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CHAPTER ONE

The Dress In The Closet
Kaelan Hawke, was ten years old when the first cracks in their world began to show.  

It started with a dress.  

Their older sister, Lilly, had left it draped over the bathroom chair after a school dance—a silky, robin’s-egg-blue number with spaghetti straps and a skirt that swished like ocean waves. Kaelan stood frozen in the doorway, their black hybrid ears twitching at the sound of their father’s gruff voice echoing from the living room. “...kids these days don’t know right from wrong,” he was saying, though Kaelan couldn’t catch the context.  

The dress called to them.  

They slipped inside, shutting the door quietly. The material was cool against their hands—too big, too girly, too much—but they tugged it over their head anyway. For a moment, they stood there, chest heaving, staring at their reflection. The dress swallowed their shoulders, the hem hitting mid-thigh, the color contrasting against their grey and white fur. Their tail, usually stiff with anxiety, curled around their ankle, the white tip fluttering. What if I… what if I am supposed to wear this?  

The bathroom door slammed open.  

“KAELAN!”  

Their father Brandon’s snarl was a physical thing, vibrating in the air like a growl. The wolf hybrid froze, the dress clinging to them like a confession.  

“What in the hell do you think you’re doing?”  

“Dad, I—”  

“Take that thing off.”  

But their father didn’t wait. The grey male fox yanked the fabric from their body with a force that sent Kaelan stumbling. The dress crumpled to the floor, ruined.  

“You’re a boy, Kaelan. Act like one.”  

Later, when their mother Lila, a light-furred coyote, tried to soothe them—“Your father’s just stressed about work”—Kaelan flinched away. They didn’t tell her about the nightmares where their fur felt like someone else’s, where their claws itched to become nails, where their throat hummed with a voice that didn’t fit their body.  

School was worse. 

At ten, the other kids were still too young to be outright cruel, but old enough to notice differences. Kaelan’s classmates called them “weirdo” for sitting alone during recess, “freak” for their habit of hunching shoulders as if trying to shrink. When they accidentally let a high-pitched laugh slip during math class, the boy next to them snorted.  

“Why you gigglin’ like a girl, Kaelan?”  

The teacher, Ms. Vey, shushed him, but the damage was done. Lunch that day, a paper airplane landed in their soup, unfolded to reveal a crude drawing: a stick-figure wolf in a dress, labeled “KAELAN’S SECRETS.” 

They ate in silence.  

Home was no refuge. 

Their father’s temper flared like a wildfire. He snapped at Kaelan for “slouching.” It felt like a code for trying to look smaller, for “girly” gestures, such as Kaelan’s hands fluttering when nervous, and for the way their voice cracked not from puberty, but from forcing it deeper. One night, after finding Kaelan sketching themselves in a mirror with eyeliner in their art notebook, he’d thrown the book across the room.  

“You think this is a game? You’re making your mother and me look like fools!”  

Kaelan’s mother, quieter, softer, would later press a hand to their cheek. “Just… try to make him proud, okay?” Her brown hair, close to the color of Kaelan’s brown, waved as she rubbed his shoulder.
But pride felt impossible.  

The only solace came in stolen moments.  

At the park, Kaelan would sneak into the girls’ bathroom, lock themselves in a stall, and hum melodies into their paws—old folk songs their grandmother used to sing, or the pop hooks blaring from passing cars. Their voice, when unforced, was light, bright, a sound that made their chest ache. They’d imagine singing on a stage, spotlights hot on their face, an audience screaming not Kaelan, but someone else.  

Someone truer.  
Kaelan’s only friend was Finn, a russet-furred fox anthro with a gap-toothed grin and a knack for breaking things. Finn’s dad owned a garage, so he always smelled of oil and adrenaline, and he talked even louder than Kaelan’s father. They’d met in third grade when Finn accidentally knocked over a tower of textbooks Kaelan had been stacking during lunch—a nervous tic.  

“You’re weird,” Finn had said, offering a hand. “But I like weird.”  

Finn didn’t know about the dress incident. He didn’t notice Kaelan flinching when called “son” by their dad, or the way they’d hunch when their voice wavered too high. Finn just wanted someone to race through the woods behind their houses, to binge-watch monster truck videos, and to play Space Pirates, their shared obsession.  

Every Friday, they’d bike to Finn’s house after school. Finn’s mom would toss them granola bars and a warning—“Don’t melt the console again, Finn!”—before shutting herself in her bedroom. They’d plop onto the carpet, Kaelan’s tail tucked beneath them like a guilty secret, and dive into the game.  

In Space Pirates, players could choose any character—rogue engineers, sharpshooter cats, or sleek, armor-clad “Star Command” enforcers. Finn always picked the burly badger mercenary, roaring, “I’M GONNA SMASH YOU INTO A BLACK HOLE!” while Kaelan quietly selected the Star Command Lieutenant, a feminine raccoon avatar with a chiseled jaw… and long, flowing hair.  

“Why do you play as a girl?” Finn asked one day, mid-explosion.  

Kaelan nearly dropped the controller. “She’s not a girl. She’s… an officer.”  

“Yeah, but her hair’s pink. Girls like pink.” Finn shrugged. “I’d feel gay playing her.”  

Kaelan stared at the Lieutenant’s holographic reflection. Her armor gleamed. Her voice, when she spoke, was steady, authoritative. Not high. Not soft. Just right.  

“She’s not an officer,” Kaelan said quietly. “She’s a captain.”  

Finn didn’t understand, but he didn’t pry. Mostly.  

One afternoon, after school, Finn showed up at Kaelan’s house with a new game—Princess of the Crystal Caves, a glittery RPG where players adorned their characters in jewels and sang to defeat monsters. Finn had bought it for his little sister but begged Kaelan to try it.  

“You’ll hate it,” Kaelan said, but Finn’s eyes were too hopeful.  

They played. Finn’s character, a goofy frog knight, kept tripping over his own sword. Kaelan’s avatar, however, was a silver-furred fox that Finn insisted they play to match his fur color, with a voice that rang like wind chimes. When the game required singing, Kaelan’s throat tightened—too high, too high, too high—but the melody they hummed still sent Finn into giggles.  

“You sound like a wounded bird!” he howled.  

Kaelan froze. Finn’s words echoed the taunts at school, but his tone was all laughter. Still, Kaelan’s claws dug into the controller.  

“Maybe… maybe I’ll be good at this someday,” they mumbled.  

Finn blinked. “At singing? Nah. You’d scare the bad guys away.”   

That night, Kaelan sat on their fire escape, legs dangling over the edge. The city hummed below—cars, sirens, the distant wail of a train. They’d hidden a notebook under their mattress, filled with sketches of themselves: ears smaller, hands softer, a face that didn’t look like their father’s.  

In one drawing, they wore a star-shaped hairclip.  

Their mom found them there later, offering cocoa in a chipped mug. They didn’t speak about the game or the sketches or the way Kaelan’s claws kept shredding the notebook pages.  

“You okay?” their mom asked, voice frayed at the edges.  

Kaelan nodded, sipping cocoa until it burned their tongue.  

***

The bathroom was Kaelan’s sanctuary.  

Every night, they’d wait until their parents’ footsteps retreated to the living room—dad’s grumbling over the news, mom’s sigh as she turned a page in her novel—then sneak to the shower. They’d twist the faucet to “hot,” let the room fog until the mirror blurred, and watch their reflection waver in the glass.  

Steam clung to their fur, softening its bristly edges. Kaelan would press a paw to the glass, tracing the outline of their face: too angular, too wrong. But when the water hissed and the room shook with heat, they’d close their eyes and sing.  

It started with humming—a high, clear note that made their ribs vibrate. Then lyrics, stolen from pop songs they’d heard on the radio or smuggled into their room on a cracked MP3 player. Their voice wavered, sometimes cracking into a deeper, more “boyish” register, but when it settled into that higher register, something unfurled.  

They’d picture stages, spotlights, a crowd shouting names they couldn’t say aloud yet. Not Kaelan. Never Kaelan.  

Someone else.   
One evening, after a fight with their dad over “sashaying”, his word, down the hallway, Kaelan locked themselves in the bathroom for twenty minutes. They sang loudly, choosing a song about stars and longing—a girl’s voice on the track, soaring. Kaelan mimicked it, syllable for syllable, until their throat burned.  

When they finished, they leaned against the sink, chest heaving, and stared at their reflection. The steam had cleared enough to show their true face: ears flattened, claws digging into porcelain. But in that moment, they’d felt alive.  

***
Finn stumbled in on them once.  

It was a rare occasion—but that day, Finn had followed Kaelan to the park, where they sometimes met to “hang out” without parental supervision.  

“You’ve been acting weird,” Finn said, plopping down beside Kaelan on the swings. “You keep spacing out during games. What’s up?”  

Kaelan kicked their feet, sending the swing creaking forward. “Nothing.”  

“You’re lying.” Finn’s tail flicked, restless. “Is it because of that dress thing? Dad says crossdressing is a sin.”  

Kaelan tensed. The word was out. “It’s not—”  

“Then what?”  

They didn’t answer. Finn didn’t understand, and Kaelan wasn’t sure they could explain. Instead, they changed the subject to a new band Finn had discovered, but their mind kept drifting to the shower, to the way their voice sounded right there.  

The singing became a ritual.  

Mornings, too—when Kaelan woke early, before the sun, and practiced scales in the steam. They’d jot down lyrics in the margins of their notebook: “If I could be someone else for a day, I’d stand where the lights are blinding…”  
Their mom found the notebook once, left open on the kitchen table. She’d gasped, snatched it up, and then… nothing. No questions. Just the sound of pages flipping too quickly, a blush on her cheeks.  

Kaelan pretended not to notice the smile. 
CHAPTER TWO
A Mother’s Song
Kaelan’s mom found them one Tuesday morning.  

It was rare for her to be home so early—she usually left before dawn for her job at the veterinary clinic—but that day, she’d stayed to make pancakes. The scent of maple syrup lingered in the kitchen as Kaelan crept into the bathroom, intent on their usual ritual. They turned on the shower, let the steam bloom, and began to sing—a ballad about rebellion and flight, the kind of song that made their throat ache with possibility.  

They didn’t hear her at first.  

“Your dad’s at a meeting,” Mom said softly, leaning in the doorway. Her tail twitched, a nervous habit. “He won’t know.”  

Kaelan froze, voice dying. The mirror fogged around their reflection.  

“I… I can stop,” they whispered.  

“No. Keep going.”  

So they did. Lila stood there, arms crossed over her floral apron, as Kaelan poured every ounce of yearning into the song. When they finished, the room was silent except for the shower’s hiss.  

“You have a gift,” Mom said quietly. “Don’t let anyone take that from you.”  

But when Kaelan glanced at her, hope flickering, Mom’s expression crumpled. “Just… don’t tell your father.”  

Lilly left another dress on Kaelan’s bed that weekend—a lacey black number from some party, its hemline scandalously short. Kaelan traced the fabric, their claws grazing the delicate patterns.  

“Try it on,” Lilly texted, laughing with her friends in the next room. “It’s just clothes.”  

Just clothes. 

They slipped it on in the bathroom, the material clinging like a second fur. For the first time, they didn’t panic. Their reflection didn’t look like Kaelan. It looked like… a stranger. Someone braver.  

A throat cleared behind them.  

“What. Is. This.”  

Brandon stood in the doorway, face purple under his fur, his dark fox hands balled into fists. The dress seemed to shrink around Kaelan as he roared, “Are you trying to shame this family?!”  

Mom intervened, but not before Dad backhanded the mirror—a crack spiderwebbed across the glass, splitting Kaelan’s reflection in two.  

***
Finn showed up the next day with a bruised ego and a half-eaten burrito. “Heard your dad flipped out,” he said, flopping onto Kaelan’s bed. “Dude, why do you even care what he says?”  

Kaelan stared at the ceiling, where a shard of that broken mirror still hung crookedly. “I don’t know.”  

“You could move in with me,” Finn offered, crunching chips. “My dad’s cool with… whatever. As long as we don’t melt the Xbox.”  

Kaelan smiled faintly. Finn never got it, but his trying was enough.  

That night, Kaelan dreamt of stages again—but this time, the spotlight was real.  

They stood center stage, fur sleeked into a shimmering silver coat, ears pinned back as the crowd roared. Their voice soared, high and clear, the lyrics raw and true:  

“I’m more than the skin I was given,

more than the name they called me.

Watch me burn brighter than their hate…”
The audience wept. A banner unfurled: TRICKSAY.  

They woke with a gasp, heart pounding.  

In the mirror—now cracked and grimy—they whispered the name aloud.  

Tricksay.  

It fit.  

CHAPTER THREE
LESSONS IN PRIVATE
Two years had passed and Kaelan’s voice grew bolder.

Mom arranged the lessons under the guise of “building confidence.” The teacher, Ms. Vey—Kaelan’s old third-grade teacher, now a part-time vocal coach—agreed to meet them in her cluttered home studio every Saturday.  

“You have a rare gift,” Ms. Vey said on their first lesson, her purring as her tail swayed. “Your range is… unusual. Like a wolf howling at dawn.”  

Kaelan flushed. They’d chosen a gender-neutral outfit for the lesson—a loose sweater and leggings—but Ms. Vey didn’t seem to notice their appearance. She focused solely on the sound, the way Kaelan’s voice could shift from a growl to a crystalline falsetto in seconds.  

“Try this,” Ms. Vey urged, handing them sheet music for a jazz standard. “Let go. Be the song.”  

For the first time, Kaelan dared. They closed their eyes and let their voice soar—not the forced baritone of “Kaelan,” but the true timbre beneath: warm, honeyed, female.  

Ms. Vey froze. “That’s it,” she whispered. “Don’t lose that sound.”  

At home, Kaelan stared at their reflection in the cracked bathroom mirror. Their hair, once short and spiky like their father’s, had grown out—still brown, still unremarkable. But what if it were… longer?  

That night, they smuggled scissors from the kitchen drawer. Finn had joked about “looking like a girl” once, but Kaelan’s hesitation wasn’t about him. It was about the fear of seeing her—the stranger in the mirror—too clearly.  

They cut slowly, unevenly, until the hair fell in a choppy curtain around their shoulders. The result was messy, but… different.  

“Who are you?” they whispered to the cracked glass.  

The backlash came on Sunday.  

Kaelan’s dad found the scissors first—then the hair clippings in the trash. By dinner, the air was thick with the scent of burnt meatloaf and rage.  

“You think I don’t know what this is?!” he barked, slamming a fist on the table. “You’re mocking us!”  

Mom intervened, shielding Kaelan with her body as Dad raged about “degeneracy” and “disgrace.” Kaelan stayed silent, clutching the sheet music for “Fly Me to the Moon” like a shield.  

“You’ll stop the lessons,” Dad growled. “And you’ll cut that hair short.”  

***

Finn showed up Tuesday after school with a bag of stolen garage nuts and a smirk. “Your dad’s a jerk,” he said, tossing Kaelan a bag of chips. “But hey—guess what?”  

He pulled out a hair tie and a tube of sparkly lip balm. “I saw you in the hallway. Lookin’… I dunno, sharp. You’re kinda scary.”  

Kaelan laughed, a sound that crackled like static. Finn didn’t get it, but he’d noticed.  

That night, Kaelan wrote Tricksay in red lipstick on the cracked bathroom mirror. The name felt like a spell—a promise.  

They practiced Ms. Vey’s songs until their throat burned, imagining a future where the world finally saw them.  

Yet for the moment, it remained a fantasy.

Dad found the sheet music hidden under Kaelan’s mattress.  

He’d come home early from work, his scent of whiskey and anger sharp in the hallway. Kaelan was still practicing “Fly Me to the Moon” in the cracked bathroom mirror when they heard the slam of the bedroom door.  

“You little traitor.”  

The sheet music was shredded by the time Mom arrived, her paws trembling as she tried to soothe Dad. “It’s just a hobby!”  

“A hobby?” Dad roared, flinging a crumpled page at Kaelan. “This is sickness. You’re teaching him to be a freak!”  

Mom froze. Kaelan’s claws bit into their palms.  

“You’ll stop the lessons,” Dad hissed. “And you’ll never sing that… that voice again.”  

Mom found Kaelan curled on the fire escape an hour later, their shoulders shaking silently. Without a word, she led them to the roof—a flat, gravel-strewn space where the city lights glowed like distant stars.  

They sat side by side, the night wind tugging at Kaelan’s longer hair.  

“You know I love you, right?” Mom’s voice cracked.  

Kaelan nodded, throat tight.  

“And I’ll always love you.”  

A pause. The city hummed below.  

“But your father… he’s scared, Kaelan. Not of you. Of… of what people will think of him. Like you’re his failure.”  

“He’s right,” Kaelan whispered. “I am.”  

“No,” Mom said fiercely, turning to face them. Her eyes were red-rimmed, but her expression was steady. “You’re his son. And you’re also… whatever you need to be. That’s not a failure.”  

Kaelan’s ears drooped. “But what if I’m… what if I’m not even him anymore?”  

Mom sighed. “Do you remember when I used to take you to the park as a pup? You’d howl at the moon, all wild and proud. Your father said it was ‘too loud.’ But you did it anyway.”  

Kaelan blinked. They’d forgotten that.  

“Wolves don’t stop howling because someone tells them to,” Mom murmured. “They just… find quieter places. Your song doesn’t have to stop either.”  

Kaelan thought, then smiled.
Mom negotiated a fragile compromise: Kaelan could continue lessons secretly. Ms. Vey agreed to meet them in a downtown café’s backroom, now joined by a lock of Kaelan’s hair, cut off in a fit of defiance, stashed in a locket where no one could see.  

But Dad’s suspicion tightened like a noose. He searched Kaelan’s room nightly, confiscated their phone for “inappropriate” lyrics scribbled in the margins of homework. Kaelan’s voice grew quieter at home, buried beneath layers of a boy they didn’t recognize.  

They practiced in the shower less, fearing the creak of floorboards above. Finn, oblivious, kept offering stolen lip balm and bad advice.  

“Why you so sad lately?” he asked one night. “You used to laugh like a hyena!”  

Kaelan didn’t answer. The dream of stages faded into a distant ache, like a song half-remembered.  

Before bed one night, Mom slipped into their room.  

“I’m proud of you,” she said, tucking a stray hair behind Kaelan’s cheek fur. “Even when I’m scared.”  

Kaelan’s claws dug into their palms. “What if I… what if I have to leave someday?”  

Mom’s breath hitched. “Then I’ll love you from here,” she said, pressing a paw to her heart. “But not yet. Not until you’re ready.”  

Kaelan hid Tricksay in a vault of whispered notes and stolen moments. The name remained in their journal, circled obsessively, while the world outside insisted they stay Kaelan.  

They were learning how to be two people.  

One howled.  

The other kept silent.  

***

Kaelan had always loved the abandoned church on the edge of town. Its crumbling steeple peeked through the trees like a broken tooth, and the overgrown graveyard offered perfect privacy. Here, they could sing without fear—their voice soaring over mossy tombstones, the wind carrying Tricksay’s whispers into the wild.  

