THE TASIE OF WARMIH THEY FINALLY FOUND
LY

Long ago, a lonely soul drifted through spiritual realms, desperately longing for affection
and love. In another world, known as Earth, a man sat alone on a park bench, watching
life pass by. Both desired a connection—one yearned for the love they never received,
while the other wished to give the love they were holding onto.

The man, Armias, sat as he always did, observing joggers and baby strollers moving
through the park’s natural setting. Closing his eyes, he tried to block out the world
around him, finding solace in the darkness—a freedom that the void wrapped around
him provided. However, a pulsing blue light began to chase him through the darkness.
No matter how much Armias resisted, the light approached closer and closer, until his
vision faded to a pale blue.

Suddenly, his eyes shot open, expecting to see the familiar blandness of the park.
Instead, a veiled figure stood before him.

“Ma’am?” The word slipped out before Armias could fully take in the person.

The figure shrank back, and soft words fell from trembling lips. “I-I'm a man..."
Realizing his mistake, guilt washed over Armias. “Um... who are you?” he asked gently,
careful not to startle the stranger.

“I’m Kieran. I’'m a wandering spirit... Somehow, my soul got tied to you...” With this,
Kieran retreated shyly.

Armias reached out to touch the spirit’s cheek, taking in his form. One arm was missing,
while the other was wrapped in bandages from wrist to elbow. A lilac veil concealed
Kieran’s face, leaving only a gouged-out eye visible.

Armias flinched but softened his gaze. Struggling for words, he scanned Kieran’s body
for more injuries and didn’t have to look far—Kieran’s missing arm told its own story.
“What... happened?” Armias muttered. He couldn't keep his eyes off the poor boy.

The two sat together around an old coffee table. “Would you mind telling me what
happened that led to your... injuries?” Armias inquired.

The soul hovered over the coffee table and sighed. “It all happened a few thousand
years ago...”

Kieran ran through the halls, the pressure of the marble floors amplifying the urgency ¢
his predicament. He sprinted until his body could no longer keep up. As ‘
he slowed down and glanced behind him, he saw the charging horde \
drawing closer. A chill ran down his spine as a sharp pain struck
him—an arrow had been fired straight into his eye. Kieran yowled
in excruciating pain, feeling as if he wanted to peel his skin off.



“You should’ve stayed a girl!” one of the monarchs shouted. “Yeah! You should’ve kept
the dress on and worn makeup! You’ll never be a real man!” another member of the
horde screamed at him. Kieran ducked behind an old pillar in the Colosseum, feeling
trapped as he held his injured eye. In a moment of desperate decision, he thought about
how a ruined eye would only weigh him down and complicate his escape. With grim
determination, he used the arrow lodged in his eye to remove it. Blood spilled
everywhere.

“Oh my god!” Armias exclaimed, interrupting Kieran's story. “I’m sorry, but... I don’t
think | want to hear what happened to your arm...” Kieran shrank back, murmuring,
“Sorry... | shouldn’t have told you that...” He turned away and floated over to the corner
of Armias's city apartment.

"Kie, what did happen to your arm...?” Armias mustered up his courage to ask. “I want
to know you and your story better,” he admitted. Kieran sighs, the nickname melting his
heart. Kieran notices his feelings and flicks his head to face Armias. "A-are you showing
me... warmth?" Kieran's voice wavered. Armias nodded. "Yes. Why? Is there an issue?"
Kieran drifted back toward him, hovering at his side. "No... I'm just not used to this type
of care. Not after | transitioned." Armias's gaze softened as he looked at Kieran again,
truly seeing him. His eyes found the scars beneath Kieran's nipples—marks of courage,
of becoming. Gently, Armias brushed aside the strings of beads draped across Kieran's
translucent form and leaned forward to kiss those sacred scars. His lips passed through
ghostly flesh, meeting only air. But Kieran felt it—the intention, the tenderness, the
complete acceptance. Tears spilled down his ethereal cheeks. Years of buried

loneliness erupted from him in a torrent. Armias reached out instinctively to comfort
him, but his hand swept through space where Kieran's shoulder should have been.

"All | wanted was to live happily as a man," Kieran sobbed, his voice echoing in the
hollow room. "To find love, to rule my land. Those bastards destroyed everything... and
now | can never feel love's warmth again.” He wept into the void while Armias whispered
gentle affirmations—words of belonging, of worth, of the man Kieran had

always been. Something shifted in the space between them. For the first time since his
death, warmth bloomed in Kieran's chest. His form solidified, invisible to all others but
real enough for Armias to finally wrap his arms around the man who had waited so long
to be held.




