After my grandfather's abduction and taking the successor oath, I tried to continue life as usual. I knew that’s what he would have wanted me to do. The only significant change I made was moving to the cabin; I didn’t want to risk living in our house if those men came back looking for me. I wasn’t sure if they knew who I was—if they did, they probably would have been at my school searching for me. I still had no idea why or who had taken him. He had told me I would be able to help him when the time was right, which left me wondering if that meant he would contact me when he thought I was ready.
Months passed without me using my powers even once. As far as I was concerned, my only ability was healing at an astonishing rate—until one day, everything changed. It happened during my midterm exams. With only five minutes left, my teacher announced the time, and I realized I still had an entire section to complete. I couldn’t understand why it had taken me so long when some of my classmates had already finished. If only I could stop time, I thought.
The classroom was eerily quiet, but when I noticed the absence of pencils scratching against paper, a wave of concern washed over me. I looked around, worried that I might be the only one still working on the exam. To my astonishment, I found that I was indeed the only person moving; everyone else appeared frozen in time. Some students held their pencils mid-stroke, others had their heads down, and one girl seemed caught in the act of yawning. Even the teacher was frozen, staring intently at his laptop screen.
What on earth is happening? I wondered. I stepped out of the classroom and peeked into another one, only to find them frozen too. The teacher was mid-sentence, writing on the board. I turned down the hallway and saw a guy stuck at his locker, completely motionless.
That’s when it hit me: healing wasn’t my only power after all. When I got home, I would finally take a look at that spell book I had been avoiding. I had hesitated to open it, fearing the surprises it might hold and the possibility of unleashing something uncontrollable. But given my current situation, I had no choice.
I dashed back to my classroom, acutely aware that I didn’t know how much time I had left. I needed to seize this opportunity to finish my exam before everything returned to normal—or at least, I hoped it would. If it didn’t, I would figure out how to fix the problem later. For now, my top priority was completing my exam, assuming things would revert to the way they were. I sat down and began scribbling in answers.
A confused voice spoke from behind me. "What’s going on? Darwin, why are we the only ones moving?"
I turned to see Sadie; the girl who had been caught mid-yawn. 
The real question is, how are you moving while everyone else is frozen?
"I don't know," I lied. "But you shouldn't tell anyone. Just forget what you saw. No one will believe you, and they'll think you're crazy."
She sat there speechless as I finished my exam. A second after I completed it, everyone began moving again as if nothing had happened. The teacher came around to collect our exams.
When the bell rang, Sadie rushed out the door, and I followed her. "Sadie, wait up!"
She smiled and stopped in the middle of the hallway, now crowded with students heading to their lockers and moving between classes. I wasn't sure why she was smiling. 
"You're not going to tell anyone, are you?" I asked.
"What are you talking about?"
"You know."
She looked at me like I was the crazy one. "I don’t know."
I was confused because she seemed very convincing. I couldn't tell if she was just playing along or genuinely clueless. However, the question remained unanswered: how was she unfrozen before everyone else? 
"Don't worry about it. I have to go; I don't want to be late for my next class," I said, lying. I had no intention of going to class. I needed to get home, hoping the spell book would provide some answers.
As soon as I entered the cabin, I grabbed the spell book from the cubbyhole and began scanning through its pages for something useful. The book was divided into two sections: warlocks and fairies. In the fairy section, I found a picture of what I suspected to be a fairy. Flipping through the pages, I discovered a compulsion spell, with both verbal and motion versions.
“Memfenko?” I muttered. I had never said that before, nor had I performed the motion spell. So how had I cast it? Again, I scanned the pages and found a time-freeze spell in the warlock section. I had never spoken or gestured that spell either. How was I able to freeze time and compel Sadie without saying or performing the spell?
In the back of the book, there were footnotes written in another language, stating: Warlocks can dictate any element or object. One learns to manipulate gravity, while the other way is to command it with the mind. That didn’t sound simple; I could only imagine trying to do it. But why not give it a shot?
I went out onto the veranda and stood in front of the woodpile. Okay, I can do this, I thought. I froze time for crying out loud. If I could do that, I could move the woodpile.
I held my hand out and focused on the energy around me. I could feel the weight of gravity holding me down. I channeled it through me and lifted the woodpile. I was excited; I hadn’t expected to accomplish it on my first attempt. Though I hadn’t physically lifted it, I felt the weight on my arms, but it wasn’t heavy.
This was exhilarating. I became comfortable and started using both hands, selecting individual logs and making them levitate while holding up the pile with my other hand. I practiced for hours, and I began to miss my grandfather. I knew he would have enjoyed teaching me this.
For the first time, I ventured into his room. It was dark, so I opened the curtains to let the daylight in. The bed was neatly made, and there were two coffee tables on either side. Hanging on the wall was a painting of two babies—one with fairy markings and the other appearing to be me. Why would my grandfather have me painted alongside a fairy?