Today, they wore a secondhand dress, its fabric silky and fraying at the seams. They’d found it in a thrift store, hidden beneath a hoodie.

They didn’t hear the footsteps until it was too late.  

Four figures emerged from the shadows—Jared, the eight grade’s star quarterback, and his cronies. Kaelan’s throat tightened. They’d seen him before, lingering by the lockers, his sneer widening whenever Kaelan’s voice cracked too high.  

“Look what the wind blew in,” Jared drawled, blocking the path to the road. His friends snickered.  

Kaelan’s ears flattened. “What do you want?”  

“Saw you at Finn’s last weekend,” Jared said, stepping closer. “He said you’ve been… acting weird.”  

“Weird how?”  

“Oh, you know.” Jared smirked. “Like a girl.”  

The punch came before Kaelan could react—a sharp jab to the ribs. They stumbled, the dress tearing at the shoulder.  

“Let’s see how ‘weird’ you look now,” Jared hissed, yanking Kaelan’s hair. The others joined in, shoving them against the church wall. Someone kicked a loose stone, sending it skittering into Kaelan’s shin.  

“Tranny.”  

“Freak.”  

“Mommy’s little princess.”  

They laughed as Kaelan curled into themselves, claws digging into palms. The dress tore further, the fabric hanging like a grotesque second skin.  

When they fled, Kaelan ducked behind a shattered stained-glass window in the church ruins. The glass fragments littered the ground, jagged and glinting.  

They stared at the reflection.  

The shards showed a dozen fractured versions of themselves: fur matted with dirt, one ear split open and bleeding, the dress hanging in tatters. Their eyes were wide, terrified, and too feminine—the kind of eyes that made strangers whisper.  

A sob escaped them.  

That’s what they see, Kaelan thought. Not Tricksay. Just… this.  

They sank to the ground, clutching the torn fabric. The mirror on their bathroom wall had been kinder. Here, the glass didn’t lie.  

The walk home was done in silence, the torn dress removed, hidden.
Mom noticed immediately.  

Kaelan’s excuses—“I tripped,” “A wild dog did it”—died under her gaze. She drove them to the emergency room, her silence heavier than the bruised ribs.  

Dad’s rage erupted when they got home. “You’re a disgrace!” he roared, flinging Kaelan’s hoodie across the room. “You’ll stay locked in that bedroom until you’re normal again!”  

Kaelan stopped visiting the church after that.
They stopped singing.  

Ms. Vey’s lessons continued, but Kaelan’s voice grew hoarse, strangled. Tricksay became a ghost in the back of their mind—a name too dangerous to whisper.  

Mom smuggled them painkillers and warm tea, her paws brushing Kaelan’s shoulder in silent apology.  

“You can’t hide forever,” she murmured one night as Kaelan lay curled under their blankets.  

“I’m not hiding,” they lied. “I’m… resting.”  

The truth was worse: Kaelan was erasing.  

They cut their hair short again, buried the dress in the trash, and practiced sounding like a boy—deepening their voice until it hurt.  

But in the dead of night, when the house was silent, they’d press an ear to the cracked bathroom mirror and listen for the echo of Tricksay’s voice.  

It was fading.  
CHAPTER SIX
TRICKSAY’S ECHO
Fifteen was a cage of whispers.  

Kaelan’s schedule was a labyrinth of hallways where laughter followed them like a taunt. “Hey, Kaelan—did you primp this morning?” they’d sneer, nodding at the faint blush on his cheeks, a leftover from Mom’s stolen lip balm. Finn’s texts grew shorter, his jokes sharper. “You’re weird. But whatever.”  

Finn no longer visited.    

Lilly had moved out months ago, leaving behind a note and a half-empty suitcase. Her room now smelled of dust and regret. Kaelan sometimes lingered in the doorway, staring at her discarded CDs—Taylor Swift, Lady Gaga—as if they held secrets to a life he couldn’t claim.  

Dad’s rages worsened.  

“You’re a disappointment.”  

It was his new mantra.  

Kaelan’s locker became a warzone.  
Someone—Jared, probably—had carved TRICKSAY into the metal in jagged letters. The word glared back every morning, a taunt and a truth. He scrubbed at it with a cloth, but the scratches remained, like scars.  

The next day, a note appeared beneath his math textbook:  

“We know your little secret.

Sing for us, tranny.

Or we tell Dad.”

Lunch was a performance.  

Kaelan sat alone, picking at a sandwich while others gossiped in clusters. A group of girls nearby giggled over a TikTok video of a drag queen. “So stupid,” one said, and Kaelan flinched.  

He’d stopped eating with his family—too many questions about his shrinking frame, the way he swallowed pills “for anxiety.” Mom’s paws brushed his shoulder once, silently begging for conversation. He shrugged her off.  

***

Kaelan collided with Finn in the hallways after gym class. Finn’s face flushed red as Kaelan’s claws snagged his sleeve.  

“Why do you hate me?” Kaelan whispered.  

Finn yanked free. “I don’t hate you. But you’re… weird. And I’ve got tryouts next week. Can’t be seen with… you.”  

The words hung in the air like smoke.  

That night, Kaelan buried himself in the attic—a dusty space Mom had let him “claim.” The floorboards groaned under a pile of thrift store dresses, old songbooks, and a journal filled with Tricksay’s lyrics.  

“I’ll be someone else,” he’d written. “Someone who doesn’t hurt.”  

The words felt like a lie now.  

Mom found him there one evening, curled on a mattress pad.  

“You haven’t sung in months,” she said softly.  

“I’m fine,” he lied.  

“Kaelan…” Her voice broke. “What if I… what if I quit my job? Could I help you move somewhere else? Somewhere safer?”  

He shook his head. “I’m not leaving you here.”  

“You’re my son. You’ll always be my son. But you’re also… more. And I can’t lose that. Neither can you.”  
***
At school, a teacher asked Kaelan to lead a class cheer. His voice cracked mid-sentence—a high, unfamiliar *note*. The room fell silent.  

“Ew. Did you just… girly on purpose?” someone sneered.  

Kaelan bolted, fleeing to the bathroom and locking himself in a stall. He retched until nothing remained, the taste of shame bitter on his tongue.  

That night, he unearthed a dress from the attic—a crimson one, sleek and impractical. He slipped it on in the dark, the fabric whispering against his skin.  

The mirror in the attic was cracked, but it showed her clearly:  

Tricksay.  

Not a dream.  

A demand.  

***
The confrontation happened in the school courtyard.  

Kaelan had cornered Finn after gym class, their claws digging into the bark of a maple tree. Finn’s friends lingered nearby, grinning like hyenas.  

“Why are you avoiding me?” Kaelan hissed. “I’m still me! We’re friends, aren’t we?” 

Finn’s ears flattened. “You’re not. You’re some… thing.”  

“You’re just scared!” Kaelan shouted. “Scared I’ll make you look weak!”  

Finn’s tail lashed. “Weak?” He laughed, his tone mocking. “You’re the one hiding!”  

The words hung in the air—a match to Kaelan’s fuse.  

They lunged.  

It was over in seconds. Finn fought back, all sharp claws and fury, but Kaelan was desperate. They grappled in the dirt, fur matted with grass, until Finn slammed Kaelan against the tree.  

“You’re a liar,” Finn spat, breath hot. “You’re not my friend. You’re a monster.”  

Kaelan’s vision blurred. “I’m not—”  

“ENOUGH!”  

Mr. Hargrove, the gym teacher, pulled them apart. Finn stormed off, leaving Kaelan trembling, their lip split and dignity shredded. The crowd murmured—“Freak,” “Crazy,” “Tranny”—but Kaelan didn’t care.  

They laughed, a raw, broken sound.  

That night, Kaelan came home to silence.  

Mom had taken a late shift at the vet. Dad was waiting.  

“You think I didn’t notice the trash in the attic?” he roared, flinging a sheet music scroll at Kaelan’s face. The paper unfurled to reveal Tricksay’s lyrics, scribbled in red ink: “I’ll be the fire you can’t extinguish.”  

“You’re sickening,” Dad hissed, grabbing Kaelan by the throat. “All that music, those clothes—you think I won’t stop you? You don’t give a damn about this family, do you?”  

Kaelan clawed at their father’s hands, but Dad slammed them against the wall. The room spun.  

“You’ll burn it all,” Dad growled, dragging Kaelan toward the attic. “Or I’ll burn you.”  

They fought.  

Kaelan kicked, bit, screamed—but Brandon was stronger. He shoved Kaelan onto the attic floor, dragged them downstairs and outside before he drenched the dresses in gasoline in the backyard.  

Kaelan watched, horrified. “Goodbye, Tricksay.”  

The match struck.
Kaelan acted on instinct.  

They headbutted Dad’s nose, hard enough to make him stagger. Flames licked at the dresses as Kaelan scrambled back inside for their journal, the locket with their hair, and a photo of Mom from their childhood.  

“Go ahead! LEAVE!” Dad barked, tackling him.  

Kaelan rolled free, plunging down the attic stairs. Dad gave chase, but Kaelan bolted out the back door, into the rain-soaked night. They stayed on the streets for hours.
They returned at midnight.  

The house was dark. Dad’s snores echoed from the living room. Kaelan crept upstairs, gathering what they could: the unburned journal, a charger, Mom’s old credit card.  

In the bathroom mirror, they traced the crack running through his reflection.  

Tricksay.  

The name pulsed like a heartbeat.  

Dawn approached.  

Kaelan sat on the roof, clutching the photo of Mom. Their backpack held the journal, a spare set of clothes, and a bus ticket to the city—purchased earlier with Mom’s card.  

The city promised anonymity. A chance to sing without hiding.  

But if they left, they’d lose everything: Mom’s love, their home, the fragile hope that Dad might someday see them.  

Yet staying meant burning alive.  A single tear fell.  

They stood, the city lights winking below like distant stars.  

Kaelan leapt down, into the rain, leaving only a note under Mom’s pillow.  

The bus left at six.  

They’d be Tricksay by sunrise.  
CHAPTER SEVEN
REFLECTION IN THE ROOM
The bus rumbled to life, its engine a growl of promise. Kaelan pressed their forehead to the grimy window, watching their hometown dissolve into rain-smeared blurs. The backpack at their feet held everything: the journal, the locket with a lock of her hair, Mom’s photo, and a crumpled bus ticket to the city.  

The first stop was a gas station outside town. A group of teens boarded, their laughter loud and unfamiliar. Kaelan shrank into their seat, clutching the photo of Mom. She’d been smiling in it, young and unlined, her hand around Kaelan’s shoulders as they stood in front of a birthday cake.  

“Yo, watch it!” a boy snapped, elbowing Kaelan when they bumped seats.  

They apologized, voice too high, too Tricksay.  

The bus halted at a diner two hours later. Kaelan hesitated, and then bought a soda with Mom’s credit card. The cashier, a tired-looking fox, raised an eyebrow. “Leavin’ home, huh?”  

“Just… exploring,” Kaelan mumbled.  

The fox nodded, sliding the receipt across the counter. “My niece ran away to the city last year. Said she’d rather starve than live with her dad’s hate.” A sad smile. “She’s a singer now. Stage name Starlight. Maybe you’ll meet her.”  

Kaelan’s breath caught. They thanked her and fled back to the bus, the soda can trembling in their paw.  

A young woman sat beside them at the next stop—a panther anthro with rainbow streaks in her hair. She struck up a conversation about the rain.  

“You look like you’re runnin’ from something,” she observed.  

Kaelan froze. “What makes you say that?”  

She smirked. “You’ve been staring at your reflection in the window for an hour. You’re itching to change.”  

They didn’t deny it. “I… I can’t be myself where I’m from.”  

The girl leaned in. “I used to hide too. Now I’m a drag queen. Best advice? Burn the masks.”  

Before Kaelan could reply, the female hopped off the bus, waving goodbye.  

The city lights flickered into view at sunrise. Kaelan’s throat tightened. This is it.  

They pulled the locket from their pocket, tracing the tiny lock of hair inside. Tricksay stared back at them—a stranger, but theirs.  

The bus screeched to a halt at a downtown station. Kaelan stepped into the noise, the air thick with exhaust and possibility.
The “Grandway Motel” was a crumbling relic on the edge of the city, its neon sign flickering like a dying star. Kaelan paid two days’ rent with Mom’s credit card, the clerk eyeing them suspiciously—too young, too nervous, too much like the other runaways who passed through.  
It would be the last purchase they could make before the card was locked.
Room 12B smelled of mildew and old cigarettes. The mattress sagged in the center, the sheets stained yellow. A flickering desk lamp cast shadows over the room’s only feature: a cracked bathroom mirror.  

Kaelan collapsed onto the bed, the backpack’s weight still a comfort. They’d skipped dinner, too anxious to wander the streets. Now, hunger gnawed at them, but the thought of leaving felt impossible.  

They showered in water that ran cold after thirty seconds. The mirror showed a stranger.  

Tricksay.  

The name echoed as they traced their features—the angular muzzle and jaw softened by a week’s worth of neglect, the ears still too sharp, the brown eyes too bright. The red dress from the attic lay crumpled in their bag; they wore it now, the fabric threadbare but still hers.  
The reflection didn’t look brave. It looked terrified.  

Kaelan pulled out the Venom Vault flyer, a nearby club, its edges frayed from being tucked into their journal. The open mic was tonight.  

They counted their coins: $47.32. Enough for two more nights if they skipped meals.  

Step 1: Survive.  

Step 2: Sing.  

Step 3: Become someone the mirror could finally recognize.  

At dusk, they ventured out. The city buzzed with neon and noise, a cacophony of life Kaelan had only imagined. A panhandler wolf anthro offered a crumpled flyer for a “Trans Youth Shelter”—“Just in case,” he’d said, his voice gravelly. Kaelan pocketed it, but didn’t look back.  

The Venom Vault loomed ahead, its door guarded by a panther bouncer with a scarred lip.  

“ID?”  

Kaelan froze. They were technically sixteen—Mom had never helped them forge documents.  
The clubs wanted proof.  

A new step in their plan was needed.

Kaelan didn’t eat that day, using the funds for something else. Now the reflection in the mirror was different. Their new aqua-green hair catching the pale light. They’d dyed it using boxed dye from a 24-hour drugstore—$12.99, nearly half their remaining cash. The roots were uneven, but the ends shimmered like a neon sign.  

A fake ID would cost $200.  

The shady alley vendors quoted prices in whispers. “$300… but you look too young.” A scarred raccoon dealer pocketed their cash after a failed negotiation. “You’ll need surgery to look older, kid.”  
Surgery?  

Tricksay laughed, hollow and bitter.  

They pooled their last $15 into “feminine” cosmetics—a neon eye shadow palette, liquid eyeliner, fur blush. The bathroom mirror in Room 12B became an altar.  

They painted themselves into existence.  

Aquamarine streaks framed their eyes; glitter dusted their cheeks. Their reflection now wore a name they couldn’t say aloud yet. Tricksay’s features sharpened—too sharp, like a blade waiting to cut.  

But the mirror didn’t care about money.  

Day jobs were a joke.  

A café manager sneered at their resume. “You’re a kid.” A thrift store fired them after an hour—“Your attitude’s too ‘girly’ for this place.”  
Even the shelter demanded ID. A worker there, a kind-eyed deer anthro, handed Tricksay a flyer for a “cash-only” club in the red-light district.  

“They don’t ask questions,” she said softly. “But I won’t wish you luck.”  

By nightfall, Tricksay’s wallet held three dollars and a crumpled condom from the shelter’s free bin. They stared at the Venom Vault’s marquee, its lights mocking them.  

Without the ID, no stage.  

Without the stage, no money.  

Without the money… 

The thought coiled in their throat like a serpent.  

They wandered the red-lit streets, the city’s underbelly a maze of neon and desperation. Prostitutes leaned against alley walls, their prices scribbled on chalkboards. Tricksay’s claws dug into their palms as they passed a sign:  

“$100 FOR COMPANY. NO QUESTIONS.”  

The words burned.  

Back in Room 12B, Tricksay collapsed onto the mold-stained mattress. The mirror showed a creature of contradictions: aqua hair and bold makeup, but still too young, too Kaelan.  

Tricksay opened the condom packet.  

The shelter’s flyer rustled in their paw.  

The reflection stared back, fearless and fragile.  

What would Tricksay do?  

Heavy with fear, guilt, and desperation, they boarded a bus to the red district, the city’s heartbeat pulsing in their ears.  

The stage would wait.  

But survival… required a different kind of performance.
CHAPTER EIGHT
SHADOWS IN THE CITY
The neon glow of the red-light district was a fever dream. Strip clubs with velvet ropes, flickering “PRIVATE” signs, and alleyways where whispers turned to deals. Tricksay’s new aqua hair glinted under the lights, the dye now streaked with sweat.  

She’d changed into a borrowed outfit from the shelter—a black minidress, too tight, with a slit up the thigh. The makeup was flawless: glittering eye shadow, lips stained blood-red. But her claws kept digging into her palms, a rhythm of panic.  

Just one client. Then I can leave.  

He stumbled out of a bar, his bear frame massive, breath reeking of whiskey.  

“Pretty thing like you in this part of town…” he slurred, leering. “You wanna make a big guy happy?”  

Tricksay forced a smile. “$200 for an hour.”  

“Twenty bucks’ll do,” he barked, pawing at her arm.  

She recoiled. “The sign said $100.”  

His face darkened. “You’re cute. But cheap.”  

A beat. She straightened, voice steady. Tricksay took over. “Then find someone cheaper.”  

He froze.  

“Good girl,” he growled, grabbing her wrist. “C’mere. I know a place.”  

They moved through a labyrinth of dumpsters and flickering streetlights. Tricksay’s heels clicked nervously; his laughter echoed like thunder.  

“Where’re you from, sugar?” he slurred.  

“Nowhere important.”  

“Liar. You’ve got that… newbie look.”  

Tricksay swallowed. You have no idea.  

The secluded spot was a back alley behind a shuttered diner. A flickering bulb cast long shadows. He shoved her against a brick wall.  

“Take your clothes off,” he muttered, fumbling with his belt.  

Tricksay’s breath hitched.  

Her mind flashed to the mirror in the motel—Tricksay, Tricksay, Tricksay. This wasn’t her name. This wasn’t her dream. It was something much more frightening. Real.
What would Tricksay do? 

The question spiraled.  

“Wait,” she said suddenly, voice trembling but defiant. “I… I need a deposit first.”  

His eyes narrowed. “What?”  

“Half the cash before I do… this.”  

He snorted. “You’re a bold little thing, ain’tcha?”  

She nodded, swallowing bile.  

He spat. “Fine. But if you try anything—”  

“I’ll be quiet,” she cut in. “Just… do it fast.”  

He tossed a wad of cash. She caught it, pulse roaring.  

Alone for a heartbeat, she pressed a claw to the brick wall, whispering, “I’m sorry.”  

The door to her past slammed shut.  

His paw gripped her shoulder.
The scene unfolded in fragments: his weight, the stench of alcohol, the sound of tearing fabric.

