the director, and Arly, the guy who played the male lead role. He looked really handsome and was paying a fair bit of attention to her. I wondered if they would start dating in real life after the official movie release?

	 

	_____

	 

	The veil of disguise was thicker than the layers of makeup these stars had on.

	But not all of them were really shining stars in Mattesis’s opinion. Just puppets.

	Ugh… He had just cast an illusion for someone in particular that he had been waiting for. But now they’re out of sight?! Someone must be praying, he snarled to himself. And a prayer like this was protecting them from any unseen attack. He knew he couldn’t get to them in this moment. Arghhhh, Mattesis raged in his mind then furiously stormed off and disappeared into another realm, livid that his plan had been foiled.

	_____

	 

	I focused my attention back on Abe and had a sudden unsurprising craving for hot popcorn. I wasn’t sure if you could order food here once you were inside the cinema, and I would feel totally awkward lining up in the cinema’s candy bar downstairs dressed like this even if this was a private invite-only event.

	Abe brushed my hand lightly with the back of his. “You look stunning,” he whispered in my ear.

	“Thanks. You too.” I smiled and lightly nestled into his shoulder. It was my first time seeing him dressed like this. Although he wasn’t normally under-dressed that I had ever seen, with his usual style of crisp-looking shirts or tees with jeans, he still suited this look and I wondered if perhaps he wore this sort of style for work.

	My mom had suggested I was to hire a personal shopper to advise on a dress for tonight, but I had decided to take my girlfriends, Britten and Sandy along dress shopping instead. It was more fun that way. I had shouted them some new outfits while we were there, and we’d made a day of it having an absolute fabulous time shopping in Los Angeles.

	Though by the end of the shopping expedition I hadn’t actually found a dress for the premiere. In the end Michaela only too eagerly offered to design a long, elegant dress for me and it worked out perfectly. I absolutely loved the cream and crimson woven colors with a circular gold pattern around one side, and its layered off-the-shoulders straps design that beautifully fit my shape and style like a dream.

	The movie began as the lights dimmed lower, and I leaned back into my seat as memories of another recent night’s dream began vividly appearing. I’d had this dream that I was now remembering for at least three nights in a row this past week and it was like I could recall this dream as clear as day.

	I tried to focus on the movie as Sarah appeared, but I couldn’t shake these memories. And then I tried to subconsciously think about it and watch the movie but that wouldn’t work either.

	Everything in the imagery from my dream was the opposite in comparison to this very moment I was now living in. Here — I knew I was alive. But in the dream it had been almost without light there, and I could go from place to familiar place with ease, but each scenario was the same. Everything had looked so dry, even the people there, and there was certainly no emotion or energetic expression that people with life breathing through them would have either.

	Eventually my mind recaptured the attention of the movie and its continuing plot enough that I managed to be absorbed into most of it. Sarah sparkled and dazzled up there on the big silver screen. It was slightly amusing to see someone so down to earth be transformed and acting in a movie right before my very eyes, but I only knew that wasn’t too hard to imagine.

	After it finished, Abe turned to me as we stood and smiled at each other. He seemed to have enjoyed the movie too. The noise level was increasing again so I thought it would be easier to chat on the way back to Santa Monica in the limo. It was one of the few movies that I’d seen recently, and there hadn’t been that many that I had actually enjoyed, so I hoped Abe had enjoyed the mixed fantasy and romance genre too, even though it was slightly on the girly side.

	On the way home I was torn in between the buzz of being close with Abe and these intense memories from my dream. I still couldn’t shake the memories from the dream that just so fervently kept playing over and over, painting the dry, dark, harshness of a reality without there being any sense of the breath of life in anything that I saw there.

	“Are you okay?” Abe asked as he interlaced his fingers with mine.

	“Yeah sorry, just somewhat distracted,” I answered honestly as we climbed out of the limo, then Abe walked me to my door before the driver would take him to Benja’s.

	I wondered if I should tell him about the dream, as I knew Abe had intense dreams as well...

	Maybe not today, I thought, as when trying to replay the dream in my thoughts first, I realized I didn’t understand it all yet. It seems that my dreams have deeper meanings. But it felt like I was only understanding in part in regards to what the scenes looked like, but not about what it all meant.

