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In December of 2018 a voice I hadn't heard in a while started

yelling at me from the deepest recesses of my mind. She demanded

that I finally write her story, but since the world she's a part of

doesn't revolve around her, I ran into a bit of a writer's block. 

 

So to appease the voice, I decided to try and have a conversation

with her. This also didn't appear to be an easy thing to do, seeing as

how she could puncture my jugular with her teeth if I pissed her off

too much. You try telling a powerful vampire that the story you

want to write isn't necessarily about her.

 

I delved deep into my mind, into the darkest parts of it and found

her waiting there. The following short story is how we met and,

mainly, about how I got excited to write again.
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Story time with Trystana
She paced around the cramped, dark room, bumping into the edges
every now and again. Her flowing dark dress billowed around her legs
as she spun in circles, trying to find a way out. Finally, after what felt
like a lifetime in the stifling darkness, she stopped in what she
assumed was the middle of the room and placed her hands on her
hips.
 
“Alright, I’ve had it! I’ve been stuck in here for Selene-knows-how-
long and I want out!” She thrust one of her heel clad feet into the air
and made contact with a wall. A shudder ran through the unknown
material, but nothing else happened. She struck it again with the
sharp heel of her shoe. “Let.” Kick. “Me.” Kick. “Out!” She kicked the
wall so hard the last time, her shoe became stuck.
 
A growl emanated from deep in her throat as she ripped the shoe
from the wall. Keeping it gripped tightly in her fist, she raised her
hand to strike.
 
“For crying out loud, Trystana, could you stop that? You’re giving me
a migraine.”
 
Trystana spun around and stared in astonishment at the short blonde
in the room with her now. The blonde stood in a circle of light that
seemed to come from nowhere and was rubbing her head.
 
The stranger looked at Trystana with a guilty look on her face. “I’m
sorry I’ve been keeping you locked up in here. I didn’t mean to.” The
woman’s blue eyes came to rest on Trystana’s forehead and she
cocked her head to the side, a frown making her forehead crease. “I
don’t remember ever giving you horns. What’s up with that?”
 
“What do you mean, you never gave me horns?” Trystana asked the
mysterious blonde as she raised a hand to her forehead and touched
the end of one. Internally she was still debating whether or not to
impale the woman with them, but somehow she knew that if she
wanted to get out, this stranger was the key.



The blonde let out a deep sigh. “Long story.”
 
“I have all the time in the world, apparently,” she said, indicating the
dark room with a wave of her hand. “Unless you want to let me out,
then I’d be more than happy to let you write your story.”
 
Something akin to a laugh escaped the woman’s throat. “You’ve got
that all wrong. The only way you’re getting out of here is if you let me
write your story.”
 
Trystana stared at the blonde in wonder; mostly wondering if she
would be better or worse off if she threw the woman against the wall.
Instead she decided to ask, “What are you talking about? My story?”
 
The woman nodded. “This isn’t easy to explain and you won’t like it.”
She glanced at Trystana’s horns and grimaced. “And please don’t use
those on me. I still haven’t figured out why a vampire suddenly has
horns.”
 
Trystana’s meticulously groomed eyebrows arched up, yet no creases
appeared on her forehead. Instead, the aforementioned horns
twitched, as if ready to impale someone.
 
The blonde took a step back and held up her hands. She took a deep
breath and when she expelled a sigh, the air in the room shimmered
and out of nowhere there appeared two comfortable chairs with a
table between them.
 
“Please, take a seat.” With a wave of the blonde’s hand there was
another shimmer and a bottle of wine appeared on the table, along
with a crystal glass. “Red wine is your favorite, right?”
 
“What kind of magic is this?” Trystana asked as she eyed the
manifested bottle apprehensively. She looked up at the woman. “Who
are you, what do you want from me and how the hell do I get out of
here?”



The mystery woman sighed again before she sat down on one of the
chairs and waved her hand. This time a large, steaming mug of coffee
appeared. “Like I said, it’s a long story, and I think it’ll go better if we
sit down and have a drink together.” The woman glanced at the bottle
of red that Trystana was looking at, trying to determine if maybe it
was poisoned. “Trystana, do you really think I would kill you, after
keeping you locked away in the dark for so long? I would have had
plenty of time to do so before now.” 
 