The brick wall bit into Tricksay’s back as the bear’s paw fumbled with his belt buckle. His breath reeked of whiskey and decay. She counted the cracks in the wall—one, two, three—anything to drown out the sound of fabric tearing.  

“Relax, sugar,” he slurred, unbuttoning his pants. “You’ll like this.”  

She swallowed, throat dry. Her body was a cage. She’d tucked her own cock tightly, but her flat chest gave nothing away. She wore a bra padded with socks, but it did little to hide the truth. Just a boy in a dress, the voice hissed. A joke.  

Her claws bit into her palms. Blood.
He pushed her dress up, his paw rough against her thigh. She flinched, but forced herself to stay still. Mom’s voice: “Be brave.”  

“Turn around,” he grunted.  

She obeyed, facing the alley’s flickering bulb. The cold night air hit her bare skin, biting through her fur. She closed her eyes, imagining the stage lights, the applause—anything but this.  

His demand came, guttural. “Suck it, princess.”
She froze.  

Do it. Just do it.  

Her hands trembled as she reached down, kneeling, the act foreign and violating. Her stomach churned; the smell of him was overwhelming. She thought of Ms. Vey’s voice: “Breathe. Your voice is a gift.”  

It was a script she’d never rehearsed.
She moved mechanically, tears slipping down her cheeks as her hand worked his length up and down. It was an act she’d never done, even to herself. The bear’s groans echoed in the alley. Her mind screamed, “Stop, stop, STOP!” but her body obeyed—survival, not desire, driving her.  

For the stage. For Tricksay.  

Her muzzle parted, the thick smell of him invading her senses—one inch, then two, then a third. Her throat tightened, not even able to swallow as saliva dripped down the bottom of her muzzle off her chin.

“Come on, work it.” His clawed hands gripped the back of her head, eyes widening as she was forced deeper.

Tricksay gagged, eyes flooded with tears the voice that sang now choked. It had to be worth it. It was her only choice. The sounds that filled the alley weren’t a praise of celebration, just a quiet whimper of something breaking.
He finished quickly, stumbling back to zip his pants. He tossed her another $20.  

“Practice,” he spat, and left.  

Alone, she retched into the alley, the taste of bile and shame burning her throat, his release still haunting her. Her dress was torn, her makeup smeared. She sank to the ground, trembling. The warm glow of neon couldn’t hide how cold she felt.
Back at the motel, she stared at her reflection. The mirror showed a stranger—pale, trembling, broken. She peeled off the dress, the bra, and stared at her body.  

Not a girl. Not a boy. Just… nothing.  

But the $89 in her pocket burned like a lifeline.  

Tricksay’s mind fled to the attic, to the scent of old dresses and Ms. Vey’s voice: “Your voice is a gift.”  

This isn’t real. This isn’t real.  

No more apologies.
Yet the motel room smelled of mildew and shame. Tricksay stared at the ceiling, naked, the $89 in her pocket a poisoned treasure. Every breath felt like a betrayal.  

What have I become?  

The memory of the bear’s hands, the alley’s stench, the sound of her own terrified whimpers—all of it clawed at her mind. She scrubbed at her face, smearing the leftover makeup into a grotesque mask.  

“Stop it.”  

The voice wasn’t hers. If not, then who’s? Everything felt wrong, uncertain—she couldn’t even stand the feeling of her own skin and fur. Grabbing only a hoodie, Tricksay fled the room.
She found the dealer in a neon-lit alley—a fox anthro with a syringe tattooed on his neck. He dealt in “glow dust,” a synthetic that promised oblivion.  

“First time?” he sneered, eyeing her aqua hair. “$50 for a hit. Or you can work it off.” His eyes drifted over her covered body.
She handed over the cash without hesitating.  

The powder burned her nostrils before she even used it.
The first wave hit like a fever. Colors bled into the walls. The mirror across the room flickered, then moved. Her emotions danced as well.
Kaelan stood in the bathroom at home, the one with the cracked mirror. They were home again, staring at their reflection—the reflection that had once been theirs..  

“You’re a monster,” hissed a voice.  

They turned. Their father stood in the doorway, but his face had melted into the bear’s from earlier, then the dealer’s, then Finn’s. All of them sneering. 

“You’re nothing,” they chorused.  

Kaelan’s claws dug into the sink. The mirror cracked further, splitting their face into fragments. One shard showed Tricksay’s aqua hair, another their old brown style. The pieces fought, clawing at each other. Tricksay versus Kaelan—life against something else. 

Blood seeped into the grout.  

Tricksay’s body convulsed on the motel bed, foam at her muzzle. The drugs twisted the room into a funhouse of shadows. The ceiling rippled like water.  

The bathroom merged with the alley. Kaelan knelt in the brick alleyway, trembling. Their reflection in a puddle showed Tricksay’s face. They were both there, fighting for control.  

“Don’t kill me,” Kaelan whispered.  

Tricksay’s voice answered, sharp and final: “You’re already dead.”  

The puddle’s reflection cracked. Kaelan’s image dissolved into a scream of light. Their claws turned to ash. Their  fur faded to nothing.  

Tricksay awoke at dawn, the glow dust’s afterglow burning her veins. Her throat was raw, but her mind… clear.  

The mirror showed only her.  

The dealer’s voice echoed in her head: “You’re either alive or you’re not.”  

Tricksay smiled, a razor-thin thing.  

“Not anymore,” she whispered.  
***

Tricksay learned quickly.  

She perfected the art of the tuck, padding her bra with more socks, and mastered the “femme” walk—a sway of hips that hid her boyish gait. The glow dust became a crutch, numbing the shame before each client.  

Another dealer, a sly raccoon named Rex, sold her a fake ID for $400. “You’ll need surgery to look older,” he’d sneered, pocketing her cash. “But this’ll work for most clubs.”  
She’d saved every penny from her “work” in the red district.  

A wolf anthro in a tailored suit approached her in the dark. “I want something… special,” he purred, flashing her a wad of crisp hundreds.  

She nodded, her voice a practiced purr. “$100 up front.”  

He laughed. “Darling, I’m a lawyer. I’ll sue you if you try to scam me.”  

She swallowed, but kept her smile steady.  

His place smelled of expensive cologne. “I prefer it… rougher,” he said, leading her to the bedroom.  

Tricksay’s claws bit into her palms. Just pretend it’s the stage.  

He demanded more than she’d done before. She lay rigid as he entered her from behind, the pain sharp but distant—numbness from the glow dust, numbness from the need. She never once became aroused during any of these acts, but performed them anyway.
“Relax,” he hissed, thrusting harder.  

She thought of Kaelan’s face in the mirror, now a ghost.  

You’re dead, she whispered inwardly, grunting through the wet clap of hips meeting her from behind.
Afterward, he paid her $400—“minus the deposit”—and demanded a “repeat next week.”  

She agreed, her voice hollow.  

Rex delivered the fake ID the next morning. Tricksay V. Rayne, age 21. The photo was blurry, but it would suffice.  

She paid him, then spent the rest of the day in a seedy clinic for a silicone breast implant injection—$300, painful, temporary. Her chest now curved faintly beneath her shirts.  

Around midnight, she stared at the motel mirror. The aqua hair had faded to streaks of blue, but her makeup was flawless. The fake ID glinted in her paw.  

Almost there.  

A panther client later that week demanded “rougher.” She let him bruise her, her mind a blank slate. The money afterward felt like blood.  

Another night, a drunk badger client pawed at her chest. “You’re… too flat,” he slurred.  

She froze.  

“Surgery’s expensive,” she lied, batting his paw away. “I’m saving up.”  

He laughed, drunk and distracted. He finished inside her.
Her old memories were fading, but never gone.
“I’m alive. Just not yours anymore.”  

Then, she boarded the bus to the Venom Vault, the fake ID burning in her pocket.  

The dealer’s words echoed: “You’re either alive or you’re not.”  

Tricksay smiled, razor-thin and fierce. “Not anymore,” she whispered.  

CHAPTER NINE
The First Act
The door to the Venom Vault swung open with a clang, its neon sign flickering like a dying star. Tricksay adjusted her tight sequined top in the bathroom mirror—black leather pants hugged her legs, the glow dust’s buzz humming in her veins. She’d practiced the set list a hundred times, but her hands still trembled as she lined her eyes with glitter. Tricksay V. Rayne, the fake ID in her pocket whispered. Tricksay V. Rayne.  

The bathroom door creaked open. A rat anthro in a sequined bodysuit leaned against the frame. “You’re the new act, right?” she drawled, smirking. “Don’t fuck this up.”  

Tricksay nodded, throat tight, and pushed past her. The club’s bass thrummed through her bones—beers sloshed in cups, bodies pressed close, a kaleidoscope of neon and sweat. The stage loomed ahead, its lights a glaring sun. She spotted the open mic sign taped to the DJ booth, her name scribbled in Sharpie beneath it: Tricksay.  

Her claws dug into her palms as she climbed the stairs. The crowd fell silent. A wolf in a leather jacket whistled. She gripped the mic stand, its cold metal biting her paw.  

“Hi,” she said, voice cracking. The glow dust’s haze thickened, blurring the faces below.  

Someone shouted, “Sing something hot!”  

She closed her eyes, inhaling deeply. Kaelan’s face flickered in her mind—a memory of singing in the shower, of Ms. Vey’s praise. Be the song.  

The first note tore from her throat, high and clear. The crowd leaned forward. Her voice wavered on the second line—too shaky, too raw—but steadied, climbing into the chorus. The leather pants chafed, the sequins itched, but she moved, hips swaying like she’d rehearsed for years.  

A woman in the front row raised her paw, screaming, “YES!”  

Tricksay’s knees shook, but she sang louder, the glow dust’s numbness merging with adrenaline. The song ended in a crescendo. The crowd erupted—clapping, whooping, a shower of coins on the stage. The words? She barely heard them herself.
She bowed at the end, breathless, as the next act shoved past her. A feline in the crowd threw a twenty-dollar bill. “Again sometime, baby,” he growled.  

Tricksay pocketed it, her reflection in the bathroom mirror later that night showing a stranger—eyes bloodshot, lips cracked, but grinning. The motel room’s flickering light cast shadows over the cash pile growing on the desk.  

She felt over her own face, her fingers steady now.  

“I’m someone else now. You can’t take me back.” 

The glow dust buzzed a final promise: forward or die.  

She turned off the light and stared at the ceiling, the taste of victory and shame lingering on her tongue.
***

The glow dust became a religion.  

Tricksay sang three nights a week now, her gigs expanding from the Venom Vault to dive bars in the red district. She’d mastered the act—a throaty laugh, a wink for the front row, a voice that curled like smoke. The crowds cheered, tossed bills, even called her “queen” sometimes. But the mirror in her motel room never lied.  

Her reflection stared back, hollow-cheeked and gaunt. The silicone implants had dissolved weeks ago, leaving her chest flat again. She’d taken to wearing tighter bras, padding them with more socks, but the effect was slipping. The glow dust numbed the panic, but it couldn’t fill the ache.  

She’d belt out power ballads in clubs, her voice fraying at the edges. The glow dust made the lights blur, the audience a sea of faceless shadows. One night, she forgot the lyrics mid-song, her throat tightening until a patron shouted, “Sing louder, princess!”  

She did, screaming the rest of the chorus until her voice cracked. The crowd whooped louder.  

Had it been a year? Two? She wasn’t sure anymore. The dream flickered, the light faded into a routine that kept her moving—kept her alive. She’d see her mother’s face in the mirror sometimes, wondering if everything was okay.

Rex cornered her after a show, his grin sharp. “You’re good, baby, but I need more cash.” He slid a syringe across the bar—a clear liquid glinted in the light. “This’ll make you shine. $400 a hit.”  

“Heroin?” she slurred, the glow dust already fogging her mind.  

“Call it what you want.”  

She paid.  

The needle burned. The first hit made her float, her pain dissolving into a golden haze that floated in the stars. She sang the next set drunk on euphoria, her voice soaring like Ms. Vey’s old dreams. The crowd went wild.  

They demanded encores.  

She demanded more needles.  

A bear client later that week pawed at her chest. “You’re… too soft,” he growled, his breath stale with vodka. “A real girl’d have more.”  

Tricksay’s heart raced. She laughed, high and manic, pressing a claw to his throat. “You wanna bet?”  

He paid double after she’d finished and left, unsettled on wobbly legs. 

Her reflection now wore dark circles beneath its aqua streaks and messy fur. The glow dust and heroin had stolen her glow. She’d started cutting herself—tiny slashes on her thighs, a ritual to feel something real. Her own sense of reality took the scars and ate them, making her forget.
The motel’s flickering light caught the scars as she injected another dose.  

She performed drunk on heroin that Friday, her voice trembling through a rendition of “Born This Way.” The crowd booed when she faltered.  

“A pathetic tranny,” a voice sneered from the back.  

Tricksay’s mind went blank, her head rolling back before her claws snapped. She lunged at the man, screaming until bouncers dragged her offstage. She fought them, biting and digging her claws into their arms. The flashing of lights and a low siren followed. She paid the bale without question and wandered the streets looking for her next hit.
Rex laughed. “Time to move on, darling.”  

That night, she collapsed on the motel bed, the mirror reflecting a stranger—a broken thing, half-Kaelan, half-Tricksay, neither alive.  

The dealer’s syringe waited on the desk.  

She picked it up.  

Her phone notification buzzed.  

UNKNOWN: “I’m coming for you.”  

She didn’t read further.  

The needle plunged into her vein.  

The mirror cracked.  

But the stage… still called.
The nightmare came clawing.  

She was back in the attic, the dresses burning. Dad’s face morphed into the bear client, then the lawyer, then Mom’s corpse-pale visage. Kaelan’s voice screamed from the flames: “You killed me!” She ran, but the fire chased her, the smoke thick with Ms. Vey’s disappointed sighs. The mirror shattered, and she fell—  

She woke screaming, sweat-soaked fur matted to her skin. The room spun. Her throat burned from the heroin, her veins humming with regret.  

The bathroom mirror waited.  

Tricksay stumbled toward it, reflection gaunt and haunted. The glow dust and heroin had hollowed her cheeks, the aqua streaks faded to ghostly gray. She stared at the stranger—too thin, too broken, too much and not enough—and felt nothing.  

Then the anger hit.  

She screamed, fist colliding with the glass. The mirror exploded. Shards rained down as she collapsed, blood dripping from her claws onto the cracked tiles. She didn’t care. She sobbed, raw and animal, the sound echoing through the hollow motel room.  

What if I’m wrong?  

The question chewed at her mind.  

What if I’m just… a mistake?  

She wiped her face on a stained towel and shuffled into the main room.  

“Rough night?”  

The voice was soft, too soft—bright, unafraid, like a spark in the dark.  

Tricksay froze.  

A figure leaned by the window, backlit by the moon. Their fur shimmered pink-silver, eyes glowing faintly in the gloom as a long tail swayed. 

They didn’t turn around.  

“Don’t worry,” they said, smiling. “I know the feeling.”  

The figure tilted their head, revealing a curvy body and a grin that didn’t match the scene.  

“Care to… sing about it?”  

Tricksay’s claws dug into her palms.  

The mirror had shattered.  

The stage still called.  

But this stranger…  

They wore a smile.
CHAPTER TEN
A STAR FLICKERS
The figure by the window stepped closer.  

It’s fur glowed faintly in the dark, bright pink against the shadows. Her dark yet shimmering horns curved like crescent moons, and her hair—a cascade of shimmering magenta strands that sparkled—swayed as she spun toward Tricksay.  

“Heyyy!” she trilled, tripping over her own tail, which ended in a large glimmering magenta tip. “I’m so sorry if I startled you! I, uh… kinda phased through the wall? My spatial coordinates are still a bit… off.”  

Tricksay blinked, a knife still clutched in her paw. “Drugs,” she muttered, voice hoarse. “This is the drugs talking.”  

The female laughed, a sound like wind chimes, and nearly face-planted into the guitar case. “Drugs? Nooo! I’m Star! A Celestian! A wish weaver! I dwell in the realm between dreams and—” She paused, studying Tricksay. “Oh. Ohhh. This is your realm now, isn’t it? The in-between? The… rock bottom?”  

Tricksay’s claws tightened on the knife. “Get out.”  

Star bounced toward her, tail wagging, the flow of her partial robes swaying, and promptly knocked over a lamp. “I can’t! I’ve been watching you, you know. Since the attic. Since… Kaelan.” She winced. “The drugs, the prostitution, the mirror-shattering? That’s all part of the in-between. But you’re stuck, Tricky! You’re drowning in the cracks!”  

“Stop it,” Tricksay hissed, stepping back. “I’m not… I’m not—”  

“Alive?” Star finished, grinning too widely. “Exactly! You’re neither here nor there. But I’m here to help! I weave wishes, see? And your wish—it’s loud. ‘To be someone else.’ ‘To be heard.’ But you’re doing it all wrong!”  

Tricksay laughed bitterly. “And you’re… what? My fairy godmother?”
Star’s aqua eyes sparkled. “Better! I’m your wish’s godmother! Now, put down the knife before I trip over it and accidentally summon a meteor!”  

Tricksay hesitated, and then lowered the blade. “You’re not real. I’m just that messed up.”  

“Oh, I’m real,” Star said, plopping onto the bed and nearly toppling off. She pulled a glowing orb from her pocket—a tiny galaxy swirling inside. “See? Celestian magic! I exist between realms, okay? And I exist here because… well, you’re my project, Tricky. You’re either going to ascend or… turn into a cautionary tale.”  

A beat.  

“Why me?” Tricksay whispered. She shook her head. I’m talking to a hallucination.
Star’s smile softened. “Because your wish? It’s pure. Even when you’re selling yourself or snorting glow dust. Deep down, you still want to sing. To be seen. And I… I kinda like your vibe. Hyperactive? No. But you’ve got spark. Like a dying star.”  

Tricksay’s breath hitched.  

“So!” Star leapt up, breasts bouncing inside her top, almost colliding with the ceiling fan. “Let’s get this moving before I trip over your existential crisis and accidentally heal it. You need to want this, not just… survive it!”  

Tricksay stared at the Celestian—her magenta chest and stomach scales catching the light, her tail flicking nervously.  

“Why now?” she asked.  

Star’s wings, translucent and dragon-like, twitched. “Because your birthday’s tomorrow. And… well, that has nothing to do with it. Coincidence. Time to choose: stay broken, or… let me help you burn.”  

She held out a hand, glowing faintly.  

Tricksay’s claws trembled.  

The room spun. The drugs, the pain, the mirror—  

Star hummed a melody, off-key and cheerful.  

Tricksay reached for the paw.
Star shook it firmly and then flopped onto the bed, her magenta-tipped tail flicking nervously. “Okay, okay, let’s do this slowly,” she said, voice dropping to a earnest murmur. “What do you truly want?”  

Tricksay crossed her arms, the sequined top strained across her bony frame. No, none of this is happening. Stop entertaining the delusion. “You’re not real. None of this is real. Just… leave me alone.”  