	“See ya tomorrow?” he asked, smiling in response.

	“See ya tomorrow.” I smiled and ducked my head shyly after he kissed me on my cheek. Then my hand…and then gently lifted my head and kissed me on my lips. Such the gentleman, I gushed in thought as we parted, and felt my head start to swim a little. We both agreed that any more than that at this time of night would only cause passionate intensity to rise and temptation to cross the boundaries we’d agreed upon. Especially when Abe was looking this hot too. I didn’t think I could resist him tonight as I reluctantly let his hand go.

	I…love… I began in my mind as I watched him walk to the gate.

	Abe turned before opening the gate, and I gasped a little wondering if he’d just heard my heart. He raised his hand eloquently and blew me a kiss.

	I smiled and blew him one back before turning to go back inside, before my heart could take any more. Any more of the ache and then contradicting elation from when I had just been with Abe and then now the time of being apart for a while.

	 

	
Illuminated Obscurity

	 

	 

	After hurriedly changing out of my dress, gratefully kicking off my high heels and changing into what felt like the most comfortable pajamas on earth, I flopped straight down onto my bed.

	I set the lamp’s light setting onto low, casting out a nice, soft ambiance and let my mind rest in the quiet environment.

	Amid the low glow from the lamp, I could still see into the kitchen from my open door, and I could make out the shape of a rectangular package sitting on the counter top. A parcel had arrived via courier today from Gerral, delivered here at home rather than at Exquizit. Even though I hadn’t opened it, I knew it was Abe’s new bracelet, now complete with all the pieces of it fit together. I sighed happily in anticipation of giving this to him, hoping he’ll like it, and then started to snuggle into the soft top blanket nearly giving in to sleep there.

	It took a bit more time to make myself muster up enough strength to actually climb under the blankets, and then I slipped straight into a dream-like state.

	I needed to rest but I knew that a heavy dream — a certain one — was awaiting my reluctant, uncontrollable, all-consuming dreaming attention.

	I was there again, but was this one taunting my usual dreams, like an invading nightmare? I suddenly guessed. Or was there more to the repetition of the dream that was signaling that I needed to understand something of importance?

	Time passed, in a dream sequence of reality…

	Unusually, I felt like I wanted it to be dark.

	I blended into the surrounding, opaque, painted-looking scene I was in, like I felt comfortable with this feeling of blackness, knowing this really wasn’t a normal dream. But I was fully conscious of my thoughts, feelings, being able to feel the ground under my feet as if I was right here. Maybe it was a nightmare?

	This dream, if it was one in its essence, was so very tangible. The most real-seeming dream ever, and I could almost sense my breathing as I became more submerged into its surroundings. It felt like something was being communicated to me and I wondered if it could be that whatever or whoever it was, wanted me to experience something in particular in this dream.

	I peered into the darkness to find out where I was and recognized that I was somewhere in the mountains.

	I saw the moon above turn and cast a dim reflection over a view I instantly recognized as the place where Abe and I visited in the Santa Monica mountain ranges. I cautiously walked around and took in the setting of where we had spent time together before, in what was usually such a romantic place… But I now knew this definitely wasn’t a nice dream as everything I saw became withered and I started to feel thirsty. It was as if the greenery and everything I could see, including the dull-looking sky, was without life. I looked out to the view but it was deserted, and I could only just look at a flower before it shriveled and crumpled in dryness right before my eyes.

	Everything was so wilting and dusty, and bright colors were fading to browns and grays and was so, so dry-looking. I wondered if even just a little drop of water would make a difference?

	Somehow the scene then rapidly changed and I was now standing outside Rox café, but it was deserted too. I walked in to see only a couple of pieces of paper floating around on the dry dusty floor. I picked up a piece of paper that seemingly looked blank, but then saw on the top in small letters were the words Dark Company. Had I been in this place before?

	‘Without light there is no life.’ All of a sudden I was reading a text message that came through on my phone. I didn’t remember hearing a message alert tone and I couldn’t be dreaming if I was getting a text message, surely?

