The Shuffle ---WIP! 
A beautiful young woman dances with rhythmic emotion to the beat of her own tambourine. A flowing skirt in a myriad of colors swirls around her legs as the many bangles and trinkets that adorned her body click in a harmonic melody. Her long eyelashes flutter as she watches the tiny crowd she has drawn with her dancing. Was this what she had been reduced to? Dancing on the street to put food in her mouth? There had to be more to her life than this. She knew there were better times to be had and better places to be. She watches as a young boy draws nearer and nearer to her until his mother notices and snatches him back. 

?You can?t trust the Vistani? The mother?s words ring in her ears, cold and distant. She had long since learned to disregard these comments about her racial background, but the silly prejudices never seemed fade. Anyway, despite what she wished, or anyone else thought, she was a Vistani no longer. She starts up a slower tune on her tambourine and as her body sways in time with the pulse she allows her mind to wonder back to a happier place and time?. 

?Vastella!? The voice pulled her from her thoughts. She sat shuffling her cards at the mouth of her tent, oblivious to the world around her. Moments latter Vasile appeared.  