“But it is real!” Star insisted as her arms crossed with a grunt. “Fine! Maybe… maybe I’m still learning. But I do want to help! C’mon, spill it. What’s your… your big wish?”  

Tricksay hesitated. The glow dust’s haze had worn thin, leaving her raw and exposed. “I just… want to be her,” she whispered, clawing at the sequins on her top. “Not Kaelan. Not Tricksay. Just… a girl. A real one. Not this… this fraud.”  

Star’s wings dimmed. “Oh.”  

“I’ve tried everything,” Tricksay continued, voice cracking. “Drugs, surgery, prostitution… nothing sticks. I’m still… still broken.”  

Star’s tail drooped. “Hmm. Well… what about fame? I can make you a star! Instant fans, money, validation—”  

“No.” The word was flat.  

“Okay! How about… money? For… for real surgery? The hormones? The real stuff?”  

Tricksay laughed, sharp and brittle. “You think I haven’t thought about that? I’m still me underneath. The fraud. The mistake.”  

Star’s ears flattened. “Right. Right, right, right. My bad. A lot of this is beyond me anyway.” She fidgeted with her hair, a tiny star-shaped pendant glowing at her throat. “Umm… what if I… I don’t know… erased your past? Made everyone forget Kaelan?”  

“Then who’d I be?” Tricksay snapped. “A ghost with no name?”  

Star slumped against the wall, her magenta horns dimming. “I’m new at this,” she admitted, voice small. “Wish weaving’s harder than it looks. I can’t… I can’t change who you are. Only you can do that.”  

Tricksay stood, gathering her few belongings. “Saves me the trouble of killing you.”
“Wait!” Star leapt up, nearly toppling the lamp again. “Wait! Maybe… maybe I can’t give you what you want yet. But I can… I can give you time.”  

Tricksay paused.  

“I’ll… I’ll weave a temporary wish. A spark to keep you from burning out. Not permanent, but… enough to get you to the next step. Please?”  

Tricksay turned, eyes narrowed. “And why should I trust a hallucination?”  

Star’s wings flickered, desperate. “Because… because you’re not a fraud, Tricky. And I’m not a hallucination. I’m… I’m your hope. The part of you that still believes in the stage. In her. You’d also really be helping me out here!”
Tricksay stared at the shattered mirror, then back at the Celestian. Star’s magenta scales glowed faintly in the dark, her expression earnest.  

“Get out,” Tricksay said softly.  

Star’s shoulders slumped. “Okay. But I’ll be back. And when I do… I’ll have something good. I promise.”  

She phased through the wall, leaving only a faint shimmer in the air.  

Alone again, Tricksay stared at the mirror’s shards. A single magenta hair—Star’s—lay among the glass.  

She picked it up, and then dropped it, flinching as it rolled beneath the bed.  

The stage still called.  

But the mirror…  

The mirror was broken.  

Tricksay’s hand hovered over the magenta hair Star had left behind. The needle gleamed on the desk, discarded. Her knuckles, still raw from shattering the mirror, throbbed. “Star!” she shouted, voice raw. “Get back here!”  

A shimmer, then Star materialized, wings fluttering wildly. “Yes?! Did you think of a wish? I can totally—”  

“What can you actually do?” Tricksay snapped, but her voice wavered. “You said… you could give me time. Something temporary.”  

Star’s magenta eyes widened. “Oh! Ohhh! Yeah! The symbolic thing!” She scrambled for her tail, pulling out threads of her own fur—glowing faintly, magenta and silver. “Give me something of yours! Something… meaningful!”  

Tricksay rummaged through her bag and found it: the frayed scarf Mom had knitted years ago. Its yarn was worn, the edges singed from countless washes. She’d buried it in the attic after Dad’s rage, but it had survived the fire.  

Star’s tail curled around it reverently. “Perfect! A thread to the past, a bridge to the future!” She began weaving her fur into the scarf, her claws flickering with starlight. “Now, you need to… focus. On your wish. The whole thing. Not just being a girl, but… what you’ll do after. The why.”  

Tricksay stared at the mirror’s shards. “To be seen,” she whispered. “To be… real. To sing without hiding.”  

Star’s fur glowed brighter as she worked, her magenta scales pulsing. “Almost there—ow!” She tripped over her own tail, dropping the scarf. “Sorry! Celestial magic’s a mess when you’re new!”  

Tricksay knelt, helping her. Their paws brushed—Star’s fur warm, Tricksay’s cold.  

“Okay!” Star gasped, reweaving the thread. “Think of your wish like a song. A melody. Picture her. Tricksay. The real Tricksay. Not the fraud. Not Kaelan. Just… her.”  

Tricksay closed her eyes.  

Tricksay on a stage, spotlights blazing. Her voice soaring. A crowd cheering. Her reflection in the mirror—smooth, unbroken, finally hers. A girl. Not a boy. Not a lie.  

“Got it!” Star chirped, handing her the scarf. “Now put it on. And… believe.”  

Tricksay hesitated, and then wrapped the scarf around her neck.  

The room flickered.  

A warmth spread from the scarf—gentle, not the drugs’ sharp rush. The magenta threads glowed, syncing with her pulse. The mirror’s shards trembled.  

Tricksay’s breath caught.  

In the glass, her reflection… *shifted*.  

The world blurred.  

A voice—Star’s, but deeper, older—whispered, “The wish is woven, but the thread is thin. Burn too bright, and it’ll unravel…”  
Tricksay’s claws softened. Her shoulders… rounded.  

The door creaked open. A figure stood in the doorway—Mom, breathless and desperate.  

“Tricksay—”
It vanished.
The scarf’s glow pulsed.  

The mirror’s shards moved.
CHAPTER ELEVEN
The Theme
Tricksay blinked.  

Her hand tingled.  

She stared at it—soft, rounded, no trace of the sharp claws she’d hidden for years. Her shoulders were narrower, her chest… there. Breasts, not the biggest, but real, pressed against her sequined top.  

“Oh.”  

She stumbled to the mirror, the scarf clutched to her throat. The reflection showed a stranger—a girl with purple eyes, aqua-green hair cascading like liquid starlight, and a body that felt hers. Finally hers.  

“Look at me!” she breathed, voice trembling. “Look at her!”  

She traced her fingers over her cheeks, her throat, the curve of her hips. Purple eyes widened in the glass at the smoothness between her legs. She was real.  

Star whooped, nearly knocking over the lamp. “Yes! The wish took! You’re… you’re beautiful!”  

Tricksay spun, tears streaming down her face, and flung herself at the Celestian. Star yelped, wings flaring, but caught her in a hug.  

“You did it! You did it! I’m her! I’m—”  

The scarf slipped from her neck.  

The world snapped back.  

Tricksay’s claws reappeared, her chest flat, her eyes brown again. The mirror showed Kaelan—still Kaelan, the girl a ghost.  

She staggered back, heart pounding.  

Star’s ears drooped, the white light within flickering. “Uh… rule one? The magic’s tied to the scarf. So… when it’s on, you’re her. When it’s off… you’re… you. Temp’ry, remember?”  

Tricksay’s breath shuddered. “So it’s… it’s real? But only when I—”  

“Wear the scarf!” Star interrupted, tail lashing nervously. “It’s like… like a wish on a thread! The magic’s fragile, but it’s there! You just gotta… protect it.” She blushed, her fur tinged deeper magenta. “And… and not hug me so hard, okay? My wings are still very sensitive.”  

Tricksay picked up the scarf, trembling. She wrapped it around her neck again—the world blurred, then sharpened. Purple eyes met her own in the mirror.  

“Temporary,” she whispered.  

Star nodded, fiddling with her guitar. “Yeah. But! You can keep the thread going. Strengthen it. The more you believe, the longer it lasts!”  

Tricksay’s claws—now delicate—curled around the scarf’s edge.  

“Thank you,” she said softly.  

Star’s smile returned, bright as a supernova. “Anytime! Now… what’s first? A song? A stage? A new outfit?”  

Tricksay glanced at herself in the mirror and pinched her own cheek. Real.vShe turned back to Star, resolve hardening her features. “The stage,” she said, voice steady. “Let’s start there.”  

The scarf glowed faintly against her throat.
Tricksay’s paws trembled as she tentatively lifted the sequined top, her breath catching at the sight of her new body. She traced the curve of her breasts, fingertips brushing the soft flesh, then—blushing deeply—glanced downward between her legs. Star snorted, amused, but quickly covered her mouth to stifle a laugh.  

“Sorry!” Star giggled, cheeks flushing magenta. “It’s just… you’re so new at this! Like my first time seeing my own wings!”  

Tricksay swatted at her, still grinning. “Shut up. It’s… it’s real. I feel… alive.”  

Star flopped onto the bed, tail wagging. “Alright, Trickster! Time to figure out your stage persona! What’s your vibe? Gothic? Cyber? Glittery disaster?”  

Tricksay hesitated. “I… I don’t know. It’s like… big choruses, dramatic drops. Something… electric. Like the music could shock you awake.”  

Star’s eyes lit up. “Ooooh! I get it! You want to be a Neon Storm! A mix of synth-pop and raw energy! Like… the night sky when lightning hits!”  

“Hmm.” Tricksay frowned, imagining it. “Too cheesy?”  

“Nope!” Star bounced up, nearly knocking over the lamp with her chest. “You’ll wear shimmering outfits! Glowing makeup! Your voice’ll be this powerful thing—part angel, part electric guitar!”  

Tricksay laughed, the sound light and unfamiliar. “Okay, okay. I get it.”  

Star paced, tail flicking. “We need a look! Think… neon lights, glitter, cybernetic flair! Your stage should feel like… like a digital dream!”  

“A digital dream?” Tricksay repeated, then grinned. “I like that.”  

“But first,” Star said, grabbing her paw, “we need to see you in this! Neon lights, bold makeup, a costume that screams ‘I’m here to take over the world!’”  

Tricksay’s pulse quickened. “Where do we even…?”  

Star grinned, wings flaring. “The city’s got a glow district! Neon shops, hologram boutiques, glitter dealers—they’ll love you!”  

Tricksay paused, clutching the scarf. “What if it… slips off?”  

Star’s smile faded. “Then you’re back to… Kaelan. But you’ve got to believe, Tricky! The more you embrace the wish, the more good feelings, the stronger it gets!”  

“I’ll remember.” She tightened the scarf, her reflection in the mirror glowing with resolve.  

Star led her to the door, nearly tripping over her own feet. “Alright! Let’s go make you unforgettable!”  

Tricksay paused, glancing at the text notification on her phone—UNKNOWN: “I’m here.”—then shoved it into her pocket.  

“Let’s go,” she said, stepping into the hallway.  

Star beamed, wings pulling her into a half-hug. “You’re gonna be stunning!”  

The city’s neon lights blazed ahead, a sea of color and chaos. Tricksay tightened her scarf, the magenta threads humming with magic.  

The glow district pulsed with neon energy—shops blaring synth beats, vendors hawking holographic fabrics, and a panther anthro in a sequined catsuit shouting, “Neon or die!”  

Star dragged Tricksay into a boutique called CyberCovet, its walls lit with pulsing blue lights. “This is it!” she squealed, already flipping through racks of outfits. “You need glitter! Sparkles! A halo of lasers!”  

Tricksay rolled her eyes. “I just want… something tight, not a costume.”  

“Boring!” Star tossed a sequined gown at her. “You’re a storm! You need to command the stage!”  

“I want them to hear me, not be distracted by me.”

They argued for an hour.  

Star insisted on a holographic skirt that “shimmers like a supernova!”  

Tricksay vetoed it.  

Star found a feathered headpiece. “For your magenta magic!”  

Tricksay nearly threw it at her.  

Finally, Tricksay grabbed a simple magenta top—tight, sleeveless, and covered in glitter. It would show her body well. “Fine. But this is it.”  

Star’s eyes lit up. “YES! The magenta’ll pop with your eyes! Let’s glam it up!”  

The magenta top became a masterpiece. Star glued iridescent sequins along the collar, making Tricksay’s purple eyes glow like amethysts in the dark. The aqua-green streaks in her hair shimmered under the store’s neon lights.  

For the pants, Tricksay found a pair of sleek black leggings with neon green LED strips down the sides—subtle but striking. “They show off the curves without screaming,” she said, smirking as Star whooped.  

The finale: fingerless gloves, black, obviously, and a neon aqua-green fur trim for her tail tip. Star added glowing paint to outline Tricksay’s white-furred paws.  

In the dressing room, Tricksay spun in the mirror. The magenta top hugged her frame, the glitter catching every light. Her neon-green LEDs pulsed faintly with her movements, and the aqua-green accents matched her hair perfectly.  

“Wow,” Star breathed, accidentally knocking over a rack of shoes. “You look… electric.”  

Tricksay grinned, her claws now delicate fingers brushing the sequins. “I look like her.” The sketches of younger years flashed in her memory.
She slipped on Mom’s scarf, now woven with Star’s magenta fur. The threads glowed faintly, syncing with the LEDs on her pants. “The magic’s… stronger with this on,” she realized.  

Star beamed. “The wish and the tech! Perfect harmony!”  

They left the store to a chorus of wolf whistles. A vendor shouted, “You’re gonna blow up, girl!”  
Tricksay laughed, the sound lighter than she remembered. “Let’s find a stage.”  

Star linked paws with her, nearly face-planting in the process. “First stop: the Neon Nexus! It’s huge! And the crowd’s wild!”  

Tricksay adjusted her gloves, the scarf tight around her neck.  

The stage… was waiting.
CHAPTER ELEVEN
Birth of A Star
The Neon Nexus loomed like a cathedral of light—its towering neon sign spelling out “ELECtricity” in jagged, pulsing letters. Tricksay adjusted her magenta top, the scarf tight around her neck, as Star bounced beside her, her own outfit screaming “attention”: a silver crop top with a plunging neckline, fishnet sleeves, and a skirt that shimmered like liquid starlight.  

Tricksay had never been more excited, or more nervous. The venue loomed like a dream, both intimidating and thrilling as they approached.

The bouncer—a grizzly bear anthro with a scarred muzzle—crossed his arms. “No passes, no gigs. You’re not on the list.”  

Star pouted, batting her magenta-tipped lashes. “But we’re amazing! We could… enhance the show!” She leaned forward, revealing more cleavage than Tricksay thought possible.  

The bear’s ears twitched. “Enhance how?”

The smirk on the Celestian’s muzzle grew wider. “Oh I think you—” 

Tricksay elbowed her. “We’re just here to… watch.”  

Star groaned. “Ugh, boring.”  

They slunk away as the bear grumbled, “Next!”  

They circled the building, Star nearly tripping over a stray cable. “There’s a side entrance!” she hissed, pointing to a door marked STAFF ONLY.  

Tricksay tried the handle—it was locked.  

“Hmm!” Star smacked her forehead in thought. “I’ve got an idea!”  

She waltzed toward the front again, hips swaying, and struck up a conversation with a distracted technician. “Heyyy! Got a sec? I need to ask about the sound system! My friend here’s a prodigy!” She gestured wildly at Tricksay, who froze in place.  

The tech sighed. “Look, lady—”  

“Oh!” Star interrupted, flashing a grin. “You’re hot. Let’s talk about you!”  

Tricksay facepalmed.  

While Star distracted the tech, Tricksay crept toward the loading dock. A delivery truck was unloading gear for The Voltage Vixens, a pop-punk band scheduled to perform next.  

“Perfect,” Star whispered, materializing beside her, much to Tricksay’s surprise. “Let’s… help their set.”  

Star scaled the wall like a hyperactive squirrel, her magenta tail flickering with mischief. “Distract the crew!” she hissed, then phased through the ceiling panel into the sound booth.  

Tricksay hesitated, then yanked a loose wire from The Voltage Vixens’ amp.  

Inside the sound booth, Star “accidentally” spilled a glitter bomb on the mixer’s controls. “Oops! My bad!” she trilled, then tripped over a cable, knocking over a rack of microphones.  

Downstairs, the Vixens’ lead singer screeched. “What the hell?! The mics aren’t working! The amp’s fried!”  

The tech ran over, cursing. “Who did this?!”  

Tricksay and Star shared a glance.  

A manager rushed out, frazzled. “We need you on stage!”

The lead singer, a vixen in a leotard and large hair stomped the ground. “Our set just went out the fucking roof, man!”

“Christ, seriously?! We need an immediate replacement! Anyone?! Anyone who can perform right now?!”  

Tricksay stepped forward, shoving another potential act out of the way, the scarf’s magenta threads humming. It was now or never. “I can!”  

Star whooped. “That’s my girl!”  

The manager blinked. “You? I’ve never seen you before. You’re… a nobody!”  

“But she’s free!” Star chimed in, batting her lashes again. “And… sparkly!”

In the meantime, Tricksay, taking a page from Star’s book, roughly kneed another singer in the groin before he could offer his act, causing him to buckle. “And no one else is stepping up!” She cleared her throat. 

The manager groaned. “Fine! Ten minutes! Go!”  

Tricksay’s heart raced as she climbed the stairs. Star squeezed her paw. “You’ve got this!”  

The crowd’s murmurs faded as she stepped into the spotlight. The scarf glowed faintly, the magenta threads syncing with her neon-green LEDs. Eyes and phones were on her from every angle as sweat dripped down the side of her head fur.
She opened her mouth—silence. The lyrics she’d wanted to perform from her own song vanished, her mind blank.
“Hello?” she called, voice cracking.  

Silence.  

A wolf anthro in the front row groaned. “Lame opener!”  

Tricksay’s claws dug into her gloves. Breathe. Be the song.

“A cover!” Star hissed from where she stood, holding the electric guitar. “Better than nothing! Something you can remember! I’ll uh… follow!”
Nearly three years since she left home. This was the moment—no turning back. She closed her eyes, the lyrics rising unbidden—  

“I still hear your voice when you sleep next to me…”  

Her voice wavered, raw and uncertain. Memories flashed: Kaelan’s reflection in the shower, the shattered mirror, Star’s magenta fur tangled in the scarf. The crowd’s murmurs turned to whispers.  

“Forgive me my weakness…” 

She stepped forward, neon-green LEDs on her pants flickering with her movements. “But I don’t know why…”  

A girl in the front row raised her paw, swaying. Tricksay locked eyes with her—someone to believe in.  

“Without you it’s hard to survive…”  

The music swelled. Tricksay threw her head back, aqua-green hair cascading like liquid starlight.  

“‘Cause everytime we touch,  

I get this feeling!” 

She lunged into the crowd, claws brushing a stranger’s paw. The scarf’s glow intensified—purple eyes blazing, the magenta top shimmering.  

“And everytime we kiss,  

I swear I could fly!”  

The LEDs on her pants blazed neon-green, syncing with the stage’s pulsing lights. The crowd roared, their cheers a lifeline.  

She retreated to the center, voice trembling:  

“Your arms are my castle,  

Your heart is my sky…”  

A tear slipped down her cheek—*for Kaelan, for Mom, for the mirror that once lied*.  