Trystana couldn’t deny that, at the lack of her preferred liquid, the red
wine was her most favorite drink. She had been a prisoner and
fighting against the dark for so long that she hadn’t realized how
thirsty she really was. Mimicking the woman, she breathed in a lungful
of air and let it out in a long sigh. “Fine.” 
 
As she walked over to the empty chair, she added, “You’d better tell
me everything, Miss Magic Hands, or I’ll definitely entertain the
thought of either draining your blood or impaling you on my horns.”
She sat down and crossed her right leg over the other, the slit in her
dress exposing the milky-white skin that almost seemed to glitter. 
 
The woman noticed and frowned, the expression on her face quickly
turning angry. “Oh fuck no, vampires don’t glitter in my world.”
 
As if just her saying that made it so, the skin on Trystana’s leg stopped
shimmering. The horned vampire looked at the witch seated at the
table with not apprehension, but approval. “Thank you. I really didn’t
like that about my skin.” She ran a hand over the now pale and matte
complexion of her leg. “You’ll also have to tell me how you did that.”
 
The blonde choked back a laugh, which came out as a snort. “There’s
still a lot I have to tell you, so how about we start at the beginning?”
The woman rested her elbows on the table and wrapped her hands
around the steaming mug of coffee. “I don’t really know how to start,
though. You might get upset and actually follow through on your
threat.”



Trystana poured herself the red and swirled it around in the glass.
“Let’s start with you telling me how you’re doing all this. Keeping me
locked in here, summoning things from nowhere.” She took a sip of
the wine and closed her eyes in bliss; it really was her favorite, the
one fermented in oak barrels from her home region so long ago. After
she swallowed and opened her eyes, she added, “Wine summoned
from Scotland and more than 500 years ago.” She cocked a brow.
“Impressive and something I didn’t think was possible.” 
 
The blonde shrugged. “The mind is a powerful thing.” She brought the
mug to her lips and blew on the steam before taking a sip. 
 
Trystana’s foot started tapping from impatience, the toe of her shoe
making contact with the steel of the table. “Elaborate.” 
 
The blonde started shaking with silent laughter. “By Selene, I’ve
missed you, Trys.” Her mouth pulled up at the corner, creating a half-
smile on the woman’s face. “I wish Xirina could see this.” 
 
Something, maybe a memory, tugged at Trystana’s thoughts but it
was too fleeting to grasp. Instead she asked, “What’s your name?” 
 
The smile on the woman’s face grew bigger and brighter until it lit up
the entire room. “You can call me Keara.”
 
Trystana nodded and kept tapping her foot against the table. "Now
that we're acquainted, would you be so kind as to tell me why I'm
stuck here and what the hell you're talking about?" 
 
Keara took a deep breath and seemed to disappear into a darkness
that suddenly came upon them both. From within the darkness, the
witch began to speak.
 
"You're part of a world I have yet to create. You're real in a sense, but
not truly, not in my universe. Maybe you're real in another universe,
but who knows really? Scientists only have theories, but I like to  



believe that somewhere out there is a world where you are walking
around and kicking ass." A small pause followed and Trystana could
only imagine that Keara was taking a sip of her coffee. "The idea came
to me many years ago, to create a world that was similar to mine, but
also very different. A world where vampires rule and all kinds of other
magical creatures live openly amongst humans. You're part of that
world and a pretty important vampire in the story I want to tell.
You're not the main character, but as soon as you enter the story, the
part you will play is going to be very important to the protagonist."
 
As Keara talked, speaking of a young woman and her friends and a
general overview of what that woman would be going through,
Trystana's thoughts flew all over the place. She wasn't real? She was a
figment of someone's imagination? How could that be? She felt real
enough, could feel her skin beneath her hands, the steel of the table
as she leaned her elbows on its surface. 
 
"I'm not real?" she whispered, stopping Keara mid-sentence.
 
As Keara gasped, the darkness evaporated and they were bathed in
candle light again. She saw that the blonde's eyes were wide with
shock and perhaps a tinge of pity in them. Keara leaned forward and
grasped her hand. "You're real to me," she said and squeezed a little,
putting pressure on her hand which Trystana could feel. "And when I
finally write the story that I've been wanting to for so long, you will be
real to other people, too." 
 
"How can that be? I'm only in your head, magic for you isn't real, so
how will you get me out? By writing a story that isn't even about me?"
 