	Now, it was as if I was listening out too intently for sounds, and I jumped as I heard something that made me think of the sound of a rattling of dry bones…

	Then I felt like I was fading out, but I gasped as I woke up with a start and sat upright like a bolt of lightning had just ran through me. Yet this was something I was getting used to as I woke from my dreams lately — as I changed from the intensity of my dreams as if I was right there, to then being awake again in reality. Even though my reality wasn’t that pale in comparison to my dreams I was having these days, with everything supernatural that I was seeing in real life too.

	I couldn’t bear to be awake anymore either at this small hour of the night, so I pulled my blanket closer around my shoulders and nestled as much as I could into my pillow... I was only too happy to go back to sleep with the relief of not feeling like I was drifting back into a dream, but rather to a place of re-energizing that was much needed.

	 

	
Evasion

	 

	 

	It was just about Saturday afternoon, but after all the hype from the glitz and glamour of last night, I felt like a little down time, to do something a little more relaxing to try and unwind.

	After a couple of phone calls, Sandy had hooked up a time slot for me to go to the mall after closing, at my favorite record store. Sandy knew the manager there, Jules, and she was only too happy to oblige as she had an hour leeway before exiting the mall after closing, and of course with a little extra money for her time.

	I threw on some heels, added a swipe of lipgloss, grabbed my handbag and sent Abe a text message to see if he was keen to meet me there and hangout. I was loving the fact that I could see him so much more easily, now that he was living in LA…and so I didn’t have to wait for him to visit from Arizona to try and squeeze in as much quality time as possible with each other.

	Abe sent a reply saying he was finishing up work in Montebello soon. And it sounded like that he was even more keen to spend some quality time with one of those specialty frozen yogurts they sold in one of the cafés at the mall before they closed.

	I smiled at his reply, not really sure if I should have introduced him to this gem of a find — the most delish frozen yogurts I have tasted, ever, but then smiled again as I knew he was only playing and we agreed to meet at the record store.

	It was so hot out today, I thought as I loosened my snug, light, half-cut jacket and walked in through the mall about fifteen minutes early, intentionally leaving my sunglasses on until I reached the store.

	“Hi Jules.” I smiled at her as I walked in, and she kindly nodded my way before politely reminding the remaining customers of closing hours soon. I was just getting to know Jules through Sandy, and I could see why Sandy was friends with her, and was feeling totally grateful that someone would let me have some breathing room out in a public place like this to shop without disruption.

	These days I could easily download music from an online store. But there was something about an actual CD or vinyl record that I liked — seeing the expression of the artist from the cover to the blurb and the shout-outs they do on the inside pamphlet. You just can’t get that by downloading a single song, I thought. Plus, I thought the quality sounded just so much clearer, and that it was cool that vinyl was coming back into fashion.

	I placed a couple of records that were certain buys on the counter and gave another five to Jules to load into the listening post, to have a listen to them first.

	I began to relax and didn’t feel embarrassed nodding my head along to the new music as I mused over if I liked the sound or not, and then looked at the pamphlet that was inside the casing. I was tempted to sing, but thought I had best not. Nodding along was good for now even if it was only Jules here now, with my not so melodic voice.

	I pressed the second button to shift the post player to the next record and caught scent of a familiar cologne. I smiled in comfort and turned expecting to see Abe in the store, but I couldn’t see him. Jules caught my attention and she signaled in another direction to say he had gone again another way. He must be going to the café first, I realized.

	But I began to feel a little uneasy for some unknown reason, and so I tried to focus on relaxing again and being back on the listening-to-music buzz. I clicked through a couple more tracks but wasn’t really feeling this music. Or…I began trying to tell myself, it could just be that I was feeling fractionally restless about now being so close, yet actually separated from Abe now, but that shouldn’t be causing concern...

	Was something up? I randomly thought just before I sensed that someone else had just walked into the store. I froze up and my senses suddenly went on alert.

	I shifted my head subtly to the left, but moved my eyes to the right. I only caught a glimpse of someone as they quickly moved past, looking as if they were gliding on ice.

	I’m not gonna back down. I’m not going to run! I instantly told myself as I realized they looked like they were moving supernaturally. And I thought they were gone…

	After coming back from Tahiti, I’d thought by now that they were either gone, or at least not after me any longer.

	And after coming back, I’d begun grilling Abe and BJ with many questions about the supernatural occurrences that we had seen there, and they’d eventually given in to my wanting to know and we’d started to talk about it.