They wipe away tears that I cry…  

The chorus erupted again. Tricksay danced like a storm—hips swaying, tail flicking, the scarf’s threads weaving magic with every move.  

“Can’t you hear my heart beat so?  

I can’t let you go! Need you by my side!”  

The crowd chanted, “Again! Again!” 

Her vision blurred. The scarf’s glow dimmed—the wish fading. She stumbled, but Star materialized beside the stage, wings flaring.  

“You got this! BELIEVE!” she screamed, pink fur glowing.  

Tricksay straightened, defiance in her stance.  

“‘Cause every time we touch,  

I feel the static!”  

She lunged into the crowd again, the scarf tightening as if Star’s magic surged through it.  

The final notes soared. Tricksay’s voice cracked, raw and triumphant:  

“I want you in my life…”  

The crowd erupted. Strangers cheered, tossed confetti, and mobbed the stage. A wolf anthro hoisted her onto his shoulders, the scarf’s magenta threads blazing like a supernova.  

Tricksay collapsed backstage, breathless, as Star whooped, “YOU DID IT!”  

Her reflection in the mirror showed a girl glowing—Tricksay, alive and unbroken.  

The scarf’s magic held.  

For now.  

The crowd’s cheers still echoed as from outside, and Tricksay and Star were mobbed backstage. A rabbit anthro with neon-pink fur shoved a phone in her face. “Sing again!” she demanded, grinning. “You’re fire!”  

Tricksay froze, the scarf’s glow flickering.  

Star swooped in, magenta tail wagging. “Calm down, sugar! She’s got a schedule!” She draped an arm around Tricksay, faux-serious. “She’s our star—we can’t just let fans devour her!”  

A wolf in a leather jacket pressed forward. “How long’ve you been singing? And where’ve you been hiding?!”  

Tricksay opened her mouth—  

“Ah!” Star interrupted, batting her lashes. “She’s a prodigy! Trained in the Celestial Choirs! Well… mostly trained. Still learning to breathe, but—”  

Tricksay elbowed her.  

The wolf laughed. “Celestial Choirs? That’s wild! When’s your next show?!”  

Star’s eyes lit up. “Next week! At the Neon Nexus! And the week after? The Galaxy Gardens! And then… world domination!” She winked. “VIP passes? Sure, if you’re sweet enough!”  

A cheetah fan leaned in. “Are you… a solo artist? Or part of a group?”  

Star’s wings flared. “**Solo?** Oh no! She’s the lead of The Starlight Syndicate! We’re just… between members. Just her and I!” She gestured wildly. “But you’ll see us big! Like, supernova big!”  

Tricksay facepalmed, but she liked the name. Starlight Syndicate.  

A girl with holographic tattoos tugged Tricksay’s sleeve. “Your voice… it’s like electricity. How do you do it?!”  

Tricksay’s claws twitched*the scarf’s glow was fading with her exhaustion. She forced a smile. “Practice!”  

Star grinned. “And magic! She’s part celestial! Or… something! It’s complicated!”  

The girl giggled. “Can I get a selfie?!”  

They posed, the scarf’s threads shimmering bright as Tricksay’s confidence grew with each compliment. Star, ever the showstopper, tripped over her own tail mid-snap—“Oopsie!”—but the crowd ate it up.  

A bartender slid them a neon-green drink. “On the house! You’re legends!”  

Tricksay sipped it, the glow dust’s old taste now sweet, not sharp.  

Later, in a quieter corner, Star nudged her. “You were amazing! The scarf’s magic’s holding, right?”  

Tricksay touched her throat. The threads pulsed weakly. “It’s… strange. But I think… I think the crowd’s energy helped.”  

Star beamed. “Then let’s keep doing this! Next stop: Galaxy Gardens! I’ll book it! Somehow!”  

Tricksay laughed—a sound that felt hers, finally.  

They left the Nexus to a chorus of, “We’re coming to your next gig!”  

Star linked paws with her (nearly face-planting again). “You’re a star, Tricky! Now let’s go celebrate! I know a great glow bar!”  

Tricksay paused, glancing at her phone—the unknown number’s texts still there. 
UNKNOWN: “Why do you hate me?” 

“Star,” she said softly, “What if… what if this doesn’t last?”  

The Celestian’s magenta eyes softened. “It will. Because you’re real now. And real things… they stick.”  

The scarf glowed brighter.
The Galaxy Gardens rehearsal space buzzed with potential—a warehouse overlooking a neon-lit sanctuary, its walls plastered with holographic posters of failed bands. Tricksay strummed her electric guitar, the chords raw and untamed, while Star tinkered with a synth, her magenta tail flickering in time with the beat.  

“Again!” Star demanded, nearly toppling the synth stand. “The chorus needs more static, Tricky! Like… like your voice’s magic!”  

Tricksay rolled her eyes but obliged. “‘Cause every time we touch…’”  

Star’s fingers danced across the keys, weaving a melody that made Tricksay’s pulse quicken—not just from the music, but from the way Star’s claws brushed hers as they adjusted the amp.  

“There!” Star cheered, wings flaring. “That’s the storm I’ve been talking about!”  

Practice sessions blurred into late-night jams. Tricksay would catch Star staring sometimes—during rests between chords, or when she leaned too close to tweak the guitar’s settings. Star’s glowing aqua eyes would dart away, cheeks flushing.  

“You okay?” Tricksay asked one night, noticing Star’s distraction.  

“Fine!” she stammered, tripping over her own paw. “Just… thinking that we need a new song. It’s gotta be bigger!”  

They wrote lyrics together now, sitting cross-legged on the floor. Star’s tail curled around Tricksay’s ankle like a shy creature.  

“Wait,” Tricksay said, pausing. “I don’t know. It feels… too cheesy.”  

Star’s claws brushed her wrist, adjusting the notebook. “Make it ‘Your voice is my supernova’? More dramatic!”  

Their fingers lingered.  

Tricksay’s pulse spiked—not from the scarf’s magic, but from the lack of space between them. Their eyes met, only for both of them to quickly look away. They’d been working together for over a week now, and Tricksay had never felt so complete.
After a particularly fierce rehearsal, Star beamed. “You’re amazing, Tricky! Like… celestial amazing!”  

Tricksay snorted. “Stop saying that.”  

“Why? It’s true!” Star grinned, then added quietly, “Your voice… it’s like lightning. Raw and… real.”  

The compliment hung in the air, charged.  

They began sharing stage outfits—a magenta jumpsuit for Star, Tricksay’s neon-green LED pants paired with a glittery corset. Star helped her zip it up, her breath warm against her ear.  

“Perfect,” she murmured, then stepped back too quickly.  

Tricksay’s cheeks burned.  

Some nights, they stayed late, the Gardens’ lights dimmed to a soft glow. Star would hum a melody, her voice soft and uncharacteristically vulnerable. Tricksay would join in, their harmonies weaving a spell neither understood.  

“You’re… different now,” Star said once, staring at the ceiling. “Not just the scarf. You’re… alive.”  

Tricksay hesitated. “And you’re… not so bad yourself.”  

Star’s wings twitched. “Meaning?”  

“Meaning… I like the showoff.”  

They never said it aloud. But during performances, their eyes would lock—Star’s aqua, Tricksay’s purple—sharing a secret only the music could voice.  

The scarf’s magic grew stronger, not just from belief, but from something new.  

Something between them, and it was hard for Tricksay to ignore.
The night had finally come.
The Galaxy Gardens crowd buzzed like a live wire. Tricksay adjusted her magenta corset, the scarf’s threads humming in sync with Star’s synth setup. They’d rehearsed the new song for weeks—“Neon Bones”—an anthem of transformation and raw power.  

Star launched into the intro, her synth creating a storm of pulsing beats. Tricksay gripped her guitar, the scarf’s magic thrumming with every note.  

“I carved my soul from stardust,**  

And wore my scars like a crown…*”  

Her voice soared, the lyrics etching her journey into the air—Kaelan’s mirror, the drugs, the wish. The crowd roared, their hands in the air.  

Star joined in, her magenta voice harmonizing: 

“You’re more than the pain you’ve swallowed, 

You’re the fire that burns through the town!”  

They played like a wildfire—Tricksay’s guitar screaming, Star’s sax wailing, their eyes locked mid-stage. The scarf’s glow synced with the LEDs, bathing them in magenta and green.  

After the encore, a sleek wolf anthro in a tailored silver suit approached—Agent Razor, his reputation legendary. “You’re a phenomenon!” he boomed, slapping a contract on the table. “I’ll get you a studio album, a tour, fame so bright it’ll blow up the sky!”  

Tricksay grinned, the scarf’s magic surging. “Deal.”  

Star froze, her magenta fur bristling. “Wait—” she began, then paled. Her phone buzzed—a notification she didn’t read aloud. “I… I gotta go! Important thing!”  

“Wait, what?!” Tricksay reached for her, but Star had already phased through the wall, leaving only a glowing hair behind. “Star?”
Agent Razor chuckled. “Girl’s cute, but you’ll need a real manager! Sign here and we’ll get this show on the road!”  

Tricksay hesitated, the contract trembling in her paw. Star’s last look haunted her—the panic in her magenta eyes, the unspoken warning.  

But the crowd cheered outside. The stage lights called.  

She signed.  

Later, alone in the dressing room, Tricksay found a note tucked into her guitar case—Star’s handwriting glowing faintly:  

“Got a problem. Meet me at the motel. Tonight.”  

The scarf’s threads dimmed.  

The dream felt… fragile.
CHAPTER TWELVE
Celestial Debt
Star paced the Galaxy Gardens’ rooftop, her magenta fur bristling as she stared at a glowing hologram—a stern Celestian elder with white fur and horns like twisted obsidian.  

“You’ve wasted enough time!” the elder snapped. “Your trial period ends soon, Star. Focus on your duties, not some earthbound fraud!”  

Star’s wings drooped. “But she’s special, Orion! She’s the first wish that worked! You’ve seen all my other attempts! This one is—”  

“WORK? You’ve tied her fate to a fragile thread! If the wish unravels, you’ll both be erased!” Orion’s flickering mane of black and purple hair shimmered like a galaxy, the mature Celestian sneering at her. “You offered a piece of yourself when you granted that wish. That alone should have you tossed from our realm and left to rot with the other mortals. You’re lucky your sister spoke on your honor.”

Star’s ears folded back. Thanks again, Quasar. I never asked for your help! Star straightened up, her stance defiant. “Okay, look—you tasked me with a successful wish, and I did it, yeah? So I’m sticking around to make sure it sticks! This is my first taste of victory! Don’t take that… pleeeeeeease?”
The hologram cut off. Star buried her face in her paws.

“Silence is worse than a no…” She sat on the edge of the roof, curling her knees up to her chest. I can’t just leave her. No… I won’t leave her. But if I stay… 
Tricksay found her later, post-performance; Star slumped on a couch in their shared dressing room. “You’ve been acting weird,” Tricksay said, straddling her legs. “What’s really going on?”  

Star sighed. “I’m… not just a wish weaver. I’m an apprentice. And my elders? They’re… mad I’m helping you.”  

“Because of the wish?”  

“Yeah. Weaving permanent changes is rare. I… I broke rules to make your scarf work. If I keep disobeying, they’ll… undo it.”  

Tricksay’s claws tightened. “So you have to leave?”  

“Like hell!” Star’s aqua eyes locked onto hers. “But I have to… balance my duties. But—” She reached up, tracing Tricksay’s jawline. “—you’re worth the risk.”  

Tricksay leaned into her touch. “What if they take it all away? The music, the band… us?”  

Star’s tail curled around her waist, smiling in the same energetic way. “Then we’ll fight them. Together.”  

A beat.  

“Actually,” Star added, voice soft, “I’ve been… reworking the wish. Tying it to something stronger than magic. Something real.”  

Tricksay’s pulse quickened.  

“Something like… this,” Star whispered, brushing her lips against Tricksay’s.  

The scarf’s threads flared magenta-bright, and Tricksay felt a fire ignite inside of her. A feeling she could never have described if asked one hundred times.  

Star pulled back, cheeks flushed, but quickly changed the topic as she snatched the contract from Tricksay’s hand. “Let’s do this. We’ve got a tour to engage!”
The tour bus reeked of stale coffee and ambition. Tricksay stared at her reflection in the foggy bathroom mirror—her magenta scarf slipping as she adjusted her neon outfit. She was further from home than she’d ever been. A knock sounded.  

“You okay?” Star’s fur glowed softly in the doorway, her wings half-folded.  

Tricksay froze. “Just, uh… nervous. Now that my dream is here, now that it’s real, I almost can’t believe it.”  

Star stepped in, her claws brushing Tricksay’s shoulder. “Look at me.” She tilted her chin up, her eyes holding galaxies. “You’re not just a ‘girl in a pretty costume.’ You’re fire. And I’ll weave magic to make everyone see it.”
The tour bus engine hummed like a lullaby as Tricksay strummed a half-finished song on her guitar. 

Star, perched on the roof hatch, her magenta fur glowing softly in the moonlight, tossed her a thermos of tea. “Lyrics stuck?” she asked. 

Tricksay shrugged, but Star’s tail curled around her wrist, pulling her closer. “Sing it anyway,” she insisted. 

Tricksay hesitated, then let the notes spill—a raw, unfinished ballad about wanting to belong. Star’s wings folded around her, and when the song ended, she whispered, “That’s the best wish I’ve ever heard.”  

Tricksay’s breath hitched. “Why do you care so much?”  

“Because you’re you.” Star’s smile was a supernova. “I’ve never seen someone so bright before. Now go shine.”  

Their first sold-out show crackled with static. Tricksay’s voice wavered mid-chorus until Star’s synth surged—a magenta pulse syncing with her heartbeat. Their paws brushed onstage, sparks flying. Tricksay’s scarf flared, its threads tangling with Star’s hair and tail.  

“You’re perfect,” Star mouthed, grinning.  

Tricksay’s laugh echoed through the speakers. The crowd roared.  

A blown tire stranded them in a desert town. 

Tricksay, fuming, kicked a rock as Star crouched to inspect the damage. 

“Celestial mechanics aren’t this useless,” she grumbled. 

Star’s laugh was warm, her claws brushing Tricksay’s arm. “Relax. We’ve got time.” 

They waited under a sky ablaze with stars, sharing a stolen six-pack from the bus. 

Tipsy, Tricksay confessed, “I’m scared. What if nobody cares?” 

Star’s reply was a kiss—a fleeting brush of lips, then a wink. “They’ll love you. I already do.”  

They shared a motel room after a grueling stop in Neon Valley. Another week had passed with successful shows, each of the sold out.

Tricksay traced constellations on the ceiling. “What’s it like… up there? In the stars?”  

Star’s tail flicked. “Cold. Vast. Lonely, but it has one hell of a view. Galaxies as far as the eye can see. It’s also… lonely.” She hesitated. “But not anymore.”  

Tricksay’s claws grazed Star’s hand. “Stay with me?”  

“Always,” Star whispered, and the scarf’s glow softened into something intimate, something more.  

The road ahead was endless—but in that moment, neither cared.

A downpour soaked the parking lot after a Midwest show. Tricksay sprinted for the bus, laughing as Star phased through the rain, her fur shimmering, Tricksay’s soaked.
“You’re ridiculous,” Tricksay gasped, ducking under a shared umbrella. 

Star grinned, then paused, her gaze locking on Tricksay’s soaked tank top. “Your scars… they’re glowing,” she whispered. 

Tricksay froze—then Star’s thumb brushed a scar on her hip. “They’re beautiful,” she said. The world narrowed to that touch, the rain, the unspoken more that hung between them like a new constellation.

***

It was after the show on the West coast that Star approached, her somber expression saying it all.
“I… need to report back. Just for now.” She sighed, looking over her shoulder as if worried. “I won’t be long.”
Tricksay kissed her forehead. “Go. But hurry.”  

Star phased through the wall, leaving only a faint shimmer—and a whispered promise:  

“You’re my most important wish now.”  

Alone, Tricksay clutched the scarf, its glow stronger than ever. The contract with Agent Razor lay forgotten.  

The stage still called.  

But now, so did Star.  
***

The Hall of Eclipses loomed—a cavern of floating stars, its walls a tapestry of constellations. At its center sat Orion, the Celestian elder, her white fur glowing like moonlight, her black-and-purple hair swirling like a living galaxy. Star knelt before her, wings folded tightly.  

“You defile our magic with mortal whims, Star.” Orion’s voice echoed like thunder. “A wish is a tool, not a toy. And yet you’ve tied your power to a fraud—a mortal who’ll burn out before long.”  

Star’s pink fur bristled. “But her wish was pure! To be seen, to be real—it’s the heart of our purpose!”  

“Purpose?” Orion’s eyes blazed. “Our purpose is to tend the stars, not meddle in mortal lives. You’ve woven her fate into yours. If her wish unravels, so will your soul.”  

Star’s claws dug into the floor. “I… I didn’t just weave a wish. I… felt something. For the first time!”  

Orion’s gaze sharpened. “Emotion clouds judgment. Celestians do not love. We serve.”  

Star’s voice trembled. “But what if the wish isn’t just hers? What if it’s… mine too? When I’m on stage with her, I feel things I’ve never felt before. The song, the music… her. I—”
The elder’s wings flared. “Enough! Your trial is over, Star. Fail again, and you’ll be stripped of your magic—and your link to her. Fix this!”  

Alone again, Star phased back to Earth, her magenta scales dimming. She collapsed into Tricksay’s motel room, where the girl slept curled on the bed, the scarf still glowing faintly.  

“I’m so sorry,” Star whispered, brushing a paw over Tricksay’s cheek. The scarf’s threads pulsed in response, their magic now twined with Star’s own heart.  

Orion’s words echoed: “You’ll be erased.”  

But Star’s claws tightened around the scarf’s edge, a tear falling from her cheek.  

Let them try.  

She stayed awake, guarding Tricksay’s slumber, her aqua eyes reflecting the stars she’d now defy. She kissed Tricksay’s cheek, whispering. “I’ll do what I can.” 

The wish wasn’t just Tricksay’s anymore.  

It was hers.  

And love, it seemed, was the strongest magic of all, even as Star faded… for now.
CHAPTER THIRTEEN
A Lost Plea
Tricksay’s motel room buzzed with the glow of contracts and half-written lyrics. Agent Razor’s demands filled one notebook—“Three tours, five merch lines, own the midnight demographic!”—while the other held fragments of a new song, its verses raw and unformed. Star had been away for two days now, and she did her best to stay busy.
A memory surfaced: Mom’s old birthday card, tucked in Tricksay’s journal. “For my little star—always shine.”  
Tricksay’s claws trembled as she scribbled on the back of a scrap of motel stationery.  

“Dear Lila, 

Do you remember the song we sang at the lake? The one with the ‘shimmering wings’? I’m where the ‘light meets the dark’ now. I’m safe. I’m… alive.  

Forgive me. For everything.  

—A. Star”  

The initials—A.S.—a nod to the attic and the scarf. Mom would know. Dad wouldn’t.  

She turned back to her song, penning:  

“I wrote a letter to the stars tonight,  

But I’m too scared to send it right.  