I removed the picture for a closer look and tossed it onto the bed when I noticed a safe hidden behind it.
My first thought was, “Mother lode! This would have been a convenient place to put the spell book.” That way, I wouldn’t have had to rummage through the floor, which, by the way, I had yet to fix.
I quickly dismissed that thought; I was about to use my newfound powers to crack the safe. After all, I was distinguished enough to hear the clicks without actually putting my ear to it. Okay, grandfather, what do you have in there?
I closed my eyes, held my hand over the safe, and rotated the dial while listening for the clicks. After obtaining the numbers, I opened it. Inside were stacks of money—enough to pay for my doctorate degree.
“Don’t worry, grandfather. I’m fifteen; with this money, I’ll be responsible. I hope.”

Over the next two days, I missed school while house hunting, aiming to find a place back in town so I wouldn’t have to wake up extra early to ride my bike thirty miles to school. My goal was to find a house situated between school and the cabin.
I found the perfect house in a great location and compelled the real estate agent to file the paperwork under a false identity. 
In the town where I had lived my whole life, everyone knew each other. Over the past two years, I had become known as the magician kid, and people appreciated a good magic trick. I felt good bringing them joy. No one actually believed I was doing real magic; they thought I was a skilled illusionist.
Brett, my closest friend, was my wingman when it came to performing magic shows. Thanks to him, we landed jobs at Mr. Donohue's diner. One day, Brett opened a fresh deck of cards and handed it to Mr. Donohue. “Put this deck in order however you like,” he said. “If my friend can guess your cards in order, will you give us summer jobs?”
Mr. Donohue was thrilled by the challenge and agreed to hire us. After bringing us on board, he confided that he didn’t think I could pull it off. To be honest, I wasn’t sure either. Earlier that day, I had inhaled some strange green smoke, and I felt disoriented, unsure of what was happening.
As we worked at the diner, word spread around town that a kid there did magic shows, and soon the diner became the place to be. Mr. Donohue thanked us for bringing in more business and offered us part-time jobs once school started again. Brett eagerly accepted, while I told him I would think about it.
Today was the last day of summer vacation, and as I headed to work, I noticed an outsider sitting in a corner booth, sipping a glass of water. He had a buzz cut, a shadow of a beard, and a fit physique, all clad in a black suit. My heart raced; I feared the men who had abducted my grandfather had finally caught up with me. I resolved not to go down without a fight, hoping they would at least show some courtesy to the customers and take it outside.
As I approached the kitchen, Ms. Sally greeted me from behind the counter, serving food to the customers. I smiled and waved back. Brett passed by, carrying a tray of food, and we exchanged nods. The aroma of fried eggs, bacon, toast, and coffee reminded me that I hadn’t eaten breakfast yet.
When I reached the kitchen door, Mr. Rogers called me over to his table in the center booth. He asked me to show his sister a card trick, explaining that she was only in town for a few days. I figured I could entertain her; after all, she had come all this way to see me, and I didn’t want to disappoint.
“Just one,” I said, pulling out a deck of cards from my back pocket. I shuffled them and said, “Please pick one.”
After she selected her card, I froze time and slipped it into her pocketbook. When I unfroze time, I picked a random card—the two of spades. “Is this your card?” I asked.
She shook her head. “No.”
“Of course not, because yours is inside your pocketbook.” She hesitated before checking, then pulled out the five of diamonds. They both looked amazed.
“How did you do that?” she asked.
“I told you he has a gift,” Mr. Rogers chimed in.
I chuckled internally. “Now you know I couldn’t tell you,” I replied, collecting the cards.
They thanked me, and I went into the kitchen to put on my apron. I worked for a few hours before taking a lunch break. As I sat at the counter finishing my meal, I glanced toward the corner booth. The man was still there. I walked over to his table, and he folded his newspaper.
“Darwin, right?” he said.
My first thought was, how does he know my name?
“Relax, Brett told me who you are—Darwin, the magician kid.”
I forced a smile, skeptical. “Who reads newspapers anymore? Everyone just uses their phone or tablet.”
“Let’s just say I’m from the stone ages—a place where technological advancements don’t exist.”
“What does that mean? You can’t be older than thirty-five.”
“I assure you; I am much older. So, how did you do it?”
“Do what?”
“You know, with the time and the pocketbook.”
He was starting to freak me out. How could he possibly know?
“I’ll tell you what. Your friend mentioned a trick where you can select every card I choose. If you can do that, I’ll answer your question—especially the one on your mind: who am I?”
I wanted nothing more than to know who he was, so I agreed. I handed him the cards. He organized them and smiled while handing them back to me. 
His mind was blank; he had no thoughts.