	It seemed that some details weren’t meant to be shared yet, and I’d given a respectful okay to having to wait for knowledge on some topics in the end and had just absorbed in what info I could take in while we were on this subject. But as they wouldn’t of course give me all the details on everything supernaturally-related, what they did explain about was the difference between angels that were here on earth with us to protect, and then the opposite side.

	Apparently there were these people who associated with a business name, or rather a cult-like organization called the Dark Company. People who served as business people and the like in the city, and who liked to acquire to the company and themselves others who had potential for knowledge of the supernatural realm, but to only be used for evil and not for good.

	But this visitor in the store reminded me that they felt so otherworldly and evil in their manner with the atmosphere they carried that I was beginning to wonder if they were human…?

	Whoosh. I caught their eye as they glided back, daringly close to me. I felt a shiver.

	“Excuse me ma’am?” I heard Jules say, but I knew she wasn’t talking to me. “We’re closing now. But we reopen again at nine a.m. tomorrow.”

	Ma’am?

	I felt another icy breeze drift past as they left, not saying a word.

	I turned around just as Abe rushed in through the doors, minus the frozen yogurts. “Are you okay?”

	“Yes, why?” I answered in earshot of Jules, but I knew the answer already.

	Abe would have sensed the danger. But was that really someone from the Dark Company? I wondered.

	“We have to go,” he said cautiously but seriously enough, that it only took a few milliseconds to figure out what he meant.

	I began to hang up the headphones and could feel my heart racing. This wasn’t like a scenario where I knew I needed a diversion from fans. This felt different. But I didn’t know another way, except my usual go-to for situations like this.

	I paused and turned to face Abe. “I have an idea.”

	“Hmm?” I could see the hesitation in Abe’s eyes at any thought of separating in this moment, as he was probably already working out what my idea was as I reached into my handbag for my sunglasses.

	We rushed out and I led the way, heading towards the next available shoe store that has my style of shoe, before closing time with seconds to spare.

	“Wait here?” I asked, and Abe nodded quickly in reply.

	I slipped into the store and hurried to buy a pair of flats, while Abe hovered by the entrance rather than standing by my side. I saw the hesitation even though I asked him to wait, as he wasn’t keen on the idea of not being right by my side, but we both knew he could also have a better view of anyone who was entering the store from where he was.

	I kept up my rushed pace and Abe followed right on my now flat heels as I looked for the nearest place to hide my other shoes. I spotted someone sitting on a bench looking like they were in need of a pick me up, and discreetly set down my recently bought, high-heeled designer shoes next to her. If she likes them, then that was a win for both of us.

	“All yours if you’d like them,” I whispered as we passed before I quickly slipped away, but saw out of the corner of my eye the girl picking the shoes up.

	“Wow, th–”

	I didn’t wait to hear her say anything else, as I didn’t want to attract attention and rushed back to Abe.

	“About this idea–” he started, as he eyed up my shopping bag.

	“You can’t come with me anyway.” I smiled as I ducked into the exit corridor heading for the restrooms.

	“Meet you back here,” Abe called out in reply, and I could sense the hesitation about our separation again, but he really couldn’t come with me into the ladies restroom anyway.

	“Sure,” I called back, tiptoeing as I ran, and became aware of the lack of sound from the absence of my heels clinking on the floor, fueling my idea.

	My hand caught the side of the door as my mind whirled and I tried my hardest not to feel faint as I slipped into the nearest stall and immediately started searching through my oversized handbag. In this moment I was now wishing we weren’t in the fashion trend where women had to have such ginormous handbags, as it was going to be hard to hide mine.

	Means of avoidance was now the new urgent mindset. I noticed there were still a few people hanging around the mall cafés before the entire mall closed. Hopefully this plan will be enough for me to be able to slip through the mall and to the exit undetected.

	Perfect. It was still in here. I tightly pulled back my long, dark hair into a ponytail and then wrapped it into a bun. Using my other hand, I pulled on a short blond wig and settled it on over my hair. People might be surprised if they knew how carrying a wig in my handbag was actually my usual, and at how many times I’ve had to use one in similar situations just like this one.