What if you see me? What if you stay?  

I’m not the child you loved—that’s okay.”  

The lines blurred with tears.  

She slipped the note into an envelope, no return address. A stray magenta hair from Star’s scarf fell inside—a celestial thread.  

The next morning, she dropped it in a mailbox near the Galaxy Gardens, her reflection in the glass avoiding the truth: What if Mom doesn’t find it? Or worse… what if she does? 
Back in the motel, she practiced her set list, the scarf’s glow dimmer now—Star was distant, her magic strained. Tricksay’s voice wavered during rehearsals, the note’s weight heavy in her chest.  

That night, she dreamed of Mom’s face in the crowd, tears streaming down her cheeks as she sang:  

“I’m not the child you loved—that’s okay.”  

Days passed. No reply.  

But in her next show, she added a new lyric:  

“I’m more than the pain you swallowed,  

And I’ll burn this world to find you.”  

The crowd roared.  

Tricksay’s claws curled around the scarf, its magic now tied to two wishes:  

To be loved.  

To be found.
The tour bus rattled as Tricksay sifted through a mountain of fan mail—glittery letters, concert tickets, even a *melted glow-dust candle* from an overzealous fan. Star snoozed in the corner, her magenta fur glowing faintly. Tricksay didn’t care. She was back and that was all that mattered, even if she only stayed when she could. That was enough.
Then she saw it.  

A plain envelope, no return address. Her claws trembled as she recognized the handwriting—Mom’s—looped and shaky, like the letters she’d written to Kaelan after Dad’s rages.  

“Dear Tricksay,  

I know it’s you. The hair, the voice… the lyrics. That line about ‘shimmering wings’—we sang that by the lake when you were six. You always loved the stars.  

Dad’s still furious. He tore up your old sketches of… of her the other day. But I kept one. It’s in my pocket now. You drew wings, remember?  

I watch your concerts online. You’re brilliant. I’m so proud. But I miss you. When can I see you?  

Please come home. Or… let me come to you. I’ll find a way.  

Love always,  

Mom”  

The envelope held a faded sketch—a young Kaelan’s drawing of a wolf with aqua-green wings, claws curled around a glowing scarf.  

Tricksay crumpled the paper, the scarf’s magenta threads flickering weakly. Star stirred, magenta eyes widening. “What’s wrong?!”  

“Mom… she knows,” Tricksay whispered, voice breaking. “She’s… she’s proud.”  

Star pulled her into a hug. “Then you’ll see her! We’ll sneak her backstage!”  

“But Dad…”  

“Screw him,” Star growled, wings flaring. “You’re alive, Tricky. And love’s stronger than his rage.”  

That night, Tricksay added a new lyric to their set list:  

“I’ll fly where the stars collide,  

And wait where the light meets the dark.  

I’m more than the pain you swallowed,  

But I’ll always be your little spark.”  

After the show, she sent Mom a reply on her phone, something she hadn’t done since she left—“Come to the next stop. I’ll save a front-row seat.”  
Star frowned as Tricksay typed. “What if Dad… finds out?”  

Tricksay’s claws tightened around the scarf. “I don’t care anymore. Let him.”  

Star’s magenta fur glowed brighter, her wish magic intertwining with Tricksay’s.  

Two wishes, now.  

Two hearts.
***

At the next show, the front-row seat remained vacant.  

Tricksay stared at it during her encore, the spotlight blinding, the crowd’s cheers muffled by the hollow in her chest. “I’ll save a front-row seat.” The words echoed like a lie.  

After the show, she retreated to the tour bus, the scarf’s magenta threads pulsing weakly. Star found her curled on the couch, clutching Mom’s sketch of the aqua-winged wolf.  

“Where is she?” Tricksay whispered.  

Star’s magenta eyes softened. “Maybe she… got held up. Or Dad’s still—”  

“No!” Tricksay snapped, then flinched. “I’m… I’m sorry. It’s just… what if she never comes?”  

Star pulled her into a hug. “She will. You’re her little star.”  

Alone later, Tricksay slipped off the bus. The city, one of unfamiliar roads, called—familiar, seductive, and safe. She found a dealer in an alley, her claws trembling.  

“I need some… medicine,” she lied, voice steady but hollow.  

He smirked. “Dust? Or something stronger?”
“Give me your strongest.”  

Back in her hotel room, she injected into her arm below the thicker fur, the rush familiar and merciful. The world blurred—the empty seat, the unopened letters, the fragile magic of the scarf—all faded into a numb haze.  

Star texted: “Everything okay? You’re quiet…”  

Tricksay replied: “Fine.”

The room was lit up with a rainbow of colors and songs she didn’t need to sing herself. It was a break from everything and everyone—a break from the emptiness beside her.  

The next day, her voice faltered onstage. The scarf’s glow dimmed; her purple eyes flickered brown. 
Star nudged her during a break. “You’re… off. Is it the wish?”  

“Just tired,” Tricksay lied, cheeks burning.  

The habit returned in stolen moments—between shows, backstage, any time Star’s back was turned to her own duties. The prices rose. The glow dust’s effects waned. She’d black out, waking to strangers’ faces or Kaelan’s in the mirror’s cracks.  

The scarf’s threads frayed.  

Another text. UNKNOWN: “You can’t run forever.”
At the Tokyo stop, Tricksay forgot the lyrics mid-chorus. The crowd’s cheers turned to boos. Star frantically covered for her with synth loops, but the damage was done.  

Agent Razor seethed: “This is why you need a real manager!” He glared at Star, who stuck her tongue out at him before the argument roared.
Tricksay fled backstage, the scarf now dull, her claws sharp again.  

Star cornered her later, pink fur bristling. “You’re using again, aren’t you?”  

Tricksay avoided her gaze. “It’s none of your business. Besides, don’t you have your own duties to worry about? You’re here less and less.”  

Star’s voice dropped. “I don’t want that, and you know it. The wish is fading. If you keep this up, you’ll turn back… and I’ll lose my magic forever.”  

Tricksay laughed bitterly. “So? Maybe it’s better.” She did her best to avoid the hurt look in Star’s eyes. 

Alone again, she stared at Mom’s sketch. The aqua wings had always been a lie—a child’s fantasy.  

She barely felt the needle anymore.
Mom’s letters piled up—each one more cryptic than the last:  

“Darling, I’m fine. Just… busy. Dad’s therapy’s helping. He says ‘hi’ now. I wish I could be there, but I things are just busier than I wish they’d be. I love you.”  

Tricksay shredded the latest one backstage, the words “I love you” clinging to her claws like a taunt. The high blunted the ache, but not the truth: Mom’s silence screamed something was wrong.  
Her new album, “Neon Ghosts”, topped charts with its raw, fractured ballads:  

“I’m a melody without a song,  

A silhouette where the light belongs.  

I scream into the static,

But the stars won’t answer.”  

The crowds adored it. Tricksay hated it.  

***

The Celestians struck again. Orion’s hologram flared—Star phased through the wall, her magenta fur singed as she hurried from Tricksay’s sight.
“You’ve failed your trial!” Orion roared. “Your mortal obsession has weakened the wish’s thread—and your magic! This nonsense will cease now before you threaten our very way of life. Celestians and mortals do not belong together!” 

Star’s wings flickered, her tail limp. “I won’t abandon her. She’s everything.”  

“Everything? She’s a mess. A boy clinging to a lie!”  

“No!” Star screamed. “Look at her! Look at what she does for others! The crowds love her and so do I!”
Orion vanished, her final threat lingering: “You’ll unravel together.”  

Star’s sister, Quasar, appeared next—a Celestian with light green fur and a stern glare. “You’re destroying yourself, little star. Let her go.”  

Star’s claws dug into her own palms, a habit she’d picked up from Tricksay during anxiety. “I can’t. She’s my wish now. Why can’t you see that? Why can’t I… be happy?”  

Quasar sighed. “Then… stay strong. But when the elders strike again, I won’t be able to protect you. You know this as well as I.”  

She phased away.
Star stared up at the sky, tears streaking her pink fur. She looked at her own body, once bright and full of eager energy, ready to tackle the world. The moment was approaching swiftly.

Love and fade, of leave and live.

Both options stung.

***
The scarf’s threads unraveled further. Tricksay’s purple eyes flickered brown during shows; her voice wavered, raw with withdrawal. Star’s magic dimmed, her magenta fur losing its glow.  

One night, backstage, Tricksay found her collapsed, wings crumpled. “The elders are severing my connection to the stars…” she whispered. “The wish’s magic’s fading. We’re running out of time.” Her body shivered, the radiant glow now weak.
Tricksay’s claws found a new dealer again. This time, she demanded something stronger—a drug that made the world dissolve into a starless void.  

Star found her passed out, the scarf’s threads now gray. “You’re killing us both!” she screamed, her voice cracking.  

Tricksay laughed weakly. “We’re both killing us. So… let it end.”  

At the Paris show, the magic finally broke. Mid-chorus, Tricksay’s form crumbled—the scarf slipping as her body reverted to Kaelan’s. The crowd gasped; the stage lights dimmed.  

Star lunged forward, her magenta fur blazing one last time. “BELIEVE!” she roared, clawing at the scarf’s threads. “You’re her!”  

Tricksay’s claws tightened around the fabric—just enough to stabilize.  

The crowd cheered, none noticing the cracks.  

That night, Tricksay confronted Star. “What if… we can’t keep doing this? What if we’re a mistake?”
There was silence.

***
The tour bus reeked of stale glow dust and desperation. Tricksay slumped on the couch, the scarf’s magenta threads now frayed and dull, as Star phased through the door—her fur dimmed to a sickly gray.  

Star’s claws trembled as she spotted the needle in Tricksay’s hand. “Please… stop.” Her voice was a whisper, broken. “The elders… they won’t let me stay. If I don’t leave, I’ll fade. And your wish will unravel. All of this… will be gone.” 

Tricksay hurled the needle against the wall. “You’re choosing them? After everything?”  

“I’m choosing us!” Star snapped, her wings flickering weakly. “Without me, you’ll still have the scarf! You’ll still be—”  

“A lie!” Tricksay screamed, tears streaming. “You think I don’t know? The magic’s fading. I’m slipping back! Every night I wake up and I’m Kaelan again, and the drugs are the only thing that—”  

“STOP!” Star lunged forward, her magenta-tipped tail lashing, pulling her tightly against her. “You’re Tricksay! You’re real! Don’t let them win by drowning in this!”  

Tricksay crumpled, sobbing. “I’m scared. Without you… I’m nothing.”  

Star pulled her into a trembling hug. “You’re everything. But I have to go. Please believe that.”  

“Why?! Why can’t you just—”  

“BECAUSE THEY’LL KILL ME!” Star’s voice shattered. “This will kill me! Kill us! The Celestian magic will erase anyone who interferes. I’m not… I’d rather love you from afar than not be able to love you at all.”  

Tricksay’s claws dug into her shoulders. “You promised you’d always be here.”  

“I’m trying!” Star’s fur bristled, her eyes glistening. “I can’t lose you… but I’ll lose myself if I stay!”  

They screamed, words tangled in pain:  

“You’re abandoning me!”  

“I’m saving us!”  

“You’re a coward!”  

“I’m stupid! I loved you too much!”  

The bus shook as Star’s magic flared, the scarf’s threads flashing. A hologram of Orion flickered—a reminder of the deadline.  

Tricksay shoved her away. “Go then! I got this far…”  

Star knelt, tears pooling at Tricksay’s feet. “I’ll… I’ll watch over you. From the stars. When you see a sparkle, it’ll be me.” She pressed a magenta lock of hair into Tricksay’s hand—a shard of her magic.  

“Don’t.” Tricksay whispered, choking. “Don’t say goodbye like it’s forever.”  

Star’s smile was a ghost of her old self. “It’s not goodbye… it’s later. Always.”  

She phased through the wall, her glow dimming with every step.  

Alone, Tricksay clutched the scarf and Star’s hair, the drugs now forgotten. The magenta threads pulsed faintly—still alive, but fading.  

She whispered to the empty bus, “Come back to me…”  
The stars above remained silent.
CHAPTER FOURTEEN
The Fragile Threads
Tricksay’s performances became a haze—a blur of synth beats played by a stranger and blacked-out stages. The scarf clung to her like a dying star, its magenta threads fraying with every drug-fueled show. She’d snort glow dust backstage, mainline synth cocktails, anything to dull the void where Star once burned.  

Onstage, she’d scream lyrics like “I’m a ghost in a glitter dress” while the crowd cheered, oblivious to the cracks in her magic. The scarf flickered between purple and brown, her voice sometimes breaking into Kaelan’s timbre before she’d snap back with a drug-induced fury.  

The Celestian realms punished Star’s defiance. Orion forced her to weave wishes for strangers—a rabbit’s love spell, a fox’s wealth curse—each one a thorn in her heart.  

At night, she’d slip away, her magenta fur dimmed to ash-gray, and send a single shooting star toward Earth. It streaked over Tricksay’s concerts—a fragile spark, like a whispered “I’m here.”  

“You still defy us?” Orion’s hologram flared in Star’s chambers, her galaxy-hair swirling with menace. “Your obsession weakens the celestial veil. Mortals must never see our magic.”  

Star’s claws trembled. “But she’s dying.”  

“Then let her. You chose her over your duty. Now accept it.”  

Tricksay caught a shooting star one night, its light grazing her cheek during a Paris show. She paused mid-chorus, the scarf’s glow flaring brighter—a brief surge of Star’s residual magic.  

“You’re still here,” she whispered to the sky, voice raw. The crowd chanted her name, unaware of the cosmic battle above.

Tears filled her eyes.
The scarf’s light dimmed further. Tricksay’s performances grew erratic—stage collapses, forgotten lyrics, her body flickering between forms. Yet she clung to the fabric, its threads still there, a fading echo of magenta.  

Star watched from the stars, her heart aching, her wings clipped by duty.  

The scarf held.  

For now.  

Tricksay collapsed after a show, the scarf slipping from her neck. Her reflection in a shattered mirror flickered between Tricksay and Kaelan. A single shooting star streaked past the window—a silent promise. The magenta threads twitched, barely alive.  

The curtain fell silently that night.
***

The concert’s finale blurred into a kaleidoscope of neon and noise. Tricksay stumbled backstage, her scarf hanging loose around her neck, the magenta threads now dull and frayed. A vial sat on the tour bus table, its contents swirling like liquid starlight. She took the needle, filled it, and found the familiar bruises, the same ones where her veins were now weak, the burn familiar and comforting.  

“Tricksay!” Agent Razor barked, but she waved him off, already slipping into the drug’s familiar numbness. The crowd’s cheers faded into a distant hum as she spotted a fan waiting in the shadows—a male wolf anthro, reeking of whiskey and desperation.  

He grabbed her paw, his claws digging in. “You’re… stunning,” he slurred. “Let me… thank you.”  

Tricksay giggled, the drugs making her giddy and reckless. “Come with me,” she purred, leading him to an empty dressing room. “I’ll show you… something special.”  

The fan’s breath fogged the air as she locked the door. She was on her knees in seconds, his hard shaft pulsing with need as she worked its length. His grunts sounded like music.

“Take it all off,” he demanded, his voice thick with lust and rage. “I wanna see the real you.”  

Tricksay laughed, unsteady, and reached for the scarf. The drugs had dulled her fear—what did it matter, anyway?—and pulled it over her head.  

The magenta threads fell limp.  

The room spun.  

The fan recoiled. “What the hell?!” His claws unsheathed, fury eclipsing his drunken haze. “You’re a… a…!”
Tricksay stared at her reflection in the mirror—a gaunt Kaelan, eyes brown again, scars from old cuts blooming across her cheeks. The scarf lay discarded, its magic snuffed out. She giggled, drunk on her high. “Haha… yeah…”
“You… you lied to me!” the wolf roared, backhanding her across the face.  

She crumpled, the drugs now a distant numbness. The strike meant nothing, as if she’d expected it. “I… I’m sorry—”  

“SORRY?!” He kicked her ribs, his claws drawing blood. “You’re sick!”
Tricksay crawled toward the door, but he yanked her back by her hair. “Stay. And pay.”  

She spat blood, her voice a broken whisper. “Please… stop—”  

He punched her again, harder, but still drunk. “You’re nothing.”  

She fled into the night, the scarf forgotten, her body aching, her mind splintering. She knew he’d forget by morning. That Kaelan would be little more than a hangover.  

The city’s underbelly swallowed her whole. She collapsed in a grimy alley, her claws clawing at her throat where the scarf had been. Star… where are you?  

The drugs had worn off, leaving only the cold, the pain, and the truth: Kaelan was all she was. A lie. A mistake.  
She pulled a syringe vile and syringe from her pocket—a dealer’s “special mix”—and jammed it into her vein.  

“Goodbye,” she whispered, the world dissolving into static.  

She was back in the attic, the fire swallowing the dresses. Dad’s face loomed, now the wolf fan’s, his claws tearing at her skin. “Fraud!” he screamed. “Monster!”  
Mom’s voice echoed from the flames. “I’m fine. I’m fine.”  

Kaelan’s reflection in the mirror shatters. “You killed me,” he whispers as the sound of text message ping from all directions. 

Star appears, her magenta fur dimmed to ash. “I’m sorry,” the Celestian mouths, but Tricksay can’t hear her—the drugs and the despair drown everything.  

The scarf’s last thread flickers, then dies.  

Tricksay lay unconscious in the alley, her body fading between forms. The wolf fan’s words echoed in her mind as the stars above dim.  

A single shooting star streaked past—a faint, magenta glow, like Star’s final tear.  

But Tricksay didn’t see it.  

She’s already gone.
The alley was a tomb of shadows. Tricksay’s breath came in shallow gasps, her body half-Kaelan, half-Tricksay, the scarf’s remnants tangled in her bloodied claws. The syringe lay cold beside her as unconsciousness clawed at her mind.  

Then—a voice.  

“Tricksay…”  

Star phased into existence, her magenta fur now ash-gray, her wings tattered. She knelt, cradling Tricksay’s head in her lap. “I’m so stupid,” she whispered, tears glinting like dying stars. “I should’ve never left. I’d burn the galaxy for you. I should have.”  

Tricksay’s eyelids fluttered. “Star…?” Her voice was a broken whisper.  

“Yes!” Star’s claws trembled, brushing Tricksay’s cheek. “I’m here. And I’m not letting go this time. Orion can come—let her try to take me again!”  

It was as if fate had heard.

A roar split the air. Orion materialized, her galaxy-hair swirling like a supernova, her white fur glowing with celestial fury. “Star, you dare defy me again. And for this?” She gestured at Tricksay, her tone venomous. “A mortal’s fleeting life? You’ve disgraced us all. You’ve disgraced me.”  

Star stood, wings spread despite their weakness. “She’s everything, Orion. A wish come true! Kill me, and I’ll drag you into the void with me.”  

Orion’s eyes blazed. “Foolish. Your immortality will fade, and when it does, so shall you, and so shall she.”
Tricksay tried to stand, but her weakness and vision held her down.