“What’s the matter? Can’t read my mind?” I asked.
He knew too much. “Who are you?”
“Guess the card, and I’ll tell you.”
I didn’t like the way he was smiling at me, as if he had outsmarted me. I cast a reveal spell in my mind, allowing me to hear his thoughts and see them. When I was learning spells, I never imagined I would have to use that particular one. I shuffled the cards, searched through them, and laid his cards out in order.
I had never seen someone look so surprised in my life.
As much as I didn’t want to entertain the stranger, the longer I stayed around him, the more I felt connected. It was as if we were in sync with one another—a very strong connection.
“I’m impressed. Ask away.”
“You know what I am?”
“I do now. You’re much more than I anticipated. Not many beings can cast mind spells. In fact, I only knew one person who could—his name was Izwha.”
He caught me off guard by mentioning my grandfather’s name. I hesitated to tell him that Izwha was my grandfather; I didn’t know his intentions.
“Who are you?”
“My name is Odacian. When you took the successor oath, you obtained my powers. It’s a pleasure to finally meet you.”
Finally, someone knew what I was. It felt good to know I wasn’t alone, assuming he was here to help me develop my powers.
“What am I?”
“You are a warlock. What I don’t understand is how you ended up on Earth, which collegium you were born from, and how you managed to transgress the powers you received from me.”
“Why are you here? Are you going to teach me or something?”

“Right now, I cannot answer that question. There is a creature here on Earth. I don’t know if she’s here to harm you or searching for answers. The less you know right now, the better for both of us.” He stood up.
“That’s it?”
“For now. See you in class tomorrow.”
“Class?”
“I’m your new chemistry teacher. Don’t worry; I’ll explain everything.” He walked out.
Once he left, I didn’t know whether to feel excited about someone finally explaining what I was or afraid of this creature he mentioned.
I entered my house, perched on a lonely hilltop surrounded by trees. Inside, there was an attic, three bedrooms, two bathrooms, and a cellar. The living and dining rooms were fully furnished. On the floor of my living room lay a beautiful fairy. She looked slightly different from the fairies I had seen in paintings and spell books. The markings on her skin were purple instead of green. She wore a metallic green shirt and shorts, flowers woven into her hair, and she was barefoot.
I wondered if this was the creature Odacian had been talking about. She looked harmless, even hurt. Unsure whether to wake her or leave her be, I gathered all my courage and approached her. Hesitant, it felt like tiptoeing toward a large spider in the corner, afraid of killing it but terrified it might attack first. 
Though I found the courage to approach the fairy, I still felt fear. I whispered softly, “Hey,” trying to wake her.
Finally, I gently grabbed her shoulder, and she startled awake, grabbing my forearm. Her eyes opened, and she smiled—a soothing smile that assured me she was not a threat.
“Ar-are you okay?” I stammered.
“Darwin, I found you.”
What was happening? First Odacian at the diner, now her—how did she know my name?
“Who are you?”
“Come on, fairy! You can’t pass out on such an important question.”
I squatted next to her and gently smacked her cheek. “Hey… hey, who are you?”
She placed her hand on my cheek and mumbled, “These are mother’s memories.”
What?
Suddenly, I was thrust into a memory, viewing it from someone else’s perspective, as if it were my own. We were in a hospital room, and my grandfather stood in the corner holding two babies—me and the fairy. Staff members in scrubs stood at the foot of the bed.
“Please listen. I’ve been on this planet for approximately fifty years, living as one of you. I wanted to experience having kids like humans do. I am a fairy. Yes, I have powers, and I could compel you to forget, but I don’t want to take this moment away from you. I wholeheartedly beg you not to be afraid of us or share this with anyone. Not only am I trusting you with my life, but my kids as well.”
“Don’t worry, your secret’s safe.”
“Thank you, Dr. Mandison.”
“Let’s give them some time alone. You have our word we won’t say anything.”  
“Thank you, Dr. Jared.”  
They left the room, and my grandfather gently handed over the babies, who were soon smothered in hugs and kisses.  
“Have you thought of names for them?”  
“I’ll name him Darwin, and I’ll give her a fairy name—Adayez.”  
“They are beautiful names.”  
“Father, promise me you will take care of him,” she sniffled.  
“How do you mean?”  
“I have to take Adayez and go.”  
“Why?”  
“She’s a fairy; she won’t be accepted here. They captured the fairies that arrived with us and released them. If I stay with Adayez, I risk exposing all of us.”  
“If you’re afraid of exposure, why did you have kids in the hospital?”  
“I have a gift that shows me special people, which is why I selected these specific doctors and nurses.”  
“You don’t have to leave. We can cast a spell on her when she turns six years old.”  
“And keep her hidden until she’s old enough? No, I will take her where she will be accepted.”  