	What else could I do? I quickly thought, tugging at my jacket as I stripped it off and then wrapped a scarf around my neck. I pulled on some burgundy tights under my skirt. There was no more time for disguise improvisation, I urged to myself, as I slid my bangle stack down my arm into my handbag and then placed my jacket over my handbag to conceal it.

	I headed back towards the shops down the corridor, but had a feeling that my quick disguise may not make any difference.

	I ducked my head but saw something pass ahead that didn’t look human in nature, but more like a shifting shadow.

	I looked up and now didn’t see a shadow but instead saw a woman standing over the other side of the mall, and just by the feeling I had, I knew this could be the same woman from the record store. I quickly tried to look away as I could see she was searching every remaining person here, but then caught her eye — regretting seeing her expression. Her eyes were so dark and suddenly dilated like right before an attack. Whoever she was, she still recognized me and was back on my trail straight away.

	Could she catch my scent? I wondered, as she began swiftly weaving her way towards me.

	Abe! Where was he?

	My eyes frantically searched for him and then I found him standing at the café by the end of the corridor. He was there waiting and met my eyes the second I walked his way. He did a double-take but it didn’t slow his reaction one bit.

	I looked toward the direction of the woman but she had gone.

	I turned my eyes back to Abe and he gave a quick surprised-looking smirk before looking serious again as he met me, took my hand and we raced ahead. Was I really not that good at being in disguise? But surely Abe and my parents could always find me, could know it was me.

	We rushed through the remaining bustle of people. Abe must have sensed my distress, despite my disguise, as it wasn’t offering any confidence now.

	“How was your day?”

	“How was your day?” I smiled back nervously as we rushed up the escalator and then along the mall’s top level toward the exit doors to the parking lot.

	“Tell me about Alezmé…”

	This distraction worked. I knew he didn’t really want to know about my day right at this moment, and he hadn’t really asked too much about her yet, while getting to know each other. But like a shockwave it unexpectedly, totally worked as we weaved through people ambling through the mall in the same direction toward the exits.

	“As you know Reemée…” I started, puffing as we rushed our pace.

	“I don’t know many details yet,” he replied, and I could see the concern in his expression set in. And I also knew the gracious nature of his twin, BJ, that he may not have shared that much with him either.

	“Okay, well, in short after her husband died in an accident, Reemée lost the plot somewhat…so I offered to look after Alezmé for a little while to give her some coping time, as Alezmé was only a newborn baby when the accident happened. But the days turned into weeks when she still couldn’t cope, and now–” I paused, catching my breath. “…and now five years has passed and I don’t know what’s going to happen–”

	Abe suddenly stopped walking and held me back before I noticed anything.

	There she was. The woman from the record store, dressed in a fine, fitted, dark malt-colored suit had somehow appeared before us. She was poised with her knees bent as if she had just landed from a jump and her wiry, thin hair fell down across her shoulders as she held her pose, her expression smoldering, motionless.

	But all of a sudden something unexpected happened — like time or the space around me changed — and I didn’t even begin to try and comprehend how we were now in mid-air! I was seeing the rush of the second level turning into the first with the blur of stores around us as we swiftly fell downwards…

	Suddenly our feet gracefully touched the ground. Abe still had his arms held securely around me as he had done seconds ago up on the second floor. I stayed with my knees bent as if I had needed to brace from landing, but after a couple of seconds I rose again with Abe’s aid and realized we were standing on solid ground again.

	In the next moment a blanket of the brightest white light suddenly enveloped my vision and I felt ourselves turn, as if being spun around.

	I opened my eyes wider and there before us was the woman, back in front of us again. How could she just–

	Our descent, or sudden enigmatic ability to move downwards a whole level of the mall must’ve been by supernatural aid, but I could sense that she wasn’t any kind of angel that I knew of. Her eyes, her mannerisms and just the sharp, icy cold feeling she was giving off was such a clear indication. But what did she want from…me?

	It felt surreal as I only just saw her begin to approach, in between a changing light, before another bright light appeared before us again, protectively shielding any visibility.

	“She wants you to fight!” I heard but I couldn’t recognize if it was Abe’s voice.

	But how?! I thought, knowing I have no fighting capacity, being of a reasonably small frame and without any self-defense training, as I’ve always been surrounded by security guards.

	“Not how you think…” Abe’s voice came through clearly as a strong whisper.