“I don’t care.” Star stood defiant, a faint glow returning to her form. “If our love can only exist in the afterlife, then so be it. I’d rather die next to her than exist without her.”
Orion lashed out first—a beam of starlight struck Star’s side, sending her crashing into a dumpster. Tricksay watched, paralyzed, as Star staggered back, magenta blood seeping through her fur.  

“Stop!” Tricksay rasped, crawling forward.  

Star snarled, summoning a shield of shimmering threads. “Stay down, Tricky!” A smirk then crossed her muzzle. “It’ll take a lot more than her to stop me this time.”
Orion laughed, a sound like collapsing stars. “Your magic is gone, little star. You’ve nothing left to fight with.”  

“I’ve got plenty to fight with. Watch me!” Star lunged, claws glowing faintly. She moved faster than the eye could blink, swiping, dodging, landing a hit. Her former energy returned, but Orion’s next strike sent her sprawling. Tricksay’s scarf fragments flared weakly, as if sensing her pain.  

“You… used to be so bright,” Orion taunted.  

Star rolled sideways as another beam seared the ground. “I’d rather burn out for her than live forever in your sky without her!”  

Another strike—Orion’s fist collided with Star’s jaw. Star took it, moved in, bit at Orion’s arm, drawing blood. Her enemy cried out and threw her aside as both of them weaved between one another like lasers splitting the sky. 

Then a grave misstep.

Star evaded Orion, but the elder seemed to expect that. She caught Star, her clawed fist grabbing her, and with one lunge, drove the younger Celestian into the hard ground in a flash of light. 

Star crumpled, wings broken, her glow extinguishing.  

Tricksay’s heart shattered. She crawled toward Star, the alley’s shadows swallowing her. Orion advanced, her foot poised to deliver the final blow.  

“No…” Tricksay screamed, reaching for Star’s paw.  

Star’s eyes locked onto hers—one last magenta spark. “Run… Tricksay…”  

Orion’s shadow loomed. “What will you do, mortal? Save her?” Her words were laced with a mock poison. “Try.”
Tricksay gathered whatever strength she had, clawing at the ground to drag herself closer. Nothing else mattered now. If she died, she’d die at Star’s side.
Tricksay’s claws brushed Star’s fur as Orion’s paw rose—a celestial fist holding out a glowing orb.
“So be it. Your souls shall fade as one beyond the cosmos.”
The scarf’s last thread pulsed.  

The stars above dimmed.  

And the world held its breath.  

Tricksay drew near, tears streaking her cheeks, as without hesitation, her lips found Star’s in a desperate, trembling kiss—a collision of fear and hope. The world stilled.  

Star’s broken body surged, her magenta fur reigniting like a supernova. The scarf’s last thread flared, weaving itself into their embrace.  

“What…!” Orion snarled, recoiling as light erupted between them—a blaze of love so pure it shattered celestial laws and blinded the sky.
The kiss was a supernova.  

Tricksay’s pain, Star’s defiance, and the raw truth of their bond forged a light no darkness could touch. The alley dissolved into a starfield, Star’s wings mending as the scarf’s threads wove themselves tighter, stronger.  

Orion stumbled back, her galaxy-hair scattering like shattered constellations. “Impossible! A mortal’s love cannot—”  

“It already has,” Star whispered, pulling Tricksay closer. “You can’t kill what the stars themselves envy.”  

The light intensified—a celestial force born of choice, not duty. 
Star stood, Tricksay at her side as light danced around their bodies. The pink Celestian rolled her shoulders, the confident smile on her face beaming. “What’s wrong, Orion… scared?”

Orion howled, her form flickering, hesitation filling her eyes. She stepped forward, hissed when the energy between them burned her arm, and then vanished into the void.
“You’re no longer welcome in our realm, traitor. Pray I don’t see you again after this.”

Star jumped, celebrating. “We did it, Tricks! We—”

Tricksay’s strength gave out. The light dimmed as she slumped into Star’s arms, her breath shallow. “Star…?”  

“I’m here! I’m always here.” Star’s tears fell, glowing like starlight.  

But Tricksay’s eyes closed. The drugs, the wounds, the battle—the toll was too great. She whispered, “Love you…”, before slipping into darkness.  

***
In the void, she floated—a wolf of starlight, surrounded by constellations shaped like Star’s face.  

Her mother appeared, her form woven from the scarf’s magenta threads. “You’re my little star,” she murmured, pressing a paw to Tricksay’s cheek. “Always.”  

Kaelan stood beside her, his form softening into Tricksay’s own. “You’re real,” he said, voice no longer haunted. “Now and forever. I’m proud of you.”
Star’s laughter echoed—a sound like fireworks. She pulled Tricksay into a hug, her magenta fur blazing. “Welcome to the cosmos, Trickster. We’ve got galaxies to burn.”  

The dream was a tapestry of connection—the dress fire now a campfire where they roasted marshmallows, the shattered mirror reflecting a thousand smiling versions of herself, Star’s tail wrapped around her paws as they watched the stars. If this was to be the end, then Tricksay could face it happy. 

No more fear.  

No more lies.  

Just them.  

Tricksay drifted, the dream’s light seeping into her bones.  

Somewhere, Star waited.  

And the stars… sang.
CHAPTER FIFTEEN
The Quiet Rebuild
The hospital room hummed with sterile light. Tricksay blinked, her vision blurring as she took in the IV drip, the beeping monitors, and the figure beside her bed—Star, her pink fur brighter than Tricksay had ever seen it, her wings folded gently around her.  

“Where…?” Tricksay croaked, her voice unfamiliar, deep, wrong.  

Star’s aqua eyes softened. “You’re safe. The hospital. Orion… she’s gone for now.”  

Tricksay’s claws trembled as she touched her face—brown eyes, flat chest, the scars from the alley still raw. “I’m… Kaelan again.”  

Star’s tail curled around her paw, offering the scarf. “No. You’re you. Always.”  

The scarf was whole again—its magenta threads shimmering with a light that outshone the hospital’s fluorescents. Tricksay wrapped it around her throat, and warmth surged through her.  

Purple eyes blinked open.  

Her reflection in the window showed Tricksay: aqua-green hair, soft curves, the glow of the scarf’s renewed magic.  

Star’s voice wavered, her pride in their victory mixing with the scars she’d taken. “You kissed me. And… it was everything. Celestian’s generally don’t love. We’ve never faced a feeling like that before. Celestians only serve—they don’t… choose. But us? We burned brighter than their galaxies.” She giggled. “I think it frightened her.”  

Tricksay traced her new form, still disbelieving. “What about… will she come back?”  

“Maybe,” Star said, though her glowing ears drooped. “She’ll come back. But not while the scarf’s magic holds—and it holds stronger now. Because of you.”  

Tricksay pulled Star into a hug, the Celestian’s wings fluttering with surprise. “I thought I’d lost you.”  

Star’s laugh was weak but genuine. “Never. I’d burn a thousand stars to stay by you.” She squeezed Tricksay tighter.
The monitor beeped steadily. Tricksay’s phone buzzed on the bedside table—a notification from an unknown number:  

“It’s up to you.”  

Mom’s words, perhaps? Someone else’s? She didn’t know.  

Star followed her gaze. “You’ll face it together now. No more shadows. Both you and Kaelan.”  

Tricksay smiled, the scarf’s light warming her soul. “Yeah. Together.”  

Outside the window, a shooting star streaked past—a magenta thread in the sky, Star’s promise written in light.  

The battle had ceased.  

For now, the scars began to heal.
***
The world had moved on. The tour buses, the crowds, the contracts—all buried under a mountain of “terms violated” paperwork. But Tricksay and Star had slipped into a forest cabin, its walls lined with handwritten lyrics and star charts. No stages, no fans, just the crunch of autumn leaves underfoot and the distant sound of song.  

One evening, a few years later, Star knelt beside Tricksay on the cabin floor, her pink fur glowing softly in the firelight. Without a word, she untied the scarf and laid it on the hearth.  

Tricksay froze.  

The magic faded.  

Purple eyes dimmed to brown. Curves softened into angles. Kaelan stared back from the mirror above the mantel—a reflection Tricksay hadn’t seen in years.  

She recoiled. 

Star’s claws brushed her cheek. “Look closer,” she whispered. “You’re not just this… or that. You’re both. And both are yours.”  

Tricksay’s breath hitched. “I… I don’t hate him anymore,” she admitted, voice rough. “Kaelan… he was trying. Even when he was broken.”  

Star pulled her into a hug, her wings a shield against the past. “You’re whole. Not a mistake. Always you.”  

They rebuilt in whispers.  

Mornings were spent foraging berries in the woods, Star’s laughter echoing as she tripped over roots. Afternoons, they strummed broken guitars by the creek, Star humming off-key melodies while Tricksay sketched constellations in the dirt.  

Evenings brought stories—Star’s tales of celestial realms, Tricksay’s memories of Mom’s lullabies.  

One night, Star confessed, “I still see Orion’s threat. But I’d burn a thousand stars to protect this.”  

Tricksay kissed her temple. “Then we’ll hide here forever.”  

Weeks later, Tricksay awoke to Star missing from the bed. She found her on the cabin’s roof, tail curled around her paws as she gazed at the stars.  

“You’re up here a lot,” Tricksay said, joining her.  

Star smiled. “Thinking about… us. How we’re two halves of a wish made whole.”  

Tricksay’s claws plucked a guitar from the floor, its strings frayed but still singing.  

“I used to carve my soul from stardust,  

But it left me hollow, lost, undone. 

Now I see the beauty in the cracks,  

Where the light finds its way back home.”
Star’s magenta eyes glistened.  

“I’m not just Tricksay,  

Nor the boy I used to be.  

I’m the storm, the calm, the scars,  

And the love that lets me be.” 

Star pulled her close, their breaths mingling. “Sing it again,” she whispered. “This time, for me.”  

Tricksay did.  

The song swelled—not with the rage of the stage, but the quiet fire of healing. When she finished, Star pressed a paw to her chest.  

“Feel that?” she asked. “The magic’s not in the scarf anymore. It’s here. In us.”  

Outside, a shooting star streaked past—a magenta thread in the sky, Orion’s warning long forgotten.  

Tricksay smiled.
For the first time, she felt whole.
The cabin remained their sanctuary. The band’s fate was uncertain, but their bond was not.
And in the quiet, they’d rewrite their story—one starlit night at a time.  

Yet an itch remained.

Moonlight bathed the city’s underbelly one night as Tricksay and Star crouched atop a neon-lit dumpster, their old outfits stuffed into a duffel bag. The scarf glowed faintly around Tricksay’s throat, its magenta threads humming with renewed purpose.  

“This is insane,” Tricksay whispered, adjusting her fingerless gloves.  

Star grinned, her magenta hair now streaked with glowing neon paint. “Insane’s our vibe, Tricky! Besides, the Galaxy Gardens’ back door’s still unlocked. I… phased in earlier to check. You really think The Starlight Syndicate waits for anyone? Nuh-uh!”
They slipped into the abandoned venue, its stages cluttered with dust and memories. Tricksay unzipped the duffel, pulling out their old gear—the magenta top, the LED-streaked pants, Star’s glittering synth.  

Star painted Tricksay’s tail with aqua-green fur dye, her claws steady. “Look at you,” she breathed. “Still electric.”  

Tricksay slipped on the outfit, its glow intensifying as she pull on the gloves. “Still… me.”  

They played at 3 a.m., the stage lit only by Star’s magenta wings and the LEDs in Tricksay’s pants. A stray crowd gathered—club hoppers, insomniacs, a few die-hard fans who’d recognized the scarf’s glow in the dark.  

“I’m more than the pain you swallowed,  

I’ll burn this world to find you.”  

The scarf flared as Tricksay belted the chorus, her voice raw and triumphant. Star’s synth wove a storm around her, their old chemistry sparking like fireworks.  

A wolf anthro in the front row cheered, tears in her eyes. “It’s them! The scarf! The song!”  

They performed nightly—abandoned warehouses, rooftop parties, even a karaoke bar where Star “accidentally” fried the sound system. The scarf’s glow grew bolder with each show, its magic syncing with the crowds’ cheers.  

One night, a fan snapped a photo of Tricksay mid-chorus. It went viral.  

“TRICKSAY’S BACK!” forums exploded. “The Starlight Syndicate is back!”
Agent Razor’s texts piled up—“Sign here! We’ll fix everything!”—but Tricksay deleted them.  

Orion’s warnings haunted them. Tricksay found claw marks on the cabin door, celestial sigils etched into the walls. But Star’s defiance burned brighter.  

“They can’t kill what the crowd believes in,” she said, repainting Tricksay’s tail. “You’re alive. And so am I.”  

They ended at the Galaxy Gardens, its marquee now flickering with Tricksay’s name. The crowd roared as she stepped into the spotlight, the scarf blazing like a supernova.  

“I’m not the child you loved—that’s okay,” she sang, locking eyes with Star.  

The Celestian beamed, her magenta fur glowing brighter than the stage lights.  

The contract remained torn. The elders still loomed. But in that moment, under the scarf’s light, Tricksay knew:  

They’d never be just one again.  

They’d be together.  

And that was enough. 
The crowd’s cheers echoed as Star pulled Tricksay into a hug, their tails intertwining, their fingers locked.
The stars above winked.  

CHAPTER SIXTEEN
Take The Stage
The dressing room was a cocoon of shadows and neon—a lone bulb flickered above, casting Tricksay’s scarf in a magenta halo. Star’s body glowed softly as she shut the door, her tail brushing Tricksay’s paw.  

“No interruptions,” she whispered, locking the latch. Her voice was low and sultry, a far cry from her upbeat energy. 

Tricksay’s pulse quickened. The scarf’s threads pulsed in rhythm, its glow warming her throat. Star’s claws traced the fabric, then dipped lower, brushing the curve of her breasts, then lower over her exposed hip.  

“You’re nervous,” Star murmured, her breath hot against Tricksay’s ear.  

“Always with you,” Tricksay countered, pulling her closer. Their lips met—a collision of want and need. Star’s wings unfurled, cradling her as they sank into the couch, the room dissolving into a symphony of moans and whispered promises.  

Before Star, Tricksay didn’t even think about intimacy. Now? It was a prayer that sang whenever they were together, melting her anxiety into nothingness.

Star’s claws grazed Tricksay’s spine, sending shivers through her. The scarf’s glow intensified, its magenta threads weaving warmth between them. Tricksay tangled her fingers in Star’s fur, their bodies moving in a rhythm older than stages or scars.  

“Look at me,” Star demanded, her aqua eyes blazing. Tricksay obeyed, drowning in the storm there—the defiance, the love, the everything.  

Their breaths synced, sweat mingling as the room blurred into a haze of touch and taste. Star’s laughter echoed, low and raw, as Tricksay bit her shoulder—a mark of mine, always mine.  
Their curves melded, the warmth of Star’s ample chest crushed lovingly as they met in a flurry of muzzles and claws. Their tongues wrestled, desperate for the affection that soothed the heat within. Tricksay arched, gasping, Star’s mouth bringing her to the stars and beyond as the taste of her lover lingered on her own lips.
Star’s claws dug into the couch as she sang loudly, and both worlds exploded before the pieces warped back together, her wings trembling. Tricksay followed, the scarf’s light flaring like a supernova, binding their souls in a silent vow of sweat and love. 

They collapsed together, foreheads pressed, breaths ragged.  

“Best rehearsal ever,” Star panted, nuzzling Tricksay’s neck.  

Tricksay laughed, still trembling. “Shut up.”  

Star rolled onto her back, her magenta fur tousled. “We’ve got twenty minutes,” she said, grinning. “Should we… fix our hair?”  

Tricksay groaned, pulling the scarf tighter. “You’re impossible.”  

“And you love me for it.” Star kissed her temple, then leapt up, already adjusting her outfit. “Come on, Trickster! The crowd’s waiting for their own supernova.”  

Tricksay smirked, watching her. “And you’re still… my star.”  

Star winked, her tail curling around Tricksay’s waist. “Always.”  

They fixed their makeup, their hands lingering, the scarf’s glow a silent promise.  

The show would wait.  

For now, they were only theirs.  

The Galaxy Gardens pulsed with a feverish glow. Every seat filled, every inch of the crowd a sea of neon lights and bated breath. Tricksay adjusted the scarf, its magenta threads thrumming like a heartbeat, as Star’s synth blared the opening notes of their new anthem: “Supernova Heart.”  

Tricksay’s claws trembled as she scanned the crowd. And there—front row, center stage—two figures stood.  

Her mother, a quivering mess of hope and tears, held a hand-painted sign: “To my little star—always shine. Love, Mom.”  

Beside her, Dad’s posture was rigid, but his paw rested on Mom’s shoulder—a silent truce.  

Tricksay’s breath caught. Ten years.  

Star’s synth erupted, a storm of pulsing beats. Tricksay stepped into the spotlight, the scarf’s glow syncing with the stage’s neon wash.  

“I wrote a letter to the stars tonight,  

But I was too scared to send it right…”  

Her voice wavered, but Star’s magenta wings flared, steadying her. The crowd roared, drowning the fear.  

“I’m more than the pain you swallowed, 

And I’ll burn this world to find you.”  

Lila’s sign glowed in the dark. Tricksay’s eyes locked with hers—tears, pride, a lifetime of apologies unspoken. Brandon’s gaze flickered, conflicted.  

Star leaned in, her claws brushing Tricksay’s wrist. “Sing for them, not the crowd.”  

The chorus erupted. Tricksay strode to the edge of the stage, the scarf’s light blinding as she belted:  

“You’re more than the child I loved—that’s okay!  

I’m the storm, the calm, the scars…  

And I’ll never be your shadow again!” 

Mom’s voice cut through the noise—“I’m so proud!”—a whispered scream.  

Dad’s claws dug into his sides, his face unreadable.  

Tricksay knelt at the stage’s edge, the scarf now a supernova around her throat. She sang directly to her mother, voice raw with a decade of longing:  

“I’m not the child you loved—that’s okay.  

But I’m still your little spark…  

And I’ll always find my way home.”  

Mom dropped to her knees, sobbing. Dad’s claws curled, as if to reach out—but he didn’t.  

Star’s synth soared, a celestial crescendo. Tricksay rose, the scarf’s light intertwining with Star’s magenta glow.  

“I’m the storm, the calm, the scars,  

And the love that lets me be…  

ME!”  

The crowd erupted. Mom’s sign fell as she lunged forward, but security held her back. Dad’s voice boomed—“Sing for us, Kaelan!”—but the name died as Tricksay locked eyes with him.  

Tricksay collapsed into Star’s arms backstage, the scarf now damp with sweat and tears. “Did she see? Did she know?”  

Star’s wings wrapped around her. “She saw. Now go to her.”  

Tricksay stared at the door, her throat tight. “What if… what if he—”  

Star silenced her with a kiss. “You’re here. They’re here. That’s enough.”  

The crowd’s cheers faded.  

The moment hung in the air—one step, one tear, one breath away from a lifetime of closure.  

