The story you think you know about fairies. Think again. Fairies aren’t the small, magical creatures with wings that you might imagine. In fact, they closely resemble humans, with the exception of their almond-shaped eyes, pointed ears, and unique green patterns on their skin.
Unlike other beings, fairies are bound by their word and must remain truthful. If they promise to do something, they must follow through.
While a very small number of fairies have broken their bond, it is quite rare. In the past seventy years, only two fairies have done so; before that, only four had broken their bond a thousand years ago.
Seventy years ago, fairies shared a planet with elves. As the fairy population grew, so did their power as a race. The elves, fearing extinction at the hands of the fairies, began killing them to ensure their own survival.
The Fairy Queen, Gurma, desired nothing but peace. She sought to maintain a trusted alliance with the elves to fulfill their role as protectors of the universe. Gurma approached the head elf to negotiate a peace offering, vowing on her word that no harm would come to an elf from a fairy. However, the elves were not satisfied. They made a drastic demand: fairies must not be allowed to mate with one another. Regretfully, Gurma agreed to these terms.
Unlike fairies, elves had no obligation to honor agreements. Once all the fairies bonded with the queen under these conditions, the elves turned treacherous and plotted to enslave them, knowing that fairies could not defend themselves. The elves presented the fairies with a choice: obey their commands or die.
For over a year, the fairies complied with the elves demands, conquering many planets on their behalf. Gurma finally reached her breaking point after discovering that two of her fairies had broken their bond by killing elves. She realized that as long as they remained submissive, the elves would continue to hunt and kill them. Her only alternative was to flee.
A small group of fairies escaped to Earth, crash-landing in Roswell, New Mexico, while the majority fled to another planet. All but two of the fairies who landed in Roswell were captured by authorities. Izwha and his daughter Gudeaz cast a spell to appear human and lived among them for over fifty years. In the early 2000s, Gudeaz, who still appeared to be in her mid-twenties, gave birth to twins: a boy named Darwin Tale and a girl named Adayez Tale. Darwin and Adayez were crossbred with humans, fairies, and warlocks. Their warlock genes were inherited from their grandfather, Izwha. However, Darwin's warlock genes suppressed his fairy traits, causing him to look entirely human, while Adayez retained more of her fairy characteristics.
Adayez was too young to cast a human form spell, so Gudeaz had no choice but to take her and reunite with the other fairies on their new planet. Though she hated to separate the twins, she believed it was the only way they could enjoy their lives on planets where they truly belonged.
However, as fate would have it, a major event would eventually occur that would unite the two once more.

* * *
It started fifteen years later when a warlock named Odacian was dying. He was the most powerful transducer of a collegium. The only way to ensure his survival was to select his successor, someone to be the next transducer of the collegium. However, Odacian wanted someone he could trust dearly with harnessing that amount of power, and what better way to do it than to let fate decide.
Inside a castle on the edge of an island, Odacian sat in a gathering room at the head of the table, wearing a black and red cloak with a green vest adorned with silver patterns and steel trimming. A hood covered his head, stopping at his eyebrows. Though he was a thousand years old, he didn't look a day over thirty. Physically, no one could tell that he was dying. As the host of the power in his collegium, every member could feel his demise.
Around the table, eleven council members of the collegium joined him, all wearing green cloaks with silver patterns and hoods over their heads. Odacian removed his hood, and the others followed.
"What is this emergency meeting for?" Odacian asked.
"Odacian, we all know that you have days left to live, if that," Rejia said.
"So, this meeting was called to remind me that I am about to die," Odacian said.
"No. We simply called this meeting hoping to sway you into naming your successor. Any one of us in this room is capable of being the next successor and will take counsel from you as our predecessor," Rejia explained.

"I'm going to get straight to the point," Sage said. "If you die without naming your successor, we all know this collegium's power dies with you. And that is way too much energy for a warlock to harness without a host."
"I know...but as I mentioned to the other members of the collegium, I will not name a successor. There are only two ways for someone to be the next transducer: either take the oath and hope the power deems you worthy of being the host, or someone could challenge me for it." Odacian looked at each of them. "But I doubt that there is someone among you all who is wiser than me...after all, the key to defeating your opponent is how you cast your spells. I invite you to try. Our powers are equal; I am just the host of the power I conquered for this collegium. Remember that!"
Odacian again looked at each of them, practically daring one of them to challenge him. He hoped that his challenger would defeat him, deeming them worthy of harnessing his power. The room remained silent, and Odacian arose from his seat.
"Odacian! Wait! I'll challenge you," Sage said.
"Good, then it's settled. Anyone else wishing to challenge me or take the successor oath, meet in the pit at nightfall."
"We don't have to wait until nightfall," Sage arose. "We go right now!" he demanded.
"Sage, challenging the transducer before the set time changes the rules. Should you happen to concede, he can ignore the rule and kill you," Rejia said.
Odacian was impressed by Sage's zeal. "Are you sure you want to do this now?"
"Someone has to, otherwise our collegium's power is at risk of dying. Just think of the beings we've already defeated. If they were to get word that our collegium is without power, it's no doubt in my mind that they will seek revenge, and without power, we cannot defend ourselves."
"That statement shows that you do not have what it takes to be a successor. Before becoming a successor, I was just a powerless warlock. I did not want to join a collegium; I wanted to start my own. I mustered up the strength to harness any energy I could," Odacian said. "Once I was strong enough to cast a spell, that's when I began challenging every living creature that I could. Most successors in a collegium have a predecessor; I made myself a successor. It is a great solace, knowing I created my own path. For these reasons, I want someone to earn this or be worthy of this gift...because it is a gift."

Odacian's speech came to a halt once he noticed the energy leaving his body and the council members standing before him. They were all taken aback, watching the green smoke-like substance gush from each other's pores, filling the air and escaping through the ceiling and walls.
"Someone said the oath," Odacian smiled.
His smile expressed his consolation that there was someone out there worthy of having his power, even if it was not a member from his own collegium.