“Then we all leave.”  
“Trust me, I’ve thought of that. Darwin is too powerful. He will collapse the protection veil here and on Gordilia if we try to take him through it without finding a gateway.”  
“I can feel it; he already has enough power to be a transducer. The firstborn transducer—how is that possible?”  
“I don’t know, but we both know no other warlock has ever harnessed the amount of power he already possesses. It’s so strong that it completely suppresses his fairy genes.” She placed her hand on my forehead. “Blano-Kusmo.”  
“Why did you suppress his powers?”  
“When you think he’s ready, have him take the successor oath.” She kissed my forehead. “I love you, Darwin.” Her arm extended, and I floated over toward my grandfather.  
“Goodbye.”  
I was taken aback by what I witnessed in the memory. My grandfather never lied when he told me my mother had left, and he never explained why. I had always been angry at my Collegium mother, wondering how she could just abandon her child. But now I understood she left for a good reason. A wave of sadness washed over me as I laid aside Adeaz and fell asleep.  
When I awoke, it was nighttime, and she was still out cold. Something didn’t feel right; I sensed it. I touched her and focused on a healing spell. The markings on her skin began to turn green, indicating that she was healing. I waited until the designs glowed bright green before I removed my hand.  
“Adayez.”  
She opened her eyes, sat up, and quickly inspected her markings.  
“Are you okay?”  
“For now. I don’t know how long the spell you cast will last.”  
“What do you mean?”  
“A warlock cast a spell on me called Laegma. When he cast it, I didn’t know what it was until I started feeling the effects. It’s a spell designed by elves to kill fairies.”  
“Elves?”  
She nodded.  
“How do we undo it?”  
“There are some beings who could create a counter Potion.”  
“Who?”  
“Shamans.”  
“I take it you don’t know where to find one, do you?”  
“No… I’m going to die.”  
“I’m not going to let that happen.”  
“There’s nothing you can do about it.”  
“We’ve just met. I’m not going to lose you too. When a fairy shows up at your house and tells you that you’re her brother, you don’t just let that fairy die.”  
We both laughed, but I was serious. She hugged me tightly. “You know, Mother never told me I had a brother until today.”  
“Same with our grandfather.”  
I wanted to ask her about my mother, but now wasn’t the right time. “How long do you think that spell will keep you healed?”  
“I don’t know. If I had to guess, I’d say a day, maybe two.”  
“I think I know someone who could help, but I won’t be able to find him until tomorrow.”  
“Don’t worry about it. Let’s just enjoy this moment for now.”  
Just then, we heard a knock at the front door.  
“What was that?”  
“Just someone knocking. Stay here.”  
She nodded.  
I opened the door to find Brett standing there with a huge grin on his face. He looked me up and down.  
“Dude, what are you still doing in your work clothes? Hurry and get dressed; we’re going to be late for Sadie’s gathering!” He tried to walk past me.  
I cut him off with my arms. “Tonight, really isn’t a good night.” Not to mention I had completely forgotten about the gathering.  
“It’s the last night before school starts! You said you go to this gathering every year. I was really looking forward to it, and I don’t want to go by myself.”  
“Sorry, Brett, I’m going to have to miss this one.”  
“Why? Is your grandfather home?”  
“Not yet… but I really have a family emergency.”  
“Is there anything I can do to help?”  
“No, but thanks.”  
“Okay then, I’ll let you know how the party was when I see you at school tomorrow.”  
“Again, I’m sorry.”  
“No worries. Just take care of your emergency. Love you, bro.” He said as he walked down the steps.  
I returned to Adayez, noticing that her markings were beginning to darken.  
“Should I heal you again?”  
“No, that would just speed up the progression. I’m just going to rest to slow it down.”  
Morning couldn’t come quickly enough. I stayed up all night thinking about Adayez and monitoring her markings. She was still asleep when I left for school, and I checked on her one last time before heading out. The markings were a dark green, which made me feel a little better.  
When I picked up my roster from homeroom, I saw that my first class was chemistry, and sure enough, Odacian was the teacher. I couldn’t quite figure out why he was teaching high school students if he was a warlock.  
I sat in the front row, waiting impatiently for the bell to ring. Once it did, I stayed behind.  
“Darwin, we meet again.”  
“Did you ever find that creature?”  
“Not yet. I can’t sense her anymore.”  
“I need your help.”  
He noticed the concerned look on my face. “What is it?”  
“I may have found the creature you were seeking. She’s a fairy, correct?”  
Odacian’s eyes widened. “Yes.”  
“I found out last night that I have a twin sister who is a fairy, and she is dying in my house right now,” I said, speaking extremely fast.  
“Whoa. Slow down.”  
I repeated what I had said at a normal pace. His expression was blank, so I touched his head to share the memories that had been shared with me.