Tricksay’s claws tightened around the scarf.  

The first step was hers.  

The crowd’s roar faded as Tricksay stepped into the aisle, the scarf’s magenta glow softening in the dimming lights. Her mother stood, trembling, leaning on a cane—her once-vibrant fur now streaked with gray, her eyes sunken but radiant. Dad hovered behind her, his posture rigid, tail bristling.  

Tricksay’s claws trembled. “Mom… Dad…”  

Lila’s voice was a whisper. “My little star.” She reached out, her paw shaking, and Tricksay pulled her into a hug—too frail, too fragile, like holding a star about to fade.  

Dad cleared his throat. “You… look…” His words faltered. He’d never been a man of words.  “I’m proud,” he finally growled, avoiding her gaze. “You… you fought. Became something… real.”  

Tricksay’s tears fell. “Dad—”  

“Don’t misunderstand.” His claws dug into his sides. “This… this form… it’s… unnatural. But you chose. And… I couldn’t… stop you.” His voice broke—a rare crack in his armor. “I just… wanted you to live.”  

Mom pulled back, her sign still clutched in her paw. “I… I couldn’t come before. The treatments… they took everything.” Her breath hitched. “Cancer. It’s… it’s everywhere now. The doctors say… time’s short.”  

Tricksay’s knees buckled. The spotlights seemed to flicker, mimicking the shattering of her world. Did she hear right? Were those words real? “No—”  

“Shhh,” Mom soothed, wiping her tears. “I’m here now. I watched every concert online. You… you amazed me.”  

Dad’s ears drooped. “We argued. Over this. Over you. I thought… if I denied it, it’d go away.” His claws raked his fur. “But you… you were always her. Even when you were… Kaelan.”  

Tricksay pulled them both into a hug—Mom’s frail frame, Dad’s stiff but yielding shoulders. “I missed you,” she whispered.  

“We missed you too,” Mom murmured. “Every day.”  

Dad grunted. “Don’t think this means I’m… happy.”  

Tricksay laughed through tears. “I know.”  

They lingered in the quiet, the scarred and the fading and the one still learning to be as they talked about the time that had been lost. 
Mom’s paw squeezed hers. “Make… make more music. For me. For everyone.”  

Dad nodded gruffly. “Just… don’t… disappear again.”  

Tricksay’s throat tightened. “I won’t. Never.”  

They left soon after—Mom’s strength waning, Dad’s pride still prickly but softer now. Tricksay watched them go, the scarf’s glow dimmed by the weight of too little time.  

Star found her backstage, her glow somber. “You okay?”  

Tricksay shook her head. “No. But… I’ll be there. Until the end.”  

Star pulled her into a hug. “Then we’ll make every moment count.”  

The road ahead was short for Mom.  

But for the first time in a decade, Tricksay wasn’t afraid to walk it.  

***

It was only a month.

What do you do with so little time when you know the end is near?

The hospital room smelled of antiseptic and fading hope. Mom’s once-vibrant fur was now a patchwork of gray, her breaths shallow beneath the oxygen mask. Tricksay sat by her bedside between shows, the scarf’s magenta glow dimmed to a whisper, as if mourning alongside her.  

Star phased through the door one afternoon, her magenta fur somber, wings folded tightly. “She asked for you,” Tricksay whispered.  

Star’s claws brushed Mom’s paw. “You did so much for her, mom,” she admitted. “Your letters… they pushed me to believe.”  

Mom’s weak smile was radiant. “Good.” She turned to Tricksay. “You’ve… always deserved love. Even when I couldn’t… see it.”  

Her older sister Lilly arrived unexpectedly—a wolf anthro with Kaelan’s eyes, her fur streaked with shame of a life lived apart. They hadn’t spoken since Kaelan’s first haircut, the fight that split them.  

“You look like him,” Lilly whispered, staring at Tricksay’s aqua-green hair.  

Tricksay flinched. “And you still look like you—cold and distant.”  

Star stepped between them. “She’s here now.”  

Her sister’s claws trembled. “Mom… she made me come. Said… ‘Tell her I’m sorry.’”  

Mom’s last wish was a private concert. They set up a small amp and mic in her hospital room. Tricksay sang “Neon Bones”—their first song—her voice breaking on the chorus. Mom’s paw squeezed hers, tears pooling beneath her oxygen mask.  

“You’re… so much more than I ever…” Mom gasped, her breath labored. “Shine, Tricksay… always shine.”  

The end came at dawn. Dad’s claws dug into the sheets as Mom’s breaths grew ragged. Her sister wept silently, her earlier anger dissolved into grief. Star cradled Tricksay as the monitors flatlined.  

Mom’s final words echoed in Tricksay’s mind: “Never stop.”  

Tricksay collapsed against Star’s shoulder, the scarf now dull around her throat. “She’s gone,” she choked. “I didn’t get to… tell her I loved her enough.”  

Star’s wings wrapped around her. “She knew.”  

Dad’s voice cracked: “She loved you. Always.”  

Lilly hugged Tricksay, her embrace stiff but sincere. “I’m… sorry.”  

They buried Mom under the stars, the scarf tied to her coffin, a new one now wrapped with brighter threads around Tricksay’s throat. Her voice wavered as she sang a new lyric:  

“You’re more than the pain you swallowed,  

And I’ll burn this world to find you…
Now I’m the fire, the light, the spark,  

The love you taught me to be.”
Star held her as the tears fell.  

Tricksay stared at the scarf, its glow reignited by Star’s touch. “I’ll never stop,” she vowed. “For her. For us.”  

Dad nodded, his pride softened. Her sister left a lily on Mom’s grave—a gesture of reconciliation.  

Star kissed her temple. “Then let’s make every note count.”  

The world moved on.  

But in the quiet, Tricksay knew:  

The music would never fade.  

And neither would the love.  

***

The stadium’s lights dimmed to a distant glow as Tricksay perched on the edge of the rooftop, the scarf’s magenta threads dull against the night sky. Below, confetti littered the seats like fallen stars. A lone syringe sat on the ledge beside her—a relic of old ghosts she’d finally buried, yet their haunting echo still lingered, whispering.
Star phased into existence beside her, her pink fur glowing softly. “Still playing with poison?”  

Tricksay didn’t look up. “Just… thinking.”  

Star’s claws closed around the syringe, crushing it into shimmering dust. “No more ‘what-ifs,’” she murmured. “You’ve got now. And me.”  

Tricksay’s shoulders shook. “I miss her. Every breath… I miss her so much.”  

Star pulled her into a hug, her wings wrapping around them like a shield. “I know. But she’s not gone. She’s… everywhere. In the music. In the stars.”  

Tricksay’s tears fell. “I’m scared I’ll forget how she smiled.”

There was silence for a moment. 

“Then look up.” Star’s wings flared, a burst of magenta light spilling into the sky.  

The stars above rearranged themselves—a constellation forming in Tricksay’s likeness, mid-chorus, the scarf glowing as if she were still singing. At her side, a smaller figure shimmered: Mom, her form woven from stardust, smiling forever.  

“I pulled a few strings,” Star admitted, her voice wobbly. “Quasar… helped. Said it was ‘too beautiful to deny.’”  

Tricksay’s breath caught. “She’s always watching?”  

Star nodded. “Every night. Every concert. Every time you believe.”  

Tricksay traced the constellation, her claws brushing the sky. “I’ll never stop singing,” she whispered. “For her. For you.”  

“And for yourself,” Star added, kissing her temple. “You’re not just her wish anymore. You’re yours.”  

They sat until dawn, the stars’ image fading as the first light crept over the horizon. Tricksay’s tears dried into resolve.
Star smiled, her aqua eyes glinting. “Ready for the next show tonight? I hear the crowd’s already rioting.”  

Tricksay laughed, the sound lighter than it had been in years. “Only if you keep making stars for me.”  

Star’s tail curled around her. “Always.”  

The syringe was gone, but the scars remained—not as chains, Tricksay realized, but as proof.  

Proof that she’d fought.  

Proof that she’d won.  

And the stars…  

The stars would never let her forget.  

***

The stadium hummed with a primal energy, the air thick with anticipation. Thousands of glowing screens—phones, tablets, holograms—punctuated the dark like a constellation of eager eyes. Tricksay stood in the shadows behind the stage, her magenta scarf draped loosely around her neck, the fabric’s threads flickering with a hesitant pulse. The crowd’s murmurs swelled, a living entity demanding release.  

Star phased into the dimness beside her, her magenta fur glowing softly in the darkness. “You’ve got two minutes before the house lights drop,” she whispered.  

Tricksay stared at the sea of faces, her claws tightening on the scarf. “I… I need to do something different. Something that’ll stick.” Her voice trembled, not from fear, but from the weight of a decade of unspoken truths.  

Star’s tail curled around her wrist. “What do you mean?”  

Tricksay’s gaze dropped to her magenta top—the one Star had painted with glowing constellations, the one that had been her armor for years. She hesitated, then shrugged out of it, the fabric pooling at her feet. Beneath, she wore only the black legwear, the gloves, and the faint shimmer of her transformed skin—a canine’s curves, aqua-green hair, the glow of her scars like stardust. The scarf slipped from her throat, falling beside the discarded top.  

Star’s breath hitched. “Tricksay…”  

“I’m done hiding,” Tricksay said, her voice steady now. Her feminine form held, even without the scarf’s magic, now laid bare for all to see. “They need to see me—not the act, not the persona. Me.”  

The house lights died. The crowd roared, then fell silent as the stage’s lone spotlight found her. Naked except for the black leg wear and gloves, Tricksay stepped forward, her silhouette a stark contrast against the black backdrop. The audience gasped. Someone’s phone slipped from their paw.  

Star’s voice boomed through the speakers, her magenta glow flaring. “Uh, ladies and gentlemen—this is her!”  

Tricksay stood motionless, the scarf’s absence a raw nerve. Her voice cut through the silence, low and trembling. “You’ve seen the persona. The stage. The myth.” She took a step forward, the spotlight catching the sheen of sweat on her fur. “But what’s underneath?”  

A beat. The crowd held its breath.  

She raised the microphone, her claws brushing its edge. “I was a boy who hated his reflection.” Her voice wavered, then steadied. “Who cut his skin to feel alive. Who traded pain for a high because… because the world felt too much.**”  

A tear fell, catching the light like a diamond. “I ran from who I was. I hid in drugs, in lies, in the darkness.”  

The crowd shifted, uneasy. A young wolf anthro in the front row raised their phone—recording, not mocking.  

Tricksay’s gaze swept the stadium. “But here’s the truth: You don’t have to be broken to be beautiful.” She stepped closer to the edge, her form bared but defiant. “I spent years thinking I had to earn my worth. That I had to prove myself.” She laughed, raw and bitter. “Turns out, you’re already enough.”  

A man in the third row stood, his claws covering his mouth. “I… I didn’t know,” he whispered, loud enough for the mic to catch.  

Tricksay’s eyes locked with his. “You don’t have to. This is my story.” She turned back to the crowd, her voice rising. “But if even one of you leaves here thinking… maybe I can too… then this was worth it. This may have been my journey, but it can also be yours. It can be all of yours. Ours.”  

The scarf’s threads, now freed from her neck and glowing softly in her grasp, glowed faintly in her hand—a relic of the past she’d chosen to shed.  

A child’s voice piped up from the front: “Are you happy now?”  

Tricksay’s breath caught. She knelt, as if the stage were no longer elevated. “Happier than I ever thought possible.” She gestured to her scars. “These? They’re not flaws. They’re proof. Proof I survived.” She stood again, the spotlight catching the magenta glow of Star’s magic weaving through the air—a silent tribute. “Love isn’t about being perfect. It’s about being seen.”  

The crowd’s silence had become a charged stillness. Tricksay’s voice dropped to a whisper. “I lost my mother recently. I lost so many moments that I could have had. My father spent years hating the person I became. But I… I found a love that doesn’t ask me to change.” She glanced at Star, whose pink fur blazed in the wings, her hair shimmering. 

“She’s my everything. And I’m hers.”  

The first clap came—a single, defiant sound from Star herself, who had joined Tricksay on stage in nothing but her own fur and flesh. Then another. A wolf anthro in the front row, then a feline, then a thousand hands-claps erupting into a thunderous roar.  

Tricksay raised the scarf in triumph, its threads now glowing fiercely, and tied it around her wrist. “This isn’t the end. It’s the beginning.” She kept her hand up, and the stage lights erupted—a supernova of color. “Go out there. Be you. And if you’re ever lost… look up.” She gestured to the sky, where Star’s magic had woven a new constellation: Tricksay singing, her mother’s form etched beside her. “We’ll always be here. I, Tricksay V. Rayne, promise you that!”  

The crowd chanted her name as she stepped into the light, the applause a tsunami. Star joined her onstage, their paws touching.

“Let’s give them something to remember, Tricks!”
"Stardust & Scars"  

(Verse 1 – Tricksay)
I was a ghost in a borrowed skin,
A silhouette where the light begins.
Every mirror lied, every song felt thin—
Cut my veins to feel alive again.
(Verse 1 – Star)
I wove a wish, defied the skies,
A thread of magenta, a mortal’s guise.
They called me fool, but I saw your eyes—
A supernova trapped in a boy’s disguise.
(Pre-Chorus – Together)
Now we stand here, naked and unafraid,
No armor, no masks, no chains to betray.
The scars we carry are maps we’ve made—
To the stars we’ll burn, the scars we’ll wear.
(Chorus – Both)
We are stardust and scars,
A love that outlives the dark.
You taught me to sing through the cracks in my heart— 

This is the fire that never will part.
Stardust and scars,
The night’s final stars.
We’ll light up the void, leave our mark in the dark—
This is the journey we’ll never depart.
(Verse 2 – Tricksay)
I drowned in the glow of the spotlight’s lie, 

High on the cheers, low on my why.
But you saw the girl under the fractured sky—
The one who finally learned how to fly.
(Verse 2 – Star)
I broke celestial laws, let my magic run free,
For a soul worth more than a thousand galaxies.
Now the elders rage, but the stars sing of thee—
A constellation born of a mortal’s decree.
(Bridge – Tricksay)
They said I’d fade like a shooting star,
That love’s just a myth, that scars don’t compare.
But you held my hand when the shadows grew near—
Turned my nightmares to constellations I wear. 

(Bridge – Star)
We are the song the heavens forgot,
A duet of chaos, of broken and not.
Let the world see us, stripped of the plot—
Two souls rewriting the stars as we plot. 

(Chorus – Both)
We are stardust and scars,
A love that outlives the dark.
You taught me to sing through the cracks in my heart—
This is the fire that never will part.
Stardust and scars,
The night’s final stars.
We’ll light up the void, leave our mark in the dark—  

This is the journey we’ll never depart.
(Outro – Tricksay & Star, overlapping)
So let the crowd roar, let the cosmos expand,  

Our story’s a blaze, never meant to be planned.  

When the universe fades, and the galaxies end— 

We’ll still be the light in the bones of the land.
(Final Line – Together, fading into the crowd’s roar)  

This is hope. This is us.
This is only the beginning…
The stadium erupts as Tricksay and Star stand center stage, their bodies glistening under the lights, no clothes but the glow of their love and the magenta threads of the scarf now woven between them. The crowd grows silent, transfixed, as they sing not just to the audience, but to each other, their voices a raw, beautiful duet.  

When the final note fades, the constellation above flares—a new star added, a symbol of their unity. The crowd’s roar drowns out everything except the pulse of their love, the scars, the scars, the stardust.  

Tricksay’s smile is pure, tears streaming, and pulls Star into a kiss as the stage lights explode into a thousand supernovas.  

The show is over.  

But their story?  

It’s just beginning.

*~*~*THE END*~*~*
Epilogue:

The Unwritten Sky
The stadium lights dimmed, the crowd’s roar fading into a hum of awe. Tricksay stood center stage, bare except for the glowing black gloves and legwear, the magenta scarf still coiled around her wrist. Her body bore every scar, every curve, every testament to the journey—and yet, no one booed. No one jeered. Only silence, then a collective breath, then the thunderous applause of a thousand souls moved by raw, unfiltered truth.  

Security offered her a robe, but she shook her head. “Let them see me,” she said, her voice steady. The crowd’s phones still glowed, but now the snaps were reverent—not to gawk, but to remember.  

Autograph lines snaked through the venue. Tricksay sat at a table, her bare shoulders catching the moonlight, as fans brought posters, band tees, even their own scars to sign.  

“To the girl who finally loved herself,” a skunk anthro whispered, handing her a photo.  

Tricksay drew a star beside it. “You are already enough.”  

A young wolf, trembling, showed her a bandage over self-inflicted wounds. “I thought I was broken,” they said.  

Tricksay’s claws brushed the paper, tracing the scar’s outline. “Scars are proof you survived. Now rewrite the story.”  

Star found her later, perched on the stadium’s edge, the city lights a glittering sea below. Star wore only her magenta fur and a smile, her wings folded close.  

“No charges?” she asked, settling beside her.
Tricksay laughed, the sound warm in the night. “The cops said I ‘inspired too many to arrest.’”  

“Smart! They would have rioted anyway. I know I would have!” Star nuzzled her shoulder. “What’s next?”  

Tricksay’s gaze swept the horizon—neon signs, distant constellations, the faint glow of their painted stars above. “We keep moving.” She squeezed Star’s paw. “No more stages? More stages? Doesn’t matter. As long as we’re… us.”  

Star’s aqua eyes glinted. “You’re not done singing.”  

“Never.” Tricksay untied the scarf, letting it flutter in the wind—a magenta thread dissolving into the sky, but she kept the item close. Her symbol. “But maybe the next song isn’t for crowds.” She gestured to the city. “There’s a kid in an attic somewhere, hating their reflection. A fan who’s still afraid to be. We’ll find them. Sing for them. Let them know…”  

“They’re already stars?” Star finished, her voice soft.  

Tricksay kissed her. “They’re already enough.”  

They sat until dawn, the scarf’s glow fading with the night. Below, the city slept, unaware of the quiet revolution Trick’s words had sparked.  

Star’s wings curled around her. “Where first?”  

Tricksay pointed to a flickering star—a new addition to the constellation above. “Start with the ones who need to see.”  

They left at sunrise, the magenta threads of the scarf flickering with a hope and a promise, a permanent constellation. Tricksay’s body remained bare, a symbol of courage, but her gloves and legwear were gone—no armor, no masks. She would show the world that you don’t need to hide.
The road stretched ahead, endless and unknown.  

But in Tricksay’s pocket was a new lyric:  

“We are the song the heavens forgot, 

A blaze of scars, a love they won’t stop. 

No map, no end—just the stars we’ve sewn, 

And the truth that we are never alone.” 

Star kissed her temple. “Ready?”  

Tricksay grinned, the city’s lights twinkling like promises. “Always.”  

“Yeah, let’s do this!”

And so they walked into the dawn, two shadows against the sunrise, their path unwritten but their hearts ablaze.  

The stars would follow.  

The world would listen.  

And somewhere, a wolf anthro in an attic smiled, tracing the scars on her paws—and began to sing.