	But blackout was my next thought and my next apparent reality.

	***

	I awoke to looking up into Abe’s kind eyes. It felt like a dreamy reality and was so nice being with him, but where were we? And why was I sitting down with him? Oh...

	The last thing I remembered was standing in the mall and the next — everything all went blank.

	But now Abe was holding me in his arms and we were sitting on a bench down a corridor. It seemed like we were still in the mall, but it was noticeably quieter. It must be past closing time now.

	“Are we still in-?” I began to ask.

	Abe nodded, answering my question about whether we were still in the mall. It looked like he wasn’t intending to say much, but rather was concentrating on listening out for someone.

	“Is…?” I lowered my voice and wanted to say, is she, or is the…still here, but I didn’t know whether I was asking about a dark shadow or a woman or both.

	Abe nodded again and smiled, but there was something cautious-looking resonating in his eyes. In this moment I started to sense imminent danger again, but also felt so completely safe in his arms. Was he trying to think of a new plan of escape? Or were we waiting for Daniel or Angelo to arrive? I quickly wondered, as I hadn’t seen either of them around the mall yet even though I knew Daniel was supposed to be here somewhere from a distance.

	A whooshing sound swooping past too close for comfort had us both leap to our feet and look around. Abe was facing away from me and I looked in the other direction. He was right.

	“Ki…” I heard Abe whisper and knew he was right behind me.

	We scoped out the now empty mall like we were actually watching out for something that wasn’t visible. It was like we existed in this moment as a team, communicating as we do, but even deeper on an unspoken level as we couldn’t resume eye contact yet.

	I knew if this was real, then angels must be here too. I ever hoped my guardian angel was around, protecting us in some way and that the white light that had shielded us before could possibly have been an angel…

	It felt like I was having a mini dream. Or was I really reaching into the deepest realm of my subconscious imagination to believe this was really happening, and that we were standing in a mall trying to evade a dark shadow, or an evil human, or both…?

	I sensed Abe move closer behind me and it began to feel like we were so close in this moment. I could feel our hearts connecting, as close as you could get, that feeling within that expresses a deep feeling of connection was intertwining. So much so that I could sense his emotions and response even though I couldn’t actually see his face and expression.

	Instinctively we moved closer, pressing our backs together even more so in response, wanting to be as close as we could be to each other.

	As Abe’s back pressed firmly into mine, I melted into his like he was made for me in a protective shielding way, and we were so inseparable emotionally-wise in this moment, the closeness, that feeling of really being in connection with someone was like I was melting into his everything.

	A roar and then the sound of a snarl shook me out of my thoughts and gave me a fright, but not enough to lose connection with Abe. I could tell he hadn’t even flinched a muscle.

	I turned to see where the sound had come from. Abe then stretched his hand out and the woman suddenly materialized near my side and snarled again. Ah!

	Abe quickly switched places with me so that he was facing the woman and I was now behind him, and although I could only just see her, I now couldn’t move. Her swift darting eyes were still so dark, but it now looked like she was almost trembling, as if she couldn’t move either. Abe stepped forward and she literally started fading.

	Was I seeing things?

	I wondered if my mind must be completely overactive from all the images and occurrences in my dreams. I thought we should be trying to escape again now that she had found us, but in an instant it looked like the tables had turned and this woman looked afraid of Abe.

	The frightened expression grew on her thin face, but she wasn’t trying to escape. Instead she just began crumbling, cowering as Abe moved closer.

	I stayed behind him but was surprised when he bent down to the woman’s level, but I didn’t dare bend down with him in sync.

	He said something so quiet I couldn’t hear it, and then stood back up as she vanished, leaving only a silhouette of black mist that began to dispel as well.

	“Was she bowing before you?” was all I could think to randomly say, in shocked observation.

	“No — not to me…” Abe replied as he spun around and pulled me close to him in a tight embrace.

	“Battle’s on!” I heard Angelo’s voice and turned to see he had appeared beside me.

	“Hey!” I pulled out of Abe’s embrace a short distance and stared intently at Angelo. “Where did you appear from–” I started to ask before suddenly seeing someone else familiar up ahead.

	“Hi,” Daniel called out, walking towards us and I was relieved to see them now. I knew Daniel had been stationed at the mall while I was here, close by, but was out of sight so I could shop with a feeling of being normal. But where had he been when that woman had gone into the store after me?