Determination entered Keara's blue eyes and they seemed to shine
with an ethereal light. "Yes," she said emphatically. "Yes. When I
finally sit down to write this book that's been in my head for so long,
you will become real. Maybe not tangible in my world, maybe not
even in another universe, but in my mind and the minds of other
people you will become real. I will make sure of that."



Trystana yanked her hand from Keara's grasp and stood up from the
chair, downing the glass of wine in one go before throwing the empty
glass against the weirdly soft wall. The glass shattered and embedded
itself into the wall and the ground at the same time that Keara cried
out and grabbed at her head. 
 
Finally, it dawned on here where she was. "By Selene... We're in your
head even now, aren't we?”
 
Keara dropped her head, chin to chest, and let out a deep sigh.
Without looking up, she said, “Yes.” 
 
Trystana couldn’t fathom it. She wasn’t real, was just some woman’s
imagination and all this time had been trapped inside Keara’s head. It
didn’t seem like it could be the reality she was living in, but her
surroundings suddenly made more sense.
 
The soft, squishy walls that her shoe’s high heel got stuck in were like
the woman’s brains. It also explained how Keara had appeared
rubbing her head after she’d kicked into it. And the wine that had
been summoned out of nowhere; that wasn’t real either. 
 
Everything in this room was a figment of Keara’s imagination.
Including Trystana herself.
 
She felt real, though. Her thoughts were her own, she moved her
limbs on her own accord and not because Keara said so. She let her
tongue trail over her teeth and was happy to find that her canines
were still as sharp as ever. 
 
The thought struck her that if none of this was real, she wouldn’t
really hurt Keara if she bit her or impaled her on her horns. 
Absently she brought her hand to her forehead, wanting to feel the
ribbed and rough texture of her horns beneath her fingers, but
instead all she felt was the softness of her skin and a little higher up,
her hair. Her horns were gone.



Trystana sat down on the floor, took off her heels and hugged her
knees to her chest as she let herself look at the woman who had
created her. Keara was not looking at her, but rather gazing into the
darkness that she was now noticing was enveloping them more and
more. The woman was biting her lip and picking at her nails and
Trystana thought she saw a tear in the corner of one eye.
 
“So what now?” she asked, startling Keara.
 
The blonde shook her head. “I don’t know.”
 
Sighing, Trystana stretched her legs in front of her and watched the
darkness coming closer with each second that passed. 
 
“Keara,” she said, trying to keep an eye on both the darkness and the
woman, “You know what you have to do, right?” 
 
The woman shook her head and the silent tear started rolling down
her cheek. The encroaching darkness swallowed Trystana’s feet and
obscured her view of her creator. Fear settled in her chest when she
realized what was happening. If she allowed Keara to draw on the
darkness and hide her in it, it would really be as if she didn’t exist.
Even though she wasn’t real in Keara’s world, she was part of an
alternate universe of sorts that was in danger of not existing if the
darkness won.
 
Without seeing much of anything, let alone her creator, she called
out, “You can write my story, Keara! Or anyone else’s for that matter!
All you have to do is believe in yourself and the people that are in that
world. Who else were you planning on creating?” 
 
A small spot of light appeared in the dark, softly illuminating Keara’s
face. She had stopped fidgeting with her nails and lips and wiped the
wet streak off of her cheek. “Would you be mad if I said that you’re
not the main character in the story?” Keara asked, her voice uncertain
and barely above a whisper.



Trystana raised an eyebrow in her spot of darkness. “Of course I
would, but at this point I don’t rightly care if I’m the main character or
just a reference. What matters most is that you create my world,
because I don’t want to fade away into darkness again.” 
 
Keara chuckled. “Oh, you’ll be more than just a reference, I promise.
You’ll be very important in the story line and to the main
protagonist.” 
 
“Really? How so?” 
 
The darkness slowly pulled back, revealing the details that had been
obscured: the steel table with the wine glass and coffee cup, which
was still steaming. Other details started showing up as she watched: a
bouquet of flowers in the middle of the table and behind it some
sheer, white curtains. In between the curtains a wooden door
appeared and through the slits on the sides and bottom she could see
a small sliver of light. 
 
“Her name is Moira,” Keara told her while at the same time the door
opened and a female silhouette could be seen. 
 
The shadow stepped through the opening and seemed to solidify.
“Oh, crap,” the dark-haired woman said as she eyed the room. “Where
did I end up this time?”


