
Ross Cortese and the Moor Society 
By Kennedy Vega 

 
 
Rossmoor Park was on fire. And it was all my fault.  
Well, not all my fault. The Firedrake was definitely responsible for the flames 

currently consuming the pristine trees. But, I had an undeniable and instrumental hand 
in bringing about the events that rained destruction on my neighborhood park.  

I did after all open up a door that should have never never been opened.  
And like an idiot I did just that, I opened a door, or more accurately a portal to 

another dimension. 
 Did you ever wonder why Ross Cortese chose this land to found Rossmoor on? 

It wasn’t because of the Mediterranean climate or its proximity to the white sands of 
Seal Beach. No, there was a far more sinister and calculated reason, because Ross 
Cortese was no ordinary man and this land held a dark secret that had been buried 
beneath a facade of white picket fences, pretty parks, and lovely little schools.  

But I’m getting ahead of myself. In order to fully understand the disastrous chain 
of events that brought me to my current situation, we need to start at the beginning and 
I probably need to introduce myself. 

My name is Cassian James and I’m a Junior at Los Alamitos High School. Like I 
said, we need to start at the beginning, which is in this case Mr. Smith’s fifth period AP 
Lang class.  

If there’s anyone else to blame for the events that followed it would definitely be 
Mr. Smith and that dreaded assignment he handed out. The assignment, an essay on a 
local figure, dead or alive, was the playing card that sent the carefully constructed 
house of cards crashing to the ground and the domino that caused all the rest to fall, 
because for my paper I chose to focus on Ross Cortese, founder of Rossmoor.  

My Vans thumped against the brick walkway as I finally reached my house on the 
corner of Donovan after walking home from school and I slowed to a halt when I saw 
what waited for me. I snatched up the brown paper wrapped package that lied on my 
doorstep and tore into the note that was attached.  

 
Hey Cassian,  
I heard that you are doing your presentation in Smith’s Class on Ross Cortese 

and thought this might help. I found it at a yard sale a couple of weeks ago and haven’t 
had the chance to look at it yet, but hopefully it will be useful.  

Love,  
Rosa  
 



I opened the package my best friend left me, revealing a cracked leather journal 
with the words The Journal of Ross Cortese-2 stamped into the cover, the edges burnt 
and crumbling.  

I flipped through the pages and began to read.  
 
DAY 21  
After the bloody battles, the Moor Society and I were successful in closing the 

portal, effectively banishing the Firedrakes back to whatever dimension they came from. 
The society instructed me -  

I cursed as the edges of the paper cut my finger, causing my blood to drip across 
the next page.  

To hide the portal, and so I have plans to build a community atop the land so no 
one will ever suspect what lies beneath the surface. The key to opening the portal, the 
spell encased within this journal, will be burned and so there will be no chance the blood 
incantation will be invoked and allow the beasts to return... 

 
I blanched and then laughed at myself. Surely this was some joke Rosa was 

play-  
CRACK!  
The sound came from Rossmoor park and I walked over to see an inky mass 

swirling amid the grassy field.  
What the- 
A hand gripped the back of my shirt just as I was about to move towards it. 
“I wouldn’t do that if I were you.”  
I turned around to meet whoever had just stopped me. A girl about my age, 

dressed in ripped jeans and an army jacket, peered up at me.  
“Did you trigger the spell?” She demanded.  
I sputtered, “Wha-”  
She rolled her eyes, “Did you or did you not, get blood on the Ross Cortese’s 

journal?”  
“By accident-” 
She cursed and pulled out her phone, texting someone furiously, “The Moor 

Society is not going to be happy about this.”  
“Who are you? And what is the Moor Society?”  
She bent down and pulled out something that looked suspiciously like a wand out 

of her boot and handed me a large crystal from the backpack slung across her back. 
“I’m Eva Cortese and the Moor Society is the organization founded by Ross Cortese 
that protects people from beasties like those about to come through that portal.”  

“Lucky for you, I got here before anything escaped. We need to work fast so that 
we can close it before the Firedrakes know it’s open.”  



 “Throw that crystal into the portal when I tell you to.” She instructed as she lifted 
her wand and began to slowly chant.  
 Just as the portal began to recede a burst of blue flames escaped, setting the 
trees and grassy fields of Rossmoor ablaze.  
 “The Firedrakes are close.” The girl cursed and then shouted to me, “Throw the 
crystal in!”  
 I did and a flash of light burst from within the portal, eliciting a terrifying roar. With 
that advantage, the girl finished closing the portal with a flourish of her wand and 
collapsed to her knees, panting from the effort.  
 After a minute she stood and snatched the journal from my hands, “Be glad I was 
here before they were actually able to get out.”  
 And with that she threw the journal into the burning field, letting it smolder along 
with the grass.  
 “You should probably call the fire department.” The girl said before she 
disappeared in a swirl of shadows.  
 I panted in shock at both the girl’s sudden appearance and disappearance, and 
the revelation that there were portals to alternate dimensions within Rossmoor.  
 My neighborhood was a lot more interesting than I thought.  