	“Battle?” I replied to Angelo, as I looked at Abe.

	Abe met my eyes then looked to Daniel and then Angelo. I could see Abe wanted to explain but was hesitating.

	Angelo began talking about the Dark Company, and that they think their scouts may have launched an assignment against me. Daniel agreed, reiterating some things and I noticed him slide closer to me, standing naturally protectively during the conversation. I understood that they were talking to me about this only because I now knew that Angelo and Daniel were actually angels here on earth, but in human form when required. And there was no denying that we’d actually just fallen or perhaps flown down from another level of the mall!

	A thought began to form solidly as we walked toward the mall’s exit, that the battle they were talking about may not actually be with real people. So that may mean that those guys I had seen, that I knew were tied into this Dark Company, may possibly not be real humans as well. But if they weren’t human or angels like Angelo and Daniel, and I knew that they couldn’t be if they had no kindness in them, especially if they were set out to harm me for some reason…then what could they be? And so, if Angelo and Daniel were angels that helped serve and protect people, did that mean there were also other angels — dark angels disguised possibly?

	“Why don’t they just give up!” I exclaimed, not sure of who I should be asking, and everyone stopped walking after closing the last exit door to the upstairs parking lot.

	“They want something,” Abe started to explain as he pulled his arm securely around my shoulders, as if showing that he wouldn’t let that ever happen, even as he said it.

	“So those unwelcome visitors that have been turning up in-store at Exquizit recently are a part of all this?” I wondered out loud.

	“Yes,” Angelo and Daniel said simultaneously.

	“Wearing dark silver pin-striped suits and heavy jewelry?” Abe asked.

	“Yes.” I nodded. It sounds about right — guys like the chase, right? I thought, not wanting to voice this out loud and felt an unusual annoyance that anyone, especially those people with a menacing intention, would try to invade my world. What did I have that they would want so much? Particularly, if these guys were from another realm or were possibly supernatural beings, then with my only new limited understanding of such things, what could I possibly offer if it was maybe knowledge they sought to acquire?

	“But it was a woman today?!” I asked as a question as much as exclaimed, as I sensed this was a point of difference. Do angels or dark angels even have a gender type though?

	I saw a flicker of an unusual shocked expression cross Daniel’s face. They usually look so calm no matter what.

	“Interesting.” Daniel conferred with Angelo as we turned and began walking toward the parked SUVs.

	Why is there such a battle over me? I just couldn’t help pondering with fervency, even though the more I thought on it, the less I actually understood...

	***

	After arriving home, I nestled the back of my head into Abe’s chest like a cushion, as we relaxed on the sofa and took a breather. We watched the waves of the ocean for a moment, but I couldn’t shift the imagery away from my mind about what had happened at the mall. I felt Abe’s chest rise and fall and I heard the reluctance in his sigh, presuming he had to go back to Montebello soon. He explained that they were having a family dinner that he couldn’t miss, even though he really didn’t want to leave me after today.

	“I have to–” Abe began, confirming his reluctance with his tone.

	I spun around and interrupted him with a short kiss. “I know.” I smiled and then realized I just sighed too, in reply to his sigh of reluctance. My heart was going to ache soon when he was gone.

	He kissed me back again, before lightly tracing up along my arm with the back of his hand, and then back down to my hand before holding it in his, guiding me up to stand with him and walk to the door.

	“Angelo is staying on the perimeters tonight.”

	“Okay.” I nodded thankfully and tried to smile, but really hoped that Abe could have been staying closer. Though his promise of picking me up tomorrow for an afternoon date at ‘our place’ was all I could hang onto to cope with his absence.

	As I stayed in the open doorway watching Abe walk down the path toward the large entrance gates, I really took in how hot out it was tonight. I closed the door, walked back and noticed the windows in the living room were even steaming up. It really felt like the temperature was actually extremely hot, but then I smiled to myself as I walked to the kitchen, feeling a little embarrassed that it could just be the intensity of passion that was building up from our kiss that was causing my temperature to rise.

	I had a sudden craving for a fresh, ice-cold smoothie and decided to give the blender a go, that I knew I had stored somewhere.
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